

Post 1 — Ky_Da

Thu May 17, 2018 6:37 am

It’s amazing how fast a few months go by, and I have to admit, there was a good stretch of time when I didn’t think I’d update on this site anymore. Wade, my wife’s boyfriend for a time, had gotten himself into a serious relationship with a nice gal, and so we decided to take a break for a time and just concentrate on us. Life has been really good… if not perhaps a little boring compared to the highs of seeing your wife be thoroughly owned by another man’s larger cock. 



Deep down, I was really missing the evenings when Wade would come over and turn my wife into a blubbering but happy cum-dumpster. But our relationship has been getting stronger and stronger and our communication is much improved, so it’s been a good tradeoff. I was truly thinking that cuckolding was a chapter in a book that was now closed… then, about two weeks ago, I caught my wife reading Xleg’s stories on this site. She was on my tablet, reading along, with her fingers making small, slow circles on the outside of her shorts over her pussy. 



I had caught her red-handed reading and fantasizing about cuckolding me. She was embarrassed and didn’t want to talk about it at first, but after a lot of prodding and assuring her I was okay with it, she finally confessed that while our ‘extracurricular’ actives had stopped, she still thought about it often and has continued to read a lot from this site and from Literotica. Well, damnit if this wasn’t the spark to ignite the whole thing again. 



I asked her, “Do you want to paly again?” 



She hesitated for a long time. For a moment I didn’t think that she was going to answer me, but eventually she shrugged and said, “Yes and no. Yes, because it’s thrilling, and it feels amazing to be wanted like that by other men—it’s such a rush. But no because I can feel it puts a strain on our relationship. When we’re not playing, our relationship is easier and it doesn’t take as much effort.  It’s so easy to lose myself when we’re playing and that’s not fair to you.” 



I confess, my own willpower to not give into my cuck tendencies had been waning and so discovering that my wife had been fantasizing bout playing again, my heart—and cock—wanted to burst. I made a decision, and if felt like a dam burst open. I felt light headed even when I said, “I want to play again.” 



Jaimee just laughed and rolled her eyes, but then when her eyes met mine, and she saw that I was serious, she sat up and looked me directly in the eyes, “Are you serious, or are you just having a go?” 



I nodded, and at that moment I felt the powerful grip of cuckoldry tighten. “I never completely stopped wanting to. I feel like each time we’ve played, we’ve taken it further and further, but I still feel like there’s so much we haven’t experienced yet. I miss watching you experience those mind-blowing orgasms. I miss feeling your sloppy cunt (I purposefully used the word cunt with her) after you’ve been with your boyfriends, I miss wondering what you’ll do next to push the game further.” I watched her carefully as she thought about what I had just said. I could tell she wanted the same thing, but she was hesitant. It took some additional prodding, but I finally got her to tell me what she’d been holding back. 



“Ky,” she began, “If we start again, I’m not sure I’ll be able to stop. Each time it’s gotten harder and harder to stop… “ she paused in thought for a long minute, “If we decide to play again, and if we push the game further, I don’t know if there will be any coming back from it—I just have this feeling deep down that we’ve been playing a game where we are trying to jump into the water and only get a part of us wet, but each time we play, we get wetter… thinking about it now, it feels like we’re jumping into the deep end of the pool.” 



I didn’t sleep much that night. I laid awake thinking about what my wife had said—I felt the same way—like something significant had just changed, only it was hard to quantify. When morning finally came, I told her I wanted to play again. It took some serious soul searching, but this is who I am and this is what I need. 



I leave for work pretty early, so my wife was still half asleep as I was telling her this. But she did turn to me as I was getting out of bed and said, “I hope you’re ready for this.” 



I nodded. She turned over in bed like she was going to go back to sleep, but then said, “Looks like I’m going to go have to try to get my boyfriend back.” 



Work was a blur that day. I was dying to get home to talk to my wife more about playing the game again, but when I drove up to our house, I found Wade’s car in the garage. And sure enough, they were fucking each other’s brains out in the guest bedroom. I heard the slap, slap, slap of skin meeting skin as soon as I walked into the front door. My wife moaning gave me an instant erection. I dropped by bag at the door and rushed to the bedroom to see Wade’s ass pumping back and forth as he pounded my wife’s cunt while she was on her hands and knees. He was hitting it hard. Her small tits were bouncing almost violently forward and back, the nipple rings a blur. Finally, Wade wrapped his hand into her hair, pulled her head back and plowed into her deeply as he came. They collapsed onto the bed, his cock still fully seated in her cunt. 



Wade noticed me and gave me a smile and a nod. If my wife noticed my presence she didn’t let on. I went to the bathroom and rubbed on out, using what I’d just witnessed for my erotic enjoyment. I came after only a couple of minutes. 



I went back to the room quietly and watched from the open door. Jaimee was kneeling between his spread-eagled legs, he was on his back, she was working his rod with her mouth and hands, engorging his cock for another round. It didn’t take long and Wade was at full attention, but Jaimee seemed happy to continue to suck his cock. It was obvious that she had missed this by the way she almost lovingly worshiped this larger cock. Wade reached down and ran his hand through her hair. I could tell he was getting closer and closer and eventually he pulled her head down farther onto his rod, pushing maybe half of it past her lips. Her lips. God they were stretched tight. Her eyes were closed as she focused on not gagging. Wade finally released a torrent of cum down her throat, I could see her swallowing furiously but still some spurted out from her lips. Wade was breathing heavily, but my wife continued her ministrations on her boyfriend’s cock; first cleaning up the cum that had gotten away, slowly using her tongue to lap it into her mouth. She then gently sucked on his balls and softly ran her fingers over the large vain along the underside of his rod. 



My wife only had eyes for another man’s larger cock. She laid there forever it seemed, simply loving and caressing his cock. They didn’t speak. She eventually got him hard again. My wife. My beautiful, small, petite wife. I watched as she moved up and straddled her boyfriend’s waist, lifted one leg and directed his cock into her cunt. She slowly let herself down and I watched as a giant cock found it’s home again inside of my wife’s tight pussy. She was in pure, blissful heaven. The look on her face was pure contentment. I realized my wife was right. There’s no going back from this. She’s as much of a prisoner to this vice as I am. I felt like I’d witnessed the completion of her transformation just then. She’d once been a nervous, prim and proper young woman who was unsure of her body and her sexuality with men. But now she knew herself. She had now acknowledged that she had deep sexual desires and wanted to have them fulfilled. She had now accepted that she was a slave to her cunt’s needs. This probably reads like I’m being overly melodramatic, but I just can’t find the words to describe what I felt that afternoon as I watched my wife fuck her boyfriend. 



The last two weeks has been almost a non-stop sex-capade between those two—like a two-week sex bender. Fuck, here I am again, fully immersed up to my neck in my cuckold life. Two weeks and it’s like we never paused at all. In fact, the games already gone further than ever before. All the people at the CrossFit gym know that Wade is fucking my wife. Yesterday in fact, my wife sent me a video while I was at work. It was near the end of the day and I knew that she was at the gym for her workout. The video was taken from across the gym. People were doing their workouts. The camera panned across the room until it landed on Wade and my wife. He was helping her do a few more pullups and encouraging her to do one more. She completed it and he helped her down, only he held onto her and gave her a deep kiss before he set her on the ground. Oh my fucking hell I almost came in my pants.  



I confronted her at home about being so open about their relationship. (I didn’t mention it earlier, but the girl Wade had been seeing for a couple of months moved out of town). My wife assured me that she would be careful that family never found out, but that she was enjoying this. She told me she would stop if I ever used my safeword, but that she was happy with how things are going right now. I didn’t use my safeword. 



I have a great date night planned this weekend for us because I’ve learned I have to step up to the plate when we’re playing the game. I can’t afford to stand on the sidelines and always be the spectator. 



I had sex with my wife last night after she’d spent most of the afternoon fucking her boyfriend. Her pussy was puffy, red and deliciously loose. I came in seconds.




Post 2 — wannabecUKold

Thu May 17, 2018 7:03 am

Great to see you back, Ky, and many thanks indeed for the update.  Had been wondering how things were going.  Am delighted that your lovely wife Jaimee is back getting her needs met again.  Love to you both.

xxx




Post 3 — elina

Thu May 17, 2018 8:34 am

Dear Ky-Da



So glad to see you back and that Your lovely Wife is back in the saddle again.

Really looking forward to follow your way into the deep end of the pool



Sincerely

elina




Post 4 — xleglover

Thu May 17, 2018 12:32 pm

Great to hear from you!  On a personal note, I'd love to know what story of mine Jaimee was reading.




Post 5 — Ky_Da

Thu May 17, 2018 1:05 pm

↳ Replying to: xleglover

Hey X, unbeknownst to me, she went back to the beginning and started reading the early stuff on Literotica. She’s been staying current with Faithfull Wife, but she’s mainly been working her way through consequences. She’s currently enjoying Jen shaking up with Drums and fulfilling Mikes three wishes. You’re stories have made for some interesting pillow talk at night. Although that last chapter of Faithful Wife really tilted my world. My wife is absolutely rooting for Jen to submit Mike and have him sucking cocks and wearing a cage. I tried to pry more information out of her as to why she liked that thought so much, but all she told me was, “it’s fun to fantasize.”




Post 6 — desertsub

Thu May 17, 2018 11:51 pm

Welcome back Ky!




Post 7 — skinny-one

Fri May 18, 2018 12:41 am

Congratulations! Please keep posting.




Post 8 — Ky_Da

Fri May 18, 2018 6:30 am

Hey all, 



My wife and I had an interesting conversation last night I want to share. She came home about 9:00 PM last night freshly fucked. She was wearing one of her boyfriend’s tee shirts, which of course was way too big for her, and a skirt that she had probably worn to work earlier that day. She pushed the skirt down her hips, let it fall to the floor, and then climbed into bed with me. I caught a look at her inner thighs as she got into bed. They were coated with drying sperm. It looked like Wade had sent her home with a large load in her cunt and it had slowly worked its way out and dripped down her legs 



I asked, “You don’t want to take a shower?” 



She shook her head, “I will in the morning. I don’t have the energy right now.” 



The thought of my wife’s boyfriend’s cum staining our sheets was more than a little arousing. She wiggled her way towards me until her backside was resting against my front. Her borrowed shirt smelled clean—that Gain fabric softener I now identify with Wade, and her skin smelled like his cologne. 



Despite having jacked off several times yesterday, I still started to get hard. Jaimee reached around and lightly touched my dick and said, “I want to talk first.” 



“Sure J, what’s up?” I of course replied. 



“Are you happy we’ve started again? Have things been good for you?” she asked. I nodded and was about to speak when she cut me off and asked, “What can I do to make it better for you?” 



This caught me flat-footed. I hadn’t really give it a lot of thought. I was really just enjoying the experiences again. I tried to think of what to say, but nothing came out. Now, another confession. I have, like many of you, a thousand things I would love to see my wife do—things that I want to do, but I keep a lot of those thoughts and feelings buried deep because they’re just fantasy and probably wouldn’t go over well in real life, so I wasn’t about to start confessing those things. 



Since I hadn’t said anything, Jaimee turned her body so that she could look at me, her hand never leaving my dick. Of note: I mentioned on an earlier post that my wife has been reading a lot of X’s earlier stories. She’s currently reading “Consequences” so that’s where the seed of this next part came from. She’s mentioned that she likes the part of the story where Jen tells Mike that she’ll fulfill three of his deepest wishes. 



Looking straight at me, her fingers firmly around my member, she asked, “I want to know your three deepest sexual desires,” then after a long paused, said, “you tell me your three, I’ll tell you my three and we’ll do them.”  



I sputtered involuntarily, “I’m not sure that would be the most responsible thing to do.” 



Jaimee just laughed and then deadpanned, “I’m married and have a boyfriend that I’m fucking every day,” then she pressed, “I know you want to tell me—don’t be such a fraidy cat. We don’t need two pussies in this marriage.” 



Yeah, that made me laugh pretty hard. Then a long moment passed in silence as I thought of what I should say. She waited patiently and I could feel her staring at me. I thought hard about what to say, but I felt conflicted. On one hand, I have so many fantasies that I’ve read about—they’re cliché as fuck—but I still enjoy thinking about them. Then I have really dark fantasies that dwell in a deep and hidden place, and that’s where they’ll stay because I know for certainty that no good would ever come from doing those things. In the end, I opted for a few things I’ve always wanted to experience but never really talked about. 



I took a deep breath and then said, “I’ll say one, and then you say one, alright?” She thought for a moment and then nodded, so I proceeded, “I want you to have a sex with two men at the same time and I want a video recording so that I can watch it whenever I want.” 



I watched as the idea took root in her mind. Her eyes narrowed slightly and her chest rose as she took in a deep breath of air. I know she’s always been skittish about the idea of sex with multiple men. She’s always felt scared to seriously consider it, but that was in the past, and things have changed significantly in the last months. I could see her skin flush at the idea and her breath became shallow and more rapid. Finally, she simply nodded. 



“Your turn.”



Squeezing my dick tightly, she said, “You know what I want.”



“You want me to wear a cock cage?” I finished for her. 



She nodded, but said, “Almost correct. Your dick is just a little too small be called a cock—but close enough, and yes, that’s what I want. I want you to try it for a month.” 



“Does this mean you want to do the denial thing?” I asked to clarify. 



“That gets into number two on my list,” she said, when I didn’t respond she added, “I don’t want you to masturbate anymore—at least not for the month anyway. I’ll make sure you’re properly taken care of most of the time, but no more wanking like you’re a teenage boy.” 



Now my heart was pounding in my chest. This was something I’ve known she’s wanted for a long time, but now I was basically cornered into it. What the fuck though, I could manage it for a month, so I agreed. It was my turn again. I knew what I wanted from her. I knew both things I wanted from her. But I also knew this was going to be playing with some serious fucking fire. Not just jumping into the deep end of the pool but jumping into the Marian’s Trench!



I felt light headed as I was about to open up this pandora’s box. It took me a long while, but finally I said it, “When I go out of town for work next week,” I began. As an adder, I’ve had a long-term job looming for a while now. We have a client in Guatemala that purchased some of our systems and I’m over their account. They just completed construction and so I’m supposed to go help with start-up for a few weeks. I continued, “I want you to live full time with your boyfriend until I get home.” 



Her eyes went about as wide as I’ve ever seen them, and she gasped, “Oh fuck me.” I think she was close to having an orgasm just from the thought alone. I know, this is probably the worst idea ever, but I answered her honestly. I felt like my chest was going to explode. We weren’t just talking about ‘what ifs’ right then. We were actually considering doing these things, and for us, it’s a HUGE leap. 



I guess in some ways, this is like life imitating art. We’d been reading about these kinds of stories and feeling desires to act them out, only until now, we’ve been too afraid to try. And so, each time we stop the game, we feel a need to return in order to experience something we feel like we’re missing. As dangerous as this might prove to be, we both feel like if we don’t put ourselves out there and try it, then we’ll always wonder and we’ll never be able to shake the feelings and stop playing the game. 



“I’m sure Wade wouldn’t mind…” she said, softly, and then asked, “Are you sure?” I nodded. She then added, “I’m almost afraid to know what number three is.” 



“You first,” I told her. 



She smiled coyly at me and I knew I was in trouble, “I want you to learn to love cream pies more than any other cuck in the world,” she said. Now it was my turn, and I think the words ‘oh fuck me’ came out of my mouth. She went on, “I want to come home from my lovers and I want you to beg me to let you clean me out and make me fresh again.” 



I’ve tried the cream pie thing before, and it wasn’t my favorite. This was going to be a fucking challenge. I thought again about what we were considering and the strongest, overpowering, erotic feeling washed over me. I’ve never felt anything like it before. I literally felt half drunk. I know my wife was feeling it too. 



I knew she was waiting for me to tell her my third. I had to reach deep to find the stones to tell her this one. But I eventually go there. “I want you,” I began, “to cheat on me.” I knew she was going to say something like ‘that doesn’t count because you know what I’m doing’ so I headed her off before she could speak. I continued, “I want you to have an affair with someone that I don’t know and I want you to try to keep it a secret from me.” 



I felt her legs squeeze together as she pondered the request. This was a fucking crazy experience we were having. It was like the most intense sexual thing we’d ever done, and we were hardly touching each other. We were simply feeding each other erotic thoughts and desires. 



My wife moved closer to me, “I want this,” she confessed, “but it’s bloody mental.” I couldn’t have agreed more. She then said, “Things could get pretty difficult at times for us, but mostly for you—can you handle it?” 



I nodded, “Yes, as long as I know that in the end I won’t lose you.” 



We pulled each other closer. She said, “We have to agree on something then, yeah.” I lifted my head to meet her eyes, “At the end of, let’s say June, we have to come together and lock ourselves into this bedroom if necessary, until we’ve reconnected. Let’s go on a cruise or something so that it’s just the two of us without any distractions.” 



Pretty fucking crazy. I’ve agreed to wear a chastity cage for a month, not masturbate, and eat some cream pies. She’s agreed to live with her boyfriend, have sex with two men and record it, and have an affair with someone and keep it a secret. I know there are a lot of different tastes and opinions out there on this forum, but for some reason this is what appeals to us right now. We wanted to push the game forward. I still feel waves of overwhelming angst and anxiety hit me from our conversation last night, but I’ve never in my life felt such a rush too. 



Any ideas on how to learn to love a cream pie?




Post 9 — wannabecUKold

Fri May 18, 2018 6:42 am

Blimey.  Phew.  

Is this the hottest post ever posted on here? 

Crikey.  Serious cuckold.  Fuck, your girl is a grade 1 professional at this.  And you too, Ky.

I was hard as hell reading it.  

Now to read it slowly. 

Then to read xlegover's library.



PS: for the cream pie, persuade Wade to drink coconut milk and lychee juice for a week.  Makes the cum sweeter.




Post 10 — mundyman

Fri May 18, 2018 8:14 am

"The unexamined life is not worth living."  -  Plato

Wow you two are adrenaline junkies. That's some pretty weighty things you're going to have to deal with while she's having all the fun.

However, the wisdom of your wife's request to go away for just the two of you to reconnect and no doubt reevaluate is brilliant.

You must keep us up to date on how this works out. Guatemala had better have good wifi connectivity!!

Good luck my friend and thanks for sharing.




Post 11 — mundyman

Fri May 18, 2018 8:15 am

"The unexamined life is not worth living."  -  Plato

Wow you two are adrenaline junkies. That's some pretty weighty things you're going to have to deal with while she's having all the fun.

However, the wisdom of your wife's request to go away for just the two of you to reconnect and no doubt reevaluate is brilliant.

You must keep us up to date on how this works out. Guatemala had better have good wifi connectivity!!

Good luck my friend and thanks for sharing.




Post 12 — MaxCargo

Fri May 18, 2018 8:50 am

I can only agree it's great to hear from you again. Your reports about your and Jaimee's adventures were always very hot and exciting.

In general, if your engaged in such intense affairs, like you and Jaimee did at the end of last year and seems again to be now, I would think, that every once in a while, it's also important for a married couple to step back from this kind of "lifestyle" and solely concentrate on eachother for a period of time without any interference from a lover or any other third party. Like you and your wife obviously did from beginning of the year until two weeks ago. So, I also agree with your wife, of only you and her going on a vacation around the end June is a great, and you can say necessary thing to do.



I hope you don't mind, if I ask some questions. Did Jaimee and Wade have met every day of the last two weeks? It sounds that way from your description. Isn't this a bite much. Does Wade sometimes spend the complete night with your wife? How long will your business-trip exactly take? 

I hope it's not inappropiate to ask, but how is the qualitativ of your own love making with Jaimee since Wade is back in the picture? I hope you and Jaimee don't neglect eachother? Again, I assume you will agree with me, that you and Jaimee reconnecting with eachother mentally as well as physically is essential in such situation.



Excuse my rambling around;) Plenty questions, maybe you're able to answer some of them. Hope to hear from you soon. Oh before I forget your planned date night is a really good idea




Post 13 — Open2it

Fri May 18, 2018 9:25 am

Chastity may really help you to learn to enjoy creampies from your sexy wife. She is so hot in her approach.  Just wait until she asks you to guess whose cum your tasting while you throb with sexually induced excitement and frustration.  You’re in for an exciting time. Thanks for sharing.




Post 14 — DavidnDaria

Fri May 18, 2018 9:28 am

Ky,



Bro.  I posted in the latest thread about not taking xleglover's stories as anything but erotic fiction.  You and your little Ferrari have proven me wrong.  Insane, but if it's what you two want, who is anyone to judge.  While you're gone try as much as you can to keep in touch with your wife, bro.   



What wannabeUKold said and add pineapple juice to it.  Lots of fruit, too.  For Wade, that is.  For a month, you don't count. 



Edit:  If she hasn't read "Life After We" she should.




Post 15 — Ky_Da

Fri May 18, 2018 9:31 am

↳ Replying to: MaxCargo



Thanks for the post MaxCargo, to answer some of your questions, my wife and Wade did almost fuck each other senseless for two days straight. Jaimee called in sick one day and they both fucked like rabbits. Then my wife was too sore and had to take a break. She’s not as used to him as she was a few months ago. I got a lot of BJs for a couple of days while she recuperated. She never entirely stopped seeing him because she still went to his gym to work out. They weren’t fucking, but they remained close friends. I trust that she wasn’t fucking him. One because he was pretty seriously dating this other girl for part of the time, and two, I can always tell after she’s been with him. She’s a petite woman, and Wade’s a fucking monster. He can’t fuck my wife without leaving some kind of mark of an abused pussy in his wake. 



Is it a bit much? Maybe. I knew that opening the floodgates was going to have an effect like this for at least a little while. They really are into each other sexually, and they’d been restraining themselves for several months. One important thing to know is that when I’m writing about these experiences, I’m generally concentrating on the cuckold aspects, with some of our relationship thrown in there as well. There’s a lot of stuff that happens between us that’s very personal and that I don’t want share—which I’m sure you understand. We’ve made some huge mistakes in the past, and I’m sure we’ll make more now and, in the future, but we’re trying.




Post 16 — Ky_Da

Fri May 18, 2018 9:33 am

↳ Replying to: Open2it

Son of a... I've never really been turned on by the thought of cream pies, but if my wife were to ask me that, I think I'd shoot my load right then and there. Thanks for the thought. That got me kind of excited to think about my wife's wish.




Post 17 — Open2it

Fri May 18, 2018 9:39 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, Open2it

It’s possible she could offer you a release if you guess correctly but leave you caged if you’re wrong. What a way to let you know she found someone to “cheat” with!




Post 18 — Ky_Da

Fri May 18, 2018 9:41 am

↳ Replying to: DavidnDaria

Good to hear from you! I've been such a shit and haven't gotten on the site much or chatted with anyone on here. I don't know--I was content to just float along in the surf there for a while. During that time though, I did a lot of soul searching, and I've found that I'm really a cuck at heart. I do fully plan on keeping in touch with my wife as much as possible. For the most part, I should have good internet while I'm down there. 



About the stories; she's most of the way through Consequences, so I think Life After We is next. I'm going to have to go back and reread some of those. It's been a while.




Post 19 — alan137

Fri May 18, 2018 9:56 am

Wow what an awesome story. Ky your fantasies are identical to mine. Unlike you though, I am not living them all. My beautiful wife has trouble getting over past social conditioning. 



But I can't wait to hear how things develop with you both. I think your wife is quite a rare lady. Being so open and willing to jump in the deep end is so exciting.



And good for you too. As for creameries - just DI IT!!!



            



Alan




Post 20 — vmb69

Fri May 18, 2018 2:21 pm

amazing events and talk. can't wait to read more about you and your wife. My wife and I also agree that no matter what its always important to reconnect, and spend time on each other. We hope all this will work for you two and enhance your relationship. Creampies are my that bad once you start looking into her eyes, and she looks back at you with those devilish eyes, while you are caged




Post 21 — viking53

Fri May 18, 2018 3:52 pm

Wow, what a development. Every time you have taken a break from this lifestyle Jaimee has taken an enormous leap to a higher stage when she has restarted. I wonder where it would end if you had further breaks down the line? Perhaps best not to test that. It's very clear that she is the driver here, matching the fantasies you have had from the beginning. She must have had a very frustrated sexuality when you first married.




Post 22 — Blizzard

Fri May 18, 2018 4:06 pm

Thankyou so nuch for coming back Ky.

I only wish we had one photo of Your wife to help us.




Post 23 — hotwifelover31

Fri May 18, 2018 9:03 pm

Ky, I echo the elation of your other faithful followers. We’re thrilled your back. While no OHW contributor has a duty to feed our voyeuristic carnal cravings, you left a huge void when you and Jaimee took a respite. Few others have so brilliantly and eloquently put their erotic kinky journey on display for our vicarious pleasure as you have. Kudos to you and Jaimee for embracing your sexual personas, notwithstanding the inevitable challenges that may pose. You both manifest the fundamental understanding of how to engage in a cuckoldry relationship that enhances the marital bond. Few understand themselves and their spouse well enough to do so. I applaud both of you for pushing the edge of the envelope and recognizing the criticality of reassessment and intimate reconnection. We all think and hope we’ve found our eternal soulmate when we marry. You and Jaimee clearly have. Cheers to you, your amazing sexy dreamfuck cuckoldress bride and your uniquely beautiful taboo marriage!




Post 24 — wagonmaker1

Sat May 19, 2018 12:03 am

so glad u are back, buddy, u & Jaimee are the hottest story ever. can't wait to hear how things progress going forward. i have read all your posts from the very first, hoping u keep having fun with it all, & keep us all informed.




Post 25 — Ky_Da

Sat May 19, 2018 3:36 am

Hey all, 



I sincere thank you for the post you all leave. I enjoy writing my experiences for a number of reasons, but I admit, I appreciate the comments A LOT. Thank you for taking the time. I’m always hoping to get more of a dialogue going. 



I got to work early this morning. I like getting to the office before anyone else, it gives me a chance to drink my Rockstar Orange drink and read the news in peace. I’ve never been a big coffee drinker, but these damn Rockstar drinks are just as addicting I think. I left a peacefully slumbering wife in bed. No boyfriend last night. Just us. I got dressed—I love this time of year because it’s lighter so much earlier in the morning, I hate getting dressed in the dark—and looked down on my sleeping wife. Her long, dark brown hair slayed over the pillow, her full lips slightly parted… god she’s gorgeous. She put on Wade’s shirt again last night just to push my buttons, but we’d had a very nice evening. I left her a note—which contents I’m not going to share, sorry—on the pillow next to her. I must have a serious mental illness to send this goddess away to live with her boyfriend for a whole month, but just the idea of it makes my head swirl and my dick harden. I’m a slave to my cuck passions as much as my wife’s become a slave to her needy cunt, haha. 



I’m glad I left the note this morning because the first email I read when I fired up my computer was from my buyer in Guatemala. Apparently, they’ve run into a thousand problems and want me down there asap. I know what our operations VP here is going to say, “Get your ass down there!” so more than likely I’ll be headed down Monday morning. Argh! I really hate traveling, but this account is a big one for me financially, so I’ll be on a plane Monday. At least I have this weekend to look forward to. 



Don’t get me wrong. I’m really looking forward to this new experience with my wife living with her boyfriend for a month. I actually can’t believe how excited I feel about this. I can’t sit still! I’ve been thinking a lot about our journey up to this point. My wife’s only real sexual experience when we got married was with a very close female friend of hers from school. She was nervous and unsure of herself when we got married, but in a lot of ways, that made it a wonderful experience as we worked through that awkwardness and began to grow closer to one another. 



I’m not going to rehash our entire experience from the beginning, but as I remember back to when she first began to have a sexual experience with another man, it nearly ended us. We had a complete failure. But we got back on our feet, worked through it, and tried it again. It went significantly better, but there were still plenty of bumps in the road. Now, now we’re embarking on a path with a much higher degree of risk, and I’m so excited for the feelings and experiences this is going to generate. It’s the small things that are giving me the most excitement. Imagining my wife putting her clothes away in dresser and closet that’s in another man’s house; brushing her teeth before bed and climbing into bed to sleep with another man; waking up to that man; having sex with only that man for a time; going out on dates with that man; meeting and getting to know his friends; fuck it makes my heart pound like nothing else. I know there are a lot of perils out there, but that just makes it all the more exciting. 



One other random thought that just came to me. About a month ago, my wife changed jobs. The first one she had was truly more of an internship that started to develop into something more, but in the end, it didn’t work out. Luckily, through her excellent networking skills, she got her first official job since graduating. I’m going to be a little general in my description, but basically, it’s a similar company to the last one in that it manufactures and sells medical equipment. She got a descent bump in pay, and she occasionally goes on an overnight sales trip as the company is working to grow its footprint, but so far so good. She’s very happy with it and she gets along well with her boss. The reason I bring this up is because this company has a very strict dress code. They don’t do business casual—they go all the way and dress nice. We had to sped a few dollars to upgrade her wardrobe, but it was soooooo worth it. She dresses the very conservative part, but underneath she wears the most heart stopping panties and bras. OMG they kill me. She’s taken to wearing very tiny thongs, and there’s nothing better than being able to flip up the back of her skirt, pull that tiny string out of the way, and make her mine again. 



And yep. It was just confirmed, Leaving for Guatemala on Monday




Post 26 — DavidnDaria

Sat May 19, 2018 5:40 am

Ky,



Have a safe trip.  I know on your return you'll be full of the torture that month has brought you.  But, I also know both you and your little Ferrari will be just fine.  Do take that cruise or any other trip you can manage so you and your wife can reconnect.



I could not do what you're doing.  You're very brave and strong to face this head-on.



Take care, my friend,



Dave




Post 27 — Kim2233

Sat May 19, 2018 5:54 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Well, with that comment I felt compelled to post a reply.



First, let me thank you for all the time you've spent posting here.  You seem to put some real effort into capturing some of the little details, emotions, dialog between you and Jaimee that make for some really compelling reading.  I've read all your past posts and found them interesting, frequently exciting, sometimes scary or a little sad - just all around compelling.



Secondly, let me say it's great to see you back, and it sounds like you and Jaimee are embarking on a big new adventure.  I wish the both of you all the best.



I'd say that you've definitely opened Pandora's Box here, but reading your past posts, I have the sense that you and Jaimee have a strong relationship and that you've learned to communicate very well about the things that are important here, so hopefully that helps to manage the risks you're taking.  Just make sure you two keep talking about what each of you are feeling in the weeks and months ahead.




You answered one of the questions I had - whether Jaimee and Wade would try to keep things "discreet" or be open and public.  It sounds like the plan is to be open about things, which is both more exciting, and possibly a little more dangerous.  Probably doesn't add that much additional danger though, I'd guess.



Them being public, going on dates, hanging with friends, makes for some exciting opportunities which you might want to explore.  Hold that thought for a moment.




One of the things that went through my head as I was reading one of your earlier posts in this thread (when you first mentioned her moving in with Wade while you're traveling) was to get her some sexy new clothes.  A couple thoughts came to mind.



First, you could give her a budget of how much of *your* money she might spend to buy some sexy undies to wear for Wade, only Wade, and you will never, ever be allowed to see them.  She buys them, tries to make sure they are the hottest things she's ever owned, using your money, and then takes them to Wade's house to wear for him.



Second, you might have her buy some new outfits to wear with Wade on dates, or when meeting his friends.  Sexier than anything she's ever worn before. Outfits you won't be allowed to see, unless maybe in a photo where she is hanging out in public with Wade and some of his friends.  Super-short skirts or dresses, tiny shorts, sexy leggings... a really small bikini if any beach or pool time might be in the works for them.  Maybe a shelf bra under a thin, tight, or perhaps semi-sheer top.



Anyway, welcome back, thanks for posting, and like I said above, I wish both you and Jaimee all the best.




Post 28 — Ky_Da

Sat May 19, 2018 6:27 am

↳ Replying to: Kim2233, Ky_Da



Kim, what an amazing idea! Fucking brilliant all of it. This is so going to happen with the revealing clothes and neglige. To see an occasional picture or video of her wearing those clothes on dates, oh damn that’s erotic. And yes, we’ve decided that she’s going to be very open about being Wades girlfriend. We’re going to be careful that our families don’t find out of course, but to Wade and his friends and people at the gym, for all intents and purposes, she’s his girlfriend. This is all part of the experience I want and I want for her. I want it to be as real as it can be for a month, and then we’ll work on dialing it back once I get home. 



Thanks again for the post. I know it’s easy to read on this site and just move along to the next topic, but i appreciate the ideas you gave us.




Post 29 — Kim2233

Sat May 19, 2018 6:43 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Glad you liked the idea.  In that case, here's a little something else to consider.



You might ask Jaimee to send you a picture each day... something sexy and something a little different each day.  Over the course of a month she might have to get a little creative to keep mixing it up, which might lead to something really interesting here and there along the way.



Of course she shouldn't be sending you any pictures of the sexy clothes that are "for Wade's eyes only".  



But if you wanted to see some pictures of her hot new outfits, there could be some rules for that.  Pictures need to be taken out in public by someone other than Wade or Jaimee, and sent to you by that stranger.  The picture should show Jaimee's sexy outfit, but it should also show her and Wade with some serious PDA in a public place. And, obviously Wade and Jaimee would be posing in a provocative way for one of his friends, who would then have a sexy photo of her on his phone.  Maybe another rule should be that each friend of Wade's can only send you a picture of *one* of her outfits.  If Jaimee wants to share a pic of another outfit on a different day, someone new has to take that next picture.




Post 30 — MaxCargo

Sat May 19, 2018 6:47 am

Another hot post from, thank you for sharing. So, you're going to Guatemala, did I understand it correctly you'll be gone for about a complete month? Do you already exactly know when you're schedule to be back and reunited with Jaimee?

I wish for you and Jaimee to really enjoy this weekend. I hope you'll be able to tell about your upcoming date night before you leave on Monday? Certainly it will be very emotional and intense for both of you. Will you continue to post here while you're down in Guatemala, if possible?



Again many questions;) Of course, I wish the best for your business-trip and that Jaimee is eagerly awaiting you to be back.




Post 31 — Ky_Da

Sat May 19, 2018 8:50 am

↳ Replying to: Kim2233, Ky_Da



You’re killing me Kim.  Amazingly sexy ideas.  I’ll have to give this some serious thought. I absolutley love the “for Wade’s eyes only” idea. The mental torture would be exquisite, I don’t know if I could take it.  Maybe that’s the compromise, someone else has to send the pics, and they can only be taken during a display of over the top PDA.  Plus, the pics would have to go to Wade or Jaimee and then be sent to me. I can’t think of a reason why they’d send them directly to a husband they don’t know exists.




Post 32 — viking53

Sat May 19, 2018 5:49 pm

Ky, this month with Jaimee openly living as Wade's girlfriend is going to be extremely erotic for you, especially as you will be experiencing it at a great distance with the occasional titillating titbit from them to stir your imagination. Do you really think you will be able to fulfill Jaimee's two first wishes, wearing the cock-cage and no masturbation for one month, while away in Guatemala?




Post 33 — Ky_Da

Sun May 20, 2018 6:24 am

↳ Replying to: viking53

The quick answer Viking, is we're going to forego the other wishes until I'm done with this project. I don't think I could take it if I was caged up--i'm not nearly strong enough for that, and traveling I would think would be difficult wearing a cage, so we're just going to wait until it's more convenient.




Post 34 — Open2it

Sun May 20, 2018 6:51 am

That sounds like a wise choice.  Traveling while wearing a cage even if it’s plastic with a plastic seal could be difficult and hygiene could be problematic. It will be difficult enough knowing your hotwife is Wade’s live in lover.  Safe travels!




Post 35 — elina

Sun May 20, 2018 8:05 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

First, thanks for your recent posts Ky, it has been highly interesting to see how you and Your Lovely Wife has made these bold steps and will be even more interesting to follow this going forward. 



I agree with Open2it's previous post, better to make one step at a time. 



Also, I would strongly advice that you get hold of a proper cage before you will be locked up by Jaimee. I know there are some guys that can survive in the plastic cages but also many of us that have had issues. Have you checked the following thread: http://www.ourhotwives.org/forum/viewto ... =6&t=49771



Please feel free to message me if you have any questions. I am currently lcoked in a Jailbird, my Wife has the key. I have not been permitted to cum for a month. This is challenging but it also induces a lot of loving emotions knowing that my Wife owns me this way and controls my sex life. As somebody said earlier, these emotions may make it a lot easier for you to start enjoying creampies out of the Lovely Jaimee. 



Sincere regards and have a good trip; hope you will be able to log on while there.



Sincerely

elina




Post 36 — Xalar11

Sun May 20, 2018 11:35 am

↳ Replying to: Shes2cute

Of course, I don't know for sure, but in the case of Ky and his wife the statement above is quite wrong (hopefully), in my opinion. Yes, Jaimee fantasize about Ky wearing a chastity device for about a month, I think. But Ky never mentioned, that she she wants to deny him access and stop having sex with him during that period of time, at least that's the way I would read Ky's post.

Seriously, does anyone really believe, at the end of the day when it matters, that Jaimee, who I believe has shown in the past that she deeply loves her husband, would really deny Ky penetrative sex in the case he really wanted to make love to her in that way? I don't think so. At least, I hope for the sake of their marriage I'm correct on this. 

--------------

But enough of that. I wish you the best for your business-trip to Guatemala and that everything goes as planned. It's not quite clear for me, are you gone for a complete month?




Post 37 — Johor

Mon May 21, 2018 1:58 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Great story.  Your wife is fantastic and its obvious you are very proud of her and lover he very much.



As to your question, I suggest that the creampie be accompanied by the story of how it was made. It's simple request you can make of your wife to help you fulfil her desire.  



While certainly not from personal experience, I think that over time the stimulation from the stories will help you over the mental dislike and teach you to love the physical part of it by association.



Good luck on your journey and have fun.  Please keep us informed on the changes in your life.




Post 38 — MaxCargo

Mon May 21, 2018 2:57 am

I hope I'm not getting on your nerves, but will you be able to tell us a little about your date night, if you went through with it and it's not too personal to share, before your leave for Guatemala? I guess it was very emotional and loving for you and Jaimee.




Post 39 — Open2it

Mon May 21, 2018 3:09 am

I can only imagine how hot the pillow talk will be as you have Jaime for the last time before you leave for your trip and she leaves to become Wade’s GF for the month.  Knowing your cuckoldress will be sexually active and when you return you’ll soon be wearing a chastity cage and learning to enjoy creampies must have you both horny beyond belief. Is there any chance she’ll start posting again here?




Post 40 — Ky_Da

Mon May 21, 2018 2:39 pm

We spent another wonderful day together, which has been good to charge my batteries for the journey ahead. This evening was a surreal experience because we were both packing, but this time our destinations are very different. Watching her gather her things as she prepares to go and live with her lover gave me an erection that wouldn’t quit. We’re both a little nervous, but very excited. I think the emotion of it all finally caught up to my wife though, she crashed shortly after 8:00 and hasn’t stirred much since. 



One thing I’m excited about is to see what her pussy looks like after a month of constant attention from a much, much larger cock. Okay, well, realistically I guess it probably won’t be that much different—they’ve been fucking a lot for a couple of weeks already, but deep down I like to imagine that her pussy will be forever wrecked for me. And thinking about it, her ass probably will be too. Wade loves to stretch out her ass. Looking at her sleeping now, she looks so peaceful, but soon enough she’ll be sweating, panting, and moaning, as she fucks her lover. 



A special thank you to Kim2233. I gave my wife cash today so that she could buy ‘sexy-clothes’ that I won’t be allowed to see unless sent to me in a picture. When I told my wife the idea, she absolutely exploded in giddiness. She fell in love with the idea instantly. My wife asked me again this afternoon if I was sure I could handle what we were about to do. By her questions I could tell that she was trying to gage how hard she should push my buttons. I basically told her I would be okay as long as I knew that we would be okay. I have my safe word, and if it gets to be too much, she agreed that she’ll move back to the house and wait for me to get home, so she should feel free to push the buttons pretty hard. This is the experience I’ve asked for, I don’t want her to pull punches. 



I thought I might add a little more detail here about something Jaimee and I have been discussing. We have agreed that she’s going to be very open about the relationship between her and Wade. The people at the gym all know that they’re basically an official couple. Jaimee asked me my opinion about what to do with her wedding ring. I just said I’d trust her to do what she was comfortable with. I love seeing it on her hand, but I’m leaving that up to her. I find a great deal of excitement about her being open about her relationship with Wade. She’s going to go out with him socially with his friends and will be his girlfriend. She’s going to go home with him at the end of the night and fuck his brains out like a dutiful and loving girlfriend would. She’s going to wake up with him in the mornings and take care of that morning wood that all guys are cursed with. She’s going to plan her days, evenings, and weekends to revolve around life with her lover. And yes, I’m sure she’s going to be in phenomenal shape after living with a personal gym coach for a month. She’s already developed some nice little muscle on her lithe frame. 



I’m not entirely sure how long I’m going to be gone. The project down south isn’t going very well, so the exact time I’m needed down there is up in the air. We didn’t play the game at all this weekend, other than planning out some of the logistics and thinking through a number of ‘what-if’ scenarios. We mainly just concentrated on us. We both are excited to start the game, I think she as much as I, but we wanted to have a nice ‘us’ weekend. We spent a lot of time at the beach, eating sushi, catching shows, etc. It’s been awesome. One topic of conversation that did come up was about starting a family. This is something that we both want to do in the not-to-far-distant-future. In a sense, I think this is why we’re feeling a need to be a little more adventurous this year. Because once the family start, play time may still happen, but we’ll need to be a lot more discreet and responsible. 



I love this woman. The cuck thing is something I don’t think I can shake, and my wife is understanding that about me more and more. She is understanding that her pleasure is my pleasure. People might wonder what I get out of it, and I’m completely honest when I say that I get an immense amount of pleasure in seeing her reach her highest highs of ecstasy. The taboo nature of it all, the variety, the voyeurism, etc. all add to the experience. The sluttier my wife is, the more I desire her.




Post 41 — vmb69

Mon May 21, 2018 3:33 pm

We all wish you a safe trip, and many text from Jaime.




Post 42 — Ky_Da

Tue May 22, 2018 9:52 am

I hope what I’m writing isn’t too confusing. I’m writing throughout the day at random times, and just writing my thoughts in the moment. Please bear with me if I don’t always make the most logical sense. 



Where to start, where to start… When I woke up this morning, I was surprised to see that my wife was already up and about. She was dressed in a long, dark skirt, and a conservative button-up blouse. She was just finishing up her makeup and hair when I jumped in the shower. She looked so beautiful. I rushed to get ready and in what seemed like the blink of an eye, we were at the airport. 



We sat in the car for several long, silent moments. Traffic was heavy and so we were later than we’d planned on being. We didn’t have much time for goodbyes. The drive had been a quiet one. We both knew something big was about to start, and we weren’t sure what else there was to say. 



My wife was the first to speak, “Are you ready for this? Do you still want me to fulfill your wish?” she asked me. 



She’d asked me this a few times in the last several days, so I before I answered her again, I asked my own question, “Do you still want to? Are you getting cold feet?” 



She took a deep breath and held it for a second. She looked flush. Finally, she nodded firmly and said, “I want this for us, but I’m worried about doing it right.” She could tell I wasn’t understanding and explained, “I’ve learned that you like the game more the more real it feels. I can see the lust in your eyes when I say something that pushes your cuck buttons, and that gives me a massive rush, yeah. It’s like you need to think we’re not really playing a game… you need to feel like this is how life is now.”



My mouth was suddenly dry and I felt a lump in my throat as I listened to her. After a long pause I said, “That’s true,” I confessed, “but I think you feel the same way. You want to really feel the experience and not feel like it’s pretend. Kind of like when we tried playing that time at the nightclub and I acted like a stranger coming onto you. Sure, it was a little fun, but it wasn’t nearly as fun because we knew that we were just pretending.” 



Jaimee nodded again, “Exactly. I think I know what you want from this wish,” she said, referring to the month she was going to spend with her boyfriend, “but I’m afraid I might take it too far and really hurt you.” 



“That’s what the safeword is all about,” I reminded her. “If it’s too much, I’ll use it. Or if you want to stop, you stop anytime. We want this to be fun—I really want this to be as real as we can make it for this month.” 



My wife looked at me through the tops of her eyes and simply asked, “Game on?” 



I nodded. 



Her whole demeanor then changed in a flash and she sat up straighter in her seat, “You need to get going husband or you’ll miss your flight, and I have plans for this evening so I need to get to work before it gets any later.” 



I leaned in for a kiss but she moved away when I did, “No, no, I have a boyfriend, Ky. I can’t cheat on my boyfriend.”



I groaned and I felt my dick start to stir. I had a flash of a thought to call the whole thing off and just say screw it. But it wasn’t a serious thought. I wanted this, and apparently so did my wife. 



“Wow, you’re starting off strong,” I said with a laugh, “not even going to give your loving husband a goodbye peck with those full, beautiful lips of yours?” 



Jaimee turned her head to look at me. She didn’t even smile as she said, “The next thing that these lips are going to touch, will be Wade’s magnificent cock.” I’ve decided that I’m going to skive off work today so that I can move in properly with my boyfriend.” This time I leaned forward and very audibly groaned. She continued, “You know I’m never going back to only having your little dickie inside me. After being with a real man with a real cock for a month, I’m never going to be happy with just yours. And the best part about all of this is that I won’t have to hide it from anyone but your family.” 



She honestly said a few more things, but so much blood was rushing through my head I could hardly hear her. Then, somehow, I found myself out of the car. My legs were weak as I watched her drive off. I felt a rush of so many emotions, but I also felt numb at the same time. It’s nearly impossible for me to describe exactly how I felt. It took a couple of hours and sitting on the first leg of the flight before I started to feel normal again. I was on some serious autopilot mode for a while. So much so that I didn’t hear my phone ping when I’d gotten several texts. It wasn’t until the flight was about to leave after the long layover that I noticed I had waiting texts. Opening the text, I recognized my wife’s lips immediately. The whole screen was a close up of her lips… wrapped around Wade’s cock. The text read, “Back where your whore of a wife belongs.” The texts continued throughout the day, each with a new sexually explicit photo. 



Photo: cum spattered face, wife licking her lips. Text: I’m forever addicted to my lover’s cum. 

Photo: her back arched, cock buried deeply in her ass. Text: I had no idea how good sex could be until you drove me into the arms of other men. 

Photo: a close up of her swollen pussy. Text: my needy pussy will never feel your little nob again. 

Photo: several close-up pictures of Wade’s cock, covered in my wife’s natural lubricant. Text: get used to seeing loads up pictures of my lover’s cock. Cuckies should recognize what a real cock looks like. 



After the first picture of Wade’s cock showed up, I started seeing more and more close-up pictures of his cock. Wade sent me a text basically apologizing for all the dick pics, just saying that my wife was enjoying it and getting off on it. So that’s what I’ve been seeing the rest of the day, dozens of pictures of my wife’s hand or hands holding Wade’s cock in different positions, like a Price is Right model showing off the Showcase Showdown merchandise. 



The rest of the day today has been a cuck high that I’ve never experienced before. I’ve given up on masturbation for the rest of the day. I could do it every 15 minutes and I don’t think I’d find any relief. I cum, but the angst doesn’t diminish even a little. My beautiful wife is in the arms of her lover. 



Here’s a little cuckold analogy I just thought of. I learned to scuba dive a little while ago, and one of the things I learned was about nitrogen narcosis, a condition where you feel a high, very much like a drug. Your thought become could, your judgement impaired, and you could be in serious peril and have no idea. It’s also called Rapture of the Deep. Some divers have been in such rapture, that they’ve forgotten to check their air and they drown, so while diving can be an amazing experience, you’ve got to always have the discipline to check your gages and make sure your safe. Cuckolding is a lot the same way. It’s easy to lose yourself in it, thinking that all is well, and that’s where the danger lies. You’ve always got to be checking your gages—you’ve always got to be reconnecting with your spouse. Otherwise, you’re dead, or at least divorced and very miserable. 



I’m a little bit of a hypocrite I feel like sometimes because I’ve been completely consumed by my cuck desires these last few weeks. I kept those feelings all bottled up for a few months, and now that we turned the faucet back on, I can’t get enough. I keep telling myself not to lose my situational awareness, but it’s easier said than done. 



I’ve done a lot of thinking these last few weeks. Over that last few years that I’ve been first, reading about cuckolding, then fantasizing about it, and finally experiencing it, I’ve come to realize that I don’t want to stop. I mean we might take breaks on occasion, but I don’t think we’ll ever be able to give it up. The trickiest part about trying the cuck thing is getting to a point where you feel like it’s real. But this is the conundrum about it, too. I want that sense of surety from my wife that she’s still in love with me, but at the same time I don’t—I want to feel like there’s a real threat that she’s going to be happier with Wade and his bigger cock. Maybe my wife will read this and understand what I’m getting at—I know she’s on here on occasion under my login. I want her to let herself go completely, and not hold anything back. I want her to have the ultimate experience with her lover and discover more about herself while she’s doing it. This makes me happy. 



I’ve read a few stories where the wife no longer needs her husband for sexual satisfaction, where that duty is completely relegated to another man, or other men. Some of these men even withdraw from sex with their wife altogether, content to be complete observers. I can’t see myself getting to that extreme. I confess that a little denial is hot, and I’m good with trying it on occasion, but sex is also more than just an act. It’s such an intimate expression of love that I can’t see any good coming from giving it up. Even if my wife doesn’t get the same ‘physical satisfaction’ from sex with me, it’s still an important means for us to reconnect and express love. So, while we may play, and even play with a little denial, I’m not going to be going down the road of only having sex occasionally with my wife. No offense to those who do practice long-term abstinence, but for me, it just isn’t a good fit. 



Different subject. The other night, my wife was talking to her friend Brooke from school. For anyone new to my posts, Brooke is an old friend of my wife’s from back when they were in boarding school together. They had a very long-term love affair. Jaimee and I were chatting in bed later that night, and I was making a comment on how hot it was when two women have sex, but how disgusting it is when men do it. My wife just shrugged her shoulders and didn’t agree with me. She told me she very much enjoys watching good looking gay men have sex. I don’t know whether that’s common for all women to think that, or if my wife is unique in this, but I was surprised to hear her say it. I don’t think I’m homophobic, but I have no desire to watch that. I then asked her about black guys to see if her opinion has changed on having sex with them. She answered me the same way as she has before. She would if the opportunity came along, but that she doesn’t see what the big deal is. She just doesn’t feel the same social/cultural aversion to it—or maybe it’s better to say she doesn’t feel the same taboo nature to it that I do. To her, a guy is a guy, a cock is a cock. I love watching interracial sex. Like so many other guys out there, I love the contrast in skin color, the animalistic feel to it… I told her I’d be putting that on my next set of wishes, seeing her fuck multiple black men. She smiled at me and said that she would gladly do it if I would suck Wade’s cock. Houston, we have a problem! I guess I won’t be getting that wish fulfilled. I just don’t think I could do it. My pride just wouldn’t let me. Again, apologies if I’m offending anyone, but I’m just writing down my thoughts and feelings. It’s all part of my journey. 



The plane is getting close to landing, so I’m going to have to wrap it up for today. The flight has Wi-Fi, so my wife has continued to upload pictures to me. We set up a Dropbox a couple of years ago where we keep all of our pictures. I found that she created another folder called, “Cuck Pics”, and in it were all the pictures that she had text me earlier, plus about a dozen more. I was excited to click on them, thinking that I might see some sexy hotwife pictures, but that’s not what my wife had in mind. Yes, you probably guessed it… more captioned dick pics. 



First Pic: wife running her tongue up Wade’s cock. Caption: it tastes soooo good, I just know you’ll love it

Second Pic: wife holding his cock in both hands. Caption: it’s always so warm to the touch

Third Pic: wife’s mouth just over the tip of his cock. Caption: my lover’s cum is a delicacy 

Fourth Pic (two pictures) Pic One: some random hot gal getting fucked by two black men. Caption: if you want to see this. Pic Two: a man sucking another man’s cock. Caption: you’ll have to learn to do this. 

 

I’m getting the feeling that she’s got this idea planted in her head, and the more she thinks about it, the more she likes the idea. Looks like the whole interracial thing is on hold “Doh!!”




Post 43 — Kim2233

Tue May 22, 2018 12:11 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

So hot.




To me this sounds really healthy.  You are embarking on a pretty extreme adventure, but it seems like you and Jaimee have the right foundation to pull it off.  Assuming you don't end up in a train wreck (and I'm thinking you're pretty well setup to avoid that), you should have some really amazing experiences ahead that both of you will remember for years to come.




So hot...



Best wishes to both of you on your adventures over the next month.



Please keep us posted.




Post 44 — Kim2233

Tue May 22, 2018 12:49 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I find your writing plenty clear, and very compelling.  I think it makes it more interesting to hear a bit of the "thoughts and feelings of the moment" - part of what makes cuckolding interesting is the emotional conflicts - what feels good one moment, feels concerning the next.  Hearing those different feelings makes your story that much richer.



And there's the rub.  The 'danger' of the possibility of going too far creates the real excitement, but it also makes things "dangerous".  Here's hoping the two of you manage to walk the tight-rope just the way you are hoping to.




As I read some of these things, I have a few thoughts and reactions.  First, you seem to kind of relish Jaimee "rubbing your nose in the fact that Wade's cock is bigger and better than yours".  You acknowledge and seem to kind of like the idea of Jaimee getting addicted to bigger cocks and finding yours unsatisfying.  But you still want the emotional closeness of making love to her.



So do you perhaps see the love-making between the two of you 'evolving' where it is more about you trying to make her happy, perhaps with a lot of oral, and her not necessarily working so hard to return the favor, since your equipment is "inferior"?  Or does that take things too far?  Do you want the cuckolding to be a full-time thing or something that you and Jaimee sort of turn on and off?




Post 45 — Blizzard

Tue May 22, 2018 5:19 pm

Beautifully written as always Ky.

This is the last great thread on this site which is still active.




Post 46 — wannabecUKold

Tue May 22, 2018 6:00 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Magnificent post Ky. There are many sentences to quote but the above 'she moved away' when you leant in to kiss her was the cock-stir for me.  She won't kiss you goodbye even though you are away for a month.  Of course her refusal to kiss you was an even bigger present, a true sign of what she will do for you and to you.   I think you are in for an amazing cuck rollercoaster.




Post 47 — Open2it

Tue May 22, 2018 7:14 pm

Jaimee is a natural cuckoldress and if you’re willing to accept this then she will train you to be her perfect cuckold.  Follow her lead and you’ll have a life together that will never be stale.  Enjoy the pics and captions they send you as they enjoy each other.  Think of all the hot experiences waiting for you when you return to her arms and well used pussy!




Post 48 — viking53

Tue May 22, 2018 10:13 pm

Thanks for the very rich updates you have been providing, especially all the details about how you feel and how the two of you are interacting. You write really well, in a very stimulating style, and are very generous with all the details. I am sure it will be very helpful if Jaimee reads what you write here as it will help her understand what the cuck lifestyle means to you and how it turns you on. You have great communication between the two of you but reading it here gives it greater distance and a different perspective.



I think Jaimee is clearly in charge now and leading everything. She is also more and more proficient in pushing all your buttons. I think if she really wants you sucking cock and continues to push your buttons turning you on more and more, she will get you there even if you see it as inconceivable at this stage. I think you have great difficulty in saying no to her!




Post 49 — desertsub

Wed May 23, 2018 12:35 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

My wife, who is very bi-sexual, told me early on in our marriage that she would love to see me suck another man's cock. It was something I had no interest in back then but she continued to tell me it was her hottest fantasy. When she started back cuckolding me a few years ago I gave in and started sucking her lovers' cocks. She says seeing me with another guy is the hottest thing she's ever experienced!




Post 50 — mick_flow

Wed May 23, 2018 2:37 am

Hey Ky, welcome back. It really is great to hear from you again, and this new dynamic sounds amazingly hot. I hope the trip goes well.



I've not tried the whole separation and my wife moving in with another guy, although recently she's been spending 3-4 nights a week away with him. One of the things I noticed is how her tastes change. From sex style and preference as she tried new things, through to new food and even new music she is listening to with him. Perhaps you've experienced the same with her bf already, since they've been together for a while?



I know this caught me a little unaware at first, but it is all part of new experiences that happen when you are apart. Best of luck!




Post 51 — MaxCargo

Wed May 23, 2018 5:30 am

A big thank you for thr update. Again, I can only agree, you're a very talented writer. It's always exciting to read your thread.



Especially, I agree with you on one point you made in your previous post: You should never refrain of having full-blown sex with Jaimee. Ok, playing the chastity/denial-game for a short period, nothing wrong with that, it can fuel and increase your excitement. But you and Jaimee should never ever abstain from having sex with eachother for a longer term. I doubt it's a "healthy" thing for a marriage. 

Of course, I mainly can only speak from my own experience, but never to have penetrative sex with your beloved spouse or doing it only very rarely, to feel her, to be connected with her in that most intimate way, that's something totally beyond my imagiation. I could never live like that. Like you said, having sex with your life partner isn't only about the "physical gratification", even more it's very essential and important for the emotional bond between husband and wife. However, that's only my opinion. But I assume you feel the same way.



Please, excuse me for getting a little emotional and rambling around here. But I'm curious has Jaimee told, that it's also  important for her and your connection as a married couple to have sex with you regularly, to feel you inside of her?




Post 52 — Ky_Da

Wed May 23, 2018 6:53 am

A sincere thank you to all of you. You guys are awesome! This project I’m on down here is a giant fecal storm, but it giving me a lot of downtime while I wait for others to do their work, so consequently, I’m on here a lot. Seriously, I’ve been outrageously obsessed with cuckolding today. 



Kim2233 – I agree with you that the possibility of going to far is one of the things that creates a lot of excitement. A tight rope is a good analogy, too. As far as getting off on Jaimee rubbing my nose in the fact that Wade’s cock is bigger, yeah, no one is more surprised than I am that I’ve found a serious excitement in it. I think deep down I’ve always felt like I leaned more towards the cuck side of the fence rather than the hotwife side. I do feel I’ve been evolving in how I feel about all of this—the same would go for my wife. For better or for worse, we see and feel things differently now than we did when this journey first started. I am starting to feel a very real thrill in the thought of not being able to satisfy my wife anymore, and for her needing to get that physical stimulation from other men. I don’t mind the thought at all about giving her more oral than actual sex, but at the same time, I hope we both continue to feel a need to have sex with each other. Like I mentioned before, I feel like sex is more than just a physical act to stimulate the senses, it’s a spiritual thing too that connects you to your mate. I refuse to give that up for more than just intermittent play now and again. We both feel strongly on this one. And to answer your question about cuckolding in the future. I can see us takin breaks—like we have on a couple of occasions in the last couple of years, but I don’t see us ever giving it up entirely. 



Viking53 – I’m amazed at how my wife has evolved in all of this. She is getting scary good at pushing my buttons. As far as sucking cock… I don’t know. That’s a big leap. I don’t know if my pride would let me do it. I’m still a little shaken from the revelation that my wife seems to want to see this. Maybe sending all the dick pics is her way of trying to get me used to the idea. And yes, she’s uploaded a lot more of them since yesterday. I’ve seen way too many close-ups of Wade’s cock. More on this new fetish of hers in a minute. 



I got a very tender email from my wife this morning—I still don’t have a cell phone that works here yet. My wife basically said she was feeling a moment of ‘weakness’ and just wanted to let me know that she was doing alright and she hoped everything here was going well. She said she left Wade in bed early this morning so that she could go surfing, which is something she’s doing more and more of. Wade lives fairly close to us, but he lives closer to the beach, so it’s much easier to hit the surf early from his place. 



I could tell she was a little stressed from her email, but not from the game. It’s more work related for her. She’s really happy with the new job she has, and her boss (Noah), a guy in his early 50s has been great to her. He’s been a real mentor and is trying to help her be a better closer. A large part of her income is based off her sales. Her ability to cultivate clients and get meetings with them is extremely good, but she’s struggled on closing the deals. She’s under a lot of stress to start closing, so I know she’s worried about it and working her ass off, so I’m glad she took time to go surfing and clear her head. Some of the difficulty she’s having is because of the Me-Too era we’re living in now, she’s says that a lot of the men aren’t certain how to treat her or how to speak with her. They’re nervous about potential problems and so there are always a number of other people in the meetings and she’s not able to have a sincere one-on-one conversation with a man. She feels ganged up on in numbers and it’s intimidating to hold your own. 



Back to my wife’s desire to see me suck a cock. I feel like once she gets an idea in her head, she doesn’t let it go easily—if ever. She brought up the cage idea a while ago, but I still haven’t been roped into wearing it. But as I’m thinking about it now, I’m seeing that this isn’t trending favorably for me. She’s making some serious inroads in getting what she wants. Where I was going with this is just to say that I can see some advantage in the cock cage in that it doesn’t let you get that release so easily. I’m like most guys in that when I’m caught up in that sexual haze in the heat of the moment, there is almost nothing I wouldn’t do or try. But, once I’ve cum, I’m the first to say, “fuck it, I’m done.” With a cage extending that period out, well, anything’s possible. Kind of a sobering thought that. 



Someone asked me the other day if I’ve noticed little changes in my wife from her spending time with a lover, and it got me thinking. She really hasn’t spent an extended period with him, at least not like she’s going to be spending, so I can’t think of anything obvious, but I am going to make sure I’m paying attention to see if I notice anything changes now. 



I’ve started to write more on a different thread, which I’ll try to post later tonight or tomorrow morning. It’s got a little more detail stuff in general. I just wanted to write a little bit because I’m horny as hell and I’m surrounded by a bunch of dudes in hardhats, and I can’t stop thinking that in a mater of hours, my wife will be headed to her lover’s place after work and not to our house. I’m really feeling the weight of it right now.




Post 53 — ballextender3209

Wed May 23, 2018 8:19 am

I’ve started to write more on a different thread, which I’ll try to post later tonight or tomorrow morning. It’s got a little more detail stuff in general. I just wanted to write a little bit because I’m horny as hell and I’m surrounded by a bunch of dudes in hardhats, and I can’t stop thinking that in a mater of hours, my wife will be headed to her lover’s place after work and not to our house. I’m really feeling the weight of it right now.[/quote]



Hey Ky,

Any chance you would be willing to share that other thread link?  DM me the info if you don’t want to post it here.



Thank you again for sharing your feelings with us and bringing us along on this journey.




Post 54 — Ky_Da

Wed May 23, 2018 3:51 pm

My Spanish is really rusty 



It’s very green here, weather’s not too bad. Everything is made out of concrete blocks. Lots of tile floors and no carpet. I have yet to find any food that I really like. I worked on a project in Mexico for a couple of years after college, so being here isn’t too much of a culture shock, but it does make me grateful for all that I have. Oh yeah, and the project is a nightmare. They are so much farther behind than what we were led to believe, and I’m stuck here until we get this thing going. Time to roll up the sleeves and go to work. 



Because this project is such a mess, I have a lot of down time to think about my wife’s ever loosening pussy. I’d like to be seeing a lot more pictures of her pussy, but she seems content to send me nothing but pictures of cock—but at least her face is in most of those, so I get something nice to look at. Despite changing the chip in my phone, it’s still not working properly, so wasn’t been able to communication with Jaimee until late. I scarfed down some potato dish that was less than tasty and opened up my laptop to Skype my wife. Luckily the internet connection at the hotel isn’t bad. It’s spotty sometimes. It goes in and out and sometimes crashes altogether, but it works more than it doesn’t, so I’ll call that a win. 



The Skype tone sounded over and over and over and finally cut me off. I tried back several more times before my wife finally answered. I was sitting on the edge of the bed and waiting for the connection to finalize when I finally saw my wife’s face fill the screen. I could see perspiration on her brow and under her eyes, and she was breathing hard. Her hair was tussled and I thought I saw a flash of what looked like cum mixed in some of the strands near her cheek. 



“It’s about time, Ky,” she said admonishingly. I was about to apologize when the camera on her end suddenly shifted, giving me a good look at the inside of Wade’s bedroom. It was nice, clean, organized—of course. It clicked in my head that Wade was actually the one holding the computer’s camera. He adjusted the angle until I got a complete picture of my wife lying naked on his bed. I only got to see her for a brief moment though because the camera moved again so that only her face and her upper shoulders were in view. She was lying on her back, her head slightly propped up by a pillow. She bit her lower lip and I saw her eyes close for the quickest second. 



WAIT! I told myself. I know that look. That’s the look she gives when Wade’s plunging his giant cock into her pussy. He was holding the camera while he was fucking her. 



“Sorry about letting you see me starkers,” my wife said, her breath hitching and her words spoken with a slight staccato. “I didn’t mean to tempt you with naughty thoughts, but don’t worry, it won’t happen again.” It was difficult for her to speak. Her head started to bob up and down more forcefully now and in rhythm to her cadenced words. 



“What do you mean?” I asked, not quite understanding, “you’re don’t want me to see you naked?” My chest was tightening just at the thought of being denied seeing my wife’s naked body.  



Jamiee shook her head, “No, not while I’m living with my boyfriend,” slap, slap, slap, sounded skin against skin. Her eyes suddenly widened and she cried out in a loud moan. A moment passed as she caught her breath… “Since I’m living at his house, my lover decided that I needed to obey his rules. One of those is not letting you see me naked.” The rhythm of the penetrations slowed, but her head still visibly moved as Wade fucked her. 



“And the others?” I croaked out, my mouth dry and feeling like it was full of sand. 



“We can only talk like this—when his cock is in my cunt.” 



“You mean we’re not going to have a normal conversation for a month?” I was dumbfounded. I knew I was tired, but my brain was having a seriously hard time keeping up. 



She started to speak, but the first word suddenly caught in her throat and then transformed into a low-pitched moan. I watched in anxious amazement as I saw her expression change to that look of pure ecstasy that only Wade has ever been able to give her. Every muscle in her body looked like it was tensed. I could only imagine how tightly her pussy was gripping Wade’s massive member. When I can, I love watching his cock pull out of her pussy because it looks like her pussy is desperately trying to grip him and not let him pull his cock free. Despite how tired I was, I had a raging hardon. 



“You have to understand, cucky. I’m Wade’s girlfriend, and I’m living in his house. I have to respect his rules. My body belongs to him right now Not for you.” 



I almost came right then, and I probably would have if I hadn’t been interrupted by Wade grunting out his own orgasm. The camera work turned to shit, but I caught a quick glimpse of his cum shooting up and painting my wife’s face before she could get his cock into her mouth and swallow the rest which, once the camera was steady again, she did quickly. I watched as she then wiped her face with her finger, pushing the remining globs into her mouth and swallowing those too. She looked like she was enjoying the most expensive piece of chocolate the way she was oohing and awing. The camera was jostled around and I couldn’t see anything for a few seconds. The next shot was still taken from Wade, only this time he was holding the camera so I could see my wife cleaning off his cock He had the camera such that, once again, I could only see her face and hands as she orally cleaned his cock. 



Next, I hear Wade’s voice, “She’s going to be busy for a little while, Ky. How’s Guatemala?” I couldn’t think of anything to say. Wade groaned and mumbled, “fuck she’s gotten good at this.” The camera angle went wide and I caught flashes of more of his bedroom. The camera continued to move shakily, but then something happened and it stopped. From the angle, it looked like it’d been dropped onto the floor. I heard my wife’s quiet moans and slurping sounds as she serviced his manhood, this went on for a long, long, long time. Then more sex until they both came again. Despite seeing only brown carpet on the screen, I could hear almost everything, and it was almost more intense that way. They eventually stopped and I heard whispered chatting for another 15 minutes before I heard more rustling, the sound of water, what sounded like clothes being found, etc. The room darkened and it sounded to me like they were now getting ready to go to sleep. I truly thought my wife had forgotten about me, but just as I was about to power down my laptop, the camera moved again and the next thing I know I’m looking at my wife again. She’s wearing that same shirt of Wade’s she’d worn in our bed a couple of nights ago. She’s also tucked protectively into him as the little spoon. She looks exhausted, and well, freshly fucked. I watched as Wade bent his head down and kissed her on the back of her neck at the shoulder—that spot I thought only I knew. She lithely squirms in his embrace and giggles. FUCK! The intensity level just went up a thousand percent. Wade pulled a sheet and a light blanket over them. They looked cozy, snug, and very happy. 



She began to ask me about work but then stopped herself. She leaned up and whispered something to Wade. He quickly got out of bed but returned a moment later. I couldn’t see very well from the camera angle, but I could tell that Wade had moved her onto her stomach. I heard movement of clothes, a squirt, and then a low and long moan from my wife which then ended with her catching her breath and swearing in a whispered tone. They quickly then got back into their spooning position and set the camera where I could again see my wife tucked protectively into Wade’s chest. 



“Wade compromised for you,” my wife told me, “we can chat as long as I have a plug in my arse… fuck, it’s been a long time since I felt this full… it’s going to take some getting used to.” 



I hear Wade whisper something that I couldn’t make out. My wife craned her head to look at him. She giggled and said, “Sorry love,” she then looked back at the camera, “not my arse—my fuck hole.” She fucking called him love. I muted my end and let out a growl. My wife was not pushing my buttons, she was playing whack-a-mole with them! 



Wade affectionately tucked a loose hair behind her ear. It was so intimate that I nearly screamed my safeword. This was a lot harder than I’d anticipated. They kissed passionately, slowly for several minutes before Wade finally laid his head down and looked to be going to sleep. My wife eventually did ask about my day, and I answered her questions the best I could, trying not to show my wife some unintentional emotion that would make her think I wasn’t into this. But what was I feeling. I couldn’t process it all. I felt dazed as the words came out of my mouth and I told her about the shity project. She was sympathetic, but I could tell she was barely hanging onto consciousness, she was extremely tired—hell, so was I—so I told her to get some sleep. She looked at me and raised her pinky finger—ahhh, there is was. The mutually agreed upon sign that meant, “all is well”. 



Before leaving, we agreed on having a quick little sign we could give to each other that meant ‘we’re still good’. It’s probably silly, and even goes against the ideals of the game in some degree because it’s kind of like breaking the fourth wall. But as deep as we were diving into the pool this time, we both felt like we needed a little assurance. And the raised pinky was just that. I raised my pinky and we looked at each other for a long moment before she placed the camera on the night stand next to the bed at an angle that only showed me mostly a darkened room. She didn’t kill the connection—maybe that was unintentional—maybe not. I sat and listened to the familiar sound of my wife’s breathing as she fell asleep in the arms of her lover. 



I masturbated three times but I found no relief—no real sense of satisfaction—just the most profound depths of angst, sexual frustration, and deep love—what a fucking game this is going to be. I left the computer on for another hour, until the power in the entire hotel I was in went out. Welcome to Guatemala, I thought as I stared blankly at the ceiling, my dick hardening yet again at the mental images of my wife falling asleep in Wade’s arms.




Post 55 — Open2it

Wed May 23, 2018 7:18 pm

If this is any indication of how things will unfold, Jaime and Wade have both done their homework on how to tease and sexually excite a willing cuckold.  I hope you have a lot of good lube because you’re going to need it while she’s getting resized for him and his toys!




Post 56 — browneye653

Thu May 24, 2018 2:17 am

WOW......are you sure u can manage one month.....that is intense.




Post 57 — hotwifelover31

Thu May 24, 2018 2:43 am

Ky, hope this doesn’t escalate into a be careful what you wish for. But my gut tells me on reflection you’ll affirm it’s precisely what your inner cuck wanted, needs and craves. Jaimee definitely was a born cuckoldress, which you clearly recognized when you ventured down this path.  Her happiness, contentment and sexual ecstasy are your greatest source of marital bliss. And she obviously loves being Wade’s girlfriend, sextoy, cumslut and cockwhore.  Hope life away from home doesn’t make this newest adventure harder on you than it should be.




Post 58 — sabya167

Thu May 24, 2018 3:29 am

I can't find ky-da's initial posts wher he describes the "derrick episode". Could someone please help with a link? Thanx.




Post 59 — wannabecUKold

Thu May 24, 2018 3:53 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Derrick is a former lover of Jaimee – got too close, so got dumped. 

Here's the link: https://www.ourhotwives.org/forum/viewt ... 68#p829776





Here is a list of the main participants that I posted a while back:



Ky_Da

mid to late 30s



Jaimee, 

Ky_Da’s wife: mid 20s English girl. 

Has four brothers in England of which youngest is Jason. 



Derrick 

former lover of Jaimee – got too close, so got dumped. 



Wade 

Jaimee’s new lover, built like a brick shithouse. late 30s.



Bennett.

Wade's CrossFit buddy. 28. Has fucked Jaimee. 



Melanie from next door

Pretty hot milf in her late 40s

Jaimee gave her an orgasm. 



Brooke/Brooklyn

Jaimee’s Scottish school friend, who she had a lesbian relationship with. 



Emilia

Brooke is in love with Emilia.



Greg

Greg is a man Jaimee met through work. Greg and his wife have an open marriage. Jaimee had a one-night stand with him.




Post 60 — Bnc63

Thu May 24, 2018 4:42 am

Ky your story is sooo amazingly erotic for us cuck-oholics.  I find myself daydreaming throughout the day when there’s a pause in the hustle and bustle of every day life wondering what’s going on in both your lives.  Enjoy what a lot of us wish we were experiencing in our own lives!



Thanks so much for sharing with all of us!!!!




Post 61 — Ky_Da

Thu May 24, 2018 5:29 am

Thanks as always for the comments. Even if it’s just a quick note to say “hey”, it’s appreciated. I’ve got little else to do this week during the lulls in work, so I’m checking the forum about a thousand times a day to check for comments.  Thanks to WannabecUKold, too. His summary is pretty accurate. The summary made me think, though. We’re still such babes in the woods with all of this. I wonder sometimes if I shouldn’t be more terrified, and it’s precisely because my wife and I don’t have a lot of experience with this lifestyle that I think all is good. There is no teacher like experience though, and we’ve had a few of those. 



I woke up this morning when I heard my cell phone beep. I got a loaner last night for while I’m here since my phone wasn’t working. I recognized Wade’s number as I raised it and looked at his text. It read, “Sincerely sorry about this, but Jills (apparently Jills is Wade’s new nickname for my wife) made me promise to send you a dick pic every morning. I don’t know what’s gotten into her (except me of course, haha) but she’s up to something, and she promised me something back if I send them to you, so, well, whatever, here it is.” 



Wade’s a good guy, but he’s got a shit sense of humor sometimes. So, my wife had promised something to Wade if he’d send me dick pics every day, but from Wade’s text, I was fairly certain he didn’t know what she was scheming. I fucking know what she’s up to, but she hadn’t told him yet, or at least I don’t think so. 



The next text I got was from my wife. It said a few nice things I’ll keep to myself, but then said she wanted to me to text Wade back to say thank you for the dick pic and pay him a compliment about his cock. The texting conversation went something like this: 



Jaimee: Tell my lover something nice about his cock.



Me: Fuck that. It’s bad enough I’ve received a hundred dick pics in the last 24 hours. This is getting too homosexual for me. 



Jaimee: Not for me, not even close. Please. I lost another sale yesterday, so I need something to pick me up. 



Me: I’m sorry about that. You’ve had a rough go of it—I keep thinking one of these will go your way. What do I get out of it if I send him that text?



Jaimee: A happy wife?



Me: What else you got?



She sent me a picture of her flipping me the bird. 



Jaimee: What do you want?



I had to think quick. Wade was getting something out of the deal, so here was my chance. Then it came to me. 



Me: I want you to fuck Melanie and send me video and pictures. 



Melanie is our neighbor whose marriage has been on the rocks for years. She and my wife have developed a very good friendship, and there was an episode between them last year that was quick and never happened again. I think I said this a while ago, but Melanie looks like the wife of Tony Soprano. She’s older, but still pretty hot. My phone was silent for a long time. Long enough that I thought maybe the battery died or something, but then it beeped. 



Jaimee: Fine. When? 



Me: Soon. Within two weeks. 



Jaimee: Bloody tosser. Fine. But you have to text both of us and be sincere in your compliment, you have to say thank you, and you can’t say that your wife made you do it. 



Shit. That messed up my plans. That cunning little slut!



Me: Fine. I’ll get to it later today. 



Jaimee: No. It has to be now or no deal. 



This time is was me that paused for a long time. Finally, 



Me: Bloody slag. Fine. 



She sent me a few laughing memes and lols, but that was the end of it. Now I fucking had to reply back to Wade. I’ll spare everyone the agonizing 10 minutes I spent trying to craft something witty to say. 



First, I sent Wade a text that said: Coercion!



Then, to Wade (and Jaimee): Thank you for sending me all the pictures of your cock. It’s amazing and makes my wife very happy. 



Wade to me: Haha, I get it. No worries bro. BTW, got an invite from an old friend to spend the memorial weekend in Vegas. He’s a high-roller VIP type there, wants to throw a weekend party, and owes me some favors. You good with it? 



Fucking Vegas. My wife could really lose her head there if she wasn’t careful. The whole, “what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas” mantra came to mind. We wanted to play hard this month, and this could provide a hell of an opportunity to escalate the game… 



Me: Sounds fun, just keep her safe. And I want vids and pics!



I need to find out how much these texts are going to cost me. Ha, a thought just occurred to me that the actual cost of the text might be insignificant compared to the total ‘cost of the text’. It’s only been a couple of days and the intensity is already so much more than I was anticipating. I’m trying to avoid the temptation to start counting the days. I’m also going to have to find some self-control and not masturbate nearly as much—this is getting ridiculous.




Post 62 — lionbrand

Thu May 24, 2018 5:59 am

Thank you Ky for sharing your amazingly hot story. I have a lot of respect for you for bravely exploring the lifestyle. It must have been so hot to see your wife get fucked and it is so hot you cannot see her naked s long as she is with Wade. Go Ky!!




Post 63 — mundyman

Thu May 24, 2018 6:13 am

Hey Ky, I remember your early story, while your wife was in college I believe. Also went to England to visit family and brought her hot girlfriend back I believe.

This episode is so fucking hot and I'm even feeling some of the angst through you. I don't know how you're doing it but stay focused on the positive side and not the negative side.

Now if you really wanted to fuck with your lovely wife, you could unbeknownst to your wife, give Wade some ideas, some really naughty and dirty ideas, of what he could have your wife do in Vegas. While  she thinks she's in control, you could be pulling some strings yourself. Of course you would promise Wade to secrecy, unless he wants you to pull the safe word.

You could present them as things she's always said she's wanted to do or try. Act flirty and slutty at a topless pool in the tiniest g-string bikini bottom. Wear a short booty dress out to the clubs with no panties and get on the dance floor showing her bits, much like that one dude on this site with the hot Asian slutty girlfriend and the way she goes out dressed to the clubs. Getting into a make out session with a random girl or two on the dance floor. Hasn't she always wanted to be the center of attention for a group of guys out for a  bachelor party? You get the idea. Hasn't she always wanted to give head at the top of the stratosphere..... Perhaps being the life of the party in a wild sex romp back at the party. 

If Wade's buddy is as VIP as he lets on, I'm sure there will be access to the VIP sections and possible celebrities. Hasn't your wife  always wanted to hookup with a celebrity, maybe a semi public sexcapade with another younger, much younger woman/women in the VIP.

On another note, to really twist the angst blade in your gut, you could suggest to Wade or your wife that she change her hair color or hair style while she is Wade's. Something to change the look that makes her totally Wade's. Jet black hair in a page boy cut, red head in a shorter style and highly defines eyebrows platinum blonde in a porn star style. 

Speaking of which, suggest to him that he has her style and color her hair, do her brows, maybe even makeup as his favorite porn star, with or without your knowledge. Who knows, the change in look won't only get Wade's rocks off, your angst meter through the roof, but the sex appeal will probably help her close the deal. 

Like I said, maybe this is a way for you to help 'direct' your wife's activities without her knowledge.

Enjoy!!

Thanks for sharing and good luck. Stay safe down there.




Post 64 — Ky_Da

Thu May 24, 2018 7:01 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman

Mundyman – You are an evil genius/bastard.  One of those ideas popped into my head as soon as I saw Wade’s text about Vegas, and that was imagining my wife at a topless pool, walking around showing off her nipple rings for all to see. I don’t know this VIP guy Wade’s referring to, but despite Wade’s carefree attitude toward most things in life, he’s a very gifted networker. I don’t doubt he’s telling the truth. 



Your ideas about Jaimee being the center of attention and just letting loose are certainly erotic enough. God part of me would love to see that, but I’m barely hanging on by my fingers as it is. I know some crazy shit can happen in Vegas, especially over a holiday weekend. I’m sitting here imagining my wife, looking like a porn star, banging a bunch of guys at an exclusive VIP club. Ahhh fuck, that’s an erotic thought. Thinking of her cutting her hair short and coloring it… argh that one cuts me to the core. I love her long hair soooo much, but you’re right, doing something crazy with her hair for her boyfriend would certainly amplify the angst. Damn that's one hell of an erotic thought. It’s fun to think about, but I’ve got to be careful not to ruin a good thing. Thanks for the suggestions, but I’m not wanting things to go quite that far.




Post 65 — mundyman

Thu May 24, 2018 8:20 am

KY

Don't you mean "I'm not willing to go quite that far, YET!"

She could always keep the long hair but color it Platinum, style it crazy sexy and go porn star look. A lot of dark eyeliner and eye shadow looks good too.

Thanks for the response. Hang on and stay positive.




Post 66 — ddriver86

Thu May 24, 2018 11:48 am

Hey Ky,



Please keep us updated. AWESOME!



Also, did you and Jaime decide anything about your month in chastity? This may be too much but goes along the theme with Xleg's stories.



Maybe when you get back home after the month, you immediately go into chastity and Jaime stays at Wade's for the month while you stay home.



Think about it. It would probably give me a heart attack but some of Xleg's stories is like getting punched in the gut.



Have fun and hang in there. Again awesome story.



Keep us included.



Thanks again!!!!




Post 67 — Ky_Da

Thu May 24, 2018 12:14 pm

↳ Replying to: ddriver86



I have to confess that Xleg’s stories were the genesis of this whole journey for us. It started when my wife caught me reading his stories, and continues as she’s reading them now. We’ve admittedly gleaned a number of ideas from, or at least taken inspiration from some of the plots in those stories. I actually sometimes have to stop reading a chapter in X’s stories because it’s just too much for me to take. It’s like my insides get all twisted up, but I can’t stop reading them, I always come back to them. I intend to keep updating, It’s honestly therapeutic for me. It takes some effort to really just lay my feelings out there like this, so getting comments is appreciated. 



And the whole chastity thing will happen at some point after I get back and we’ve had time to reconnect. I’m having a hard enough time getting through the first week. The thought of two months like this would be excruciating, lol.




Post 68 — norbertrichard

Thu May 24, 2018 3:47 pm

Your story is intoxicating, but her leaving you without aloving kiss, not knowing if she would ever see you again, tomorrow has no guarantee's, game,or no game god forbid something happens.  The risks you take could come back to bite you , or her in the ass.




Post 69 — wannabecUKold

Thu May 24, 2018 6:41 pm

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard

I think it was a very loving refusal of a kiss.




Post 70 — ejat69

Thu May 24, 2018 11:45 pm

good luck ... im starting to feel that this might not end well.. she stopped the game when her lover went into a relationship ... perhaps she heard he is not into it anymore so she initiated it again ... i hope you are not being manipulated




Post 71 — Ky_Da

Fri May 25, 2018 1:06 am

Today’s actually a little busier, so I can’t go into as much detail as I’d like. I’ll try to get back to this later and add to it. I spent longer looking for something good to eat last night after work than I’d intended, so I was fairly late in calling my wife. She answered. It looked like she was naked, but I could only see her shoulders. 



She gave me a sneer and glowered at me, “I know what you did, mister,” she said bluntly. I gave her my best I-don’t-know-what-you’re-talking-about-look, which should have been authentic because I was clueless why she was mad, well, faux mad. I could tell that she wasn’t really pissed off. “I suspected you might try to pull something, so I checked Wade’s phone when I got home and I found the text you sent to ‘only him’, you know, the one that said, “coercion”!



I heard Wade’s voice somewhere close to her but outside of the view of the camera, “Sorry bro, she ambushed me and I didn’t think to erase--,” 



“Quiet you,” she scolded as she cut him off. She then turned back to me, “You thought you’d just have a go at your wife—but you forget, I know you, Ky. So now my new lover is going to send you a new picture every morning, and you better give him a sincere compliment. I was only going to do it once, but now you have to do it every day.”



Ok, let me pause and throw something out here. I knew she was just clowning around about me texting Wade and basically ruining the compliment. Of course, I was going to try to find a way out of actually having to do it. But still something she said really rocked my world, and I highly doubt that she even realized it. She said, “when I got home”, she referred to Wade’s place as home. Wow, that one hit me right in the cuckold solar plexus. 



I smirked back and laughed, which only wound her up further. Then she stepped up her game. My loving cuckoldress pointed the camera to a picture of a huge cock that had been taped to the wall. “Now you can look at this while we finish what you so rudely interrupted.” 



Yep, she forced me to look at a cock while I listened to them fuck. Ok, they didn’t so much fuck as the did make love. It sounded slow, sensuous, with light kisses and touches. It was agonizing. I really have to think of something to turn the tables on her. She’s definitely winning this game. There has to be something I can do with her trip to Vegas this weekend, I’ll have to think on it tomorrow. 



Finally, they were finished and I heard some whispering back and forth before I heard my wife say loud enough that I could hear it, “Not tonight love.” The camera moved and then there she was, my beautiful wife. She was wearing a Texas A&M sweater of Wade’s but I could see her clearly and she wasn’t fucking Wade. 



She began by giving me her safeword, and then, “I hope you don’t mind. I just need to talk to you. Ky, are you alright? Is this too much?” 



Relief just flooded through my body like I’ve never felt before. I shook my head, “Of course I don’t mind, if you wouldn’t have called a timeout just now, I would have. I’m good, it’s just been really, really intense. It’s easy to let my insecurities get the best of me.” 



“So you’re good to keep going, because I’ll go home straight away if I need to,” she said sincerely. 



I nodded, “I’m good—honestly. It’s just been more intense than I thought it would be, and I’ve had a lot of downtime so I’ve got too much time to think. I love the game, I can’t get enough of the game, but I can’t lose you either.” 



She rolled her eyes and laughed, her reaction confused me for a moment, “That will never happen, at least not to Wade,” she said, raising her right brow slightly before laughing again, “Wade’s a big loveable teddy bear, but he’s as thick as a stump and his music is shit. He could never replace you.” 



I breathed a little easier, “Good to know I’m safe from being replaced, at least outside of the bedroom,” I threw the last in there quickly, curious to know her thoughts. 



My wife signed and leaned against the headboard of the bed, “Wade can fuck like nobody’s business, but I need my little pocket rocket, too,” she said as she smiled at me. 



This time I laughed, “Pocket rocket, that’s what I am now?” 



She nodded, “Girl’s like pocket rockets—it’s a fact. Sometimes it’s nice not to have to get mentally prepared for sex. I mean every time I’m with Wade it feels like he’s going to split me in half. It gets better the longer I’m with him, but even still, he has to start off slowly and work into it.”



“I thought you loved that filled/stretched feeling?” I said. 



Again she nodded and a big, slow smile spread across her features, “Oh I do,” she said seductively, “but honestly, I’ll always love my little pocket rocket.  You don’t need a ten-inch cock to reach my sensitive parts, you know that.”  



We talked for a while, but it got very personal so I’m going to leave that out and pick back up again when she brought up Vegas. Which I’ll try to get to later today. For now, I have to get to work.




Post 72 — Lizardtantrum

Fri May 25, 2018 1:19 am

Thank you for sharing. So glad she took a time out. I love where this is going. You guys are inspiring.




Post 73 — mundyman

Fri May 25, 2018 2:21 am

Thanks for sharing your latest update about your conversation with your wife. As Hot as your story is, and as amazingly angst driven and intense as it is, every yin needs it’s yang. It’s reassuring to know that SHE used the safe word to touch base and check in with you. It’s good to know that you talked personally and intimately. It gives me the reader, the idea that you are still good as a couple, all the while you write mostly about how she is pulling very hard on your Cuckold chain 

Could it all be a ruse, perhaps, but unlikely. Only you could pick up on those vibes as you are the only person with first hand knowledge.

As she spends time with him she will get used to the aggravating and less then desirable traits he has. To a certain extent you will have to romance your wife again, court her again, break her attractions to Wade. You will have to become a couple again and do your own couple things again. 

But that is the point of this whole experience wasn’t it? If she is to become his for the duration of your stay she could possibly get really comfortable with him and develop feelings for him, and you would have to win her back.

Unless of course she wishes to pursue a more poly relationship with the three of you.

Thanks for sharing and stay safe.




Post 74 — ambershere

Fri May 25, 2018 2:41 am

NO PM this time  just read you last post and i say AWESOME for you both




Post 75 — sabya167

Fri May 25, 2018 3:25 am

Awesome!Thanx so much for sharing.This is a whole new level.So intense.Reading at one breath at the speed of a jet. Searching every 5 minutes for updates.




Post 76 — sabya167

Fri May 25, 2018 6:44 am

I think turning away the camera is telling me something, but i cant pinpoint it. Could it be that she cant let herself go freely and fully when you are watching?Is she hiding the personal and intimate aspects of their lovemaking which she is uncomfortable sharing with you? Maybe she didn't want you to see her opening up to Wade in an intimate way?Not letting you enter the space she shares with him?Hell I even couldn't figure out whether it was torture or mercy.Considering her overall tone and demeanor in your last session which was more of a loving wife than that of a tormenting devil, i will go for the latter.Thanx again for sharing this incredible real life journey which beats any fiction hands down.Can't wait for the next post.




Post 77 — Ky_Da

Fri May 25, 2018 7:53 am

Here’s the detail I promised. I’ve been busier today, so not as much time to write. Thanks as always for the comments and PM’s. I love reading them. 



“So, you’re really okay with me going to Vegas?” she asked me again. 



“Absolutely. I want you to have a blast up there. Do you want to go?” 



She smiled and nodded. I could tell she was excited about it, “Yes, but I want to make it good for you. I worry about you babe. I’m up here having all the fun and you’re down there working your arse off.” 



I shrugged, “I’m hardly working my arse off. There isn’t a lot for me to do yet until the contractor fixes a few major problems. My arse is only tired of sitting on a bucket all day. I do really want you to go, and I want you to enjoy it.”



“You want to keep playing the game then?” 



“Yes,” I replied quickly, “These have been the most intense days of my life. I’ve had an erection almost non-stop thinking about you sleeping with Wade.” 



She smirked at me and said, “You like to think about his big cock stretching out my poor tight pussy?” 



I closed my eyes and let the cuck angst wash over me like an afternoon storm shower, “god woman, when did you learn to talk like that?” 



“Raunchy books and the internet,” she answered as she laughed, “I can see how much it turns you on, and that makes me happy. You like knowing that your wife’s married pussy is wrapped around another man’s cock. You like knowing that your wife walks around most of the time with her lovers cum dripping out of her pussy, don’t you? I try to clean it all out, but he cums so much that it still leaks out and dirties my knickers.” She paused in thought for a moment, looking off to the side as if in deep thought, then she continued, “It makes me feel so naughty, but the orgasms have been brilliant. The more I do it, the more I love it… you’re okay that your wife is becoming a permanent slut for other men’s cocks? Do you wish me to be Wade’s girlfriend completely until your back?”  I felt another erotic wave crash into me and all I could do was nod. “Do you want him to make me his, to take me, to own me?” Again, I nodded, “Do you want me to please him, to dress the way he likes, to do my hair how he likes? Do you want me to go all in?”



I was breathing like I’d just sprinted a hundred yards, “Is that what you want?” I said, straining to not let my voice waiver too much. 



She looked at me with a deadly seriousness and her tone was not sing-song or playful when she spoke, “Ky, I love a good orgasm, and this is loads of fun, but I love you. You’re my husband. I only want to play if I know you’re having fun, too. Otherwise, I’ll go home and wait for you to come home.”



She filled me with more reassurance than she could possibly know, but I suddenly had the thought that I needed to make sure she knew something, too, “Yes, I want everything you just said. I love you more than you can imagine, and I will not lose you, even if it means that I have to knock you out and drag you back to our house by your fucking hair.” 



I suddenly saw a wildness in her eyes that I’ve never in my life seen before and it fueled my fire like nothing else ever has. She looked directly at me and said, “If you were here I’d fuck the shit out of you, Ky. I’d suck every last one of your children out of your scrawny little dick and leave you like a whinging pile of rubbish.” Fuck, I thought I had her bested, but she threw it right back and me and I was so horny I could have screamed louder than a werewolf. I didn’t know what to say, which made her smile even wider and say, “but since you’re not, and I know how hard it makes your like rocket, I’m going to make my boyfriend happier than he’s ever been. I’m going to make you rage with jealousy!”



I finally was able to smile and laugh, but it took some serious willpower not to pull out my dick and have a wank. “So, game on then?” 



She growled at me, haha. She fucking growled at me. I don’t remember everything that we said, so I didn’t write everything here, but I wrote the best parts. I was so fucking happy with myself when I saw that lustful rage in her eyes. She looked absolutely ready to pounce. She had set the camera far enough away that I could see her entire body. She was dressed in a white tee shirt and old, silk boxer briefs that she’d stolen from one of her brother’s years ago. Her hand as it went down the front of her shorts for a moment, almost without her realizing it, but then she caught herself and retracted it. She pursed her lips and gave me a glare. 



“Nice try, trying to get a rise out of me,” she said, trying to act nonchalantly, but I could tell that she was amped. 



Then a thought occurred to me that I’d been wondering about all day, so I decided to press my luck, “What’s with all the cock pictures J. You don’t really want your husband to suck some guys cock, right?” 



She emphatically nodded her head, “Not just some ‘guys’ cock,” she said, drawing out the word guy, “I want to see you suck Wade’s cock… fuck that thought makes me so randy,” she said, her hand slipping back into the front of her boxers. “I want to see him pull his cock out of my tight little pussy and then shove it into your mouth and down your throat. I want to see my husband gagging on my boyfriend’s cock.” She was now working her hand furiously, her hand moving up and down and her eyes locked directly on me. I couldn’t resist either and soon had my dick in my hands. 



“You might be other men’s slutty cum-dumpster on occasion, but you’re my wife,” I told her as authoritatively as I could, “I will not let you go. Your pussy might belong to Wade right now, but your heart is mine.” 



She started to cum and I quickly followed, making a mess on the floor that I’d have to clean up later. Or not, this hotel is a disgusting shit hole anyway. After a few minutes to collect ourselves, both of us laughing as we did, I asked, “You’re not serious about the cock sucking, right? No more pictures?” 



“What gave you that impression? I’m sending them to you so that you get used to the idea that one day, it’ll in your cunt mouth.” 



“Fuck you have a dirty mouth,” I replied back. 



She laughed but didn’t deny it, saying only, “Not as dirty as yours will be once it’s full of my boyfriend’s spunk. Don’t worry babe, it tastes divine, and I should know, I’ve drank a gallon of it this week.” I should know better than to verbally spar with my wife, she gets me every time. The phone call ended something like this as my wife said, “I’m not going to be the pussy to say the safeword first next time. I’m going to jump on your cuck buttons so hard that you’re screaming your safeword loud enough that the neighbors complain about the crazy gringo.” 



 I smiled and nodded, and then as sincerely as I could, I told her I loved her and that I looked forward to dragging her by her hair. We had a good laugh. Life was good and I actually slept like the dead. She’s threatened me several times today that she’s going to ratchet up the game this weekend in Vegas. She’s all in on wanting to make me say the safeword first. Should be interesting. What a game.




Post 78 — realcucklife

Fri May 25, 2018 8:09 am

Thanks for the update I keep checking this site multiple times a day hoping for another update.

She is certainly pushing your buttons, and painting a picture of where she wants to take you with this, so it’s really a matter of time till your going to be on your knees sucking cock.

You mentioned dressing and doing her hair for him, how about something more permenant like a tatt or piercing, hot hot would it be if you came home to her pussy that had a padlock going through the piercing that wade had the key for preventing you access.




Post 79 — dorsetben

Fri May 25, 2018 8:43 am

Bravo Ky. Your writing is truly exceptional - hats off mate.




Post 80 — ballextender3209

Fri May 25, 2018 8:44 am

Thank you for the updates!  I really like how you have combined the emotional aspect to the cucking game.  This is a huge part of it for me, the sex naturally is fantastic and exciting to read about. But I like to understand what is going on in your head, heart and cock.  I too check several times a day to see how you are doing.




Post 81 — Open2it

Fri May 25, 2018 9:27 am

Great updates!  I love how you take time out to make sure you’re both on the same page about how you’re playing the game. Do you think she’ll have Melanie text you a thank you for sending her your sexy bisexual wife for some relief?




Post 82 — poppag

Fri May 25, 2018 12:38 pm

freaking incredible updates.  it must be making you insane knowing that your wife if having the time of her life and is free to indulge anything she wants with Wade. Has she done sexually for Wade that she doesn't or won't do for you. Is it possible that your stay on the job may be extended and she will continue to live with Wade even longer. Would you encourage her to stay with him?




Post 83 — Ky_Da

Fri May 25, 2018 2:08 pm

↳ Replying to: realcucklife

The tattoos, and even the locked up pussy are things that really push my cuck buttons. I’ve fantisized many a times about my wife getting tats and labia or piercings that one could lock up. But as awesome as that sounds, I love her body being clean too. She got her nipples pierced back around Christmas time, and I’m pretty used to seeing her with them now. They are a lot of fun to gently pull on, it drives her crazy. It would have to be completely her decision.




Post 84 — Ky_Da

Fri May 25, 2018 2:11 pm

↳ Replying to: Open2it

Haha, I like the way you think.




Post 85 — Ky_Da

Fri May 25, 2018 2:17 pm

↳ Replying to: poppag

I have been climbing the walls, especially tonight as I haven’t been able to get ahold of them yet, the internet connection is horrible at the moment. Sexual things she’s done for Wade and not for me: anal is the biggest one, I was always a little skittish about it, Wade came in and popped that cherry and now takes her there often. It’s kind of become this unsaid thing that that’s his thing now. As far as the job extending, god I hope not, but it is possible. Things here are a mess. I can’t really think about that right now, I’m just trying to survive one day at a time.




Post 86 — viking53

Fri May 25, 2018 4:32 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

It sounds as if Jaimee has been reading the posts here to see which of your buttons to push. I think you are going to come home to a very different Jaimee!




Post 87 — wannabecUKold

Fri May 25, 2018 9:25 pm

Poor Ky,

All this angst you have been getting from Jaimee.  Time to give some back.  I think your friend Wade needs to take his girlfriend in hand and give her a good spanking for causing you so much bother.  Schoolgirl uniform, white blouse, short skirt, white knickers, put over Wade's knee in front of his friends and with you on Skype, skirt flicked up, knickers pulled down and six of the best.  Last time that happened she used some prime English vernacular ('bloody minge!') to express how her wet little pussy was giving away her reaction to such public humiliation.




Post 88 — jim28

Fri May 25, 2018 10:02 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I loved hearing my ex-Wife cum, whether it was from me, or another man.  



As for her "cheating on you, without your knowing", perhaps she will bring you some creampies and you will wonder who they are from.  



My ex cucked me always in front of me, she told me, although I had suggested that it was okay if she did some behind my back.  There were a few times when she was unexpectedly wet and I have to wonder.



Perhaps when you are caged and locked, your wife should suggest you go out and hookup with some woman, and endure the frustration of not being able to do what your wife is doing.   IDK, maybe get to the point where you pleasure the woman and she sees how you are controlled and helpless to get off.  Just some thoughts.




Post 89 — Ky_Da

Sat May 26, 2018 4:08 am

I’ve said this before, but I really do think cuckolding is like heroin, or at least what I think heroin would be like since I’ve never actually done it. What I mean is that when you experience a really good high with cucking, you inevitably come down, and then you feel like a miserable pile of shit. You question what the hell you’re doing, you question everything about yourself… you basically drive yourself crazy with your own thoughts. Then you start to build yourself back up again, chasing that next high, that next fix. Only now you have to push things further in order to get the same high. This is the peril of the game. 



You have a number of highs and lows, and then you decide to step away from the cuckold drug. It takes weeks to slowly seep out of your system. There are days when you feel like you’ll never be normal again, and then there are days when you feel like the cuckold vice is loosening its grip and you might actually shake it. But you’re lying to yourself, you realize. It’s always there. It’s never gone away. It’s still your master and you its slave. You’ve been fooling yourself thinking you can leave it alone, thinking you’re strong enough to close that door. Months go by and life seems like it’s returned to normal. The sky is so much brighter and the trees are so much greener you make yourself believe. Then something small lands in your path, causing you to stumble, triggering powerful emotions that have never truly gone away, but have only really ever been dormant for a time.  This is the delusion of the game. 



You play the game and reach a higher high than ever before, and you think you’ve got it figured out. You think you can play it now and win. You think you know the rules. Slowly you’re desensitized and you find that everything you’ve experienced previously tastes of vanilla. You realize that the chains that now bind you are far stronger than you’ll ever break, and you realize that your loving spouse is now bound by those same chains, you realize that you’re both bound in this together… for better or for worse, you realize that there is no going back. This is the danger of the game. 



Alright, I’m done. This is the kind of shit I think about when I have too much time on my hands. Fuck this is thrilling and intense, but it seems that for every high, nature forces you to feel an equal low. 



Jaimee was back in the game last night—big time! She had Wade trying to rig the camera up to his forehead or something so that I was getting his point of view while he fucked my wife. There was a lot of giggling and playing around while they were trying to make it work. The good thing about that angle though was that I finally got some good nude shots of my wife. I’d been dying to see more than pictures of cocks, which she sent me plenty of today. I did send Wade the obligatory cock compliment as demanded by my devil of a wife, but it was easier sending it knowing that this was all Jaimee’s idea and not something I was just randomly sending. I did notice and learn one thing though that Wade does that drives my wife mad. He teases her far longer than I ever have, and that seems to pay off in droves. I’ve always know you don’t want to hurry the process, and I thought I’ve always tried to take my time, but Wade takes it to a whole new level. He teases her until she’s near hysterics, and then he taunts her and teases her some more. This goes on and on until she is completely consumed and then when you think he’s finally going to relent and fuck her, he teases her some more. It works, she was so far beyond worked up that she would have promised her boyfriend anything if he’d just stick his cock in her. 



Watching that veiny cock penetrates my wife’s married pussy is one of the most erotic things I’ve ever seen and never fails to get me as hard as diamonds. Her pussy grips him so tight that you can see the muscles on her inner thighs and lower abdomen flexing and quivering. With the camera so close, the picture was usually unwatchable. I’d only get mainly glimpses. But I could hear her like I’ve never heard her before. When I’m standing at a distance, I can only hear the louder moans or cries, but with the camera so close, I could hear all of the smaller details to. Her beautiful little chirps and coos when he was hitting just the right spot, or the heavier grunts and growls as he penetrated her more deeply or thrust in more powerfully. 



At one point I heard Wade say to my wife, “You’re getting more and more used to me, Jills.” My wife only made a quick “uh-huh” sound as her focus was all on the pleasure her pussy was generating. “You hardly need anytime at all to adjust to me now, did you realize how fast I was able to sink into you this time? Soon you won’t need any warm up at all, your cunt will be so custom fit that it will just eat up my cock like it was made to be there.” He had my wife squirming under his thrusts, but he kept his pace slow and kept talking, “Whose pussy is this, Jills?” 



My wife was near delirious with pleasure and I wasn’t sure that she even heard him because she didn’t say anything. Wade stopped his thrusting, pulling out about half way. Looking down, he gave me an amazing shot of her widened and swollen pussy, her lower lips stretched to tearing. My wife tried to thrust her hips upward in order to get his cock back inside her. 



Wade repeated, “Who owns this pussy now, Jills?” 



I had stopped breathing as I waited for her to answer. I didn’t move a millimeter because this was the kind of thing cucks dream of. She still didn’t answer. Wade pulled out another inch, drawing a cry of frustration and disappointment from my wife. She desperately made an effort to pull him back in, but it was futile. She was growing almost angry and I kept hearing her say, “Stop messing about, Wade!”



“Whose pussy does this belong to, Jills?” he said more forcefully. 



Finally, she cried out, “You! It’s fucking yours!” 



I heard Wade take a deep breath as he slowly plunged back into her. I heard my own wife’s breath hitch as he reached her inner most depths. “That’s right my little fuck toy. Only my cock will be in your pussy from now on, right.” 



I could tell that he was fucking her again, having picked up the previous slow rhythm. “Yes,” my wife cried out, her voice full of emotional lust, “only yours love—only yours.” 



I knew she was only playing the game, and yet, it was like a knife in the gut as I felt a cold chill run through my chest, but at the same time my cock twitched something fierce and before I knew it, I blew my wad into my pants. I wasn’t even touching myself. 



“Your pussy won’t even feel your husband’s little pecker after I’ve fucked your little cunt a thousand more times…” thrust, thrust, thrust. I could tell he had her on the verge or a massive orgasm, but he was masterfully holding her right on the edge. “I’m training your pussy now, but I’ll eventually train your entire body to crave only my cock.” 



“Please Wade,” my wife begged, and I mean truly begged. This wasn’t an act, she was really begging, “please make me cum.” 



“Tell me what I want to hear, Jills.”  



My wife didn’t hesitate, but cried out loudly, “I only want your cock in my pussy. Not my husband—I—I won’t—I won’t let my husband in my pussy anymore. It belongs to you.”  



The camera had been tossed to the side at some point during their session. Wade picked the camera back up and held still, showing me my wife’s face clearly. She was biting her lower lip, but then as it became more intense she opened her mouth to a soundless cry. Wade began to fuck her more quickly, hitting that sweat spot that pushed her over the edge while she cried his name. I heard, “Wade, Wade, fuck, yes love, Wade,” I heard his name cried in passion over and over until my wife faded into incoherent babbling. 



Earlier, I knew she was aware of what she was saying because the camera was ever-present. It felt real, but I also ‘felt’ like she was playing the game. There at the end, she didn’t seem aware of anything but the pleasure from her orgasm—her brain acting on only its most primitive level. When she cried out his name in the end, it didn’t ‘feel’ like she was consciously playing the game, it felt as real as me sitting in an old hotel with ugly blue walls. My heart was pounding long after the connection was ended and I was laying on the bed listening to a gecko scurry across the ceiling. 



So that was last night’s update. Somehow, I managed to fall asleep, and despite not falling asleep until really late, I actually slept really well, which surprised me. I’ve been masturbating less, which does help more than I would have thought. 



I’ve received a number of texts from my wife today. She and Wade are leaving for Vegas just after lunch to try and get a jump on traffic. Haha, it won’t matter, they’ll be stuck in it like everyone else. I’ve gotten a number of dick pics, yes, she’s still on about that. Now she’s not even in the pictures, it’s just pure cock shots, argh. She also sent me a picture of a hair salon, with a text that read, “Wade made a special request, and after last night, I told him I’d do anything for him.” She then text me that she won’t be sending me pictures of her this weekend. We discussed the idea of only sending me pics that others take of them, so those are the only one’s I’ll see until Tuesday.  



I’ve made an interesting friend here on the job. Agustin is a Guatemalan that’s about my age. He went to college in the States and then returned home to work. I like him, he has a lot of pride in his county and wants to see it thrive. He noticed my somber mood the other day and we picked up a conversation. About traveling and missing family. 



Then he tells me, “You know what you can do when you miss your wife too much?” he said in his heavily accented but easily understandable English. 



“I’m not hooking up with any prostitutes,” I said before he could go to far. I’d heard Augustin talking about several of his favorite hookers just the other day. 



He shook his head, “No, no, not that. You go get yourself a chicken.” 



I know I was giving him a look that basically said, ‘What the fuck are you talking about,’ while I simply said, “A chicken?” 



He nodded and smiled, “You take the chicken home with you, and you’re nice to it, and you pet it, and then when the chicken is calm, you twist off its fucking head,” he explained in detail, “you see, the neck of a chicken is the perfect size for your dick, and it’s warm just like a pussy—you can fuck it like a pussy man.” 



Now I know I was giving him the WHAT-THE-FUCK look. I was horrified, and speechless. He looked at me as calmly as if he’d just told me we were having soup for lunch. Then after another minute, he finally smiled and then started to laugh—and laugh hysterically! “You should have seen your face man,” he laughed at me. 



Fuck, he was just clowning me, and he totally had me. After a few minutes he said, “No one here does that, hahaha,” then he acted slightly more serious and deadpanned, “at least not anymore—it makes the chicken taste weird.” …he got me again. 



So that’s been my day so far. Dick pics from my wife and Agustin yanking my chain about chicken sex.




Post 90 — poppag

Sat May 26, 2018 5:04 am

great update.  sounds like things are getting serious in the game.  cant wait to hear what happened at the hair salon. as well as the weekend in Las Vegas. sounds like you wife is serious about sucking a cock. Who knows it may be the closest you get to your wife's pussy in a while.




Post 91 — sabya167

Sat May 26, 2018 6:09 am

God ky, you are seriously competing with xleg now for readership.I mean that as a true compliment. I feel like  i'm reading an xleg chapter everyday.What a freaking joy.This has skyrocketed to dizzying heights.The whole situation is such a 'dream- come -true' one.The conversational angle is pure platinum.this last session was freaking too much.Its continuing to skyrocket.Your posts have become a freaking craze now.And its also true that your writing is a few notches up  than before.Cant wait for the next one.Wish it could have been hourly, ha ha.




Post 92 — Lizardtantrum

Sat May 26, 2018 6:17 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Agreed. I'm addicted to both.




Post 93 — Kim2233

Sat May 26, 2018 6:46 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I've been away for a few days, so when I went to get caught up, there was a lot to read.  Thanks so much for sharing your adventure with us.




Wow!



Jaimee has really figured out how to twist you in knots, hasn't she?




But she's learned from past mistakes, too, and wants to be careful to make sure your marriage doesn't suffer.  As extreme as you guys are playing right now, I think there is a strong foundation between the two of you to keep things from going too far wrong.




I can't wait to hear what she does to try to make you safeword.  You could be in for a wild ride!




This whole passage was so hot.  I can't imagine how intense that must have been for you as you were on that call.



I suspect that there will be some crazy stories from this weekend in Vegas, but one thing I might suggest is that rather than you just sitting back and waiting to hear what happens, you consider "joining in" some how.  What I'm thinking is that Jaimee said she plans to try to do what Wade wants to please him - dress how he wants, presumably she cut her hair to his liking at the salon she sent a picture of... You gave your blessing to her to do what Wade wants her to.  But you could still send Jaimee a request to do something this weekend "for you".  What I'm thinking is you ask her to do something that you are pretty sure Wade will love (and Jaimee too), that will up the naughtiness stakes a little, but Jaimee will be doing it "for you".  So you get involved a little more directly in the adventure in that moment.  Maybe ask her to go out to a club with Wade wearing a super-short mini and no panties, or a sheer top with no bra, or something like that... to do that "for you".



Anyway, I'm sure that you have a lot of crazy excitement on the way over this weekend and the coming weeks.  Best wishes, and please keep posting.




Post 94 — Bnc63

Sat May 26, 2018 7:43 am

[quote="Ky_Da"]I’ve said this before, but I really do think cuckolding is like heroin, or at least what I think heroin would be like since I’ve never actually done it. What I mean is that when you experience a really good high with cucking, you inevitably come down, and then you feel like a miserable pile of shit. You question what the hell you’re doing, you question everything about yourself… you basically drive yourself crazy with your own thoughts. Then you start to build yourself back up again, chasing that next high, that next fix. Only now you have to push things further in order to get the same high. This is the peril of the game. 



You have a number of highs and lows, and then you decide to step away from the cuckold drug. It takes weeks to slowly seep out of your system. There are days when you feel like you’ll never be normal again, and then there are days when you feel like the cuckold vice is loosening its grip and you might actually shake it. But you’re lying to yourself, you realize. It’s always there. It’s never gone away. It’s still your master and you its slave. You’ve been fooling yourself thinking you can leave it alone, thinking you’re strong enough to close that door. Months go by and life seems like it’s returned to normal. The sky is so much brighter and the trees are so much greener you make yourself believe. Then something small lands in your path, causing you to stumble, triggering powerful emotions that have never truly gone away, but have only really ever been dormant for a time.  This is the delusion of the game. 



You play the game and reach a higher high than ever before, and you think you’ve got it figured out. You think you can play it now and win. You think you know the rules. Slowly you’re desensitized and you find that everything you’ve experienced previously tastes of vanilla. You realize that the chains that now bind you are far stronger than you’ll ever break, and you realize that your loving spouse is now bound by those same chains, you realize that you’re both bound in this together… for better or for worse, you realize that there is no going back. This is the danger of the game. 



Alright, I’m done. This is the kind of shit I think about when I have too much time on my hands. Fuck this is thrilling and intense, but it seems that for every high, nature forces you to feel an equal low. 



Jaimee was back in the game last night—big time! She had Wade trying to rig the camera up to his forehead or something so that I was getting his point of view while he fucked my wife. There was a lot of giggling and playing around while they were trying to make it work. The good thing about that angle though was that I finally got some good nude shots of my wife. I’d been dying to see more than pictures of cocks, which she sent me plenty of today. I did send Wade the obligatory cock compliment as demanded by my devil of a wife, but it was easier sending it knowing that this was all Jaimee’s idea and not something I was just randomly sending. I did notice and learn one thing though that Wade does that drives my wife mad. He teases her far longer than I ever have, and that seems to pay off in droves. I’ve always know you don’t want to hurry the process, and I thought I’ve always tried to take my time, but Wade takes it to a whole new level. He teases her until she’s near hysterics, and then he taunts her and teases her some more. This goes on and on until she is completely consumed and then when you think he’s finally going to relent and fuck her, he teases her some more. It works, she was so far beyond worked up that she would have promised her boyfriend anything if he’d just stick his cock in her. 



Watching that veiny cock penetrates my wife’s married pussy is one of the most erotic things I’ve ever seen and never fails to get me as hard as diamonds. Her pussy grips him so tight that you can see the muscles on her inner thighs and lower abdomen flexing and quivering. With the camera so close, the picture was usually unwatchable. I’d only get mainly glimpses. But I could hear her like I’ve never heard her before. When I’m standing at a distance, I can only hear the louder moans or cries, but with the camera so close, I could hear all of the smaller details to. Her beautiful little chirps and coos when he was hitting just the right spot, or the heavier grunts and growls as he penetrated her more deeply or thrust in more powerfully. 



At one point I heard Wade say to my wife, “You’re getting more and more used to me, Jills.” My wife only made a quick “uh-huh” sound as her focus was all on the pleasure her pussy was generating. “You hardly need anytime at all to adjust to me now, did you realize how fast I was able to sink into you this time? Soon you won’t need any warm up at all, your cunt will be so custom fit that it will just eat up my cock like it was made to be there.” He had my wife squirming under his thrusts, but he kept his pace slow and kept talking, “Whose pussy is this, Jills?” 



My wife was near delirious with pleasure and I wasn’t sure that she even heard him because she didn’t say anything. Wade stopped his thrusting, pulling out about half way. Looking down, he gave me an amazing shot of her widened and swollen pussy, her lower lips stretched to tearing. My wife tried to thrust her hips upward in order to get his cock back inside her. 



Wade repeated, “Who owns this pussy now, Jills?” 



I had stopped breathing as I waited for her to answer. I didn’t move a millimeter because this was the kind of thing cucks dream of. She still didn’t answer. Wade pulled out another inch, drawing a cry of frustration and disappointment from my wife. She desperately made an effort to pull him back in, but it was futile. She was growing almost angry and I kept hearing her say, “Stop messing about, Wade!”



“Whose pussy does this belong to, Jills?” he said more forcefully. 



Finally, she cried out, “You! It’s fucking yours!” 



I heard Wade take a deep breath as he slowly plunged back into her. I heard my own wife’s breath hitch as he reached her inner most depths. “That’s right my little fuck toy. Only my cock will be in your pussy from now on, right.” 



I could tell that he was fucking her again, having picked up the previous slow rhythm. “Yes,” my wife cried out, her voice full of emotional lust, “only yours love—only yours.” 



I knew she was only playing the game, and yet, it was like a knife in the gut as I felt a cold chill run through my chest, but at the same time my cock twitched something fierce and before I knew it, I blew my wad into my pants. I wasn’t even touching myself. 



“Your pussy won’t even feel your husband’s little pecker after I’ve fucked your little cunt a thousand more times…” thrust, thrust, thrust. I could tell he had her on the verge or a massive orgasm, but he was masterfully holding her right on the edge. “I’m training your pussy now, but I’ll eventually train your entire body to crave only my cock.” 



“Please Wade,” my wife begged, and I mean truly begged. This wasn’t an act, she was really begging, “please make me cum.” 



“Tell me what I want to hear, Jills.”  



My wife didn’t hesitate, but cried out loudly, “I only want your cock in my pussy. Not my husband—I—I won’t—I won’t let my husband in my pussy anymore. It belongs to you.”  



The camera had been tossed to the side at some point during their session. Wade picked the camera back up and held still, showing me my wife’s face clearly. She was biting her lower lip, but then as it became more intense she opened her mouth to a soundless cry. Wade began to fuck her more quickly, hitting that sweat spot that pushed her over the edge while she cried his name. I heard, “Wade, Wade, fuck, yes love, Wade,” I heard his name cried in passion over and over until my wife faded into incoherent babbling. 



Earlier, I knew she was aware of what she was saying because the camera was ever-present. It felt real, but I also ‘felt’ like she was playing the game. There at the end, she didn’t seem aware of anything but the pleasure from her orgasm—her brain acting on only its most primitive level. When she cried out his name in the end, it didn’t ‘feel’ like she was consciously playing the game, it felt as real as me sitting in an old hotel with ugly blue walls. My heart was pounding long after the connection was ended and I was laying on the bed listening to a gecko scurry across the ceiling. 



So that was last night’s update. Somehow, I managed to fall asleep, and despite not falling asleep until really late, I actually slept really well, which surprised me. I’ve been masturbating less, which does help more than I would have thought. 



I’ve received a number of texts from my wife today. She and Wade are leaving for Vegas just after lunch to try and get a jump on traffic. Haha, it won’t matter, they’ll be stuck in it like everyone else. I’ve gotten a number of dick pics, yes, she’s still on about that. Now she’s not even in the pictures, it’s just pure cock shots, argh. She also sent me a picture of a hair salon, with a text that read, “Wade made a special request, and after last night, I told him I’d do anything for him.” She then text me that she won’t be sending me pictures of her this weekend. We discussed the idea of only sending me pics that others take of them, so those are the only one’s I’ll see until Tuesday.  



Ky - you and Jamie are amazing together!!!  



My wife and I led a similar life years back, before kids, and for any true cuck to be with a woman that understands what turns her cuck on and will act on it is truly a rare find.  At this point in our lives my wife no longer has interest in that, but as you have said before a cuck will always have those urges to feel those feelings again. Your story brings back a little of those old memories and feelings that i still long for so for that I thank you for sharing your story with us. 



There was at least 5 occurences where my wife made me erupt with no external stimulation which is both exciting and a bit humiliating but feelings those feels was what being a cuck was all about for me...



Enjoy it as long as you can because its one hell of a ride!!!!




Post 95 — Open2it

Sat May 26, 2018 9:29 am

I think Jaimee is pushing all your cuck buttons to see if she can force you to use your safe word before she uses it again. I’ll bet the purpose of begging Wade to fuck her and telling him he owns her pussy exclusively and not you, was to gauge your reaction.  In the process you’re both discovering your interests, limitations and desires for living with cuckoldry as a team sport!  The fun is in the journey and the best part is all the years of play you have ahead of you.




Post 96 — Ky_Da

Sat May 26, 2018 10:59 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Damn sabya, that's high praise. Thanks. 



Writing on this forum has always been a form of reflection for me, but lately I've been enjoying the process more of trying to express things in a lot more detail. It forces me to really work hard to observe things more carefully. I find I pick more out more detail and it's overall a richer experience. For me, like many of you, the real kink of the cuckold experience is all about the emotion, and the living-with-the-boyfriend things has twisted my emotions up in knots and wrung them out over and over and over. 



Thanks again for the compliments, it's really appreciated.




Post 97 — Bnc63

Sun May 27, 2018 1:13 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, sabya167



Have they made it to Vegas yet Ky?!?!  Anxiously waiting to hear with cock in hand




Post 98 — Ky_Da

Sun May 27, 2018 6:18 am

I’m shocked. I’m more than shocked. I’m stunned, astonished, thunderstruck… fuck me. 



I’m staring at the first picture of my wife that was taken by someone else. It was obviously taken in a nightclub, and it looked like it was crowded. Wade is sitting in a booth, talking to some guy next him, while my wife was glued to his side. At least I think that was my wife. I barely recognized her. I mean holy fucking shit! She was leaning against Wade and her forearm was resting on his thigh. She had an easy, natural smile on her face as she appeared to be listening to the men’s conversation. On her feet were the tallest heels I’ve ever seen her wear—her feet looked amazing. Then it was nothing but leg. Bare, tanned leg, crossed at the ankles. She was more tanned than I’ve ever seen her before. Probably a fake tan because her skin is so naturally pale, but damn it suited her. The dress she was wearing was one of the skimpiest numbers I’ve ever seen. It barely covered her pert little ass, and it looked like the sides and back were mostly open, while the front conservatively did cover her chest and came up to just below the neck where it then tied around her neck, leaving her tanned shoulders and arms bare. 



At first, I thought her hair was simply pinned up, which would have been odd because she almost never does that. She’s always preferred it down. But I realized my mistake only a second later. Her hair wasn’t pinned up, it was cut, and cut short. My baby chopped it off. She actually fucking did it! And did it for her boyfriend! I zoomed in on the pic to get a closer look, and despite the poor lighting in the picture, I could see her hair fairly well. It was longer on top, probably six inches (ish) long, and it was mostly spiked in different directions, giving it kind of a disheveled look. The sides were cut shorter, tapering in until the hair was basically shaved around the ears and back of the neck. I’m sorry for the poor description, I don’t know jack about hair styles. It looked like she had died her hair, too. Again, the lighting kind of sucked, so it was hard to be certain, but her normally dark brown hair looked jet black. 



And as if the hair wasn’t enough, she was wearing large, hoop style earrings. I’ve never seen her wear anything like that before. She’s always worn something small and conservative. Finally, as an added pile driver to my crumbling reality, her makeup was unlike anything I could have imagined on her. My wife’s eyes are brown as well, so they naturally have a very dark look about them, but whatever she’d done with eyeliner and eyeshadow, or some combination of things made her eyes even darker. All the changes gave her an edgy, almost exotic look. Her full lips were painted a gorgeous red, making her wide mouth look unbearably beautiful. 



Oh, one more thing. Maybe it was because of the tan, but the bare skin of her exposed arms, legs and torso looked incredibly fit. I could see lines and tone there that I’d never noticed before. She’s kept up the CrossFit workout, even during the break from the game, and damn I could see how much it has done for her. She’s still very thin, but the added muscle made her lithe frame look amazing. I’ve been staring at this picture since it popped up in our shared Dropbox account, and I just can’t believe that this is my wife! 



I stared at the picture for a long time, until that little alert box popped up in the corner of my screen, telling me that my wife has uploaded 4 more pictures to Dropbox. I clicked on the next one, Wade is embracing my wife, his hands are cupping her ass cheeks and he’s nearly lifted her off of the ground. Her dress is so short that I can almost see her ass. His head is lowered down and it looks like he’s smelling her neck. The next picture is one of three couples. Wade and Jaimee are in the middle. All are smiling or at least making a goofy party face. They were all well-dressed. The girls were all smoking hot, especially my Jaimee. 



Next wasn’t a picture but a video. It took a while to download before it would play. When it started, a female voice said, “Hey Wade and Jillian, so glad you could spend the weekend with us,” my wife waved at the camera, holding up her little pinky finger—I saw her wedding ring on her finger. (That’s my girl. I love you too babe) The female voice spoke again, “You two look amazing together.” The woman’s hand reached forward and squeezed Wade’s bicep. She made a sensuous moan, “You’re a lucky girl, Jillian. We always wondered who would be the one to tie this man up. You and I have to talk about that ring later, sweetheart, I want the details—I love your hair by the way. I could never pull that off,” she complimented at the end. I swear I saw my wife’s expression faulter a little before she smiled and returned a compliment about the women’s dress. 



The video is only about 45 seconds long, but it floored me. I watched it several times in a row, picking up small new details each time I watched it. It was obvious that the woman, and probably the other couples in general, didn’t know my wife at all. She knew Wade, however, and apparently thought the two were engaged. We had talked through a few different scenarios before I left, but we didn’t imagine a Vegas trip when we thought things through. The thought of them thinking that my wife was actually Wade’s fiancé was enough to set the cuck thermostat to HIGH, even if it was just a momentary misunderstanding. I’m fairly certain Wade and my wife wouldn’t play it that way, not if they were all old friends of Wade’s. The next thing I noticed was the faulter of my wife’s expression. I knew exactly what that was about, and it had nothing to do with the woman’s mistake of thinking Jaimee was engaged to Wade and had everything to do with my wife’s complete inability to accept a compliment. NOTHING makes my wife cringe more than someone giving her a compliment. I’ve learned that it’s a Brit thing. To all the Brits on this forum, am I right? Only two things British hate more than getting a compliment: talking to strangers and getting to the point quickly. Sorry British, just taking the piss. Love you guys. 



More and more pictures and video were being uploaded into our folder, and I realized that they were out of order. The first one’s I’d seen were the most recent, taken while they were at a nightclub. The following pictures were from earlier in the day, so I started working my through them. I’m still trying to view them, but it’s killing me how slow the internet is right now, and the download speed forces me to wait several minutes to see each picture, and much, much longer to watch a video. As if this wasn’t torture enough. There were a number of pictures taken from inside Wade’s car. My wife with her new haircut, sitting in the passenger seat, smiling and laughing. The next one was the back of her head, taken from Wade’s view as she sucked his cock while driving down the freeway—argh! Chalk that one up to something she’s done for her boyfriend but never to her husband. I fingered her once while we were driving, and she thought that was the most scandalous thing she’d ever done. I can’t stop looking at her now. She looks so different, so amazing. Another picture of her as she’s sitting back in her seat, her mouth wide open to show me it’s full of cum. The next it’s gone, she’s swallowed it. Then another with her smiling from ear to ear. Each picture I download I save into a folder on my laptop. It’s torture to wait for new ones, but at least my library is building and I can scroll through them. I can’t resist and I pull out my dick and begin to rub. My favorite picture is her holding Wade’s cock in her hand. She’s holding his manhood against her cheek and flashing a brilliant smile. Oh yeah, she knows she’s just beginning a long weekend of sex, freedom, and more sex. 



Yet more pictures of the hotel room. Holy shit it’s nice. It’s a well-known casino, I stayed there years ago, but my room wasn’t anything like this one. There’s a sitting room with a couch, a table, and a few nice chairs. There’s a walkout balcony. The place is incredible. I’m glad that she’s there to enjoy something so nice, but it’s killing me that I’m not the one giving her this experience. There’s a nude shot of her in the shower. Again, I notice how different she looks with such short hair. Some picture angles, or maybe it’s more her expression, almost give her an androgynous look, which I still find strangely erotic. Others make her look so young and vulnerable and makes my heart twist. 



I clicked on a video and started another download. Somehow, I managed to fall into a fitful sleep for a few hours. I haven’t eaten since noon the day before, but I’m not hungry for food in the least. I clicked on the video that had finally finished downloading. It was long, nearly 20 minutes. It was shot from the bathroom from a fixed position, which was a nice change because the screen was very still. My wife was sitting on the bathroom counter next to the sink, one leg crossed over the other. Her perfect breasts displaying the rings I’ve grown to love so much. Wade was standing at the countertop’s edge, close enough to Jaimee that his hips were touching her knees. He had a towel around his waist. My wife picked up a can of shaving cream and squirted an amount into the palm of her hand. She then spread it over his jaw mouth and neck. Picking up a razor, she proceeded to shave his face, one slow stroke at a time. 



They bantered playfully back and forth as she worked. She rinsed the blade after each stroke, and carefully took her time. She never once looked at the camera, never once said anything to me for me to watch later. She had eyes for her boyfriend only. Her hair caught my attention again. She has extremely thick hair, so much so that the stylist always thins it out so that it’ll lay down like she wants it. But with it cut this short, it’s stood in a number of different angles, the front bangs falling over her eyes. God, she looked fucking incredible. I had no idea. I thought I knew how gorgeous she was, but seeing her sitting on that bathroom counter, I realized I had been understating her beauty, When my wife finished shaving her boyfriend, she rinsed his face off with a wet towel. He bent down and kissed her, and I saw true passion there. They were into each other then, the camera was for me, but they gave no thought to the camera now. 



I’m amazed at how such a simple act as shaving your lover is so erotic. Maybe it’s just the mood I’m in right now, but I find it deeply moving. 



Most of what they talked about was pretty inconsequential, but my interest was perked when my wife pulled the towel away from his waist and lifted his cock with her hand. 



She said, “I can’t believe how heavy this is, how do you carry it around all day?” 



Wade laughed heartily, “I’ve never given it much thought.”



Wade was flaccid in her hand. Who knows how many times he’d cum already. He tilts her head back so she’s looking at him, she continues to hold his cock. He asks, “How good of a time do you want to have this weekend, Jills?” 



My wife smiled and simply said, “The best!”



Wade chuckled but then sounded serious, “And we will, but this is Vegas. There isn’t much you can’t find or experience here. I want to give you the best weekend of your life, but I need to know what you want. Where are your limits?” I could tell that my wife wasn’t entirely sure what he was getting at. She’s still a babe in the woods in a lot of ways. Wade continued, “For example, do you want to have a threesome, or a foursome—he’ll, a ten-some?” he laughed, “or do you want to hangout at a topless pool, hit the strip clubs, gamble, shoot automatic rifles—,”



“—I get your point,” Jaimee interrupted, laughing as she slowly toyed with the cock in her hand, “I don’t want to have a threesome. Don’t you remember, only your cock goes into my pussy now”



“I’m good with that,” Wade said, as he bent down and kissed her full on the lips. My wife uncrossed her legs and Wade moved to stand between her knees. He pulled her closer to him so that she was sitting on the edge of the bathroom’s granite countertop. From my angle, I mostly saw Wade’s ass, but it looked like Jaimee was stroking his cock with both of her hands. I could see her face clearly, and I watched her fade into her sexual happy place as Wade penetrated her. I watched his hips move slowly forward as he pulled her closer to him. In one motion they were now touching chest to chest. “Damn girl, you’re soaking wet this evening,” he said between kisses. “I think your pussy is already a perfect fit for my cock.” 



Wade picked up and my wife wrapped her legs around his hips. He fucked her slowly for several long minutes. Then he moved toward the shower. “We’re going to be late to the club if we don’t stop now,” Wade said, but my wife instantly protested and tried to push herself back down onto his manhood. “Fuck it, who cares,” he mumbled as he reached into the shower and turned on the water. 



Once they entered the shower, they were out of view for me, but then I noticed I could see a little of what was happening if I looked through the reflection of the mirror. My wife’s back was against the glass and it was easy to see the thrusting motions as she moved up and down the shower wall. Steam began to rise and obscure the view. Soon I couldn’t see them at all, and I was once again relegated to listening to my wife moan. And moan she did. Maybe it was being in Vegas, but by the sound of her cries, it was very apparent that she was letting herself be free to experience the moment. The video ended while they were still in the shower. 



-+-



I hardly slept last night. I mainly downloaded pictures and video all night. I went into the project this morning, but there wont be much for me to do until Monday, unfortunately they don’t take off Memorial Day down here, so I found a small corner store and bought a few things to eat. Getting back to the hotel, I called my wife. No answer. I watched videos and looked at pictures for an hour and then called again. No answer. It wasn’t until almost noon PST that she finally answered her phone. Her eyes were barely open, her shoulders were bare, her hair was sticking up in a hundred different directions at the same time. 



An easy smile crossed her features as she said, “Call to give me your safeword?” she taunted. We talked for almost an hour, which will be the topic of my next update. But I have to close my eyes for a few minutes, I’m so tired, and I can tell that my writing is swirling the drain.




Post 99 — mundyman

Sun May 27, 2018 12:21 pm

Only thing hotter would be a Henna tattoo with the letters W and K intertwined with a J!!




Post 100 — mundyman

Sun May 27, 2018 12:23 pm

Only thing hotter would be a Henna tattoo with the letters J and W intertwined.





Post 101 — mundyman

Sun May 27, 2018 12:24 pm

Only thing hotter would be a Henna tattoo with the letters J and W intertwined.




Post 102 — DavidnDaria

Sun May 27, 2018 12:32 pm

↳ Replying to: mundyman

Tiny, under a breast?  Hell, if they're going to live an xleglover story, might as well go all the way! 



Ky,



Do you think Wades little Ferrari is going to be able to pull off that hair style in a professional setting?  



Dave




Post 103 — Ky_Da

Sun May 27, 2018 12:46 pm

↳ Replying to: DavidnDaria, mundyman



“Wades” Ferrari, ouch! That one stung. 



And I think she’ll be okay with the haircut. We talked today and she showed me a couple ways she can style it to give her more of a conservative look. 



No tatts, even small ones. While we’ve taken some Xleg plots as inspiration, there are many many many things we will not be doing. Tattoos are one thing I’ll keep in the fantasy.




Post 104 — DavidnDaria

Sun May 27, 2018 1:14 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, DavidnDaria, mundyman

I'm here for you bro!   Wade's the man, right now, unless you or she pulls the plug. Frankly I think you need to experience this, and all the other things you've agreed if for no other reason than to just to say you did it.  We've talked some privately here and I'd be less than honest if I said I didn't support you in your endeavor to become a full-fledged cuckold.  As you know, I couldn't do it, but that doesn't mean you can't.   



I do wonder how far this is going to go once you return--will you take that reconnecting vacation, or will you dive right in, so to speak?



Dave




Post 105 — poppag

Sun May 27, 2018 1:21 pm

super hot, really pushing the buttons.  it must be driving you crazy to see your wife being the type of woman you always wanted her to be , but doing it with somebody else. 



While the two have probably discussed many things, is there anything you may have held back that you like to see her do or say while you are apart. Is there something that she knows about you that she hasn't said or done yet? 



She has already confessed to Wade that her pussy is only his, that you would not get to fuck her again! Maybe she will put in your chastity when you return and tell you that you will only get out of chastity after you have sucked Wade after the initial period is up.  That could possibly up to 4 months of only Wade having your wife. Or more if you don't give in!



this is definitely one of the hottest stories i have ever read and look forward to the next installment.




Post 106 — Ky_Da

Sun May 27, 2018 2:29 pm

↳ Replying to: DavidnDaria, Ky_Da, mundyman



There’s definitely going to be a reconnection before we do fulfill anymore ‘wishes’. I’m not going to back out of my end, but we’ll be taking a break.  It’s been less than a week and it’s already twisted me into a knot. But I think you’re right, I feel like this is something I just need to do. Otherwise I’ll never be able to be done with it. It’d be an itch that would never go away.




Post 107 — DavidnDaria

Sun May 27, 2018 2:39 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, DavidnDaria

Do something special to reconnect.  REALLY special.   



Is it really your goal to be "done with it"?  Or is it degrees of being "done with it"?  You've expressed the desire to have a child and that playing after is something to consider, so impulsively, if the latter versus the former, would you be all in or limited (I know both of you haven't thought this completely through, yet so, if you desire, consider the question rhetorical)?



Forza "Wades" Ferrari!




Post 108 — MaxCargo

Sun May 27, 2018 5:53 pm

Wow, your posts are getting hotter and hotter. I don't know how you gonna survive the next three weeks   As exciting as your description is about your wife's and Wade's escapades, the most favourite parts of your reports, for me personally, are the loving exchanges between you and Jaimee, like you gave us an example of some previous posts before. The "pinky-finger-sign" is great. I definitely agree there has to be am intensive reconnection-time after your return between you two. If I remember correctly Jaimee talking about getting on a cruise, have you both already have come to a decision about it?

In danger of sounding too impatient, will you still tell us about your one-hour conversation between you and Jaimee? Take care of yourself.




Post 109 — sabya167

Sun May 27, 2018 7:57 pm

Ok, I probably know the answer to this one  even before i ask  it.  It is most likely to  be non-affirmative, but i got to take my chances here, having full respect  for and understanding of your privacy concerns. Would it be possible to post FACE-COVERED pics? Or from the back side or from a distance  where they are not identifiable?  Pics where their faces are not recognisable.  A snap of the head from the back maybe? Or some body parts? Any thoughts on that?



Hoping for a kind and favourable reply.



Meanwhile,eat and sleep well and keep posting.




Post 110 — sabya167

Sun May 27, 2018 7:57 pm

Ok




Post 111 — Ky_Da

Mon May 28, 2018 1:20 am

Most of this was stuff I wrote late yesterday, and I honestly didn't think that it could get anymore intense, but then it fucking did from the video's I saw last night. I'll try to update later today if I can, but my mind is in a whirl and it's hard to concentrate on writing at the moment. 



-+-



I took a good hour-long nap, and I feel slightly more human now. I think being out of the country, working on a project that has no end of problems, having my wife living with her boyfriend, and then add to that the emotional toll of having my cuckold buttons pushed over and over has left me feeling completely wrung out. The phone call with my wife a couple of hours was more of an emotional roller coaster than I was ready for. She asked me several times if I was ready to take a time out and give her my safeword, but my pride wouldn’t let me do it. I told myself I was going to wait until Tuesday, after the whole Vegas trip was over, to give her my safeword. She’s having a great time, and she’s giving me one hell of a ride, 



An hour later:



Okay, feeling better now. I was having a moment there, sorry. So the phone call. 



An easy smile crossed her features as she said, “call to give me your safeword?” 



“Not even close,” I blatantly lied. 



Her brow rose ever so slightly. She looked like she was about to speak, but then paused for a brief second. She sat up and I could see that she was leaning against Wade’s side, basically using him as a backrest. “We didn’t get to bed until about half four. Wade had to be carried to bed because he passed out downstairs when we were waiting for the elevator.”



“You’re kidding me,” I laughed, but at the same time I was a little concerned. He’s supposed to be taking care of my wife, not the other way around. 



“Things got a little mental last night. We were on our way back to the room when he said that the floor suddenly looked like a nice place to sit down. Next thing we know, he sits down in the middle of the floor where everyone is walking, and he passes out,” she paused again and turned to look at her boyfriend’s prone figure. She then pulled the sheet back and, you guessed it, there was his cock, laying lifelessly to the side, so much larger than mine even when I’m erect. “He’s still knackerd,” she said as she grasped the base of his cock and slowly did this wagging motion back and forth with it. “See, nothing. He’s not stirring at all.” 



“I like your new haircut,” I suddenly said. 



Her demeanor instantly changed. She looked, I’m not sure what the best word is to describe it: meek, unsure, anxious… she reached up and pulled at a few strand of the longer hair on top. “Do you?” she asked submissively. “I’ve been going spare about what you would think. Are you sure you’re okay with it? I’ll grow it out if you hate it.”



“I love it,” I told her. And that wasn’t a lie. I was enchanted with her long hair, but this style was growing quickly on me. “Do you like it?” 



She ran her hand through the locks on top and then along the shorter hair near her ears, “It’s so easy to take care of,” she began. “I’ve never had my hair this short, but I kind of like the change.” 



“Did Wade ask you to cut it this short?” I asked. 



She broke eye contact with me and looked down toward the floor as she nodded, “Yes, but I’ve been terrified I might have gone too far.” 



I could see her anxiousness more clearly now. I hadn’t given her my safeword, but she was feeling vulnerable and needed to know that we were still good—at least that’s what it felt like to me. “Jaimee, you look amazing.” I told her without hesitation. “I couldn’t believe it was you when I saw those pictures. The earrings, the makeup, the tan, and that dress—damn, that dress blew my mind, and my self-control.” 



She gave me the most sincere and heartfelt smile, and I was happy to see that she was accepting of my compliments and not doing her normal, self-effacing’ thing of trying to change the subject or denying it. 



“Thank you, Ky,” she said, and I could just see life being breathed back into her. She went on, “It was brilliant last night, Wade’s friends were all really nice. Even his high-roller friend, Marcus who invited us. He was a bit of tosser in the beginning of the night, but then once I started to get to know him, he wasn’t so bad. He just puts out this big, hot-shot image in front of everyone. He’s actually a decent bloke when he’s not trying to be such a git.” 



She suddenly looked more seriously, “You said you lost self-control, what did you mean?” she asked. 



“I’ve been trying to wank less, but seeing those pictures blew up that idea,” I explained. 



She laughed lightly, “How many times?” 



“Like four,” I admitted, “but seeing you there naked with your hair all messed up might push me into it again.” 



“Would this help,” She asked teasingly. She then moved over and put several inches of Wade’s cock in her mouth. She sucked on him for several long seconds, and I certainly felt myself getting hard, but the same couldn’t be said for poor passed out Wade, “Bloody useless sod,” she swore but laughed, “I don’t think he’s ever going to wake up.” 



“Doesn’t look like it.”



“We’re supposed to be going to the pool this afternoon. I even got a new swimming costume for it,” she complained. 



“What’s the plan for tonight?” I asked. 



“Marcus is taking the ones that gamble to a special room. Wade might go with him, but he doesn’t have that kind of money to play like that. He told me that’s why he usually turns down Marcus’s invitations. Too easy to lose a lot of money.” 



“Makes sense,” I commented, where are the non-gamblers going?” 



“Undecided still. Some want to go catch a show, but a couple of the girls want to go to a place to learn to pole dance and do lap dances,” she laughed as she explained the idea. 



“That could be fun.” 



She looked at me seductively, “Are you going to install a stripper pole in our bedroom babe? You want me to dance for you?” 



God I was instantly hard. My wife looking at me like that with her new look, and imagining her spinning around on a pole, yeah, that did it for me. “Careful,” I warned her, “or you might make me do it a fifth time.” 



She gave me a sour look, “This is why I need to cage that little monster. You have no self-control.”  



“I’ve read that guys stuck in chastity too long lose size in the cock department.” 



Jaimee shrugged her shoulders, “I actually did some research on that,” she surprised me with that news, “and there are a lot of people that say that’s not true. Plus, I wouldn’t be locking you up for years at a time, just when we’re playing the game so that you don’t start a fire by rubbing yours so much.” 



“You want to lock me up so that I can’t fuck Wade’s pussy?” I asked. 



My wife turned and looked at me and smiled, “I was wondering when you were going to ask me about that.” 



“And now I have,” I said. It came out a little weaker than I’d intended, but the cuck angst was building rapidly. “Does that pussy belong to your boyfriend now?” 



“What if it does?” she said coyly, “what if his cock is the only one that can get me off? What if I’m addicted to the way it stretches me out now?” I audibly groaned hearing that. “You like that idea, don’t you?” I didn’t answer. “I’ve been reading your little journal entries you’ve been writing on OHW. I see the really erotic ideas that get you off.”



I laughed, but it sounded forced even to my ears, “Maybe,” I said stupidly. 



“I do agree that your writing has gotten better, but you’ve let some things slip and given me loads of leverage over you… which makes me wonder if that’s what you wanted. Are you the cunning genius type, or just a randy git that doesn’t think before he writes?” 



“Definitely the latter,” I said quickly, drawing a laugh from her. 



“Do you want me to get my pussy pierced and for Wade to lock it up?” she asked me. 



I shook my head, “It’s fun to think about, but no. I don’t want that.” 



“You don’t sound very sure. Maybe you want me to deny you my pussy—I mean Wade’s pussy. Maybe you want me to only ever use my hand to get you to cum?” she continued, “Maybe deep down you really want your whore of a wife to get her pleasure from other men, leaving you locked up in a tiny cage… Is that what you want, Ky. Do you want me to get tattoos all over my body so that I look like the slut I’m becoming?” 



She had an edge to her voice that caught me off guard. I wasn’t sure where she was going with this, but it didn’t sound like any place good. “No,” I finally said forcefully, “All that stuff is fun to think about for a few minutes, but it’s not what I really want. You’re doing what I really want and I can barely handle it. I couldn’t survive any of this if you went any further. You might be other men’s fucktoy occasionally, but you’re my wife and I love you too much to want any of that.” 



“Even the tattoos? You’ve talked about those a few times? Do you want me to get inked for my lovers, for you?” 



I shook my head, “No. It might be erotic as fuck, but I love your skin being clean. I don’t want that.” 



“Good,” she said strongly, “In 20 years, I don’t want to look like a cancerous seagull shit all over me.” I couldn’t help but laugh and laugh pretty hard at the way she said that. I didn’t want that either. “I’m trying to make this good for you, babe, because this feels amazing, but I have to think of Wade, too. I don’t want him to feel like we’re using him just for our own kicks.” 



I nodded. I knew she was trying to balance things, and it had to be difficult because her boyfriend was a human being and had feelings and thought of his own. It was easy for me to think of Wade dismissively like this, not considering his part in the whole game, but this was my wife, and I wasn’t about to lose her. We were going to have a lot to talk about when this is over. 



“Ky,” my wife said, breaking me from my thoughts. I looked back up to the screen, “You haven’t given me your safeword yet.” 



I smiled, “And I don’t intend to. I’m not losing this round either.” 



“Then you’ll love to know what I told everyone about at the nightclub about our marriage.” 



She had my attention. 



“I told them that I’m still technically married, but that my husband was out of the picture now. I told them that I started dating Wade months ago and since we were getting on so well, we decided that I should move in with him.” Damn, everything she said was more or less true, or at least could be construed that way. “All Wade’s friends told me over and over how happy they were that we were together. They all see me as Wade’s faithful and loving girlfriend, just like you wanted.” 



She was masterfully pushing my cuck buttons. My breath quickened and I felt my heart beating in my chest. 



“At the end of the night, we’re all meeting in Marcus’s room for drinks. I’ll be wearing a new, sexy dress for him that I bought with your money, and he’s asked me not to wear anything else underneath. I’ll be all smooth and bare for only him tonight.”



“You’re evil sometimes,” I joked. 



“Maybe,” she said seductively, “but only because you like me this way. You like knowing that I’ve been full of my boyfriend’s cum since yesterday,” she hesitated and then said, “I want to see your dick, Ky. I bet it’s hard from me talking about my needy pussy.” For some reason I was reluctant, but after hearing my wife chide me a few times, I relented and pulled down the shorts I was wearing. My little rocket was standing at attention. Jaimee squealed in delight, “I knew it,” she said triumphantly, “now I want to see you have a wank.”



“Jaimee, give me a break,” I pleaded miserably. “I’ve already done it too many times today.” 



“Aww, just one more time, for me,” she begged. “He looks like he needs some attention.” 



Fuck, the things this woman can get me to do. I finally relented because she wasn’t going to stop. I set my laptop back on the chair so she could see all of me better, and I got to work. She giggled as I started. So humiliating. 



She set the camera on the nightstand by the bed and pulled the sheet aside, spreading her legs as she did. “Can you see my poor abused cunt? It’s been properly fucked everyday since you left. I used to need a break from fucking such a big cock, but now I’m used to it. Now I’m addicted to it. Now I’ll never need a break.” 



It didn’t take her long to have me on the edge of cumming, but then suddenly Wade turn onto his side so that his front was towards the camera. His arm came around Jaimee and he pulled her into him protectively, spooning her with his arm wrapped tightly around her stomach. I don’t think he ever opened his eyes, but I heard him mutter, “Shut up and go back to sleep, woman.” He then shifted again and brought his other arm under her head and over her shoulder, finally placing his hand over one of her tits. I don’t think I described that very well. Basically, he used both arms to bear hug her from behind, and he even lifted one of his legs over hers so that she was completely immobile. She didn’t seem to mind. 



Seeing the size difference in their bodies deepened my arousal and I edged even closer. I stopped, though, edging myself because I didn’t want this to end too quickly. Jaimee was smiling. She rested her head on Wade’s bicep and gripped his other bicep with her hand. Feeling the touch, Wade pulled her in even tighter, sighed contently, and then relaxed again, falling back to sleep. 



Jaimee motioned for me to continue. I don’t know that my cuck angst has ever been any higher. I felt like I could hardly breathe. Seeing her cocooned in her lover’s arms, seeing what a perfect, beautiful couple they made. An older, very fit man, with his flawless young bride. It was easy for me to imagine them being happy together. A vision jumped into my mind’s eye and I could suddenly see her being held like this when she’s pregnant, her lover’s arms wrapped protectively around her swollen belly. I knew this was my deepest, inner cuck coming to life, and despite trying to hold it off, I exploded into my hand. 



I felt winded. A cold grip clutched at my heart. My emotions were everywhere as I calmed. The reality of it all hitting me like a freight train. I wiped my hand onto a towel and looked back to my laptop screen. Jaimee was giddy with happiness, a beautiful smile crossed her face. She lifted one hand and raised her pinky, and her smile grew even larger. My heart relaxed and warmed. Hell of a game.




Post 112 — Lizardtantrum

Mon May 28, 2018 1:34 am

Omg




Post 113 — DavidnDaria

Mon May 28, 2018 1:39 am

Aw, c'mon, just a little tiny henna tat under a boob:  POW, "Property Of Wade".    You could touch it just like Mike in the newest universe does.    



Dave




Post 114 — marco333111

Mon May 28, 2018 1:54 am

Hi Ky_Da,



Wow, another great experience for you. I've read all your posts.

This one really rocks, you describe it if we were all there to experience it ourselves.



I cannot imagine what you are going through while playing this part of the game, she sure tries to get you to say your safeword.

But...... maybe I can give you some sort of help. I know your wife is also able to read this, so I will not tell all of my ideas to help you, just the obvious.

You just have to tell yourself this is a game, keep on saying it to yourself. You know that everything she does now is in order to get you to say your safeword.

For example, the last video from the bathroom was of course all staged for you, so remember that even all the things they say can be 'scripted'.

She mentioned she doesn't want to do a threesome, do not be surprised if you get photo's or video that she is doing a threesome.

Of course I cannot say that it will happen, maybe she really doesn't want to do a threesome. The point is you have to take into account that things they say are all in preparation to get you to say your safeword. Even Wade can be part of her plan and playing along, or forced to play along by her :-).

Just keep in mind everything could be 'scripted', even the video with the female voice over you talked about.



Hope this helps a bit. Like I said, I can give more, but she can also read this, so I won't put it here.

Keep this up, you are doing great, not only you, but also Jaimee and Wade. This is really great to read, I think you have a lot of us adDICKted to the story :-)

Hope there is a lot of fun comming for you all.



Take care, and good luck with your project :-)



Marco.




Post 115 — sabya167

Mon May 28, 2018 3:43 am

Wow, this is the stuff fictions are made of,what most people dream about.I am just so happy for you that this entire situation has almost fallen in your lap without you having to do much apart from putting the ingredients together.Your amazing life-partner is surprisingly showing maturity much ahead of her age.She is also proving to be a fast learner too.Not many people of her age can manage or achieve this.Perhaps you should have a word with Wade regarding the safety of your wife there.

Thanx again for the detailed updates. Love your gift of the detailed conversation.Thanx.




Post 116 — Ky_Da

Mon May 28, 2018 3:56 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Thank you sabya, we’ve come a long ways since the beginning of our journey. I’ll never forget the fight we had when we first tried the cuckold kink. The side of my face still remembers the slap she gave me when I was telling her she could no longer see her boyfriend again. It took a lot of work to come back from there, but we’ve managed so far. Thanks for the comments.




Post 117 — Open2it

Mon May 28, 2018 4:50 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

You’ve both come a long way since the beginning of your journey!  I think it’s great that Jaime uses a symbol to let you know that no matter how intense the game becomes, it’s still a game. That said, she seems to be very competitive and wants to get you to the point of using your safe word. You know she will be hottest key holder/cuckoldress/wife you could ever hope to have. Too bad she doesn’t post her thoughts on here as well




Post 118 — viking53

Mon May 28, 2018 6:04 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, it's been apparent that Jaimee has been following your reactions and thoughts about the situation by reading your posts here for a while now. I think probably a lot of what you express here is not what you talk about with Jaimee as your conversations with her seem to be much more personal (which is a good thing). Is there anything you have discussed here that you would be worried about her taking up?




Post 119 — Kim2233

Mon May 28, 2018 8:17 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

So it sounds like Jaimee has been really working to make her relationship with Wade public knowledge. You had said before that you expected she and Wade to be a real couple during the time she was living with him, but this sounds a little more "out there" than what I was expecting.  Have you given thought to how you want things to play out once you are back home?  It seems that now Wade's friends will be expecting Jaimee to be living with him on an ongoing basis.  You can probably come up with a story about you and Jaimee "trying to work things out", but that makes it harder for her to still be publicly involved with Wade at that point.




Post 120 — dorsetben

Mon May 28, 2018 8:42 am

Keep it coming Ky - great stuff my friend.




Post 121 — Ky_Da

Mon May 28, 2018 8:45 am

↳ Replying to: Kim2233, Ky_Da

Hey Kim, yeah, we’ve thought and talked about this a lot. This weekend was a little easier for her to be “out there” because all of these friends of Wades aren’t locals - or they don’t live near us. Most of them live in Texas. Still, playing this way has been awesome, but admittedly it’s rife with peril. I won’t ever meet these people Jamiee’s with now, so I’m enjoying it. The gym friends knowing worries me a little more, which of course heightens the cuck experience, but I have no desire for family close friends of ours to know any of this. I hope we can keep the two lives separate. The “working it out idea” is one we’ve discussed, it’s something we need to put more thought into.




Post 122 — Ky_Da

Mon May 28, 2018 1:14 pm

As hard as it was, I had to stop looking at the Dropbox pictures and get some actual work done. I swear no one here even read the project Specifications. It helped clear my head some, though. I needed something to force me to get back to reality for a while. I’m feeling the effects of being on a weeklong cuck-bender. My friend Augustin, the chicken-fucker, invited me to breakfast this morning. One thing I’ve really been enjoying is the coffee. Freshly made from Costa Rica, Columbia, and all throughout Central America. I’d be happy with this all the time. I’d never go back to Starbucks again. 



It’s Sunday today, and my last update really only covered the time up to Saturday in the early afternoon. My wife had left the camera on the nightstand and hadn’t killed the connection, so I muted my side and occasionally looked up at the screen to watch her sleep. I went to get some lunch, and by the time I’d gotten back they had left the room. I was tempted to just let the camera go in hopes of catching something later that night when perhaps they’d forget about the camera, but a temporary power outage killed those plans. Power goes out often here, at least once a day, and sometimes more. 



The internet connection was better in the afternoon, so I was able to see the majority of the pictures and videos. None of them disappointed. It looked like she’d spent the afternoon at the pool, so I did get to see her new swimsuit—WHAT THERE WAS OF IT! Holy shit it was skimpy. It was dark blue, which contrasted amazingly with her tanned skin and dark hair. I guess I’d simply call it a sting bikini because there wasn’t much of it. A couple of pulls of some strings and it would have fallen to the floor. I was slightly disappointed it wasn’t a topless pool, but not complaining at all. I got a number of pictures of her lounging by the pool, talking with people, and just generally having a good time. Whoever was taking these pictures was doing it with her camera (that was the plan so that they would download to Dropbox) but they were taking them when she was completely unaware. 



Several pictures taken were of her and Wade sitting in the pool, his back to the wall of the pool and her in front of him. They looked incredibly intimate, like two lovers enjoying their Vegas escape and not caring about anything but each other. A number of the pictures were taken with two girls I recognized from pictures from the nightclub. Jaimee had told me a little about the people they were with, but to be honest, I wasn’t really paying much attention and didn’t make much of an effort to learn names. These two women wore bathing suits that were a lot more conservative. I remembered that they were both mothers and had several children who were at home with sitters while they enjoyed a weekend away. They were still very attractive women, and from the pictures, my wife seemed to enjoy their company. 



Later in the afternoon, I stopped getting any new pictures, which of course got my mind working in overdrive, wondering what she was doing. Were her and Wade fucking and didn’t want to be bothered. Did they want some alone time away from the camera? I wonder if my wife enjoys sex more with her boyfriend when they have complete privacy. I wonder if there’s anything different in the way they have sex, or if they’re truly making love and becoming intimate lovers. Is there a bond forming that won’t be easily broken? These thoughts both excite and terrify me. 



I finally got a picture around 11:00 PM. I recognized several of the couples from other pictures. They were around a craps table. Everyone was dressed nicely. Wade and Jaimee looked like a Hollywood power couple, with Jaimee wearing the fairly conservative in that it covered everything, but VERY form fitting, white dress. God she looked good. But she also looked very bored. Everyone else was all smiles, but she looked like she’d rather be anywhere else. She’s never done much for gambling, it’s not something we do, so she looked like she was there for Wade’s benefit. 



Then it was back to being in the dark for a while. I got a phone call about four in the morning, and it surprised me that it was from Wade. I had been sound asleep, so it took me a minute to engage the brain. Then I started to panic. Why would he be calling me at four in the morning? 



“Is everything alright?” I asked immediately. 



“Huh,” he sounded surprised, “Of course, why wouldn’t it be?” he asked obliviously. 



“Because you’re calling me at four in the morning—Jaimee’s okay. She’s good?” I demanded. 



“Yes, she’s fine. She’s sound asleep,” he answered, and then his voice got very animated. “I did you a solid though brah. You’re going to owe me big time for this one.” 



“Wade, you’re sleeping with my wife. I don’t see that I owe you anything,” I said dryly. 



Wade laughed good naturedly, “Good point,” he conceited, “but I think you’ll appreciate this nonetheless. Check your Dropbox folder, I just downloaded a video, and it’s going to fucking blow your mind man.”



“What, you guys didn’t bust out in an orgy did you?” I said it jokingly, but I truly wasn’t sure if I wanted that or not. 



“Nah, not exactly. Just watch the video, I think you’ll enjoy it,” I told him I’d get around to it, but of course I was already firing up my laptop. “And Ky, I’m keeping our girl safe, she’s good, I promise. Thanks for letting me take bring her here. She’s been a lot of fun to be with.” 



I wasn’t sure how to respond exactly, so I just said a bland, ‘you’re welcome,’ and we ended the call. I did appreciate him telling me he was keeping her safe. I mean I knew he would. I do trust him, even though hearing him call her ‘our girl’ threw me a little. 



The video would take almost an hour to download. It was actually four videos and totaled almost an hour of recording time. I wasn’t getting back to sleep anytime soon, so I kept myself occupied by looking at previous pics and vids that I’d downloaded. The suspense was killing me as I waited for the download to complete. Finally, it showed that it was ready and I clicked the play button. 



The video had been shot by Wade. Jaimee was sitting close to his side and four other beautiful couples were seated around a small table. The table had what looked like the beginnings of a game of dominos but it had been abandoned and everyone was casually drinking and talking. A mountain of different types of bottles were on the table and everyone had a drink in their hand. The room they were in was something I’ve only seen in movies. If I was to guess, I’d say it was probably Marcus’s room since he was the high-roller-Vegas guy. 



It didn’t take me long to pick up the conversation. They were talking about sex and different crazy experiences they’d had. Three of the other couples there I knew were married and had children. Marcus was the only other one apart from Wade that had a girlfriend there and had no children. One of the married women, I’ll call Julie, was talking about how horrible her husband was at licking pussy. Her husband objected and joked that she didn’t ever stop him, so it couldn’t be that bad. Then she said something about even bad pussy eating was better than no pussy eating. 



Everyone was laughing and having a good conversation. I couldn’t help but wonder if this was going to turn into a giant orgy. Okay, I’ll admit. I was hoping, haha. 



Then one of the men suggested that one of the wives teach them how to do it better by giving everyone a live example. They laughed and taunted and called the idea silly, but then all the men agreed in unison that if the women wanted to complain about their cunnilingus skills, then they had a responsibility to teach them how to do it. Over the next 15 minutes, the women tried in vain to verbally explain what men do wrong. Jaimee was silent on the issue, but I could hear her laughter as she sat next to Wade. Finally, one of the men suggested that two of the women just show everyone how to do it. That idea went over like a led balloon, haha. Marcus eventually challenged the four women that were the most vocal in their criticisms but there were no takers. Marcus smoothly got each woman to admit that she’d never actually gone down on another woman, and then he made the point that they really didn’t know what they were talking about. 



The women vehemently disagreed, so a good argument broke out. Jaimee continued to laugh but still didn’t engage into the argument. That’s when Wade threw her under the proverbial bus. 



Wade coughed to get people’s attention and then said, “Jillian here is an expert.” 



I actually heard a sharp intake of breath from my wife as she heard what her boyfriend had just said. The noise in the room stopped abruptly and all eyes were on Jaimee. She was sitting so close to Wade, that the camera only caught a part of her, but I could tell she was trying to disappear into the couch. 



Marcus was the first to speak, “Oh really?” Marcus said in surprise. “Sweet innocent Jillian knows a little about eating pussy?” 



“Wade’s just being a git and having a go,” she said, but despite the alcohol, her voice was full of nerves. I heard her mutter under her breath to Wade, “Bloody wanker couldn’t keep you gob shut for five minutes—”



Wade then interrupted her before she could say more, “It’s true. My amazing little firefly here has a very practiced tongue. I know she could teach us all a few things.” 



Suddenly everyone was excitedly encouraging her to show them what she knew. Oh I wish I could have seen a clear shot of her face, because I’m sure it was redder than a beat. The men were basically pleading for her to show everyone how to give a woman a better orgasm. Poor Jaimee, even the women weren’t giving her any quarter. 



After almost a minutes of heavy peer pressure, Jaimee spoke, “Look, this is mental. I could show you a few things that I know, but there’s no way I could make one of you girls orgasm, not with all the pressure and everyone watching. It fucks with your head too much. We girls need to be relaxed—if we feel like we have to try to orgasm, nothing works properly.” 



I could see all the women concede the point, and even the men seemed to understand, but Wade wasn’t going to let it go, “Okay, we all understand that,” he began, “but you could still show us a few ‘moves’ that would better our game. Besides, it’s only self-serving if you teach me to do it better,” he said, and I could just imagine him wagging his brow at her. 



Again, everyone was pressing her to show them. They all wanted something exciting to do, and it looked like they’d found their entertainment for the evening. It took several long minutes, but eventually my wife gave in and agreed. To which everyone cheered loudly and more drinks were poured. The women played paper, rock, scissors to decide who the recipient would be. The redhead Julie lost. I could tell Julie was very nervous, but she was a good sport about it. She’s a fairly tall woman and has a nice body. The other women were younger and better looking, but Julie was far from ugly. She’s what you would expect to see from a woman whose had a few children. 



Wade must have paused the camera because the next scene displayed an ottoman where the table had been, and Julie was laying comfortably on her back, her knees bent and her feet close to her ass. Her dress still covered her however. Jaimee finally moved away from Wade’s side and seated herself on the floor near Julie’s legs. She was shaking her head in complete disbelief, but I could also tell that she wasn’t hating the experience, too. I seriously doubt she had any reservations about going down on Julie, but with all these new people that she was just getting to know as an audience, she needed their prodding and pushing before she finally felt like she had no choice but to give in. She was making that choice as I watched her in the video. She looked so amazing in that dress that fit her body like a surgical glove. 



She looked directly at Wade, who was holding the camera, and mouth, “I’m going to kill you later.” Wade laughed and she sneered at him. 



Finally, everyone quieted and took their seats. It really did feel like the show was about to begin. 



“Very well,” she began, using more of her posh, upper-class accent, “the first thing you guys do wrong is to touch the pussy straight away. You have to stop doing that. Don’t touch the breasts or the pussy for a long, long time—at least not if you want to give a girl a proper orgasm,” Jaimee got to her knees and looked at Julie as she spoke, “You need to kiss your girl for at least fifteen minutes, but 30 minutes is better,” she looked up at the guys, “but don’t be thick about this and time it. It has to be natural.” She then directed her attention back to Julie, “You want to be touching every part of her body, as lightly as you possibly can. You’re always so heavy handed, squeezing us like you’re trying to get the last of the toothpaste out of the tube. Be gentle.



Jaimee then slowly pulled Julies dress up over her knees and folded the material on the other woman’s belly. Julie was breathing hard as she lifted her hips and allowed my wife to remove her panties. The guys started whooping, but their wives put a stop to that instantly with a few sharp remarks. 



Once it was quiet again, Jaimee continued, “Once you’ve gotten to this point, and she’s properly in the mood. You still don’t go down on the pussy. You have to tease her,” she explained. She then kissed the inside of Julies thighs close to her knees. The guys all instantly were adjusting their pants. It was fucking hella erotic. Jaimee explained how you must kiss her slowly as you work your way towards her sex, and she took at least 20 minutes kissing and caressing the insides of Julies thighs. Several times I thought she was going to finally go down on the redheaded woman, only to back off and start the process again. Her ministrations were having an affect on Julie, I could tell she was becoming very turned on. 



With her mouth very close to Julies pussy, which had a magnificent patch of flaming red hair above it, she said, “Then you want to kiss her lips. Kiss them, suck them, tease them, but don’t go any further yet.” I watched as my wife did exactly as she’d instructed and slowly teased, sucked and kissed Julies lower lips. This ranked right up there with the most erotic things I’ve ever seen. Jaimee did this for at least fifteen minutes, working her way around the woman’s pussy. Julie was starting to come to life. I could see her chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths. Julie finally made a high pitched grown and literally pleaded with Jaimee to stop the teasing. 



Jaimee smiled and everyone thought that she was going to finally tongue the poor woman’s clit, but no, Jaimee started the process over again and kissed the inside of her thighs and worked her way again towards her center.  Julie was nearly beside herself now and wasn’t shy in begging the girl with the short dark hair to stop teasing, only to have Jaimee tease her a little more. 



Finally, Jaimee slipped her tongue into the woman’s slit, but only for a minute. This evoked a heavy moan from Julie, who was quickly losing any cares about being in front of a crowd. I watched as Jaimee licked the woman’s pussy from bottom to top, her tongue wide like she was liking a popsicle. Then she returned again to tonging the woman’s clit again. She moved daftly in and out and up and down and had poor Julie on the edge of a massive orgasm, but she didn’t let her cum yet. Instead, she stopped liking and slowly inserted one finger. I could see the woman’s juices on my wife’s lips, and I’ve never in my life been harder. 



“When you finger,” Jaimee began to explain, “you don’t want to go in very deep to find the g-spot. Just go until you feel that rougher patch of skin—no deeper than the second knuckle, and then do a ‘come-here’ motion with your finger,” Jaimee showed everyone the correct motion with her free hand. She then performed the movement on Julie for a very long time, and it was like she was almost starting completely over. The orgasm that was so close was lost, or at least I thought so, but after another ten minutes, Julie was right back to where she was, and nearing her release. 



“I’m close, I’m close,” Julie panted, and we all thought, okay, here it comes. 



But then Jaimee drove her finger in deeper. Julie groaned with disappointment, and my wife said, “the g-spot orgasm is good, and she’ll be happy with you, but there’s a better one if you can get her there, but you have to be in a little deeper and rub slightly harder.”



My wife worked her finger and then added her tongue back onto the woman’s suffering clitty, after maybe five minutes, Julie began to thrash wildly. Her mouth opened and she fucking wailed like a cop car. Julie then broke into mini convulsions and all the guys, and the gals, cheered Jaimee’s success. But my wife wasn’t done. She had a look in her eye and I knew she had something else in mind. 



“The beauty of this orgasm,” she explained, “Is that it’s a deeper orgasm and doesn’t leave you as sensitive, so a girl can usually have more than one,” Jaimee went back to work and in less than a minute had Julie riding the orgasm train again. I was entranced. Jaimee has told me some of these things, but never in this kind of detail before. I wasn’t the only one that was impressed. The whole room was fixated on the demonstration. 



Julie erupted into a third orgasm, but this time she broke into tears, and begged for Jaimee to stop as she feebly pushed at Jaimee’s head. My wife sat back on her heels and everyone showered her with praise and admiration. Julies husband helped her sit up and then helped her to the couch. The woman was spent and couldn’t stop crying. Some were concerned that something was wrong, but Julie kept telling them she was fine and that nothing was wrong. People were fucking awestruck—I was one of them. My wife is a fucking pussy whisperer. I almost wished I had one. I was envious of what I saw Julie experience. 



There was some talking for a few minutes. My wife went to the bathroom and then returned and sat next to Wade. Julie got my wife’s attention and thanked her. She wasn’t casual about her gratitude either. She was really moved. She explained, “I’ve always had a hard time having an orgasm, and I had no idea one could feel that good. You made me feel something I’ve never in my life experienced before—thank you.” 



Uh oh, more compliments for my wife. It’s okay babe. Just accept them. You’re a Rockstar pussy licker!



This wasn’t exactly a cuckold experience, but it was fucking mind-blowing erotic and one I’ll always remember.




Post 123 — Kim2233

Mon May 28, 2018 1:48 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Some years back I had a similar work experience, spending a horrendous number of hours on the road trying to fix a disaster that was quite stupefying in its breadth and depth.  That's your real hell right now, I suspect.  The crazy shit your wife is up to with Wade brings a lot of angst at times I'm sure, but it probably is also a welcome distraction from the crap your job is sending your way each day.



Thanks for sharing your adventures.  Your writing is really good, you convey the kind of details that help paint a picture of what you are experiencing and feeling.  Really compelling.



Jaimee giving that pussy eating lesson sounded really sexy.  And the funny thing is, Jaimee's caution at the start that a woman feeling pressure to cum, based on that kind of situation with everyone watching would ruin it for her... I thought that was a valid point... But...   Didn't seem to stop Julie from cumming did it?




Post 124 — mundyman

Mon May 28, 2018 3:01 pm

I love it!! Wade has MADE your wife expose her hi side.




Post 125 — viking53

Mon May 28, 2018 5:33 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I'm not sure she did Julie a service by giving her such a fantastic series of orgasms. Now she knows what she has been missing all along. Unless her husband was playing close attention to the lesson he got and is a fast learner, Julie is going to be very frustrated, maybe even look for her pleasure elsewhere.




Post 126 — Open2it

Mon May 28, 2018 9:49 pm

How nice of Wade to give you a heads up on the videos!  And I agree, him fucking your wife daily more then compensates.  Your wife demonstrating how to properly eat pussy on another woman in front of a group of people, certainly counts as cuckolding!  It was epic!




Post 127 — lionbrand

Mon May 28, 2018 11:18 pm

Wow Ky and Jaimee. You really rock! Thanks for pussy eating/how to treat a woman in a right way lesson.




Post 128 — sabya167

Tue May 29, 2018 12:45 am

Wow,  what a freaking wikipedia lesson on cunnilingus. We know that came from being with Brooke, but how does Wade know about it.Does jaimee talk about her past with Wade. What do they talk about in ther private and intimate moments lying in each others embrace,away from the camera. Where are the boundaries for emotional bonding between live-in lovers.Relationships  ether grow or decay,cant be static.Does Jaimee hold herself back emotionally during those intimate,private moments.Is it possible even to do so.Won't it be a hindrance to their relationship,wont that feel 'fake' thereby possibly making jaimee feel that its not working and making her want to go home and wait for you.Do they discuss you?Which aspect of you.Those moments are both out of your reach, control or knowledge but you do want to know about them,right? Just trying to understand the emotional dynamics of the players here-a doting husband, a loving wife and a trusted friend.Now, since there is no way of recording their 'no camera intimate moments' the only way is for Jaimee to be sharing them later with you-in a brutally and painfully honest way,even if that hurts you at some level,right?Having said that,a part of me wishes Wade were evil,that he slowly and masterfully worked on the mind of 'the babe in the woods',steer her affection away from you and steals it himself(sorry, my cuck fever babbling here),but  its both sad and reassuring thats not gonna happen with the 'lovable teddy bear' 'whose music is shit. Because Wade is 'an all-round nice guy' and Jaimee is too smart for that. Maybe you are secure in that knowledge.Thats why you come across as kinda relaxed and not having so much of a real angst this time. Happy to be watching your evolution both as a player and reporter of the game.Your' posts' have become. 'chapters' now.Periodical,coversational like never before ,with a plot.wow.




Post 129 — Ky_Da

Tue May 29, 2018 3:54 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

You ask some tough questions sabya, and the candid answer is, I don't know the answer to a lot of them. I know there are a lot of very personal things discussed between the two of them that I don't hear. That's only natural. And I don't think you can have a sexual relationship and not grow closer to one another. This is the part the excites and terrifies me at the same time. I know Jaimee has told Wade a lot about her experiences, and I'm sure Wade has reciprocated his own life stories. Wade is a friend and I trust that he's managing this the best that he can. I'm just having to trust my wife, too. At least, I am trying to be relaxed about it and trust them, but I have moments that are full of anxiety like anyone would. I'm glad you've enjoyed reading my updates so far, but I'm afraid the intensity is going to be dropping down now that the Vegas trip is over. I have another update that I'll post shortly. Wade and Jaimee are stuck in the long ass line of traffic now that goes from Vegas to SoCal, and I'm at work--again. Anyway, I'm rambling. I'll check in later. Ky




Post 130 — Ky_Da

Tue May 29, 2018 3:56 am

And back to reality, argh!



The weekend was great and went by in a flash. Admittedly, I spent most of it in the hotel room being cucked by my wife, but what a high that was. After the pussy eating lesson video, I didn’t see any new pictures or videos, so I went back to sleep. I think the week I’d just been through finally caught up with me and I slept for hours, not getting up until almost 11:00, which is unheard of for me. I called my wife. She answered on the fifth ring. 



“Hey babe,” she said brightly.



I couldn’t resist saying, “Nice video from last night.” 



She blushed furiously and shook her head, “That’s what happens when I’ve had too much to drink, and my boyfriend decides to be a git and talk about things he’s not supposed to.” I heard Wade yell an apology from off in the distance. Jaimee rolled her eyes, “It turned out all right in the end I suppose.” 



“It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” I said, making her smile grow slightly. “So, what’s the plan for the day?” I asked, truly curious about what to expect on their last night in Vegas. 



“Wade wants to go shoot guns… it sounds dreadful,” she complained. 



“You never know, you might have fun,” I said wryly, she shot me a look that made me laugh but I backpedaled, “Or maybe not,” I quickly added. I couldn’t help but look at her lips and reimagine the scene from last night when they were coated with any woman’s pussy juice. 



“Hold up, now,” my wife suddenly said, “This is way to easy for you right now, you’re getting too much of a free pass,” I was about to ask what she was talking about when she added, “Are you giving me your safeword?” 



I shook my head slowly, “Not today, maybe not ever,” I taunted, knowing that it was a complete lie. I was going to be lucky to make it until Monday, let alone reach my goal of Tuesday. 



Her eyes narrowed and her lips tightened, “We’ll see about that, yeah.” 



“We’ll see,” I agreed. 



“To answer your question, my sweet cucky husband,” she said in a sing-song voice. “I’m spending the day with my boyfriend. We said our goodbyes to the group last night because we wanted to have some exclusive ‘us’ time.” 



“Sounds nice,” I tried to play it nonchalantly. 



“Hmmm,” I could almost hear the wheels turning as she thought of a way to turn up the tension and get me to give up the game. “Since you’re being so stubborn, I’m going to enjoy the evening with my boyfriend and you’re not going to see anything but dick pics.” 



“I’m used to them,” I said, still not giving up. 



“I’m going to make love to my boyfriend tonight, and I’m only going to be thinking of him.” 



Ugh, she was upping the stakes. I felt a little sting from that comment, but that only made me want to play more. “And you should, he’s your boyfriend,” I managed to say, but getting those word out wasn’t easy. 



“Be careful, Ky, I’m already starting to develop deeper feelings for him. I’m becoming his ‘real’ girlfriend, and if I open my heart even a little, I won’t want to leave him.” I felt as much as heard a caution bell when she said that, and I almost gave it up and threw in the towel. I was seriously considering it when she went on, “I might just keep living with him a couple days of the week after you’re back. He owns my pussy now. I gave it to him on this trip. My pussy can only feel the skin of his bare cock now, if you want to fuck your wife, you’ll have to wear a condom because you’ll be in another man’s property.”  I couldn’t have spoken if I’d wanted to, my tongue was frozen in my mouth. She continued, “Now my lover’s magnificent cock slides right into me, like we’ve been lovers for years.” 



“Oh god babe,” I groaned. 



“You like that thought, don’t you? Your slut wife making you wear condoms while she fucks other men without them?” her voice was so seductive, so teasing, “with all that cum in me all the time, It’s only a matter of time before some other man gets your wife pregnant. Is that what you want, you want me to bare Wade’s children?” 



“Fuck it, I give up.” I said the safeword. 	



“It’s about bloody time you git!” my wife nearly yelled at me. I love how she always slips into a thicker accent and the slang start pouring out when she gets emotional. “I had to bloody go to getting pregnant to get you to quit?” 



“Sorry babe, I was just enjoying it for a minute longer. I can’t stand the idea of being made to wear a rubber.” 



“Well I suggest you learn to find a way to like it, because that is what’s going to happen after that little game of yours,” she snapped, and she was actually a little emotional. 



“I’m sorry, I was playing the game. You’re not really going to make me wear a rubber are you.” 



I heard a sniffle and my attention immediately shifted, “What’s wrong Jaimee, are you alright?” 



She tried to laugh it off, “I’m fine,” she said, which is another VERY British thing about my wife. She says’ ‘she’s fine’ even if she’s bleeding out her eyes.



“What is it, please tell me,” I begged. 



I heard another sniffle and then a sigh, “I’ll be fine, really. Last night just got me thinking about Brooke.” 



I breathed a sigh of relief, “That’s understandable.”



“I suppose… it didn’t hit me until this morning, but I miss her sometimes. We spent a lot of hours exploring our girly parts together,” she giggled, “it almost felt like I was betraying our secret last night.” 



“You shared a major part of your formidable years together. You’re closer to her than most married people are to each other,” I said, “Have you talked with her lately?” 



“No,” she answered after a moment, “She’s got Emilia now, and I don’t want to come between them again. I want to give Emilia space—she doesn’t need Brooke’s old girlfriend calling every few minutes.” 



We talked for a good while, and in the end I think we both felt better, more connected. I had been riding a cuck high for a few days now, and now I feel almost normal. I needed something to take the wind out of the cuck sails, something to ground me again. This weekend has been a Six-Flag’s worthy ride, but it was now winding down. They were going to spend the day and then Sunday night together—just the two of them. 



To be honest, I’m glad the crazy part of the weekend is over. I don’t think my heart could have taken anymore. I intend to keep updating the journey, but I don’t know if I’ll have the same kind of high intensity things to share—which is fine. I need some normal boring for a while.




Post 131 — wannabecUKold

Tue May 29, 2018 4:54 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Forgive me if I sound like the house librarian but Ky told Wade back in January:



https://www.ourhotwives.org/forum/viewt ... 83#p863683



7 Jan 2018



Quote 

I eventually got to the part of our trip that involved Brooklyn and my wife turned on me.



“Don’t you bloody dare!” she almost screamed. I held my tongue and we both looked at her. She remained standing, so I continued. My wife made this half laugh, half frustrated growl. But then she knelt down sat on her heels, she stared me right in the eye and said, “You shut your bloody gob!” and she was dead fucking serious. 

.....

Wade looked pleased, “Good girl,” he said, “come here and take my cock out. Take your time and enjoy it while your husband tells me about Brooklyn.” Jaimee looked up, and almost said something in haste. Wade held up his hand, “I might have been willing to let this one go, but your behavior was deplorable. I think I want to hear this.”



My wife nearly objected, but stopped herself. She was now flushed with embarrassment, but I could tell the whole thing was turning her on, too. 

....

I told Wade everything that happened, not sparing any detail. I knew I was going to get a rash of shit from my wife later for it, but it was sooo worth it. Wade nearly laughed himself to death by the time I finished.



“It sounds like my pet behaved very badly,” Wade told her. He was already hard, and I had to hand it to him, he was showing some serious self-control. I, on the other hand, was having a very hard time just staying seated on the couch.

Unquote



This was also the occasion when she first used the British word Minge.  Her "fucking minge" gave her away, since she was wet after being spanked.  She also swore like a properly educated girl from one of Britain's finest schools. Bloody frightful it sounded too.




Post 132 — wannabecUKold

Tue May 29, 2018 5:07 am

Just to comment on Ky's post, Jaimee shouldn't feel she betrayed Brooke. What she did last night was beautiful. She showed that sex with another person can be amazingly pure, last night giving the deepest pleasure to another woman such as that woman had never had before, indeed bringing her to tears.  Neither of them should regret it nor, even though it was in front of other people, be embarrassed about it.  It was a wonderful exposition of why we are sexual people.  I am sure Brooke would have been proud of her. 

As we say in England, honi soit qui mal y pense, shame on him who thinks bad of it.




Post 133 — sabya167

Tue May 29, 2018 5:52 am

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold, wannabecUKold, sabya167

. well, have to give credit where it is due. yes, you are the true house librarian, sir, thanx a lot for that one.




Post 134 — norbertrichard

Tue May 29, 2018 9:58 am

You say that Wade's friends thought that Jami and wade were ingaged?  Doesn't Jamie have a wedding band? just an engagement ring?




Post 135 — sabya167

Tue May 29, 2018 7:36 pm

Well, you needed to slow down the burning out process thereThis week-long intense rapidfire emotional roller-coster was draining you both physically and emotionally, i think.So, in a way, i'm happy for you that gave Jaimee the safeword. And i'm kinda sad too b'coz the'chapters' will become 'posts' again,as you said 'boring normal':-( But what a week it was. Absolutely blew my. Mind .Thanx for taking us along your intensely erotic emotional sojourn.Whatever happens next, keep us updated.;-)Thanx.




Post 136 — sabya167

Tue May 29, 2018 8:24 pm

Um,ky,i was thinking, is the net working there?




Post 137 — wagonmaker1

Wed May 30, 2018 12:17 am

wow Ky, i feel better that you gave her the safe word. i was wondering if things were getting out of control. i have read your posts from the beginning, where Jaimee was asking why u wanted her to have sex with another man, to where she did,  & Derek was  almost too much for u both. it sounds like u 2 belong together, forever, & i'm sure all of us hope u do. it was sounding a little dangerous, like before. u make for exciting reading.




Post 138 — dannyvee

Wed May 30, 2018 12:26 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hang on a sec.  You were on the phone right?  How do you know she "blushed furiously"?  I take it this is all made up, yes? Or did I miss something?




Post 139 — sabya167

Wed May 30, 2018 1:20 am

It was video calling,i think.




Post 140 — txrockdog

Wed May 30, 2018 1:21 am

I believe he and Jamie are skyping or facetiming for their calls IIRC.




Post 141 — vmb69

Wed May 30, 2018 10:07 am

Hi, after reading your post I took Jaime advice and went down on my queen the same way you described, taking my time, bringing her close than kissing again. Stimulating with my fingers the same way, and after as bout 45 minutes of this she had the biggest orgasm ever, well at least since her last bf.




Post 142 — Ky_Da

Wed May 30, 2018 1:20 pm

Hey all, 



I only have a moment, but I thought I'd address the phone call. It was a good catch by dannyvee, I did write that I was on the phone. The whole story is that we talked via Skype for a few minutes several times, but the calls kept dropping so we just went to a simple phone call. Since I'm not the fastest writer in the world, I chose to write out the experience as if it were one phone call instead of writing about each time Skype bugged out - sorry for the mistake as mentioned above.




Post 143 — Ky_Da

Wed May 30, 2018 1:32 pm

↳ Replying to: vmb69



vmb69, that is fantastic!!!! Thanks for sharing that. My wife will be thrilled to know it. My wife has taught me a lot about how to do it correctly, but according to her, I'm still a work in progress. Wade does one thing better than I do and that is "tease".  You cannot tease enough!  I still get impatient though and move too quickly.  Also, another mistake I make is applying too much pressure. At first, lighter is better, way better. Anyway, one thing my wife has taught me is that there is a difference between a clitoris orgasm and a deeper vaginal orgasm. The g spot gives the deep orgasm, and a woman can have this orgasm and not be overly sensitive, like when she has a clitoris orgasm. Then there's the A spot orgasm. This one is a little deeper, and to be honest, i've never had the greatest success in giving my wife this kind of orgasm. The few times I've managed to give her this elusive orgasm has produced massive fireworks. From watching the video, I think this is the kind of orgasm she gave Julie. It's also the type of orgasm Wade is able to give my wife during penetrative sex. You Don't need a ten-inch giant cock to reach the A spot, but something about the way he's shaped or the pressure he applies does it for her.




Post 144 — sabya167

Wed May 30, 2018 8:44 pm

God, this brutal torture and torment of waiting. Can' take it no more Wish we could  somehow go back to the last week:-) ha ha. But on a serious note,i understand that it must be work that is keeping you engaged.I'll hold my questions at the moment about the goings-on  because i'm sure those would be answered in your next posts, but, by God ky, if you dont end this torment soon, i swear i'll start calling you AL KY-DA.;->ha ha. Amen to that.




Post 145 — mundyman

Thu May 31, 2018 12:19 am

Let's see, somehow Jaimee and Wade, and you, get Brooke over the pond to visit her friend for a week or two during which Jaimee and Wade convince her to have multiple three ways with them. Of course Wade also gets to see a little of Brooke and Jaimee together perfecting their pussy eating skills.

Thanks for sharing what an explosive and seismic weekend for her....and you!

The question I have now is: Does the angst and nervousness get turned up now that they are back into a regular routine. Vegas is one thing, and the  crazy events are big, but can be chalked up to being away on holiday. The whole what happens in Vegas stays in  Vegas thing. It could be argued that some of those things done are one offs. Crazy experiences done just because of the place and alcohol. 

However now that they're back, they break into a normal routine. They have the shared experiences of Vegas and the craziness they both shared in, but now they really begin to do normal couple stuff. Go to work, workout together, while they workout act out being a couple and the people there reinforcing that, eat normal meals together, share the details of  their day, cuddle, go for walks, go to the store, have sex, make love, basically connect and begin to entwine emotionally. When she closes her first big deal Wade will be the one to celebrate with her or console her when she doesn't. He will  be the one to fire her up and keep her motivated when she's lacking confidence. He could  become her rock and  main support emotionally for her work. As she shares her day with him, Wade will be the one to offer suggestions and ideas and encouragements. 

They will come to enjoy the sex between them, yes she will get used to his size and he will be the one to learn the things/moves to scratch her sexual itch.  Perhaps there will become those things they do together for each other and not for you. Those little moves, etc. And they will begin to really open themselves to each other for the duration of your absence.

The changes will not only be emotional, but Jaimee will be changed physically as well. A strong Crossfit regimine will give her that tight little body, she will become part of Crossfit nation and may see your somewhat out of shape, flabby, nonCrossfit body as a turnoff. After being around the gym those are the bodies she will become attracted to.

When you get back you better have your game ready because i think you're going to need it. Jaimee may deny it during your conversations, but she strikes me as the type who will become very connected but not realize it until you're back. How does that story go about the way to boil a frog, don't put it directly into a potofboiling water, but rather put it into a pot of water and then turn the heat on. The frog won't recognize that the water is getting hot, that it is in danger,  and about to boil and be cooked until it is too late.

I wonder how much of this you've thought about? What your take is on some of these ideas and possibilities?

I write this not to be a Negative Nancy, not to be a naysayer, or a foreseer of doom. I am one of your biggest supporters and am totally captivated by your story. I must live vicariously through you because quite frankly Jaimee is a one in a million type of girl and your relationship is very special.

These are just some reactions to what you've written and some thoughts and questions I had. I think you and Jaimee are incredibly lucky to have each other, are incredibly brave, and incredibly wild. I love your 'well just fuck it' attitude as you give yourselves a chance to explore and experience this.

Please continue to share your story, even the 'boring and normal' stuff, the stuff that does not seem like it would be that exciting. It really is!!!

Best of luck and all good wishes to you and  Jaimee,and Wade, as you continue your travels through this  lifestyle and this adventure.

Thanks for sharing and as always, stay safe!!




Post 146 — sabya167

Thu May 31, 2018 1:53 am

I'm dying to read  the exchanges between Ky and Jaimee for the next three weeks  because that would reveal much.Will it be on a daily basis.I hope so. Because Jaimee does not or can not put on a quick and instant mask, her emotions show on her face,apart from the fact the she would be honest with ky.  Combine that with  the photographic reporting  of ky and i think that will give a fair idea about where she stands. Can't wait.




Post 147 — wagonmaker1

Thu May 31, 2018 2:16 am

i left a post  a day ago, no response. i may have mentioned something from your past that u may prefer not to remember, if so i Apologize. won't happen again. a lot of people read your post, including me, they are always exciting reading, please keep it up.




Post 148 — Ky_Da

Thu May 31, 2018 3:06 am

Damn Mundyman… you like to bring up the topics that torture cucks souls! The short answer is yes, I/we have thought about many of the things you mentioned above, although, you did bring up a couple that I haven’t thought about, and candidly, some of those things I haven’t thought about very deeply. 



Firstly, Vegas was a crazy intense experience, and I’m fairly certain that life will go back to a more normal ebb and flow as most lives do. Wade has a gym to run, clients to see. My wife has a job she’s trying to succeed at. Life has to go on as they can’t live in that sex-fueled Vegas environment long-term. I’m feeling the difference already as far as my own work goes. This project got serious on Monday, and I haven’t hardly spoken to my wife since—just a couple of phone calls for a few minutes each. I have about an hour of downtime right now, but then it’s time to get back to work. Sorry—I’m getting sidetracked here. What I’m trying to say is that I know their lives are returning to normal just has mine has been in the last couple of days, and what you described above, I think to a certain degree, can almost be more intense for me than the Vegas trip was. 



I knew Vegas was going to be a little crazy—and it went great. But now they’re going to settle into the everyday ‘real life’ part of fulfilling my wish. Sleeping together, being together every day, having normal weekends together, going on dates together, etc. They will find their own routine together just as Jaimee and I have done, only this one will be unique to them. I honestly find this to be just as erotic as the Vegas activities because of the level of shared intimacy. This is where the real risk is and what terrifies and excites me the most. 



It makes me hard and I feel the cuck angst churning in my gut when I envision them grocery shopping together, going home from the gym together, getting ready for bed and the whole nightly routine that they’ll do with each other. And yes, the longer she’s with him, the more his cock will feel like it belongs in her. His cock will feel normal to her, and mine will feel like the foreign one. God that thought alone triggers all the emotions. She’ll be so used to his size that her pussy will open right up to him, trained over thousands of penetrations to accept him as her lover. He’ll know all of her intimate places—her most erogenous places. He’ll know exactly what she likes, how she likes to be touched. He knows most of this already but given another few weeks of this kind of close quarter intimacy, I can only imagine how things will be between them—how close they’ll become. 



I don’t know why all of this turns me on. It’s like enjoying a game of Russian roulette—pull the trigger enough times and it’s only a matter of time before it ends in disaster. The nature of the gun is to go off when all the correct components are put into place. The nature of a woman is to open her emotions to someone once they feel like they can trust them. I have no doubt my wife will open up more to Wade in their time together. She is the type of person to develop deep feelings for someone she’s intimate with—and yet I want this. I wished for it. A woman must risk a great deal if she wants to be intimate with a man. Even with birth control, she is the one that is completely exposed in regards to pregnancy and even reputation. I truly love my wife, and I honestly get a huge sense of pleasure in having her experience more in her life. I will be there no matter what, as long as she’s open and honest with me and we continue to work together as a couple. I will be there in even the worst-case scenario, and so this is where I find some comfort. Wade, Bennett, Greg, etc. they’re all just temporary players on the stage… okay, I have a feeling Wade might be around for a while, but he’s also the commitment-phobic guy, so someday it will come to an end. 



My wife has discovered a new life through these experiences, and she’s found she not only likes it, but craves it, even needs it. With me she can have more freedom to perhaps take a little more risk than others might, because I will be there for her. I think we both get a tremendous amount out of this relationship. It’s become very symbiotic that way. 



I do, however, recognize that even taking all this into consideration, there are still risks that I can’t manage or avoid. If I’m out of town and my wife does score that big deal, it’s going to be a bitter/sweet cuck rollercoaster knowing that another man will be the one to celebrate or comfort her. I can only do so much over the phone. I’m more than a little worried that this job may extend. It’s huge mess and the cause of a lot of stress on everyone here. Financially, this is a huge deal for me because I’ve been given an opportunity to develop the Central American market. Quitting is not an option, so I’m stuck seeing it through until it’s up and running a hundred percent. Meanwhile, my wife is becoming another man’s slut. Oh such soul crushing, mind blowing, erection pumping feelings. 



I’m going to do my best to respond and to update, but it’s going to be a little sporadic for a time.  



Thanks as always for the comments. I still find a few minutes now and again to check my phone read them.




Post 149 — Ky_Da

Thu May 31, 2018 3:11 am

↳ Replying to: wagonmaker1



Derek was almost the end of us, but that experience has proven to be invaluable because all we have to do is take a moment to remember and then it helps put everything into perspective. We both think about that experience often--we never want to get back to that place again.




Post 150 — wannabecUKold

Thu May 31, 2018 3:24 am

Well, one thing is for certain, Ky, Jaimee is never going to find anyone who is more devoted to her and her well-being and her life experiences than you are.   I am sure she knows that and will always wave that little pinky to you, even in the throes of passion with another man or woman.




Post 151 — mundyman

Thu May 31, 2018 3:29 am

Hopefully if your project gets extended Jaimee can fly out to you and spend some quality time cucking Wade with you. Think about all the videos you could send HIM!!!!!

Bahahahahaha!!!!!




Post 152 — viking53

Thu May 31, 2018 8:04 pm

Thanks Ky for your continued generous rich updates of an incredibly hot situation. I think your writing just gets better all the time, the more you share with us. I really appreciate you write so much about what is happening outside of all the sex, your incredible communication with Jaimee and particularly about your feelings during this journey.



The difference between the situations with Derek and Wade is that Jaimee now understands your kink, what you get out of it and how to push your buttons. She definitely didn't understand any of that when she was with Derek. More importantly, this is all underbuilt by the very strong love between the two of you and a very open communication. Like many other of your readers here, I am incredibly jealous of what you two are achieving. However, there are very few couples who could pull this off and I really believe that you are one of the few.




Post 153 — MaxCargo

Thu May 31, 2018 9:36 pm

Just a quick question, like many others I'm eagerly following your adventure. You're an excellent writer, in my opinion. You have mentioned a few times that Wade is the manager of a fitness studio and that Jaimee works out hard as well. So, do you also visit the gym regularly to stay in shape for Jaimee and of course for yourself? Do you have any chance to work on your fitness while you're in Guatemala, even if the schedule is tight? Please, take care of yourself;)



Very much looking forward to your next posts.




Post 154 — Ky_Da

Fri Jun 01, 2018 11:37 am

↳ Replying to: MaxCargo

No, I haven’t been going to the same gym as my wife. Wade started his business out of a friend’s garage and then he moved it into the place where it is now, which is basically a rented space inside of an industrial park complex. I’ve been there a couple of times, but I’ve never worked out there. I’ve never been able to get into the CrossFit craze—I admire those that do, they become almost fanatical in their devotion to it, and my wife is well on her way to becoming one of those crazies—if she’s not there already. I digress. I go to a gym (at least I try to) that’s closer to my office. I get there a few times a week before work. I’m in decent shape, I eat right, and I stay active, and so I feel I’m in a good place. I just don’t have the inner-desire to go CrossFit crazy. As far as working out here in Guatemala, ha, no, I’m just trying to survive living and working here. I’m always worried I’m going to eat or drink something that’s going to give me a case of explosive diarrhea or catch some fungus that’ll make all my toenails fall off. Being here forces me to think about how incredibly well-off we are in the States. The Guatemalans are trying to take some big steps in their cities, that’s partly why I’m here, but they just don’t have the infrastructure to support much. We’re trying to build a facility that would service an entire community, but they are missing so many essential details that it feels like we’re trying to put the cart before the horse. 



Sorry, I got way off track there. Wade and his friend (whose garage they used to use) run the facility and do a lot of personal training, and of course Wade is Jaimee’s ‘personal trainer’. When my wife first started training there, she used to try to get me to come along, and I did once and did the WOD, or workout of the day. I was sore as hell for days after. Now it kind of feels like her place—her thing. Now that Wade and her haven’t been hiding their relationship and most, if not all, of the regular people that train there know they are a couple, and probably now know that they’re living together, I’d feel really out of place showing up around there.    …although, showing up under a different name and acting like I didn’t know the two of them could certainly make for some interesting experiences. I could kind of get the gossip from the others and watch from afar. But, while that sounds fun, I couldn’t put Wade’s business and livelihood at risk by playing those kinds of games.




Post 155 — Ky_Da

Fri Jun 01, 2018 11:39 am

↳ Replying to: viking53

Thanks Viking, I appreciate that.




Post 156 — trdd

Fri Jun 01, 2018 11:20 pm

I am beginning to think Ky is actually the real life Xleglover.  Or, maybe even better, Ky is the real world Mike from Xleglover's stories,  



As erotic as these very, very well written posts are Ky, I just don't know how you can handle it. I am turned on by a number of elements from your experiences but I don't think I could ever do this in real life. 



Just make sure you continue to keep your eye on the long term play.... your relationship with Jaimee. I know you are trying your best!



A question.... was Jaimee dismayed at how fat she had to push for you to use your safe word? Was she wanting something else from your response? Like an earlier show of jealously or anguish from you that would actually make her feel better emotionally? Or is that just how I read that moment when you were talking on the phone due to my own reaction?




Post 157 — sadie

Sat Jun 02, 2018 11:06 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, thankfully I've never been addicted to anything stronger than caffeine (which is actually quite strong). I have however smoked opium (just once) and certainly been given synthetic morphine after surgeries. I've also done lots of endurance sports and rock climbing and pretty hard core s&m. 



Yes a drop is normal after any extraordinary experience, it's called sub-drop in bdsm spaces for what happens after a scene ... or maybe a whole weekend or week of play. Return to everyday experience can feel a little empty and it's just because the natural endorphins return to "normal" levels.



All these things are addicting in their own way, it's not the same as exogenous opioids where you can flood the system without any effort. As pain meds what I experienced was I knew the pain was still there and that it was severe, I also knew I didn't care.



Enjoy, don't let it take over your real life and commitments and you'll be fine :-)




Post 158 — Bayless

Sun Jun 03, 2018 1:04 am

↳ Replying to: sadie, Ky_Da






Post 159 — Lucky Dog

Sun Jun 03, 2018 2:09 am

Ky,



I want to thank you for all you've written. My wife and I are about to embark on what I hope will be a similar journey. You've been able to convey the excitement that I hope will overcome the fear I'm feeling before we start. I'm writing about my experience of being about to become a cuckold after a 10 year marriage with a very chaste, good girl wife who hated this idea from the beginning in a thread, "Night and Day". 



My wife is now fully on board with cucking me. We've found a man who wants to dominate us both and we like him. We've met, and he'll visit in a few days for the first time. I know that things for us won't ever be able to go back to the way they were. She finds herself wanting him and getting turned on by his dominant good looks. I find myself becoming more submissive. 



When I read what you wrote, Ky, I keep in mind why I'm about to do this.



Thanks again!




Post 160 — Ky_Da

Sun Jun 03, 2018 9:15 am

To back up a little. My wife and Wade shared an intimate evening and night Sunday night, and my wife made sure to push the buttons pretty hard by not sending my any photos or texts. I got a simple one before they headed out to the pool that said, ‘spending the rest of the time with my loving boyfriend. I promised him that I’m all his tonight’. 



That was the last communication I had with her until Monday when they were headed back to SoCal. Then work here devoured me on Monday, leaving me only a short few minutes to talk to her. Tuesday came and went as did Wednesday and Thursday, and I was again only able to make a quick phone call between tests that we’re running on the new project equipment. In some ways, being so busy made the time fly by a lot faster, but once in a while, I’d have a sudden realization and think about my wife and her boyfriend. 



So, when tonight came (Friday night) I was dying to talk to her for more than a couple of minutes. It occurred to me that for most of this week I hadn’t been obsessing over my cuck-needs—that’s how dead ass tired I’ve been I guess. 



I got ahold of her as she was sitting on the edge of the bed. She looked like she’d just showered. Her short hair still wet, the bangs (or fringe as she calls it) hanging slightly over her eyes. She has enough body in her hair, and it’s thick enough, that I’ve noticed that it doesn’t really lay down unless it’s really wet—she’s so amazingly beautiful—the shorter hair makes her full lips look even more so now. 



“It’s about time,” she said excitedly once the connection was made. The internet was working well and I crossed my fingers that it would continue. She was dressed in a very tight-fitting Teenage Mutant Ninja shirt that she bought at a Goodwill about a year ago. I think the shirt was meant for a 12-year-old boy, but I’ve always thought it suits her, haha. Skimpy panties completed her bedtime ensemble—so sexy She has a few goofy ass shirts like that that she likes to wear around the house. That she was wearing it at Wade’s house hit me that this was a very real game. I could hear her classical music on in the background, most likely the Prague philharmonic as that’s her go-to most of the time. 



“What, no boyfriend tonight?” I asked, trying to scan the background for him. 



She shook her head as she crossed her legs and sat Indian style on the bed, “He has a new client that’s paying him extra to train, but it can only be late in the afternoon,” she then gave me the sultriest look I’ve ever seen, and then smiling said, “But I expect my lover to be home any time. And for all his hard work today, I plan on rewarding him with an evening of the buggering my firm arse.” She was trying to be all sexy (and it was working on me) but she made herself laugh and I couldn’t help but follow suit. 



“Pussy too sore so he’s going to resort to shagging your arse?” I asked, trying to use a little British slang. I know what lot of brit slang means when I hear it, but I can almost never remember it when I’d like to use it in the moment—I hate that. 



She shook her head, “No, my pussy is still practically perfect in every way,” she said in kind of a sing-song way, “I never get sore anymore,” she suddenly added almost without thinking. I don’t think she realized what a cuck-chop that was to my gut. Knowing that she’s had a ton of sex over the last week with Wade, and isn’t at all sore, means that she’s grown evermore accustomed to him. Fuck that almost did me in. She continued, “He’s been wanting it since we got back, so I’m getting everything ready,” she commented, and as she did so, she turned the camera so that I could see the nightstand next to the bed. 



First thing that I noticed was my wife’s phone, charging on the stand (not needed this time because we were using Skype), next to it was a small tube of KY lubricant, and then next to that was the small alarm clock that she always uses at home. Of course, she’d taken it with her, she likes to see what time it is without reaching for the phone. Seeing that she was settling in at her boyfriend’s place gave me a deep stab of angsty pleasure. The next thing I noticed was the bed. 



“Nice sheets,” I commented, noticing the black, silk sheets for the first time. 



My wife’s smile returned, “They’re brilliant. It’s soooo sexy to slide around in bed. I’ve fallen in love with silk sheets babe.” 



I shrugged, “We can by some for our bed,” I commented without much thinking. 



Jaimee looked pensive for a long moment and then hesitantly shook her head, “No, I like our bed the way it is. Silk is just a nice change.” 



Okay, I don’t honestly know if she was playing this up, or if what she said there was intentional or not, but she floored me when she said it. She was basically saying that she wanted the silk sheets to be her and Wade’s thing and not ours. She wanted that to be something that she enjoyed with him and not me. Ouch! 



“You look like you’ve settled in nicely,” I said, trying not to let my voice betray my growing cuck-emotions. 



She nodded and didn’t seem to be picking up on my mood, “Yeah, Wade has loads of closet space he doesn’t use. I do need to go back to the house tomorrow though. I need to get a few more of my things and get the mail.” 



I had a strong vision of my wife’s clothes hanging in Wade’s closet, her personal effects in his bathroom. She’d referred our home as ‘the house’, while she’s referred to Wade’s house as ‘home’ several times. 



“How’s work gone this week,” I asked, as much to change the subject as I was truly interested. I didn’t want to let my mind slip into the cuck abyss yet. I needed to reconnect for a few minutes first. She rolled her eyes and sighed, “that bad?” I asked. 



Her shoulders raised and lowered in a slight shrug, “I’ve got another appointment with a doctor’s office in Everett Washington this week. It’s a smaller practice and isn’t what Noah ultimately wants me spending time on, but I’ve got to do something. I’m getting desperate.” 

 

Side note: Noah is her boss and VP over business development. I believe that’s his title—he’s basically over sales. He’s a married guy, early 50s, has a few kids, including a daughter that’s my wife’s age. So far, Noah has been nothing but professional with my wife. She’s the only female there other than an office manager, who I’m told is a real bitch. 



“Sorry babe, hang in there,” I said. Then asked, “What’d Noah think of your new haircut?”



Jaimee made this quick, half snort, half laugh sound, “I don’t even think he noticed—He was business as usual. I got loads of compliments from everyone else though.” “I had like a two-hour meeting with him yesterday,” she sighed again. “It was helpful, but I’m torn. He’s trying to help me find what I’m missing to close on sales. When senior sales reps are with me, we close the deals, but when it’s just me, I can’t seem to do it.” 



“What’s Noah think?” I asked. 



“It was an interesting conversation,” she began, “At one point he said that selling anything is a matter of finding an agreement and it’s not always about money. He explained that there are other forms of currency that are almost always a part of the deal.” 



She instantly had my interest and my radar was pinging, “What, he wants you to sleep with potential buyers to close the deal?” I blurted out. 



Jaimee shook her head, “I basically asked him the same question at one point. Noah admitted that that type of thing goes on, but that it’s a decision each person must make. When I asked for examples of what he meant by ‘other currency’ he said he uses his often uses his contacts list he’s developed over the years, helping people connect, or he has a personal timeshare condo that he’ll make part of the time, giving the buyer a week or more there, or he’ll take them sport fishing, expensive dinners, wine; basically, whatever it takes to close as long as there’s still a certain profit margin.” “He was very careful to say that he knows sex is used and can be very effective, but he was very clear that he was not suggesting it.” 



“But he didn’t tell you that you shouldn’t,” I commented.



My wife looked thoughtful for a moment, then agreed, “No, I guess he didn’t. Why? You want me to fly all over the country fucking clients to close deals?” 



I shook my head. The was she said it actually frustrated me a little. I truly wasn’t wanting to dive into cuckold fantasy, I was just stating what I thought was an obvious implication from her boss. I mean of course he wouldn’t want to be found as the person ‘suggesting’ that she fuck her clients, but if it helped close deals, I really doubt he’d care—as long as the company never came under any negative spotlight from it. 



I told my wife as much and then added, “I just don’t want you to do something because you feel desperate,” I explained. “If this job doesn’t work out, something else will.”



She seemed to consider what I said, and we talked about a number of other things. It felt good to just talk. It felt really, really good. In the end, I couldn’t stop myself from circling back and asking, “So how is it living with Wade. Is it about what you thought it would be?” 



“It’s different,” she simply said, then added, “he snores like a bear, so I have to try to get him to sleep on his side, but he’s almost impossible to wake up. But I think I’m getting used to it now. It hasn’t bothered me the last couple of nights. And he’s way too serious about what I eat—that does my head in. I’ve never eaten this heathy or this much in my life. Wade’s always, ‘no sugar, more protein, more fats, more greens, blah, blah, blah…” 



“You look fantastic,” I commented. 



She rolled her eyes at me, “It’s only been a week-and-a-half. There’s no difference yet.” 



“You look amazing,” I told her with all the sincerity I could. She looked so young and innocent with her new haircut and wearing no makeup—gone was the edginess I’d noticed when she was in Vegas. She ran her hand self-consciously through her hair. She hated and loved me for saying it, and that made me happy. 



“You going to leave the camera on and let me watch when Wade gets home?” I asked. 



She had looked down at her hands after I’d given her a compliment, but looked up at my comment, “Is that what my cucky husband needs?” she teased. 



“I wouldn’t mind,” I tried to say as if I didn’t give a fuck. 



A teasing look crossed her features, “I know that’s true. I know that it turns my husband on to see my arse plundered by my lover’s enormous cock. To see his wife’s body being claimed by another man,” I had to adjust my pants she’d given me such a quick erection. “He’s already taken my pussy, Ky. Do you understand what that means?” she asked rhetorically—or at least I thought it was rhetorical. “He owns it now. He gave me so much pleasure and so many orgasms, that I willingly gave it to him. It’s his now to do with as he pleases,” she paused until she knew she had my complete attention, “Do you understand this?” she repeated again. 



I quickly nodded and adjusted my pants again. 



She shook her head, “I’m not sure that you do, Ky.   …because you sent me away to live with my boyfriend, my pussy is his now—he makes the rules. If he wants to tattoo his name on it, then you’re going to see his name on my pussy each time you go down on me—which is something you’re going to be doing a lot.” My stomach flipped 180 degrees and my chest almost hurt from my heart beating so hard. “If he demands that only his cock is allowed in my pussy, then I’ll have to find other ways to take care of my little pocket rocket.” “And then if you ever do fuck me again, I doubt I’ll ever be able to feel you again,” she opened her legs, spread them apart and pushed the front of her panties down, exposing the top of her sex’s slit, “Take a good look at my small, perfect pussy. The little one you’ve known might not look the same the next time you see it. After being fucked so many times by my boyfriend’s cock, it might be all loose and stretched out. I won’t even feel you messing about down there. It’ll probably look like a prostitute’s cunt after years of working the streets.”



She’s never talked to me like that before, and even though I was fairly certain she was just playing the game, it still had its desired effect. With her open hand, she rubbed herself up and then down. Oh she had no idea what she was doing to me—or maybe she did and her cuckoldress abilities are just growing, haha. X-men comics could use her as a new mutant and her superpowers would be those of a powerful cuckoldress. 



“Is this what you really want? You like that Wade own’s my cunt now—that it’s not going to be small and pretty anymore—that it’s going to be a wide, gaping cunt?” She asked again, this time with a little more edge in her voice. 



I looked up. Even though I was certain she was playing the game, she was doing a good job of pushing the buttons—fuck, she was killing me. It took all my will power to keep my voice even and not act too excited. Trying to act like I had everything under control, I simply said, “Damn woman!” I laughed, but she only smiled innocently back, I continued, “nice play though, even if I know that you’d never actually do it. The truth is that yes, it excites me. But I know as much as you love Wade’s cock, you’re not going to be tattooing anything on your pretty little pussy.” 



Her brow rose, “Really?” she asked, “You want to test me, you’re sure that’s a good idea?” I shrugged nonchalantly, and when I didn’t answer she shook her head and said, “we’ll see about that.” 



She then stood up, walked to her laptop, and then moved it so that I had a complete view of the bed. Once she was satisfied, she looked once more at the camera and said, “I muted you on this end so you won’t distract me because I’m going to show you how much I love my boyfriend and how happy I’m going to make him tonight,” she moved away and sat on the bed, “After tonight you’ll know what I’ll actually do for my lover. You’ll know how much he owns my body, and then you’ll wonder whether we’re really playing a game anymore. You’ll wonder if you’ve lost your wife’s pussy forever.” 



That bloody minx! I swear she’s playing like three-dimensional chess against someone that only knows how to play checkers. I suddenly felt like I was out of my league. Of course, I tested to see if I was truly muted. Jaimee heard none of my yelling or whistling and she was now completely ignoring the camera. She exited my view screen and was gone for almost 20 minutes before she finally returned. My wife pulled the white comforter and the top sheet down and climbed into bed. I watched as she picked her phone off the nightstand. Soon she had one hand down her panties and was typing (I’m guessing texting) with the other hand. I stared as she started moving her hand under her pussy, gently rubbing and massaging.  



After another 10 or 15 minutes, she pushed her panties to her ankles and then kicked them out of view. I quickly decided that wasn’t a bad idea and dropped my own pants, freeing my very average size wang. I felt like I was going to cum already. I heard the heavy thud of a door close in the background, and moments later Wade was standing in the bedroom doorway. He was wearing a pair of loose shorts and a very sweaty tee shirt with a CrossFit logo on the front. My pulse quickened at the thought of being able to watch events fold out live again. I loved the recordings I’d received, but I was pumped to see it live again. 



Wade kicked off his sneakers, or ‘trainers’ as my wife calls them, and said to my wife, “You. Little shit. Are a fucking tease!” he then leapt onto the bed and on top of my wife. She squealed and tried to turn away, but he pinned her down and kissed her while she still struggled to roll away. 



She pulled away far enough to break the kiss, “God Wade, you bloody stink.” 



Wade lifted an arm and smelled himself, “Smells like money to me, Jills,” he said as he laughed. Jaimee pushed against him for all she was worth, but he didn’t budge, “sending me dirty pictures, texting me the most outrages shit. You made it very difficult for me to concentrate today, so now it’s paybacks my little cock toy.” 



“I’m not your cock toy,” she spit back, “I’m just a married woman that’s gracious enough to give you a mercy fuck once in a while.” 



Haha, that’s my girl, don’t get into a verbal sparing match with her, you’ll lose every time. 



Then things got a little interesting. 



I heard Wade say, “Mercy fuck?” “You are going to pay for that one.” Still on top of her, he kept her pinned down while he opened up the nightstand drawer and pulled out several long, red straps. Jaimee knew exactly what Wade was thinking and started to fight to get out from under her boyfriend, but she stood no chance. Wade is literally twice her size. But I have to hand it to her, she fought like a possessed demon and forced Wade to have to make a serious effort to loop one strap around her wrist. He then tied off the other end to the corner bed post. She nearly got away as he was trying to reach the post that held up the bed, but he managed to hang on. Soon he had her other wrist tied down so that she both her arms were secured and tied off, her stomach still facing down. Wade then had to reposition himself and she did manage to free her legs and kick and flail furiously. 



It was dangerous, but Wade found a way to trap her legs, and then had them safely secured to the other posts. Fuck she looked amazing, tied up, facing down with her ass in the air. Wade was breathing hard from the effort. 



“You fucking bell-end, let me go!” my wife yelled very loudly. 



“Bell-end?” Wade asked, still trying to catch his breath, “What does that even mean—oh wait—I think know,” he said, and then stepped up to the nightstand on the other side of the bed. From this drawer he pulled out a very familiar ball-gag, and the stainless-steel collar he’s put on my wife in the past. Now things were getting very interesting. “I think I’ve heard enough words coming out of your filthy mouth for the day. I just want to hear groans.” 



Despite her now more feeble efforts, Wade had the ball gag in place and then fastened and locked the collar around her neck. I couldn’t believe my luck. This is what dreams are made of! My wife was trying to scream through the ball gag, but that just made it all the hotter. Wade pulled yet another something from the drawer. It looked like a small dildo, but I’d soon figure out it was a small vibrator. 



He set it down on the side of the bed and then stood there for several long minutes. I thought he was just admiring his handy work until he left the room for several minutes. When he returned he had a roll of red duct tape in his hand. He pulled off several six-inch pieces and then sat next to Jaimee on the bed. At this point, my wife was more subdued and didn’t put up much of a fight as he pushed her shirt up over her small tits and placed the vibrator over her sex and then secured it the best he could with two strips of tape. Finally, he shoved a pillow under her hips which both helped hold the vibrator in place and pushed her ass higher into the air. I saw him fidget under her for a second, and even though I couldn’t hear the vibrator come to life, I knew it had when I heard the high-pitched yelp escape from my wife. 



I can never describe in enough detail to do the scene justice. It was the MOST EROTIC thing I’ve ever seen. Even the color of the straps added to the eroticism of the whole thing. Jaimee began to squirm and it looked like she was trying to displace the vibrator. 



“We’re going to let that work while I get cleaned up—let that thing thaw out your bitchy ass,” he said and then stripped off his clothes and dropped them to the floor. 



My wife was bucking and shifting and trying to move her waist as much as she could. Wade disappeared and I soon heard a shower turn on. I then got a private showing of my wife trying to get away from the vibrator between her legs. I have never been so ecstatically happy, ever. Not more than an hour ago she was touting about what she was going to do with her lover, and now her ass was tied up and she was totally helpless. Oh, there is a god, haha. 



The raven-haired girl with the sexy short haircut did manage to get the pillow out from under her, but the vibrator seemed to be holding fast. She went limp for a few minutes, but then I saw her ass start to wriggle around. Next, she was pulling against her restraints, which had the affect of showing off her taunt muscle. Frustrated moans became longer and more frequent. I wish I could have stopped time. I could have watched her there for hours—even days.  



The water eventually shut off, and then Wade reentered, toweling himself dry. He dropped the towel and as much as I hate to admit it, and even more so write about it, the man is fit. Narrow waist, broad shoulders, tanned, not a hair below the neck, etc. Yeah, he’s a fucking specimen. Wade noticed the pillow and, shaking his head, he again pushed it under her hips, eliciting a very frustrated, deep growl. 



“If I take this off, are you going to scream?” Wade asked, moving to sit closer to her side. He ran his finger gently down her back. After a long few seconds, my wife shook her head and he pulled the gag down so that it hung around her neck. 



As soon as the gag was out, it started. “Sodding bastard. You are so going to regret this, Wade,” she hissed. “I’m going to put your balls in a vice—smack!” my wife yelped. And yelped loudly. Using the palm of his hand, Wade spanked her left butt cheek—hard. She then let out a ferocious sounding snarl and lit into another tirade, “Bullocks that smarts! Don’t you dare—smack!” landed another on the same cheek, and then two more on the other. My wife redoubled her efforts to put some distance between her and her boyfriend, she swore like a salty sailor and threw out every threat she could think of, but all Wade did was relax himself next to her and enjoy the show. Eventually, she got to be a little too loud. 



Shaking his head, Wade tried a couple of times to shush her, but that only aggravated her more. Finally, he pushed himself to his knees and, despite her thrashing, put the ball-gag back into place. I was so hoping he would do that. I can’t believe how incredibly sexy she looks with that gag in her mouth. I have to admit that part of me was worried that he could push things too far. My wife was in a very vulnerable position and this could go wrong very quickly. I knew that I could call the cops if I had to, but I also knew I could trust Wade—okay, as much as I could trust any man with a woman tied up and at his mercy. 





“Damn you’re fucking loud,” he mumbled after putting the gag back in place. Wade got off the bed and left again for about a minute. When he returned this time, he had a long handled wooden spoon in his hand. I couldn’t see my wife’s eyes, but I was sure they were probably as wide as saucers. Laying down next to her he smiled, teasing her with the spoon. Her ass cheeks were already a nice red color just from the smacks with the hand. 



“You are a spunky little shit sometimes, you know that, right?” “Thwack!” A high pitched but muffled squeal form my wife. Wade rubbed the spot where the spoon had smacked her with his hand. Chuckling, he said, “I bet that one stung?” He whispered something else in her ear which I couldn’t hear and then he reached down and rubbed her pussy. Lifting his hand, he wiped his fingers over her cheek. “But you need this don’t you.” 



I was completely transfixed. This week had passed by fairly quickly, and I was so busy on the project that I didn’t think about sex much at all, and then to be seeing the show before me, I wasn’t sure I could take anymore. Wade taunted and teased her, caressing her lightly and then landing the occasional swat with the spoon. Over about a 20-minute period, her ass when from a light red, to an almost crimson red. Wade finally dropped the spoon and, getting to his knees, positioned himself behind her and between her legs. From my angle, I unfortunately saw more of Wade’s ass than my wife’s pussy. I could see her slender, but slightly more muscular legs pulled around Wade’s hips as the straps held her securely in place. Wade’s hips moved forward, but only slightly, and then he pulled back. This went on for at least ten or fifteen strokes before he pushed his hips all the way forward, driving himself deeply into my wife. Then after one deep stroke, he returned to a dozen or so shallow strokes. 



This pattern continued for a very, very long time, and I could tell that it was having the desired effect. The fight was visibly seeping out of my wife. She was no longer trying to get away from her lover but was more trying to increase the tempo and ferocity. She wanted it! Then slowly something interesting began. Her movements diminished all together, but her body remained ridged. Her hands were clutching the silk bedsheets, and her feet were now pointed straight out, her toes flexed so hard it looked painful. 



Finally, the dam broke and my wife’s legs started to tremble and shake. Her grip on the sheets only became tighter, as did the straps as the tension increased from her pulling on them. I could tell that she was being wracked by a massive orgasm. 



Wade held still for nearly a couple of minutes, and I heard him say, “Hot Damn! It feels like you’re trying to squeeze my cock off.” As the orgasm subsided, my wife’s body slackened and collapsed a couple of inches until she looked like she was listlessly resting on the bed. Wade started the pattern again, only this time his strokes were slightly deeper, but still not rushed. Wade paused several times to reposition the pillows, moving her ass and hips into slightly different positions, until at one point he said, “I think I got it.” At least that’s what I think he said, it was a little garbled. 



It didn’t take long and my wife was soon pulling on the straps again. Her moaning against the ball gag intensifying. Only minutes later her legs started to shake and she kicked furiously at the bed. Wade laughed triumphantly, like he’d just won an Olympic medal or something. He was certainly happy that he’d brought her to another orgasm so quickly. He held still again until my wife had calmed, her breathing was heavy and fast. I noticed that this time, though, he held her hips tightly in his wide hands, almost like he was trying not to lose his grip and position. She had barely stopped shaking when Wade began to fuck her again. I bet it was less than 30 seconds and he’d coaxed another orgasm from her, this one just as intense as the first one. 



Wade was ridiculously pleased with himself and was laughing and whooping. I finally figured out that he’d managed to find my wife’s perfect pleasure spot, and he was giving her one orgasm after another. I’ve always known my wife was capable of multiple orgasms, but here I was watching orgasms go off in rapid fire succession like I’d never in my marriage witnessed before. Another, and another, and yet another. I lost count, but it had to have been at least a dozen before Jaimee’s moans changed from sounds of ecstasy to sounds of struggle. 



Her boyfriend picked up on it too because he asked, “Have you had enough? Do you want me to stop?” He reached forward and pulled the gag from her mouth. She instantly began to swear again, but the words didn’t have the power or the venom that they’d less than an hour ago.



Jaimee didn’t tell him to stop despite calling him every other name in the dictionary of swear words, so Wade picked up where he’d left off, hitting her perfect spots and getting the same reaction.



This time my wife whined, “I can’t take anymore—it’s too much!”



I saw Wade shake his head, “That’s not how you make it stop,” he teased, and yet again began the shallow, slow thrusts. Like clockwork, she came again. Her breathing was frantic and she wasn’t so much gripping the sheets now as trying to claw her way through them. Wade slapped her ass while she was in the throws of an orgasm, and then fucked her with near brutality for several minutes. Jaimee was near hysterical screaming and I couldn’t understand an intelligible word from her. 



At last Wade pulled out and moved away, leaving me AT LAST with a good view of her pussy. It was bright red, and even from my view, I could see that it was gaping and puffy. I’ve never seen her gape like that before. It only lasted a few seconds, though, and then it was gone. Still, an excellent memory now. Wade unfastened the straps, removed the gag from around her neck, but left her collar in place. He then sat himself at the headboard and leaned his back against it. My wife was like a ragdoll on the bed, breathing heavily but not moving any other part of her body. Gently, and with surprising tenderness, Wade reached under her arms and pulled her into his lap. He embraced her upper body and pulled her ever closer into his chest. He wiped the sweat from her brown and kissed it several times with what now seemed like practiced intimacy. Reaching to the nightstand, he picked up a small bottle of lotion, applied it liberally to her reddened ass, and carefully and softly rubbed it into the skin. 



No words were spoken. No words were needed to crush my heart as I watched my wife and her every growing relationship with her boyfriend. I have never come anywhere close to giving her that kind of pleasure. This may be a game. But in that moment, the feelings and touches between them were real. I couldn’t tell if I was in heaven, or if I was in hell. 



The display of affection eventually became too much and I had to turn off the computer. It took me a few minutes to calm down and regain control, but I eventually got through it and was able to get to sleep that night. 



This job has become a 7-day a week job, so I’ll do the best I can to update.




Post 161 — Southernman

Sun Jun 03, 2018 12:27 pm

KY,



All I can say is WOW!!!! She is the perfect Cuckoldress! I believe you said earlier that she reads what you post here sometime back. If she does, I would like to suggest to her a nice script "W" over her mound with maybe some devils horns and angel wings to go with it. It could be a temporary one or permanent if she chooses. Since you are gone for another month (maybe) you would have to wonder if it is real or fake until you get home to inspect it up close. 



Your story is riveting! I don't post on here often but you have certainly garnered everyone's attention and admiration. Jaimee is a treasure and you two are very fortunate to have each other. I have followed your two most recent threads and cannot wait for an update! I find myself logging in every couple of hours to see if you have updated. Amazing! 



I think you addressed this before, but we would love to see her in the hotties section. If not, could you give us a celebrity that looks like her to help with the visuals? (Not that your writing does not provide that and more) I am a big fan of pierced nipples and find myself thinking about hers while reading your posts. The tattoo would be the cherry on the sundae.



Thanks for your amazing story and I wish you two the best. Please update often!





Southernman




Post 162 — DavidnDaria

Sun Jun 03, 2018 12:50 pm

I still think, "PoW" (Property of Wade) is best, but if she's going to get marked, it has got to be her choice.  Only you three will know, right?




Post 163 — Ky_Da

Sun Jun 03, 2018 1:15 pm

Southernman, David, 



Hehe, you're killing me! Seriously, the last thing I need is for my wife to get this idea into her head. I keep reminding myself that this is just a game, but this week she's made it feel all too real. She does get on here and read on occasion. 



...I need to be more careful about what I write.




Post 164 — DavidnDaria

Sun Jun 03, 2018 1:48 pm

The difference is this:  You know I'm only yanking your chain.   I won't comment about that stuff again.  Just be you, bro.  She knows and understands what you really want and what you don't.   From what she wrote way back when and from what you have written about her, I'd say you're pretty lucky.   She knows you and you know her.  That will never change.




Post 165 — realcucklife

Sun Jun 03, 2018 7:49 pm

Hi hear you Ky,

Your logical brain is giving you all the reasons why she shouldn’t tatt, nut deep down part of you wants her to push your boundaries.

It’s like where she is labeling her pussy as his alone, and you keep telling yourself it’s part of the game but deep down you want her to take away your access to her lovers pussy.

Even further, part of you wants to eat cream pie, but we still need to have the push from our wives to give us a nudge at the crucial time? Better still as much as you tell yourself you don’t want to submit and suck her lovers cock, if she is whispering in your ear with his cock in front of your face it will be the permission you need to step off the cliff and be a true cocksucker.




Post 166 — Mycall

Sun Jun 03, 2018 10:41 pm

If wade owns your wife’s pussy I think you will need his permission if you ever want to have children. He won’t need yours though. Lol




Post 167 — Ky_Da

Mon Jun 04, 2018 3:18 am

Two weeks down and about two weeks to go. Because I worked a shit-ton of hours, the week has gone by pretty fast, and I’ve been able to concentrate better—most of the time. That scene that played out Friday night still has my legs feeling a little unsteady. I thought that after Vegas that things weren’t going to be as intense, but that little bdsm scene with the many forced orgasms is still blowing my mind. 



My wife was a little ‘testy’ with me via text the next day (yesterday). Mainly because she thought she had a plan to stir the pot and push my buttons some more, but she was thinking that I basically ended up with a free show. She doesn’t understand that that experience was by far one of the most intense of my cucked life up to now. To see another man take complete control of your wife like that is a real trip. Not only did he have physical control via the straps and gag, but she was his in body and soul that night. Her words about him ‘owning her’ were hauntingly true. This began as a game, but I worry constantly now that she doesn’t realize how much she is now his. I wonder how hard it will be when the time comes to put some separation between themselves in this relationship. 



We only exchanged a few texts yesterday. She actually sent a lot of them, but I only had time to respond to a few (I have to get this project done!). We were able to talk over the phone for a few minutes last night, but it wasn’t until really late and we were both extremely tired. I know we’re both feeling the need to have some time to reconnect. To that end, we’re scheduled to just ‘chat’ tonight. No distractions, no games, just us talking. 



I haven’t received any new pictures through the week, and so when I found new ones’ last night, I was anxious to see what they were. The system my wife worked out for pictures is to simply pass her phone around, having asked people before hand if they would take random pictures. Whenever my wife’s phone is connected to her laptop, the pictures automatically are downloaded to our shared Dropbox account. 



Yesterday was a beach day. Some of the pictures were of other random couples I don’t know—learned later they were friends of Wade’s or friends of his friends. Wade didn’t show up to the beach until later due to work, so my wife had gotten a ride with another couple that headed out early in order to get a firepit at the beach. This is something Jaimee and I do on occasion. There’s nothing better than hanging out by the fire at the beach. The pictures taken early were just fun-pics, nothing out of the ordinary. I had looked at almost all the pics, and to be candid, they were just your average pictures. 



Then I got to the last four pictures. The first of the four was taken after the sun had gone down. The fire was in the foreground, as were several couples drinking and laughing. Then I spotted my wife. She was sitting on Wade’s lap in a reclined, oversized beach chair. Her hair was mussed and her face darkened from having been in the sun all day. She was wearing a pullover sweatshirt from a certain someone’s Texas alma matter, and it looked like she only had a thong bikini bottom on below. Her ass looked slightly red, but it was probably from the sun, or could have been me wanting to see it red from the activities from the night before. Her arm was around Wade’s bare shoulders and the picture was taken while she looked to be running her hand through his hair. He was holding a beer in one hand and pulling her in tightly with his other arm. They were looking, I know this is cliché as fuck, but they were gazing into each other’s eyes, and anyone could tell they were into each other. The person who had taken the picture wasn’t content just to point and shoot. No, she took time to write a small note on the bottom of the picture. I’m assuming it was a she because of the way it was written, very bubbly and exaggerated. 



The text read, ‘You two look beautiful together.’ And she wasn’t wrong. That’s what made the angst level go from about a 2 to a 10 in less than ten seconds. 



The next picture was nearly the same, the only difference being that now a blanket had been spread over there lower halves and Jaimee’s free arm was pointed directly at Wade’s crotch. I knew exactly what her covered hand was doing. Their attention on each other was just like the first. They were behind the other people at the firepit so that they weren’t the center of attention, but they only had eyes for each other. No one else existed there. 



The text on the bottom of the picture simply read, ‘naughty, naughty,’. 



The third picture. Ugh, the third picture pulled my heart out of my chest and threw it on the floor. Jaimee, my Jaimee was now sitting directly on his lap. Her back was leaning against his chest, her chin tilted upwards, her mouth slightly open, her eyes closed tightly shut. 



The text read, ‘You two are incorrigible!!!’ 



The fourth picture took me a second to understand. My wife’s face was buried in Wade’s chest like she was trying to disappear. Wade’s eyes were closed but he had a huge smile on his face. The blanket was pulled even tighter around them. 



The last text read, ‘You two will make beautiful babies someday, but probably not today.’



It clicked what I was seeing. They had been caught in the act and the others at the party were all having a great time teasing them. I’m sure my wife was probably horrified that she’d let her libido get the better of her and actually get caught in the act. And if fact she was. During our brief phone call last night, she told me about what had happened. About how she had ‘accidently’ made a little too much noise and suddenly everyone’s attention was on them. She could hardly tell me the story and I’m sure she was blushing on the other end of the line. 



Before we hung up, we agreed that we’d talk at length Sunday night. She made this comment, “Not being able to communicate with you has been hard, and I feel like I’m getting caught up more than I should right now.” I agreed and told her I was feeling very disconnected, and then she delivered the suplex of cuck blows. “I miss you. I’ve had more sex with Wade in two weeks than you and I have had in four months.” 



I don’t think she meant to intentionally punch me in the throat in saying that. I think that’s why that comment stung all the more. But fuck if it didn’t give me an erection harder than granite. 



I have to go for now, but I have to get another update out soon because the craziest thing happened this morning, but it’s still paying out and I’m out of time. Wade’s parents dropped in for a visit this morning. I got a text from my wife about an hour ago. It was in all caps and lots of exclamation marks. His parents had decided to take a detour on their summer vacation and stop by and see him for a few days. Fuck, this certainly wasn’t a scenario we talked about.




Post 168 — wannabecUKold

Mon Jun 04, 2018 5:21 am

So Wade's eagle-eyed Mom spots Jaimee's wedding ring:  

Does Mom say:

(a) Oh Wade wonderful, you've done it in secret. We've been waiting so long for you to settle down.  

or

(b) So whose wife is she?

or

(c) What time is that girl leaving?  No girl is good enough for my son.

or

(d) Keep your eyes off her, Wilmer,




Post 169 — Lizardtantrum

Mon Jun 04, 2018 5:36 am

I know those orgasms... I have to use the safeword before they stop. *sigh* I'm happy for her.




Post 170 — MaxCargo

Mon Jun 04, 2018 8:43 am

As exciting as to follow this all is for me, for us all, it's probabely 100x times more exciting and nerve-wrenching for you, but still: "Be careful what you wish for", to remind of the title of your first thread here. Putting your cuckold-fantasy aside for a second.



I mean, Jaimee spending a long weekend or even a week with her lover, ok, there is probabely not so much things to worry about. But her living a complete month or even more with Wade, spending her daily life with him, sleeping every night at his side, sharing the ups and downs, that's maybe a bite too much, in my opinion. At least, I have doubts if this is really "healthy" for your marriage. Please excuse me, if I sound like a spoilsport.

It's not only their physical connection, but even more their increasing emotional connection that possibly could become a serious problem for you. That Jaimee develops a certain degree of affection for Wade is to be expected and probabely wanted by you. Nonetheless, I strongly assume you don't want Jaimee to develop a deep loving connection with Wade, and certainly not finding youself in a polyamorous relationship, please correct me if I'm wrong on this?

Of course, you can judge the whole situation far better than me, but maybe it would be the right time for Jaimee to move back to your home? I'm not saying she should stop seeing Wade, for the time you're in Guatemala, but maybe she shouldn't spend every single night with him, until you're home again?



I have to admit, I'm quite curious about your thoughts on this. Please be careful.




Post 171 — mundyman

Mon Jun 04, 2018 9:27 am

I LOVE IT!!!

First that she is so horny for him and Wade for her they are now moving into public sex. What's next road head on the way to the gym, or out on a date? His friends will really come to see her and them as an intensely in love couple and slutty to boot!!

Then, OOPS, the parents are coming over so now her and Wade either have to shit or get off the pot. It's one thing to play lovey-dovey in front of some of Wade's random friends, but quite another to do it in front of his folks. I can't wait to hear whether she moves out for the duaration of their stay, or what story her and Wade will concoct to tell his folks. Perhaps they will go with the," She's currently seperated from her husband and she's staying with me" thing and hope they don't ask too many questions. Or maybe they will ask a lot of questions and Jaimee and Wade will have to come up with some quick answers.  

If she stays I wonder how Wade will fuck her so she's in the throes of ecstasy, but trying very hard to stay quiet. She'll want to avoid those awkward meet and greets in the morning with the parents after she's been moaning like a $5 whore all night, or hearing the headboard violently hitting the wall all night. Or his friends coming over and commenting to his folks what a cute and in love couple they make. And perhaps some sideways comments about how they can't keep their hands off of each other when they are out in public. I hope she avoids any alone time with Wade's mom. You know those Moms can ask some very pointed, direct, and intimate questions.

Of course you'll have to share your reactions when she sends you the pictures of the 4 of them out for dinner as Mom, Dad, Wade, and his new, very hot, and very horny girlfriend all getting to know one another. 

Gee I wonder when the folks will invite them to their house for a stay and perhaps meet the family. Have fun with that.

Finally it sounds like my prediction might be coming true and as much as your wife is playing a game she is definitely developing deepening feelings for Wade. It sounds like she senses it, but she truly know or understand the depth to which they are developing? 

It would seem that you are going to have to come up with a schedule on your own to wean Jaimee off of Wade and visa versa. It doesn't sound like going cold turkey is going to be an option, if that's even one she wants. Like I said before, the excitement of having a side piece, and one whom she has true and deep feelings for, might be too irrestible for her to step away from right away. Perhaps she will attempt to live these two lives for awhile until it runs its course.

Good luck to you two and thanks for sharing.

Stay safe.




Post 172 — mundyman

Mon Jun 04, 2018 9:27 am

I LOVE IT!!!

First that she is so horny for him and Wade for her they are now moving into public sex. What's next road head on the way to the gym, or out on a date? His friends will really come to see her and them as an intensely in love couple and slutty to boot!!

Then, OOPS, the parents are coming over so now her and Wade either have to shit or get off the pot. It's one thing to play lovey-dovey in front of some of Wade's random friends, but quite another to do it in front of his folks. I can't wait to hear whether she moves out for the duaration of their stay, or what story her and Wade will concoct to tell his folks. Perhaps they will go with the," She's currently seperated from her husband and she's staying with me" thing and hope they don't ask too many questions. Or maybe they will ask a lot of questions and Jaimee and Wade will have to come up with some quick answers.  

If she stays I wonder how Wade will fuck her so she's in the throes of ecstasy, but trying very hard to stay quiet. She'll want to avoid those awkward meet and greets in the morning with the parents after she's been moaning like a $5 whore all night, or hearing the headboard violently hitting the wall all night. Or his friends coming over and commenting to his folks what a cute and in love couple they make. And perhaps some sideways comments about how they can't keep their hands off of each other when they are out in public. I hope she avoids any alone time with Wade's mom. You know those Moms can ask some very pointed, direct, and intimate questions.

Of course you'll have to share your reactions when she sends you the pictures of the 4 of them out for dinner as Mom, Dad, Wade, and his new, very hot, and very horny girlfriend all getting to know one another. 

Gee I wonder when the folks will invite them to their house for a stay and perhaps meet the family. Have fun with that.

Finally it sounds like my prediction might be coming true and as much as your wife is playing a game she is definitely developing deepening feelings for Wade. It sounds like she senses it, but she truly know or understand the depth to which they are developing? 

It would seem that you are going to have to come up with a schedule on your own to wean Jaimee off of Wade and visa versa. It doesn't sound like going cold turkey is going to be an option, if that's even one she wants. Like I said before, the excitement of having a side piece, and one whom she has true and deep feelings for, might be too irrestible for her to step away from right away. Perhaps she will attempt to live these two lives for awhile until it runs its course.

Good luck to you two and thanks for sharing.

Stay safe.




Post 173 — Lizardtantrum

Mon Jun 04, 2018 1:29 pm

Ky... hope ur safe in Guatemala.




Post 174 — Xalar11

Mon Jun 04, 2018 3:44 pm

↳ Replying to: MaxCargo

No idea, if Ky has read this piece, but these are words of wisdom.




Post 175 — marco333111

Mon Jun 04, 2018 4:31 pm

↳ Replying to: Xalar11, MaxCargo

Hi Ky,



I also do think you should listen to those words.

I know you are living your dream, but I think you got a few warnings now. One being Jaimee calling your house 'the house' instead of our house. Seccond the last 4 pictures. These were not staged. Those were real, the way she looked at Wade was real love. She really loves him. I really do think it crossed her mind a few times to leave you for Wade. Maybe she already made that decision, but only want to tell you when you are back.

Of course this all guessing from my end, but I think you cannot discard the signs.



One other thing, you mentioned that she pushed your cuckbutton when telling her pussy will only fit Wades and would be too lose for you. Well, that should not be a button at all. A pussy is a muscle, it will go back to its original tightness. The effect of lose pussy is only right after fucking large cock, after a few hours it will already be readjusting.



Keep safe, and do the smart thing. Good luck with the project.



Marco.




Post 176 — sabya167

Mon Jun 04, 2018 9:21 pm

Keeping my fingers crossed. Is two weeks of intimacy with Wade enough to make jaimee fall out of love with ky and fall in love with Wade, especially when she has the 'Derrick' yardstick' in mind. Dunno. Dylng to read the heart-to-heart online reconnection session between them.




Post 177 — Ky_Da

Tue Jun 05, 2018 1:55 am

There’s crazy, and then there’s crazy, and what’s happened here in the last 48 hours is a whole new level of crazy. About an hour after I last posted to this site, a freaking volcano blows up! WTF!



Luckily, I’m not on the other side of the city, or it would be much worse. But still, the air quality is shit and the airport is closed down. I’m stuck here for the short term and the project is stopped, no one is working outside. I’m not sure what’s going to happen. 



My wife went back to the house last night, so not much else happened with Wade’s parents. As soon as she found out about the volcano, she’s been worried sick and so for now the game’s been cancelled. I’m not sure when I’m going to update next. Gotta try to get home and get things figured out.




Post 178 — Lizardtantrum

Tue Jun 05, 2018 2:24 am

Glad to hear you are safe!




Post 179 — poppag

Tue Jun 05, 2018 2:26 am

Take care. Be safe




Post 180 — sabya167

Tue Jun 05, 2018 3:40 am

Praying for your safe return home.Would be anxious to hear about your reaching home safely.




Post 181 — vmb69

Tue Jun 05, 2018 4:25 am

hope they fly you back home soon.




Post 182 — HowardRoarke

Tue Jun 05, 2018 4:40 am

Hang in there, Ky. Hope you stay safe and get back to your wife and family safe and sound!




Post 183 — DavidnDaria

Tue Jun 05, 2018 4:44 am

Ky,



Our thoughts and prayers are with you.  If you can, get as far away from that place as you can.   We're with you here.



Dave




Post 184 — mick_flow

Tue Jun 05, 2018 4:53 am

As the others on here have said: Stay safe my friend - and get yourself home in one piece, I've heard the airport has reopened, so hopefully things will start to recover soon.



On the cuckold side. Well, my wife has a boyfriend. In fairness it is something I've wanted to try, to see her focused on another. Does it push my buttons - oh dear god yes! She stays with him at least 2 nights, usually 3 to 4 a week. It is hot, really hot. But our relationship did fundamentally change, her choices are quite clearly made to balance time with me and our children and her boyfriend. She's trying to balance everything. At the same time, I went searching for another, and am now seeing another women too. So balancing time to ensure that we as a married couple have our own intimate time is hard. While I totally get the cuck turn on when she is with her boyfriend, his buddies and family, he is unaware. It is totally more of a poly relationship, rather than a cuck. - it is not just about sex, it's about being in love with other people. It is not easy, but it can work. 



Get home safe, and see how your wife feels about her boyfriend. I hope you, your wife and boyfriend all work it out. - and most importantly, get yourself safe and home.




Post 185 — marco333111

Tue Jun 05, 2018 4:56 am

Hi Ky,



I've seen it on the news, had to think of you right away.

Get your ass out of there and return to Jaimee, she is waiting for you at home.



Be save and have a good and save trip home.



@Jaimee, he will be alright, I'm confident in that.



Cheers,

Marco.




Post 186 — wannabecUKold

Tue Jun 05, 2018 5:12 am

The twists and turns of this thread this week are extraordinary.  First, Wade's parents turn up unexpectedly then a volcano does! You couldn't make it up. 



Stay safe.  We all want that.




Post 187 — viking53

Tue Jun 05, 2018 5:16 am

Ky, Jaimee's reaction to this unexpected situation just confirms that your relationship is really strong and that you are the key person in her life despite all the high points together with Wade. You are an exceptional couple and I hope you manage to get back home to Jaimee soon.




Post 188 — MaxCargo

Tue Jun 05, 2018 9:25 am

Just heard the news, sorry for your project there. Have a safe travel home. Can't imagine how Jaimee is feeling until you're back safe in her arms.




Post 189 — Open2it

Tue Jun 05, 2018 12:03 pm

Good luck and travel home safely. Sending good thoughts your way.




Post 190 — mundyman

Tue Jun 05, 2018 12:09 pm

Stay safe Ky. If Jaimee for some reason looks at this thread please give us an update on how your husband is.

Sending all positive thoughts your way for a safe and quick return home.




Post 191 — sabya167

Tue Jun 05, 2018 9:13 pm

Hope everything turned out well. Please do leave us a word here once you are back home safely. Would be much appreciated. Till then,best wishes.




Post 192 — vmb69

Thu Jun 07, 2018 12:59 am

any updates. are you back home safe. hope all is well




Post 193 — soupcan_44

Thu Jun 07, 2018 1:00 am

Keep checking for news that Ky has returned home safely and hoping all is well.




Post 194 — DavidnDaria

Thu Jun 07, 2018 1:04 am

Aid is flying in, news crews are there, so hopefully Ky has been able to get out and get home.  I can't imagine what's going through Jaimee's and his mind.   Still sending thoughts and prayers their way.




Post 195 — Ky_Da

Thu Jun 07, 2018 9:15 am

I made it home… somehow. To describe the last few days as a blur would be woefully understated. What a mess. I feel a need to update at least one more time to express my sincere gratitude to all those that wished me well and a safe return. I’d only ask that you keep the Guatemalans in your thoughts that aren’t as fortunate as I am and don’t have the luxury of being able to leave. I was never in any immediate danger, so I want to be careful not to paint that picture. But I was close enough for this experience to affect me. I lost my new friend. An educated man that was very proud of his country. The news is reporting about 69 dead, but I’m sure that number is much higher. Agustin shouldn’t have been in danger, he didn’t live in the area where most of the ash and lava fell, but when the eruptions started, he and his teenage son went into danger in order to make sure his extended family escaped. No one is sure what happened. His body hasn’t been found, nor has his sons, but it’s been a couple of days now, so no one has much hope that he’s still alive. He left behind a wife and an eight-year-old son. Just thinking about him being gone makes my legs feel so weak I can hardly stand. He loved to joke around and give me shit. I only knew him for a couple of weeks, but he had become a very close friend and colleague. Fuck I’ll miss him. 



I only spoke briefly with his wife before I left. Seeing the sorrow in her eyes ripped my heart in two. The airport was on and off with flights, so I waited there for 30 hours before I was able to catch a flight to Mexico City and then onto LA. I didn’t eat for over 48 hours through it all, and honestly, I can’t remember even feeling hungry. 



The first thing I did when I set foot outside of the airport was to hug my wife with all the emotion and love I had in me. The project is probably a total disaster. Funds are surely going to be diverted to more important things right now. This will be a huge financial setback for me—but I couldn’t care less. I’m home, with my wife. Maybe this was a come-to-Jesus moment for me, I don’t know. But I’m never going to fucking play the game again. To each their own. I’ll never judge. But I never want to miss a moment to show my wife that I love her. We just don’t know how many moments we have left. I’m so sorry that this is probably the last thing anyone wants to read, but my heart compelled me to write it. 



Interestingly enough, my wife had come to the same conclusion that I had before I’d gotten home. She doesn’t want to play anymore either. In fact, she removed the nipple rings and said she’s ready to start our family. I don’t think I’ve ever cried so hard in joy and loss at the same time as I did last night. It’ll be hard to give up something that gave us a lot of sexual satisfaction, but we both are decided that we’ll be keeping this in the fantasy realm only. I know I’ll be checking in on occasion, and maybe making a comment once in a while, so I won’t say goodbye. I wish you all the best.




Post 196 — DavidnDaria

Thu Jun 07, 2018 9:23 am

Great news, Ky.  You and Jaimee enjoy your lives together.  All the best wishes in the world to you two.




Post 197 — Lizardtantrum

Thu Jun 07, 2018 10:00 am

Wow. As much as I'll miss your fun adventures, I'm happy you both are in the same place. I'm so sorry about your friend. I'll keep all of you in my thoughts. 



Thank you for everything.




Post 198 — Bayless

Thu Jun 07, 2018 10:29 am

↳ Replying to: Lizardtantrum

Thank you Ky. Your experience maybe helps all of us get to the bottom line. We all are blessed. Bayless




Post 199 — sabya167

Thu Jun 07, 2018 6:13 pm

If it doesn't kill you, it makes you stronger. This near death experience has bonded the two of you in your souls like nothing before. I shudder to think the look in the eyes of Augustine's  wife could well have been the look in Jaime's eyes,if things were a  even a little left or right there.You two are a special couple and I wholeheartedly support whatever decision the two of you have taken for and at the moment.Best of luck for your future endeavors and 

stay blessed.




Post 200 — wannabecUKold

Thu Jun 07, 2018 7:35 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

What terrible news about Agustin and his son.  What heroes they were to go back into the area to help their family.  Greater love hath no man.



Guys

Just a few days ago we were all chuckling at Agustin's story, and now he and his son have gone.  Let's all donate to the Guatemala relief funds as a practical way to remember him and celebrate his life. 



Ky, if there is a particular fund that will help, let us know. 

Or

https: //support.crs.org/donate/guatemala-volcano

where the donation can be referenced Agustin



Ky

Thank you so much for sharing your story with us over the years.  Of course take a break and reconnect with Jaimee. 

We would all love it if you posted occasionally to tell us how you were getting on, in whatever direction.    God bless you both.





Post 201 — wagonmaker1

Fri Jun 08, 2018 3:52 am

that is great Ky, we all know u & Jaimee will make great parents, yes start your family, best to u both.




Post 202 — elina

Fri Jun 08, 2018 6:45 am

Thanks for updating Ky,



I am so happy to see that you made it home safe, and so sad to hear about your new founds friend's untimely death. And you are so right, there are many more like him who were killed. And many more family members left behind who will never see their loved ones again while having lost all of the families property and everything. Just thinking about it puts life into a completely different perspective. 



Take care of yourself and your lovely wife, and let all of the emotions that will naturally overpower you in such a situation run their course.

True love and the sharing of thoughts and emotions is so much more important than sex and games so I think everyone will understand how you feel right now.



Maybe the desire to play will come back to you and Jamie at a later stage in life, maybe not. It is certainly not urgent and not even important to even think of this now. 



Regardless, I for one would truly appreciate if you would find the time to check in and post an update on how you and Jamie are doing once in a while even if "nothing is happening". I did not comment on your thread recently, it was so fantastic I was sort of felt uanable to find anything meaningful to say. 



Thanks for everything you shared so far, I wish you all the best whatever you and Jamie decides to do and not to do.



sincerely

elina




Post 203 — BigHotMess

Fri Jun 08, 2018 7:14 am

I am truly sorry to hear about your friend.  My deepest condolences to you, bud.




Post 204 — Maddie_Hippychick

Sat Jun 09, 2018 2:29 am

Ky, thank you so much for sharing your adventures with us. You are a gifted storyteller. And, I’m so glad you made it back to Jamie safe and sound. Of course you don’t owe us anything, but I would just love it if you could tie up one loose end for us... What happens with Wade now? Will he remain in your lives? This must be hard for him. He and Jamie were obviously close. How did that conversation go?




Post 205 — Ky_Da

Sat Jun 09, 2018 7:44 am

Thanks all for the well-wishes. It’s been greatly appreciated. My company gave me the week off without incurring any vacation or personal time, so it’s been good to have some time to decompress, although, I’ve been watching the news a little too much, and that can be bad for you. 



My wife has put in minimal days and so we’ve had some good time to be together. We’re heading up the coast to a nice bed and breakfast for the weekend—I’m looking forward to that. But while I’m waiting for my wife to get home, I thought I’d put pen-to-paper so to speak and share my thoughts. Maddie_Hippychick, you ask a really tough question. Truth be told, I’m not sure what’s going to happen. We invited Wade over last night for dinner so that we could all talk. It was a little difficult at first. We all felt like we were dancing around the elephant in the room and not sure how to start the conversation. 



My wife was the first one to speak, but Wade politely interrupted her and asked to speak first. I’m doing some serious summarizing here, but basically, he said that he didn’t want to come between us. He thanked us for letting him be close to Jaimee and said that he’d treasure the time that they’d had together. He said he understood that I wanted to stop playing any games and that we were wanting to start a family. He was gracious and mature, and very understanding. And for the first time since I got back, I felt a pang of guilt for stopping everything. Actually, I felt a pang of guilt for helping something get started that could/would develop into something… I don’t know… something more I guess. 



In the end, Wade simply said that he’d love it if Jaimee kept coming to train at the gym, but that he wouldn’t put any pressure on her to have sex or anything of the like. He was very candid and said it sucks being “friend-zoned’ but that he enjoys having us as friends and doesn’t want to lose that. One thing he said that caught me off guard was that he has a lot of acquaintances, but not a lot of true friends. 



All-in-all, it was a good evening, but I have to say, there was a sexual energy still in the air between those two. They were both well behaved and no sexual innuendoes were put out there that I saw, but as close as they’ve been, I guess it’s natural for there to be lingering feelings. But with exception to last night, I’ve felt that my wife’s attention has been completely on me—and honestly, even last night she sat next to, she touched only me, she was all mine. She went off the pill a couple of days ago, and we’ve had some of the most loving and intimate sex we’ve ever shared. 



Wade left as soon as dinner was over and my wife and I agreed not to discuss him or the game we played this weekend. As we got ready for bed, I caught my wife wiping a tear away. It took me a lot of prying and pushing, but I finally got her to admit that she was feeling very emotional about ending it with Wade, but that she didn’t want to talk about it right now. It took me a little while to fall asleep last night. I stayed awake thinking about the consequences about playing our game. Wade’s a big boy, and he knew what he was getting into. We all did. But knowing that doesn’t make it much easier when you’re trying to end it. Our emotions don’t always do what we want them to do. My wife was feeling the difficulty of withdrawal. I knew Wade had to have been feeling it too. Several times I just thought, ‘fuck him, he doesn’t matter. It was just a game.’ But thinking that way didn’t feel right to me. I finally fell asleep feeling confused and with a waring conscience. 



Then I woke up about 2 in the morning. The bed was moving slightly and I realized that my wife was masturbating next to me. She thought I was asleep, and if she reads this she’s going to be furious that I acted like I was asleep. I didn’t want to disturb her, so I just laid there and listened. She kept herself occupied for well over an hour before she finally stopped and went to sleep. 



I couldn’t fall asleep after that. My fucking cuck tendencies started grabbing hold, and my mind started whirring. It took a couple of days for the shock to finally leave my body, and for me to start noticing things again. I felt like I was walking around in a haze—still do to some degree. But as I laid there, my mind started recalling everything. Coming home and seeing my wife’s new haircut. Her clothes smelled different, her skin smelled different, it was like I was with a different woman at first. I remembered walking past her closet and noticing that many of her things were still at Wades. We had sex like our lives depended on it the first time. It was like running a hundred-yard dash, we were both breathing hard and still couldn’t catch our breath. Yet, during sex, she ground her hips on me differently, trying to feel something I don’t think I could give her. I didn’t notice at first, but after only a couple of penetrations, she felt different to me. Her sex was used to relaxing and accepting a larger cock, and I wasn’t feeling the friction that I was used to. 



To answer hippychick’s question… I don’t know what Wade’s going to do. It feels unfair to just be done with it, but I don’t know what another alternative there is. Jaimee and I are going to talk about this at some point, and I hope that we are able to keep a good friendship with Wade, but I’m not sure what will happen there. 



It’s weird. I have this sexual drive that wants to be released and to play the game. But as I reflect on the loss of my friend and what happened down in Guatemala, I lose all sense of libido. I even lose my motivation to accomplish anything during the day. It’s like this cloud of depression just wants to hang out with me all day long. This is one reason we don’t want to talk about Wade right now, I’m not in a good place at the moment. I need some time.




Post 206 — DavidnDaria

Sat Jun 09, 2018 8:11 am

Hell yeah, you need some time.  You could have died, Ky.  Jaimee needs time, too.



Seriously, your tendencies may not pass and yeah, you might end up right back in the game, so the only thing I can say is to follow your inner voice.  My inner voice has never let me down.  



Have a great weekend, Ky.  Reconnect.



Dave




Post 207 — norbertrichard

Sat Jun 09, 2018 11:28 am

Glad to hear that you are getting back in the grove, and trying to start a family, GREAT. Understandably its going to take time to regain the old feelings, and I am sure that Jaimee  is going through a form of withdrawal ,from the way that She and Wade connected, but with time she will ajust.  Best of luck as you move foward.




Post 208 — elina

Sat Jun 09, 2018 3:48 pm

Ky,



Take your time.

Allow the feelings that emerges to come to the fore without supressing and of them, just observe for now.

Maybe best to not make any "never" and "ever" statements right now.

Share your feelings with Jaimee and make Her secure about sharing Her feelings with you. 

Ultimately what I think you realize now is how much you love Her and how it is important to you that the two of you will always be together. For that to happen though, you also need to figure out how you can make Her happy longterm.



Sincerely

elina




Post 209 — poppag

Sat Jun 09, 2018 11:46 pm

i think i am in agreement with the statement, Never say ever or never, look how that went the last time. but i do believe that if anything came out of this experience, and you can call it karma, or just good luck.  You came home safely and while Jaime may have been enthralled and seriously leaning over the edge and you were right there pushing her, when it was all said and done, Look where you are. TOGETHER, a loving happy and caring for each other couple. who value each other above all else in this world.  Wade? Well he is always going to be part of the equation, whether he is like a Derrick, a cautionary tale or as welcomed and continued member of your inner circle of friends. Nobody has all the answers and while it will probably take some time to sort things out.  Let the future be a journey that you and Jaime look forward to being on for a long time.  



well wishes




Post 210 — mundyman

Sun Jun 10, 2018 12:33 am

First and foremost let me add again how happy I am for you and Jaimee. You arrived home safely after one hell of an experience. I am sorry for your loss. Death is a reminder of how precious life is, AND how we should strive live it to the fullest every day while we have the chance. You and Jaimee both realized how important you are to each other and how much you treasure your love and life together. It would be hard enough to mentally and emotionally handle the Jaimee and Wade living together thing, but throw in a truly life and death experience and the trauma of the sudden loss of a close acquaintance, and that's truly emotional overload. Good luck and best wishes dealing with your recovery. But good  for you guys. You are safe and back together.

An interesting Epilogue to your story.

If you are spiritual in nature, if you believe in karma, you could believe that someone or something was telling you that you needed to be back together with Jaimee, NOW. If not, then you could probably consider yourself lucky things worked out the way they did as Jaimee definitely did seem to be developing feelings for Wade. It sounds like you did get very close to that edge you were looking for  and talking about. 

Jaimee's developing feelings for Wade would be expected as you and many of us discussed earlier in this thread. Human nature being what it is people develop feelings for each given how Jaimee and Wade were living with each other. Who knows what would have developed given two or three more weeks together. I'm sure the voyeurs here are disappointed we won't get to see the Jaimee and Wade experiment to its conclusion. The story was sizzling hot, very exciting, incredibly sexy, fraught with danger, and full of  emotion, and very real. But to this guy, the experiment ended at just the right time for all three of you.

That said, how incredibly fortunate you are that Wade is so level headed, although my guess is he put a good show on for you, and Jaimee. I'm sure his inner feelings mirror Jaimee's with a tremendous sense of loss. Just think, a young guy with a woman who is a sexual dynamo, into getting tied up, loves giving blowjobs, submissive, and will fuck in front of  his  friends. That's like winning the lottery. But on top of that your wife sounds like a tremendous person and not some crazy bitchy young girl. So as much as Jaimee is gong through separation and decompression, I'm sure he is too. Wade is just trying to be a guy and hide his feelings.

It would not surprise me that at some point Jaimee melts down and shares the feelings she has developed for Wade. Give her the chance to fully empty her emotions. You might hear some things you'd rather not, but you definitely don't want her carrying them around, suppressed and festering over time. As much as you have things to share and get off your chest, I can only imagine she does to.

I would imagine some of your conversations this weekend and perhaps moving forward will include how to keep Wade in the loop so to speak, and perhaps some type of setup where Jaimee is allowed to scratch her Wade itch. He sounds like a guy who might develop into a trustworthy FWB.

Does something tell me that given how you two are wired, and with the experiences you've had, that you and Jaimee will be hotwifing again at some point in the future. Probably not next week, next month, this year, but at some point...

Whatever happens please stay on the board. Please share your conversations and decisions that you guys have. As exciting as it was to hear about your trip down the rabbit hole, it is also interesting to many of us to hear how you crawl back out. How you reconnect, and the new reality that is your life after these two very momentous experiences in your lives.

Continued best wishes and good thoughts to you and Jaimee as you travel through this lifestyle.

Thanks  for  sharing.




Post 211 — larryt

Sun Jun 10, 2018 9:17 am

Think about asking Jaimee how she really feels.  If you judge that she wants it, suggest that she pick up where she left off with Wade.




Post 212 — Bartleby

Sun Jun 10, 2018 2:17 pm

my wife had the same reaction after she  stopped with her first lover. Nice experience, but too stressful for our relationship, and too much work to handle two guys. Just like you guys, we are happy about my wife having started again.




Post 213 — hotwifelover31

Mon Jun 11, 2018 12:05 am

Ky, apologies for not being more timely in expressing my relief on your safe return and sorrow for the loss of your friend (albeit praying he might have been discovered alive after you departed Guatemala). Happy to hear you on Jaime are focusing on your marriage, each other and your future parenthood. At every step of the incredibly erotic and intense journey you’ve so brilliantly and authentically shared with us, from school zone to warp speed, it has been abundantly clear how much you both love and adore each other and how solid your marital bond is.  This unique kinky lifestyle and its many permutations can be playing with fire, but you both have always made sure that your relationship and love for each other was being reinforced and enhanced.  As you discerned when you took your last break, it’s hard to shut the craving down completely and those feelings and desires are close to impossible to extinguish. But there are many different ways are indulging those when the time and life circumstances are aligned.  Good luck and, while it goes without saying, take care of your amazing sweet sexy goddess hotwife (part-time, state-of-the-art cuckoldress) Jaime!




Post 214 — Ky_Da

Mon Jun 11, 2018 12:23 pm

Hey all, 



A continued and sincere thank you for the kind posts. It’s amazing what a difference a couple of days can make. I’m feeling so much better today. We decided to splurge a little and booked a B&B on the beach. There’s just something about waking up and hearing and seeing the ocean that is incredibly Zen like. My wife and I were up until early hours this morning, so she’s still fast asleep. But of course, not me, it doesn’t matter what time I go to bed, I always wake up the same time of morning. 



We talked and talked and talked and talked, and then talked some more. Oh, and of course there was a lot of sex in between. I noticed something this morning, and I’m surprised I hadn’t noticed it before. When we’ve played the game, when my wife’s married pussy is being used by another man’s cock, and when I’m basically high on the angst and eroticism of it all. I’ll masturbate a hundred times but I’ll never find any real satisfaction. I mean I find intense pleasure, but my orgasm leaves me only wanting more. I don’t feel any peace, so the cycle starts again, and I watch my wife and push her into evermore crazy circumstances. I get high on it all, but I never feel like I can get enough. 



Contrast that with this weekend. After several much-needed conversations with my amazing wife, and after we made love, I finally found peace. I felt like myself again. I felt relaxed and satisfied. This is why I couldn’t live in long-term chastity. I could see us playing a short game of it someday—I still owe my wife something to fulfill her wishes, but that’s a conversation for another day. What I’m trying to say is that as fun as the game is, it’s like eating a bunch of appetizers and desserts. You can eat a lot of them but in the end, you need to feast on good food in a proper meal to be satisfied. Sex, making love with my wife, is so much more than just a physical experience. I’m coming to realize that I don’t need to be Wade. I can give her what he can’t. 



 Yesterday, after a relaxing lunch, we were chatting about our experiences over the last few weeks. I talked more in depth about my friend Agustin and his very inappropriate, but hilarious sense of humor. Jaimee shed as many tears as I did while we talked. She’s such an empathetic person. And of course, I talked about how I felt watching the videos and looking at the pictures of her. I had to confess to her that I’ve watched some of them many, many, many times. She wanted to know which one my favorite was. 



“I have two favorites,” I told her, “I can’t decide which one I like more.” She smiled and waited for me to answer so I said, “I love watching you give that other woman an orgasm. There’s something almost magical about that video.” 



Jaimee smiled at me, but I could tell she was remembering the experience herself, “Looking back on it, I’m actually shocked that I did it… I can see why Las Vegas can be so dangerous. You really do start to feel like anything is acceptable. All the girls in the brothels were probably all nice, prim and proper types that simply stayed in Vegas a little too long.” 



That made me laugh, thinking that the prostitutes in Vegas came into the profession because they’d extended their vacation by a night or two. “So, it’s a good thing it was just a long weekend then, and not a week or two,” I joked, “Otherwise I would have found you at the Bunny Ranch.” She gave me a confused look and I quickly explained that the Bunny Ranch was a name of one of the more infamous brothels. 



Jaimee surprised me by what she said next, “Julie’s text me a few times since that night.” 



I sat up, “Seriously? Does she want to hook up with you again?” 



Jaimee gave me an exasperated look, “You blokes are so bloody thick sometimes,” she said, rolling her eyes, “No, she’s a lovely person. She just wanted to say thank you. She says her husband learned enough from it that he’s been able to give her more proper orgasms.” 



“It looked like you gave her more than a ‘proper’ orgasm,” I commented, drawing out the word proper. “It looked to me like you blew her fucking mind.” 



Jaimee laid back, gave me a wicked smile and very smugly said, “What can I say, I have a talented tongue.”



That made me laugh again, “I’ll say. From what I heard you say in the early part of the video, I didn’t think you’d get her off, but then you ended up leaving that pour woman in shambles.” 



Looking more pensive, Jaimee said, “I wasn’t sure that she would be able to orgasm in front of everyone. It doesn’t take much pressure to make a woman feel unsure of herself, and so much of having a good orgasm is in your head,” she explained, “but I think just from me having said that, it somehow took the pressure off. Like if she didn’t orgasm, then everyone would know why, so she was able to relax and enjoy it instead of getting all freaked out.” I say listening intently. Enrapt in the way she was telling me about the experience. “I knew she was mine when her breath started to hitch—I don’t think that pour girl’s every really frigged herself, so she wasn’t able to tell her husband what she liked.” 



“That’s amazing,” I said, in true awe, “I love how you said, you knew she was yours,” I added, “I’m not sure why, but it turned me on when you said it.” I begged her to continue. I really wanted to know the small details. 



“Julie’s clit is really small, and its tucked way up, so it’s hard to stimulate. It only takes a bit more effort.” She paused for a while and I was about to prompt her to continue, but luckily she continued, “I could tell she’s never had her g-spot touched, because she froze when I first touched her there… That’s when I started to get randy. It was actually fun then, I kind of got in the zone and tuned everyone out.” 



“I could tell,” I told her. “That’s what I liked the most. You had her cumming over and over and over. It was honestly one of the highlights of my life.” 



“Don’t be so dramatic,” she said dryly. “But now you understand why I want to see you with a cock in your mouth. You got off watching me tonging a girl’s pussy. I want to see you sucking a man’s cock—it’s the same thing.”



“No babe, it’s not even close to the same thing,” I said, laughing uncomfortably. “It’s totally different for a guy.”



“Why,” she asked, “Do you think it makes you less of a man?” 



“Yes, exactly that!”



“Bullocks!” she cried, “Does it make me less of a woman for licking some girl’s vagina?” 



“Fuck no, if anything, it makes you hotter. But it’s not the same thing.”



She rolled her eyes at me, exasperated that she wasn’t making her point, or that I just wasn’t getting it, “I don’t think gay men think it makes them less of a man.” 



“I don’t know how they think. I’m not gay, I’m not even a little gay, so I have no idea.”



“Well I’m not gay either, and I enjoy it.” As soon as she said that laugh escaped my lips, despite my best efforts to hold it in. 



“Why are you laughing? I’m not gay,” she said vehemently. 



I held up my hand, holding my thumb and first finger closely together, “You might be a little gay, sweetheart.” 



“There’s no talking to you sometimes,” she said scornfully, but I could tell she wasn’t really mad at me. It’s that fake, faux anger she likes to throw at me—which I love. 



“Yeah, yeah,” I played it off, “So tell me about the beach scene.” I told her, and when she turned almost scarlet red, I knew it was going to be a good story. Which I’ll have to write another day. 



I ran out of time this morning and had to finish this up this evening. Back to reality. Back to work… For now.




Post 215 — sabya167

Mon Jun 11, 2018 9:07 pm

Have you two talked about if Jaimee wants to continue her crossfit regimen since she was so way into it and it benifitted her so much. If yes then would it be Wades gym or a new one?

I felt it was smart on your part to bring up the pics and videos because it gave you an opening to try and get Jaimee to start talking about her feelings on Wade. You had to try. You just can't let it hang between you, and then you skillfully brought up the beach scene,throwing her off guard. But what a ruined orgasm for me at the end. I mean you touch the beach scene and then 'bang' the post ends,ha ha.

I'll take this post as the 'julie-appetiser' and cant wait for the 'Wade-main course' to arrive. If it takes time,no problems, it'll be worth the wait i'm sure.




Post 216 — Ky_Da

Tue Jun 12, 2018 10:46 am

To quickly answer a question from Sabya, yes, we discussed her continuing at the gym—we discussed a lot more about Wade and the game than I think either one of us intended. I guess we both felt like we really needed to find out how the other one felt about it all. We had originally thought we’d table all the ‘game’ talk for the weekend, but eventually, we opened up the topic. My wife doesn’t want to lose the progress she’s made at the gym, she’s really been hitting the workouts hard lately, and she’s very happy with her progress (as am I). I’ll hit the details of that conversation after I update the story about the beach video. 



It was fun seeing how embarrassed my wife got even remembering the beach scene. I love the new-found confidence she’s gained over the last couple of years, and I don’t see this side of her as often as I did when we were first married—that innocent, quickly to blush side of her personality. 



“We spent a lovely day at the beach,” she began, telling me a little about the people that had accompanied them—mainly gym friends. “and I wanted to tease you with loads of good pictures, so I wore the skimpiest swim costume I could find—it was bloody scandalous. It’s a good thing that mum lives thousands of miles away, if she’d seen me, it would’ve been the death of her.



“It felt brilliant though, yeah. It felt so naughty being in public with so little clothes on. At first, I felt completely starkers, but as the day went on, I became a bit more used to it. Still, being that exposed and messing about in public had me feeling bloody randy all day, so I can’t be blamed for not thinking clearly,” she laughed lightly and I had an erection made of steel thinking about it. “When the sun went down, Wade gave me his jumper, but after being in the water I couldn’t get warm so Wade pulled me into his chair and pulled a blanket over us.



“He had taken off his swim costume and was wearing a loose pair of gym shorts. I couldn’t resist… I only meant to tease him, so I started touching his cock through his shorts. We were sitting way behind everyone, and no one was paying us much attention so we started to feel more daring. We were kissing and talking, and I kept touching him. After a while, I had to pull his shorts down in front to let his cock out because he started complaining that it was hurting him. That’s when Wade pulled me onto his lap and opened my legs so that his cock was between my thighs.



“I could feel him rubbing against me through the material of my swimsuit. Things started to get a little fuzzy then. Wade started fingering me and then the next thing I knew, he’d pulled the material to the side and I could feel the tip of his cock trying to enter. It was mental, Ky. I would stiffen up and push against him, and so he’d stop for a minute or two. But then he’d kiss my neck and continue to touch me, and suddenly I’d feel him slide a little deep inside me. That pattern kept up until he was all the way inside me... I’ve never felt anything like that before. It’s like my brain shut down—I couldn’t think. Suddenly I didn’t care that we were in public with only a blanket covering us.  



“He fucked me so slowly it was excruciating. I had to bite the inside of my cheeks not to make any noise, but when he finally came, it felt like a fire engine hosing me down from inside. I honestly thought he was having a wee it was so much. It startled me enough that I made a noise that caught everyone’s attention. Everyone suddenly was looking at us, and that’s when the teasing started. I bloody wanted to die. I could still feel Wade’s cock twitching inside me, and everyone was staring at me… I bloody wanted to crawl into the sand and disappear. God it was embarrassing.” 



I don’t think my wife has ever had that much of my complete attention as she did in that moment. She was closing her eyes and I could tell she was reliving the embarrassing moment. “What happened then?” I tried not to shout. 



Running her fingers through her short hair, she sighed, “It felt like we stayed like that for a long time. Stacy tried to get everyone to turn around and give us some privacy, but the guys were all being wankers and wouldn’t stop taking the piss. Wade finally told everyone to fuck off and then he picked me. He was going to carry me to the loo… but as soon as he stood up, his cock slid out and it felt like a gallon of cum poured out of me. I made him put me down and then I ran as fast as I could into the ocean. Even with a million gallons of water around me, it took forever to clean myself up.”



I couldn’t help but laugh, “I’ve looked at those beach pictures a hundred times. I would have loved to have been there watching that.” 



We talked about a number of other personal things, and I was about to ask her about her feelings and what she wants to do when she beat me to the punch. “Ky, when you came home, you said that you never wanted to play the game again, and we decided that we were going to try to start our family. But,” she hesitated for a moment, “But I see how excited you are now, and you’re pushing to know the details of my time with Wade. It confuses me. I don’t know what you want.” And there is was. She was completely right. I did say that, and now I was wanting to know everything that her and Wade had done. My cuck tendencies were pulling at me again, and pulling hard. I was about to speak when she cut me off, “Wait, I don’t want you to feel like I’m pushing you into a decision right now. You went through a lot last week, and it’s not a good time yet to discuss it. I’m only telling you my feelings right now.” 



It took me a long time to collect my thoughts. I finally said, “I just don’t want to lose you, Jaimee. My head’s still a mess about the whole thing. On one hand I think I’m being a fool for letting another man have you and for missing out on that precious time with you. Then on the other hand, I get so much pleasure out of your experiences with Wade… I worry about you falling in love with him—no, that’s not exactly it. I mean, we’ve talked about this. I know emotions are part of it. I know you’re close to him now. I can see it in your face in the pictures. You’re very intimate with each other. He knows your body every bit as well as I do—maybe better now. And here I am, getting hard again just thinking about it.” 



My wife ran her hand through my hair and was very affectionate as she said, “We don’t have to make any decisions right now, but I understand now that this is your nature—this is what turns you on. If you want to end it, I won’t sleep with Wade anymore. But… but I want to keep going to the gym—I don’t want to give that up.”



“You think you could resist? You think you could train there and resist Wade’s little dick?” I asked teasingly. 



Jaimee made a little snort sound, “You’re the one with the little dicky. Wade’s cock is god’s gift to women—sorry,” she quickly apologized, “I didn’t mean to fall into the game--,”



“—Don’t apologize,” I interrupted, “I’m sorry. I was the one who started it. I’d like you to tell me honestly though,” I said, “If the whole volcano exploding in Guatemala hadn’t happened, and we’d gone the whole month as planned, what would have happened?”



My wife pulled away enough so that she could look me in the eyes, “What do you mean?” she asked sincerely, “Are you asking if I would have stayed the whole time with him.”



“Partly yes, but more than that. You’ve said that you’re willing to stop sleeping with him now if I asked you to, but if another couple of weeks had gone by with the same intensity as the first two weeks, would you have gotten to the point where you wouldn’t stop sleeping with him, even if I asked?” 



The gorgeous short-haired woman sitting next to me on the bed gave me a look that I couldn’t interpret right away, “That’s a bit of a non-sequitur, isn’t it? And you know I hate hypothetical questions—but I know what you’re pushing at, and to be completely honest, I know another two weeks wouldn’t have made me say something like that. It would’ve just made it harder to break things off with him. But if I continued to sleep with Wade, I’ve got to think that eventually something like that could happen,” she looked at me for a long moment, almost like she was studying me. “That thought turns you on doesn’t it? You like that thought of me being permanently with Wade—at least part time?”



I swallowed hard and nodded, “The deeper parts of my fantasies want that, but I try to bury those,” I confessed honestly. 



Jaimee nodded. Her lips pursed together tightly for a long moment, and then said, “Sometimes I think I understand this obsession, but then sometimes I realize it runs a lot deeper than I knew. Love,” she said, her tone much more serious, “you need to understand that Wade does get me off sexually, and I really enjoy the game we play, but the only way this works for me is that I have to make myself think of you, even when I’m having sex with Wade—especially when I’m having sex with Wade. I think of you watching the videos, or looking at the pictures, or even when we’re at home and I know you’re watching from close by… I get pleasure in knowing that I’m scratching your itch, too,” she paused in thought again, “Thinking of you makes sure that my heart stays with you and helps me think of my time with Wade as just a physical thing—a time when I can let my slutty side out for a while. But sometimes things get a bit too intense, and I get lost in the moment…”



“I know, I’m all fucked up with this obsession. I don’t understand it a lot of the time,” I thought long and hard about my next question because it’s one of those don’t-ask-a-question-you-don’t-want-the-answer-to questions, but I couldn’t stop myself, “Do you want to keep sleeping with Wade, do you still want him to be your boyfriend?” 



My wife gave me a sharp look, “That’s not fair of you to ask me that, Ky.” I was about to ask why when she added, “You had a really hard experience last week, and I want to be supportive right now. You’re trying to cope with everything and playing the game isn’t the best idea right now.”



“I know,” I assured her, “and I am grateful for everything, but I want to take your feelings into consideration, too. It’s not just about me. I just want to know how you feel.” 



She didn’t answer me for a long moment, but finally she nodded slowly, almost imperceptibly, “I feel like total shite saying this now, but yes, I still want to see Wade… bloody hell… I’ve been trying to push those feelings away, but I like the way it makes me feel. I like working out with him, I like having sex with him, I like teasing you while I’m doing it and seeing your reaction. And… and the more—rather, the longer it goes on, the more I like it. I don’t love him, Ky. Not like I love you, but he’s been good to me and I do care for him.” Again, I was about to speak but she rolled right over me, “Don’t suggest anything, Ky. Don’t say anything right now—not today. I want to go to the gym tomorrow, but I’ll only work out. We need to take some time. We don’t need to make a decision today or jump into something we’re not ready for.” 



I could only nod my head and agree. Fuck I married an incredible woman. 



I still have to write about the day that Wade’s parents showed up. It isn’t a long story because there wasn’t much time, but it’s still interesting.




Post 217 — ballextender3209

Tue Jun 12, 2018 11:06 am

Holy crap and thank you is all I can post!




Post 218 — poppag

Tue Jun 12, 2018 11:31 am

great follow up. It is so good how you and Jaime communicate and how you can be honest with each other without offending one another.  



great story, cant wait for more




Post 219 — vmb69

Tue Jun 12, 2018 2:20 pm

one day at a time Ky. My wife and I have had some of the same feelings, and right now I have to control the constant want to be a cuckold. She gets it, and understands. But rushing back would not be good, I would recommend to let nature take its course, just enjoy your time with Jaime, and show her that you can control it. Trust me she will still know how much you want it.




Post 220 — norbertrichard

Tue Jun 12, 2018 2:59 pm

i'M VERY HAPPY FOR THE BOTH OF YOU,AND HAPPY THAT YOU TWO ARE GIVING YOURSELVES TIME TO GET YOUR MINDS, AND PRIORITIES IN LINE.  THE GAME IS VERY DANGEROUS , AND FULL OF PIT FALLS, WHAT YOU TWO HAVE IS TO GREAT TO CHANCE TO FATE.




Post 221 — sadie

Tue Jun 12, 2018 4:50 pm

Ky, it's good to hear the two of you working through this, living through the catastrophe in Guatemala is huge and I'm glad you're taking the time to re-evaluate. If I'd had time to respond the day you said it was all off, I was going to say "don't be hasty" because I knew you'd be back. That was partly confirmed when you related finding Jaimee burying her knuckle(s) when she thought you were asleep.



It seems clear you're both made for this and also that your mutual commitment is as strong as ever. One of the reasons queer people eschew the term "lifestyle" is that it makes sexuality sound like something one can put on and take off like so much clothing. Orientation runs far deeper and truly experienced sexuality is transformative. True we can choose to stop any particular thing, however the really strong sensual experiences we have change us, almost always for the better.



So take it from a queer woman who's been around more than a few blocks, you're just seeing the tip of the iceberg. Do take your time and do allow this to change you ;-).




Post 222 — sabya167

Wed Jun 13, 2018 12:23 am

Interesting crossroads. The vital question  whether she can resist Wade's animal magnetism  at the gym was not given a direct reply because she herself is not sure about that. So she wants to figure that out by firstly having a measure of her own emotions when she  is in the company of Wade and secondly how Wade acts towards her,professionally or otherwise. She will then  let you in on that. But i think, in all probability, they are leaning towards starting where they left off. Can't wait to hear what happened at the gym.




Post 223 — trdd

Wed Jun 13, 2018 10:02 pm

Your story is like many people on the forum's fantasy. It has gone so far. Still, I am rooting for you to take a break. A medium break or a long one if kids comes along. 



Your wife is amazing but pushing it too far with another man..... well, in real life there should be a limit, shouldn't there?




Post 224 — Bayless

Wed Jun 13, 2018 11:55 pm

↳ Replying to: trdd

Ky. I think you and Jamie are at a critical point in your relationship and I think you can be very successful at either choice you make, but not both. If you continue the relationship with Wade, I think that you both have proven that it meets your very important needs,plus he appears to be a good guy. That Lifestyle seems to work for all involved as long as you communicate honestly.



The other choice obviously, is to raise a family. Those two options can not exist in the same setting.

Raising a young family is a full time job for all concerned. Plus another segment of the relationship with Wade is that at least with the work out friends, they know, and have likely shared with others, that Wade and Jamie are an intimate couple. Trying to explain that relationship to friends, other parents, etc. would be difficult for all concerned. Unfortunately children don’t get to choose their parents. In other words the two choices you have are not conducive to being successful concurrently, and my hope is that you will not attempt to combine the two. Take your time in deciding, but choose one, not both. Children deserve your full attention if that is your choice. Best wishes.




Post 225 — sabya167

Thu Jun 14, 2018 1:31 am

Just a random thought here. I was thinking that when Jaimee goes back to the gym, either she has to tell the people there that they have broken up and no longer together or they will expect them to be intimate like before, because  somebody had taken a snap of their kissing at the gym before IIRC.

Very curious for updates.




Post 226 — elina

Thu Jun 14, 2018 3:27 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Spoken like a true Cuckoldress....




She is right you know Ky, no need to rush any decision. 



Incredible to be able to follow your dialogue with Jaimee, I sort of sense that your love for your Wife is steadily increasing, as is the mutual understanding of the needs and wants of the two of you. Most beautiful of all is how your Wife is strengthening your acceptance of Her love for you that will hopefully eventually reach the right conclusion on how to move on. 



Sincere regards

elina




Post 227 — sabya167

Thu Jun 14, 2018 5:29 am

Can't wait for Wade's parents visit and jaimee's gym-going updates.




Post 228 — realcucklife

Thu Jun 14, 2018 6:16 am

Hi ky

We all make rash decisions when we have had a traumatic experience.

Let the dust settle and the feelings, and desires are still going to be there, it may take you a little longer to get back to pool level, but the fact she was rubbing one out suggests she is still hot for the game and her comments about supporting you at this time shows she is hoping you level out and want to continue the game in some form.

Remember she still has plans for you ending up a regular cream pie eater and have you submit to Wades Cock.

Starting a family does not need to be the end of your games, and having a release like this with young kids is a good break and allows you to keep who you are not just a parent focused on spoiling a kids.

Besides imagine the fun games you can have with her teasing who the father is going to be while you are trying to get pregnant, that’ll jump your cuck level up.




Post 229 — Zona

Thu Jun 14, 2018 7:00 am

When Jaimee and Derrick were together it almost broke your marriage.  It was only through strength, decisive action, and Jaimee's common sense that together you were able to break the bond between them.  The problem was created, IMHO, because Jaimee let her emotions go too far and she fell in love with him.  Derrick is an asshole and he would have happily taken her from you if you both had not acted when and how you did.  (And then, probably, dumped her sometime later.)



Wade appears not to be such an asshole, but Jaimee once more allowed her emotions to go too far and she again fell in love with her boyfriend.  Thus, if that Guatemalan volcano had not fortuitously intervened, I think there is a very good chance that you would have lost her again.



You simply cannot keep doing this.



Something has to change.



I understand that you both now have the kink and will soon need to play the game again.  My advice, similar to others' above, is to PUT THE BRAKES ON FOR AWHILE.  Take a medium or a long break from Wade and get yourselves totally reconnected.  When I say take a break from Wade, I mean TOTALLY.  I don't think she can be around him in any way without having those feelings for him.  Isn't there another damn gym she can go to.



Secondly, having been burned once and well on the way to being burned again, I think when you start playing again--and you WILL start playing again--don't do it with just one guy.  Jaimee should alternate between several friends with benefits.  She will naturally have emotions for all of them, but alternating between them should prevent those emotions from going too far.



Just my opinion.




Post 230 — sabya167

Fri Jun 15, 2018 3:22 am

The way it seems to me, Jaimee's return to Wade's gym is already a silent and unspoken,maybe conscious or maybe subconscious, but a 50% joint decision by the two of you in favour of the game because it shows that  you didn't want to sever the thread which connected you to the game. My guess is that you are currently transitioning from the 'shocked' and 'panicked' phase to routine and normal.The temporarily lost  eroticism, fantasies,  libido and your normal sexual orientation are beginning to occupy your mind again, as the bad and upsetting memories are tapering off.  You are hesitant to start the game, you are unwilling to stop either. Unable to take a conclusive  decision either way, you decided to leave things as they were and let Jaimee continue at the gym. Meanwhile you are waiting for events to guide you and help you initiate a decision, either way, through their natural course.  For example, let's say, there is a visit from Jaimee's parents which prompts you to go to the 'start a family ' mode or , in the absence of that, while leaning  towards the game, postpone it. Though I'm not rooting for it, I, for one , wouldn't be surprised if Jaimee, after coming into contact with Wade again, felt her body still wanted him, that her physical desire for him hadn't run its full course and expressed the desire for the resumption and continuation of their suddenly and abruptly and thereby prematurely halted affair and you agreed to that , considering there is still so much of unfulfilled desires in both of you, especially in Jaimee, in that episode.




Post 231 — Maddie_Hippychick

Sat Jun 16, 2018 1:58 am

Ky,



Please let us know if you and Jaimee are OK, Sweetie. When we don't hear anything, we always fear the worst.



Maddie




Post 232 — norbertrichard

Sat Jun 16, 2018 2:43 am

My sentiments exactly.




Post 233 — sabya167

Sat Jun 16, 2018 6:21 am

Just a random thought here. Whatever little I have understood about Jaimee from the character sketches you penned so far, I truly DO NOT believe that you have a chance of losing her to somebody  else, while playing the game,  anymore.  To me, she appears to be somebody who is  fiercely loyal to her loved ones and doesn't  seem to be a person who would lose her heart to just about  everything that glitters, to every Wade, Bennett and Harry( so to speak; how nice it would have been if  the first two were christened Tom and Dick, ha ha ha). Though she is fairly young,  relatively inexperienced, somewhat naive and emotionally vulnerable(falling in love head over heels with Derrick, and shedding a tear for Wade are good examples,)  I'd say the worst is over. And the worst was Derrick. With Derrick she  almost drowned because you pushed her in the pool with incomplete  or barely any  swimming lessons.  I believe it was her innate loyalty and commitment to her marriage which helped her regain her senses, reminded her where her priorities lay, and helped her pull herself out of the intensely intoxicating spell of that affair, though not without an equal effort  from your side. Now she is better prepared, understands the need and  the value of compartmentalisation, communication and priorities.She tries to involve you, make it a team sport, give you your fetish and derives her own pleasure as well. I remember to have read  one of your earlier posts where you said  if  it came to the worst and you two got divorced, you could picture her living with Brooklyn. I wonder what made you foresee that scenario because i do not foresee that in the course of the game, not anymore.

Hope everything is well. Eagerly waiting for updates.




Post 234 — Ky_Da

Sat Jun 16, 2018 8:01 am

Hey all, 



Thank you so much for the concern. I'm afraid work had devoured me completely this week, and I've really felt in a funk lately. I don't know what my problem is. We've continued to pause in the game, so life at home is good. I don't know what my problem is. I don't feel ill, but I don't feel like myself either. Thanks again for the nice thoughts. I'll get back on top of things soon I'm sure.




Post 235 — wannabecUKold

Sat Jun 16, 2018 6:46 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky

It's probably straightforward exhaustion.  Look at the turmoil you have been through in the last few weeks, including the trauma of the volcano and Agustin's death.  You have been through the wringer.  And now that you have a little more time to be ill, you feel it. Take it easy. Go for a nice walk by the beach.




Post 236 — norbertrichard

Mon Jun 18, 2018 5:43 am

Hi, I hope you are useing this day, to qualify you to join in the days cellibration next year. Would love to hear how Jamee feels about being a mother.




Post 237 — Maddie_Hippychick

Tue Jun 19, 2018 5:02 am

Ky, I've been thinking about you. I have a suggestion. Take it, or leave it.



You should plan a very special date night for you and Jaimme. But instead of making it all about her, make it all bout YOU. Go someplace you love to go, or have always wanted to go. Then go out to YOUR favorite restaurant and have your favorite meal. Maybe end the night at your favorite nightclub. The point is, show Jaimme the best you. You, totally in your element. Bring her into YOUR world. Your excitement and enthusiasm will be fun and sexy.



Before you ask her out, go shopping. Get yourself a new outfit. Use a personal shopper or style consultant if you need to. Try on the outfit for Jaimme. When she asks why you bought it, then tell her you wanted to look good for your date. Don't tell her where you're taking her. Make it a surprise. But tell HER to go out and get a special outfit for the date, just for you. Ask her to buy pretty underthings also. Give her a chance to make this a special night for you. You deserve it.




Post 238 — Lizardtantrum

Tue Jun 19, 2018 5:11 am

I like that suggestion.




Post 239 — Bayless

Tue Jun 19, 2018 6:42 am

↳ Replying to: Lizardtantrum

Great Suggestion Ky. Take the high road. Out kick the coverage!!




Post 240 — sabya167

Tue Jun 19, 2018 7:54 pm

So, how is it going at the gym?   How are the pillow talks going?  Is Jaimee still off the pills and meeting Wade daily?  Any plans to invite Wade or Bennett over after Jaimee tests positive or begins to show?



 Just a few cuck-thoughts for your perusal, in the meantime. 



Missing your posts.




Post 241 — norbertrichard

Thu Jun 21, 2018 11:35 pm

I hope all is well, and you two are deep into each other.  Update please.




Post 242 — Kim2233

Fri Jun 22, 2018 11:36 am

Wishing you and Jaimee all the best.




Post 243 — realcucklife

Sat Jun 23, 2018 9:08 pm

Your in a funk because your denying what you truly are a cuck.




Post 244 — hwc

Tue Jun 26, 2018 2:44 am

Since Wade was promised a full month with Jaimee, perhaps she might want to go live with him for a full month, while you are at home? I bet Wade would appreciate that, to continue from where they left off abruptly... the question is, is that something you would like to suggest and encourage her to do?




Post 245 — Zona

Tue Jun 26, 2018 5:40 am

Some great suggestions here (eg: Hippychick) from people trying to help you and Jaimee save your marriage.  Then there are others who appear mostly to be trying to satisfy their own kink vicariously through you.  Read up-thread a bit and you’ll see my advice, along with others’, to take a long break and make sure you and Jaimee get totally reconnected before trying this again.  IMHO Wade is a bigger threat to your marriage than Derrick ever was.  Get her TOTALLY away from him.  Join a different gym if she must.




Post 246 — DavidnDaria

Tue Jun 26, 2018 7:18 am

↳ Replying to: Zona

+1,000,000,000,000,000.  



You know me, Ky.  I care.   If I were you, I wouldn't be reading anything in this or any other thread.  Follow what you feel is the right thing for you and Jaimee--there are literally no other considerations at this time.



Dave.




Post 247 — licnsuk

Thu Jun 28, 2018 12:25 pm

↳ Replying to: Zona

Ky- I'm a lurker who has followed your adventures, from the highs to the lows. It's been an emotional roller coaster for all of us. The trick now is to balance the conflicting passions you and Jamie are experiencing, prioritizing the most important-clearly your relationship. I love giving advice so here goes: as Zona urges, Jamie needs to find another gym; being around Wade in this setting is dangerous. A break from the lifestyle seems wise. Reestablish your marriage. As for your cuck desires, and her enjoyment with extramaritial sex, when the time is right maybe you two should consider finding 2-3 BF's for some pleasurable "sport fucking". She apparently wants you involved in the experience by sucking her BF's cock. Two thoughts: this would involve you in the fun thus discouraging her developing emotional connections with her studs, and believe it or not, as so many cucks discover doing clean up duties is an incredibly erotic experience (I'm orally bi so I speak from experience). This new direction theoretically accomplishes three goals: takes Wade out of the picture, satisfies your strong cuck urges, and gives Jamie an outlet for her desires for sexual adventures (and hopefully lots and lots of toe-curling orgasms!!) Good Luck!




Post 248 — Bayless

Thu Jun 28, 2018 11:43 pm

↳ Replying to: licnsuk, Zona

Hey Ky, I agree with the previous view 100%. Do it the right way this time. The third time may not be the charm. The stakes are becoming to high. God Speed.




Post 249 — JeffBingham

Fri Jun 29, 2018 1:28 am

Hey Ky, first and foremost I hope you and Jaimee are doing well.  I have to agree with Zona that Wade is a much bigger threat than Derrick was.  Ironically, the reason for this is because Wade is actually really good guy, while Derrick was a selfish prick.  It's so much easier to really fall in love with a great guy who respects your husband and your marriage.  But sooner or later, Wades feelings for Jaimee may start to overcome him.  Or Jaimee may start to fall deeply in love with him while she drifts slowly away from her attachment to you.



This is just one possible outcome of many.  But the risk is real, not because he's trying to take her from you, but because he's a good guy and he's not trying to take her (yet).



Jeff




Post 250 — FallingFree

Fri Jun 29, 2018 11:29 am

Hi Ky,



Please take this advice from Zona very seriously:

I rarely post here as I only came onto this site when one of the posters was asking about infidelity on another site. So this is not my expertise but I do understand human nature and the interaction of extramarital lovers. I have read thousand of post where a marriage is under threat and you get an instinct, a gut feeling about stuff.



You happily clearly put your marriage before your cuckold kink but every time you stop and then start again you fly nearer to the sun. Like an addict (and that is what you are) you want, no need, a bigger fix  to get that high you crave. There will come a point when the addiction will outweigh your senses and then you have a marriage train wreck. Similarly with Jaimee.



In a monogamous relationship the only way for the wayward spouse to get out of the affair fog is to go 'No Contact' with the affair partner, otherwise they retain their emotional connection and eventually return to the affair to the destruction of the marriage. You and Jaimee both need to do this with Wade, otherwise she will return to him and/or you will want your cuckold fix.



Please follow the advice here that has your marriage and happiness at heart, not those trying to live vicariously through you and Jaimee. Also don't be too sure that Wade is your friend. He obviously loves Jaimee, as she does him. At the moment Jaimee loves her marriage more but that won't last if you continue down this path.



Just remember the near disaster with Drums if you are referring to Xleglover, and the unwanted pregnancy. It was not only that but Jen continually putting her lovers before Mike in any given situation and was only ever pulled back by Mike threatening to end the marriage, whether it was with Ricky, Scott, Tom, Drums or Clint. With Frank he even went beyond that and let his need for the Game out rule his common sense. He thought he was in control but everyone knew he wasn't. You really don't want to be in that position every time you play the Game, do you?




Post 251 — hwc

Sat Jun 30, 2018 4:04 pm

Hi Ky, have question about something you said at the outset of this story, you said:



"I confess, my own willpower to not give into my cuck tendencies had been waning and so discovering that my wife had been fantasizing bout playing again, my heart—and cock—wanted to burst. I made a decision, and if felt like a dam burst open. I felt light headed even when I said, “I want to play again.” 



Just wondered if you could expand on what you meant when you said your heart wanted to burst, your cock wanting to burst is self explanetary! I wasn't sure if the other pat was appositive or negative thing... If negative it would be interesting to hear about how much jealousy you feel while your wife is 'playing' with her boyfriend, or what makes you most jealous and how you handle it.




Post 252 — norbertrichard

Wed Jul 04, 2018 10:55 pm

Hi Ky, just letting you know that we'er all hoping that everything is going great for you guys.




Post 253 — SutterKane

Sat Jul 07, 2018 10:59 am

You have give us a amazing look into your world, but thats all it is, a look. We see into that glass but darkly. You and Jaimee are they only ones that have any real idea what is really going on between you. You two should be the only ones that matter in this adventure. Read what the other posters have said and cautioned you about but remember that advice is generally only worth what you pay for it. Just like mine here




Post 254 — norbertrichard

Fri Jul 13, 2018 11:51 am

Ky, Hopping all is well,not to be pushy, but could you take a sec to let us know that all is well? One of your many fans.




Post 255 — marco333111

Wed Jul 18, 2018 2:45 am

Hey Ky_Da,



How are things, everything alright between the two, or three of you?



Cheers,

Marco.




Post 256 — hwc

Fri Jul 20, 2018 8:13 am

Yes, eagerly awaiting an update!




Post 257 — norbertrichard

Sat Aug 04, 2018 2:06 pm

I hope your silence, is not an indication that  everything  is other than great with you and Jamie, and you two are burning up the sheets planing a family, and a great future.




Post 258 — trdd

Sat Aug 04, 2018 11:57 pm

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard

Ditto.




Post 259 — soupcan_44

Sun Aug 05, 2018 3:31 am

↳ Replying to: trdd, norbertrichard

+1.   



Ky posted on June 6, just after returning home from his horrible life-threatening experience that he was done with the game and they had also decided to start a family..... Five days later Jaimee confesses she still thinks about being with Wade......  Recovery from extreme trauma is often very difficult... 



So, like others have said I just hope they are both still good and taking care of each other.




Post 260 — SutterKane

Sun Aug 05, 2018 5:47 am

Ky I hope the two of you are finding your happiness, whatever and wherever that takes you both. But if you would, drop us a line and let us know the two of you are OK. We worry.




Post 261 — Ky_Da

Wed Aug 08, 2018 1:20 pm

Hey all, 



Yeah, it’s been a while, but we’re still here. Thanks for the concern and the positive energy my way. My wife and I are good. Candidly, we’ve had a couple of ups and downs in the last couple of months, but what married couple out there doesn’t. Life sometimes is just hard. In the last couple of months, I’ve been working my ass off trying to get something new going at work since I lost all of my contracts recently. And I’m happy to say that I have had some success on that front. The good thing about the industry I’m in is that it is a global industry, and even though there’s a lot of competition, a good product and solid tech support goes a long way. But no one on here wants to read about my work issues, haha. I’ve had a number of PMs asking about my Wade and my wife, and truthfully, I haven’t answered any of them. I really haven’t been on this site very much in the last couple of months. 



I was in a funk for a while. I guess I’d describe it as just feeling numb towards everything. I thought about seeing a counselor, but little by little I started feeling better, so I never did. I still have a melancholy day once in a while, but I’m feeling much like my old self again. As for Wade… well, he’s still very much in the picture. Jaimee and I took a couple of weeks to ourselves, and we had some great alone time. We spent a pretty penny on some bed & breakfast inns and a number of nice restaurants. We even did a number of boat dive in the Channel Islands, which my wife loved a lot more than I did. But it was worth it to see her strutting around on deck in her skimpy swimsuit. However, neither one of us wanted to let her boyfriend go. She would have if I’d have asked it, but I realize now that these cuck feelings just don’t go away, no matter how hard I try, or how much I try to ignore them. If anything, by not indulging in them, they just bottle up until I’m ready to explode. My wife, too. She is sooooo much happier and sooooo much more satisfied when she’s getting her little cunt stuffed by her boyfriend.  



But we’ve been pretty tame overall. They connect after her workouts, and once in a while here at our house, but it’s been very casual and not too intense compared to the Vegas weekend some months back. Jaimee is off of the pill, so Wade’s been stuck using condoms—which they both hate. But I have another confession. For me, it adds a whole new level of play. To think that she’s just a thin membrane of latex away from getting pregnant with another man’s baby—it’s a total rush and pushes all the cuck buttons. I know this is the most extreme of cuck fantasies, and I don’t really want it, but it’s still fun to think about. My wife bought these XX Durex condoms and then bought these Trojan Magnum condoms. They’re still debating which ones are better—so the verdict is still out. They did go through the Trojan ones faster though. The other night my wife asked me to stop by the pharmacy and pick up a new box. She knew that would push my cuck buttons, and man did it ever. Nothing like buying condoms for your wife’s boyfriend. 



I did feel kind of cool for a minute as I approached the cashier because she probably thought that the condoms were for me. But that cool feeling didn’t last very long when I decided to put one of those on myself. I’ve mentioned this before, that I’m about as average size as they come, but that condom was enormous. And I’ve seen my wife put one on Wade. They barely fit—or at least that’s what it looks like. Those things have an amazing amount of stretch, but he has no problem filling it. Maybe it’s because of the need to wear condoms, but one change is that they have a lot more anal sex than they ever did before. I think they would do it more, but my wife can only do it so many times before she needs some recovery time, although, her stamina must be increasing because she seems to be able to do it a lot more now. 



I took my wife out to a musical last weekend. Yeah, I spent way too much money on it, but she loved, loved, loved it, so it was worth it. We actually flew to a different city to see it—which of course added to the expense, but that night in the hotel we had some good time to talk. I have to back up a little though. As we got back to the hotel, we were like two teenagers when we got to our room. We had our clothes off in seconds and were passionately going at it on the bed. I was feeling very ‘alpha’ and so I turned her over onto her stomach and was going to fuck her in the ass. This isn’t something I’ve done very often—only a couple of times really—but I was feeling it, and so I started to press my dick into her. But she was clinching tight and trying to turn away, so I pulled her back into position and started to get lined up again, and I was almost ready to enter her when she cried out. 



“That’s not yours, Ky!” 



I was shocked, and for a stunned moment I froze. Even though it was like a kick to the stomach as I started to realize what she meant, my dick was throbbing it was so hard. Also, I have to mention, CrossFit has really done a lot for my wife. As I tried to hold her in that doggie style position, I realized how hard her muscles have gotten, her ass, her legs, fuck, she’s a little rock—but I digress. 



“What do you mean you’re not mine?” I choked out.



She shook her head as I held her shoulders pinned to the bed, “I said that’s not yours, not I’m not yours.” 



“What’s the difference?” I said, knowing where she was going with this, but all the same wanting her to say it out loud. 



“My arse belongs to my boyfriend—that’s Wade’s.  



“You’re serious? You’d deny me that?” 



She tried to turn over, but I held her tight—which wasn’t easy. “This bothers you? You’re bloody averse to the act of buggery most of the time, but then one night you just decide to pop in and shove your dick up my arse?” 



I sweat that’s exactly how she said it. I couldn’t help but laugh. It felt like I was being scolded by some high-society gal with a dirty mouth. But she was right. Anal sex really isn’t really my thing. But that she was denying that to me, fuck it blew my mind. 



“That’s true,” I had to confess. “I just felt in the mood.” “You’d really deny me?” I asked as I started to tease her hole with the tip of my dick. She tried to lift her hips up and get her pussy around my dick, but I pressed her flat against the bed again and then started to tease her. It didn’t take long and she was really starting to squirm underneath me. 



Finally, she broke and said, “Fine, but don’t tell Wade.”



I snorted a laugh, “What, don’t tell Wade I fucked my wife?” I said as I pushed my lubricated dick inside of ass. It slid in like a hot knife through freshly microwaved butter. No resistance at all. I came almost instantly. But the whole thing had turned me on so much that I stayed hard, which isn’t something that happens to me very often. 



What followed was a night of the most passionate, most aggressive sex I’ve ever experienced. It was like we had a massive amount of pent up energy and it was all being released in this one night. I thought I couldn’t possible cum anymore, but my wife managed to coax a couple of more orgasms out of me. My balls actually ached for almost a day afterward.  



Between sessions we were laying in bed, her head on my chest and I asked her, “Were you serious about me not telling Wade that I fucked my own wife’s ass?” 



She was lazily playing with my dick, and didn’t stop when she replied, “A bit—he likes thinking that he owns that part of me. The idea doesn’t seem to bother you,” my cock slowly hardening in her hand. 



“It just surprised me,” I answered her, “we haven’t really been playing the game with much intensity since we started talking about starting a family. It feels like you’re trying to push my buttons—am I wrong?” 



She was silent for a long minute before I felt her shrug against me, “No, I suppose you’re not. I miss the excitement sometimes,” after another long pause she said in nearly a whisper, “I feel like such a slut sometimes.” 



By the way she said it, I wasn’t sure exactly how she meant it, so I asked, “Are you okay? Did you mean that in a good or a bad way?” 



She continued to touch my dick but her head was facing the television so I couldn’t see her face. She waited a long time to answer, but eventually said, “I don’t mean it either way, Ky. I think I’m just accepting that this is what I am. I’m a slut… a bloody slag… a scarlet woman…”



“Hey,” I said softly as I pulled her into my arms. “What’s up? You know I love you exactly as you are. I love that you’re more in touch with your sexuality—that you know what you want.” 



She smiled meekly at me, “I love you too, Ky.” I always love hearing that, hehe.



“So what’s this about?” I implored again. 



She sighed heavily before she answered, “The last couple of months have been brilliant,” she began, “and it should be enough for me… I have you… and you let me have Wade on the side… this should be enough for me…” 



She went silent on me, so I again prompted, “But it’s not?” 



At first, I didn’t think she heard me, like she was lost in her own thoughts, but she finally gave me a slight shrug, “I want it to be,” was all that she said. As kindly and as lovingly as I could, I looked her in the eyes and asked her to tell me what she was thinking. I needed to know. Again, she sighed, and then she pushed herself up into a sitting position. 



“I feel like I’m losing myself,” she began. I almost opened my mouth again, but at the last second, I held my tongue. I was determined to just listen. This is something we’ve been fighting about the last couple of months—my constant need to comment and to give her solutions to her problems, when all she really wants is for me to listen. “I have you, I have Wade more often than I should—more than is fair to you… but I can’t help but always fantasize about… well, more… I feel like sex is all I think about. That trip to Las Vegas really changed something about me. I feel like I’m still trying to understand it. I feel like something.”



I so wanted to interrupt her during her explanation. I mean she’s said similar things like this in the past, but I could tell that she was still trying to find the words to describe how she felt. What had happened in the past wasn’t over. I stayed quiet. 



She started and stopped a few more times before finally saying, “Fuck it. I’m just going to say it.” She looked straight at me, “Ky, I love cucking you.” She made this half-sardonic-half-desperate-laugh “I feel like something powerfully intoxicating about it…”



“What exactly about it?” I asked before I could stop myself, “Is it having bigger cocks, other men, or humiliating me?” 



She shook her head and looked me in the eyes, “I don’t like when you’re really humiliated. That truly bothers me. There’s a point though, where I can push your buttons and I can tell you’re enjoying it, but there comes a point where you’re start getting self-conscious. I can literally see it happen. You start doubting yourself. You start doubting me—and us. And that ruins it for me because you don’t understand.” 



This one caught me flat-footed, “What don’t I understand?” 



She rolled her eyes at me and rested her hand on my knee, “That I love you. That you’re not going to lose me. That you don’t need to feel self-conscious. Ever! I only love you. And when we play the game, I feel a massive, brilliant thrill in knowing that you get so turned on by it,” she paused in thought, “Let me explain it this way… If we had never met and I was with Wade, the sex would be good… maybe great. But having sex with him because it pushes your cuck buttons gives me such a rush that my head spins. There’s a look in your eye you get when I know I’m pushing the right buttons, and that look bloody kills me. I love that look, Ky.”  



It was my turn to sit in silence for a few minutes. This time with my head spinning. “I think I get it.” I said at last. She gave me a skeptical look. “No, I think I do,” I said again. “I ruin the game for you when my confidence goes all to shit.” I thought about this last year and remembered a few things, “You’ve always done what I’ve wanted, but I haven’t done a very good job of reciprocating because, truthfully, I’m nervous you won’t see me as your man anymore. If I wear a cage, or suck a cock, I worry you won’t look at me the same way.” 



As an aside, when I just said the words about me sucking a cock, I saw a serious cum-face cross her features. 



“More-or-less,” my wife said, “You worry, but you don’t need to.”



“So you still want to play the game?” I asked her bluntly. 



She laid down on the pillow next to me, “Not if you’re going to be all wobbly about it. I don’t want to play if I have to worry constantly about you—it’s too much for me. I’ve thought a lot about this. It’s easy to lose myself when we’re playing the game, and I need you to be strong enough to pull me back if you need to, but It’s exhausting when you’re back and forth like this.” 



“Well, in my defense, the Guatemala thing--,” 



“—That’s different,” she interrupted, “that scared the shite out of me despite you telling me all the time that you were fine. We had to stop the game for a while after that.” 



“What about starting a family?” I asked.



“I still want that,” she confessed, “but we’ve been so stressed out about everything this last month, that it’s driving me mental.” A long moment of silence again passed between the two of us before she added, “Ky, you’re a cuckold, and that’s not going to change. And now I don’t want it to if I’m being honest with myself. I finally understand you. But what I don’t understand is why you resist it. You push it away like it was a disease instead of embracing it and being happy.”




Post 262 — viking53

Wed Aug 08, 2018 1:46 pm

Great to see you back Ky and to hear that everything is fine with you and Jaimee. I have a feeling that starting a family is going to be put off for a while!




Post 263 — subtoall

Wed Aug 08, 2018 2:14 pm

Hallelujah!  You're poised on the precipice of the promised land.




Post 264 — haibinh

Wed Aug 08, 2018 3:40 pm

welcome !! Have you ever thought If you let your wife see wade again ??




Post 265 — elina

Wed Aug 08, 2018 4:09 pm

Welcome back and thank you so much for sharing this Ky!



This post was absolutely wonderful!!!



First it is good to see you start posting again and that both you and Jaimee is doing well. As you said, everybody has challenges, the interesting aspect is how to accept and resolve these.

 

There are lots of stories of sexual acts on this site, and even this thread would not be the same if these were not reported.

But what I really think makes this thread so special and dear to many of us is your sharing how you and Jaimee evolve as individuals and a couple. 



Thank you Ky and please come back with more whenever there is something you want to share with us.



elina




Post 266 — wannabecUKold

Wed Aug 08, 2018 4:27 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, wonderful to have your posts back.  Delightful to know things are going well with the two of you.  








I can just hear her saying it.  Only an posh English girl could say it.  Those crystal vowels.  The aristocratic swearing.  The  non-nonsense reference to buggery.  



What a joy. 

Welcome back.




Post 267 — Open2it

Wed Aug 08, 2018 8:00 pm

Welcome back. Jaime is brilliant and wise beyond her years!  You are a lucky man to have a wife who’s so open and honest with you.




Post 268 — ddriver86

Wed Aug 08, 2018 11:10 pm

Hey Ky,



Sounds like it's time for you to show her your commitment. We all know it is tough for you, especially with the volcano, but she seems to have been put through the cuckold roller coaster very much as well.  You both definitely needed to take a break after the volcano, but damn it was like a coitus interruptus, not even a ruined orgasm to end it that way. I'm afraid that even though you are dabbling in cuckoldville, the pent-up pressure needs to be dealt with.



Maybe bite the bullet and order a Jailbird chastity device to show her you are willing to give her what she longs for and that you are willing to "go over that hill" even though you do not know what is on the other side.



Just a thought.



Good Luck!




Post 269 — MaxCargo

Thu Aug 09, 2018 2:53 am

I can only agree, it's great to hear from you again. Most important, of course, is to know you and Jaimee are doing well.

I guess the question you and Jaimee are dealing with is to find thr right "dose" or "formula" with this Hotwife/Cuckold-fantasy, to keep everything exciting, but whitout causing any fundamental problems in your marriage?



Of course, there is no standard answer to this. I can think the complete "Hotwife/Cuckold/Voyeur-fantasy" can be very hot and exciting, if I wouldn’t think that way I probabely wouldn’t be on this forum. And as long as it works for both partners that's great. BUT in my opinion , this whole "fantasy/lifestyle" or whatever you want to call it, should always only be a supplement to your very own sex life you have with your beloved wife/girlfriend, an exciting one, but again, only a supplement, nothing more. Exactly the same applies to any lover of her. This all, especially her lover, should never become the core of your or of your wife's sex life or the main purpose of it. But I strongly assume you and Jaimee are already know aware of this, far better than anyone of us.



Nonetheless, I would like to recommend, that Jaimee should never move in with Wade ever again for a period of time. Or having sex with him every single day, like it appeared it was the case already in the weeks before your trip to Guatemala. That was simply too much, in my opinion. But again, I think you and Jaimee already have come to the same conclusion;)




Post 270 — Ky_Da

Thu Aug 09, 2018 3:41 am

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold, Ky_Da





Thanks. And you more than most understand a lot about my wife. She’s lived in the States for a number of years now, but she’s still VERY British in so many ways. Most of her family are Bristolians and speak with that western Bristol accent where they pronounce a lot more of their “R”s, but from all her time at school, and growing up with a lot of gals from London, and a lot of them were from very affluent families, she’s adopted a bit of an RP accent. She’s sometimes a little self conscious about it, because it can come off as very posh, and some think it’s very arrogant, but I just find it fucking sexy.




Post 271 — wannabecUKold

Thu Aug 09, 2018 4:24 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Thanks Ky.




Especially when she is lying face down underneath you, swearing at you!




Post 272 — SutterKane

Thu Aug 09, 2018 5:32 am

I'm just glad the two of you are doing well and that all the unasked for "Preaching" and "Advice" you get on here hasn't run you off.

 I do have a question that has been bothering me since you left Guatemala but I hate to bring it up. Did you ever hear anything on the fate Augustin and his son?




Post 273 — Zona

Thu Aug 09, 2018 12:35 pm

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

The preaching and advice that you tell the OP to ignore is well intended.  You either don’t see the risk Wade presents, or you don’t care.  Are you willing to see the destruction of their marriage just so you can get your thrill?



I’ve seen far too many marital train wrecks occur because the wife falls in love with her BF.  I could name NINE that l am personally familiar with.  There are dozens more.



Edited to correct typo.




Post 274 — Ky_Da

Thu Aug 09, 2018 1:53 pm

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

I don't know all the details because my Spanish is sub-par at best, but what I did verify was that his body was found next to his son's. It looks like they were together in the end which gives me some comfort. What I'm not so sure about is who else in his family died. I understood that he had gotten several of the family out, but I couldn't understand much more when they were talking about aunts, uncles, cousins, etc. I only knew Agustin for a short time, and most of that time was him having me on about one thing or another. But his passing really touched me. It made me see my own reality and made me feel very mortal.




Post 275 — Ky_Da

Thu Aug 09, 2018 2:01 pm

↳ Replying to: Zona, SutterKane

I don't doubt that Zona is telling the truth. Sex outside of marriage is playing with the hottest of fires. I would hate to think that my experiences have influenced anyone, or pushed anyone into trying it. You all have to make your own decisions. I love reading people's comments, but one thing I've learned over the last couple of years is that everyone has their own points of view. There are cheerleaders and there are preachers, both with their own agendas, wants and needs. I read them all and think about them--I think about them a lot actually, but in the end, I'm making my own decisions for what's best for my wife and I. I very much appreciate the little bit of dialogue I've had with some of you. Writing about my experiences has been very cathartic for me and has helped me find my own thoughts and feelings through this journey. And this is the only place I think I could really talk about what I'm living through. It's nice to talk about these feelings without being called crazy, demented, a perv, etc.




Post 276 — mundyman

Thu Aug 09, 2018 2:51 pm

Wow, what a huge bomb to get from your wife. You two seem to have a lot to figure out how this is going to work and how you’re going to figure out a way to deal with your confidence issues. 

Good luck and best wishes to you two. 

Good luck on starting a family. 

Thanks for sharing and please keep us posted. 

Any extended work trips coming up??




Post 277 — BigHotMess

Thu Aug 09, 2018 5:00 pm

What Zona is saying is that your wife is being hypocritical (I say this respectfully).  On one hand she is saying that you have nothing to worry about and on the other hand she’s saying that she needs you to be clear headed so that you can ‘pull her back’ if you have to (and you’ve had to).



‘Pulling back’ is very very dangerous and represents unecessary risk.  There are many risks and just like anything else you need to protect against risks.



Proper boundary setting is one way to mitigate risk.  It does seem like you’ve setup some new boundaries with Wade.  Both you and your wife, though, need to address these decisions specifically as boundaries - use those exact terms.  She’s expecting you to be able to pull her back but the more ‘team’ decision is to make sure that you don’t have to.



It’s probably not a bad idea to pivot away from certain guys at certain times.  If what she is saying is correct about how she feels about wade, then he’s fungible anyways.  She’s an attractive woman under 30, it should be easy enough to find others.  For me, personally, ‘he likes to think that he owns a part of me’ would present a very significant red flag.  Very significant.




Post 278 — realcucklife

Thu Aug 09, 2018 10:20 pm

Great to see you back!

She might be smart enough for the two of you.

 She understands who you are, and she likes you being in that roll.

Go with it.




Post 279 — vmb69

Fri Aug 10, 2018 1:13 am

I'm sure many couples here could give you dozens of successful and total failures. I think it's better to just read stay within oneself personal opinion and just just go with current happiness of someone. Opinions are like ______, everyone has one




Post 280 — Ky_Da

Fri Aug 10, 2018 2:23 am

To clarify, the experience I wrote about a couple of days ago happened almost two weeks ago, and since then, my wife’s been slowly turning up the heat. It started a few days after we got back when I was at work and I saw a pop-up notification in the lower right corner of my computer monitor alerting me Jaimee had uploaded new files to our shared Dropbox folder. Now this folder hasn’t been updated in a while, so as soon as I was alone in my office, I opened up the folder and found about a dozen new pictures. 



I opened the first one and what I saw instantly gave me a hardon. I could see my wife’s lips wrapped around a good size cock. The picture cut off most of her face, only showing her stretched lips. I realized pretty quickly that this wasn’t Wade’s cock. She had taken this cock all the way to the root, and she can’t even come close to doing that with Wade. The rest of the pictures were similar. I could tell that the guy was wearing slacks, and I got a couple of glimpses of a desk, but nothing more that I could use to identify whose cock it was. She had taken these pictures about mid-morning so it had happened while she was at work. The last picture was a total porn style cum shot, taken from above with her mouth open and a mouthful of spunk while she was looking directly at the camera. In seconds I had my phone out and was calling her. It went to voicemail but I got a text from her almost instantly. 



Text: Can’t talk now, my slutty little cunt’s demanding some attention.



I sent her back a text which went unanswered. In fact, the rest of the day passed without a word from her. I had to work late, as I’ve been doing a lot lately, and when I got home, I found her in the kitchen baking bread. She was conservatively dressed and wearing an apron. It was like a scene from some 1950s TV show. 



I stood in the kitchen, lust flaring through my veins, and she looks at me, smiles, and says, “Dinner is in the refrigerator.” She was acting like it was just any other day, like nothing had happened. She was acting all innocent and like she was blissfully unaware of her raging husband standing inside the kitchen doorway. 



Acting on total instinct, I walked over to her, turned her around so that she was facing the island’s counter top, pulled her skirt and panties down enough to be out of the way, and entered her from behind. She let out a loud squeal but that changed quickly into a low and throaty moan as I fucked her over the island. I pushed her hips up onto the island so that her feet were dangling above the floor. God, I love my short little wife. Her pussy was loose and sopping wet, but I felt her muscles pinching down on me as I pumped in and out of her. I came as hard and almost had to sit down my head was spinning so badly. I was panting and really starting to sweat it had been so fucking intense. 



Jaimee slid herself down from the island and her skirt fell back into place. She had flour all over her front. The apron caught a lot of it, but there was flour everywhere. She looked down at herself and then gave me a very coy smile and said, “I guess I should bake bread more often—I had no idea it would fancy it this much.” 



“It wasn’t the fucking bread woman.” I growled out. “Who was that in those pictures you uploaded? Who did you fuck today?” 



My wife’s attention turned from me to her skirt as she began to crane her head around to look at her backside the best that she could. She put her hand down the front of her skirt towards her cunt, “I have to go clean up, Ky. You actually came a lot,” she said without answering me. 



“Fuck cleaning up, Jaimee,” I was trying to sound all alpha and aggressive, and I think I was doing a pretty good job of it, but my wife was having none of it. She gave me a look that told me everything—I wasn’t in charge. But I pressed on anyway, “I want to know who had his cock inside my wife.” 



Jaimee came over to me, put her arms over my shoulders and kissed me on the cheek, “Of course you do, my handsome cucky.” 



But she still didn’t answer me. She took of her apron, set it on the counter and walked out of the kitchen into the front room. I followed her up to the bedroom where she started to remove her flour coated blouse and skirt, all the while completely ignoring me. 



“Seriously, Jaimee,” I said, not happy with how pleading my voice sounded, “Who was that?” 



She was completely nude now, her short hair mussed and disheveled. She approached me and then when she was only a foot away, she gave me a push so that I sat on the edge of the bed. My gorgeous, raven haired wife them pushed me until my upper body was lying down on the bed, my feet still planted on the floor. She then crawled over me until her cunt was right over my mouth. 



“You owe me an orgasm, cuck-boy,” she said as she looked down at me, the rings in her nipples hanging about a foot above me—yeah, she put them back in a while ago and they’ve never come back out—and I was so horny that I dove in without reservation. I didn’t even think about the fact that I had barely cum in her minutes ago. To be honest, I was so over the top filled with lust that I didn’t even think about it. I just went at it with all that I could. Like a lot of guys, I’ve tasted my cum, and I found it to be horrible. Despite being very appreciative of my wife’s efforts and willingness to swallow, I don’t know how she does it and looks like she likes it—how she makes it look sexy even. But I guess if your blood is really pumping the lust through your veins, your taste buds don’t work as well, or maybe it was just a one-off, I don’t know. Before long, my wife was really grinding herself on me. She had my head locked into a sex vice of sorts, squeezing her thighs tightly against my head as she came. And man did she cum. Long and hard. So beautiful.



 She flopped onto the bed, near comatose. I undressed crawled on top of her and we kissed deeply. It was so erotic because my face was covered from her pussy juice and my jizz, but she didn’t even seem to notice. I pulled her legs over my shoulders and made love to her for as long as I could hold out—which was a while since I’d already cum once. 



After, while we were both laying next to each other, I asked, “So who was the guy?” 



Jaimee gave me a sultry laugh and pulled my head into an embrace so that my cheek was pressed against her breasts, “poor cuck-boy, so hot and bothered, always wanting what he can’t have.” 



We stayed awake talking until way too late that night, but try as I might, I couldn’t get her to tell me who she had been with. I know she would have told me if I’d given up my safeword—I could tell she was enjoying the game, so I decided to let it play and see what developed from it. I think she’s been with Greg, but when I asked her if it was him, she was too smooth and didn’t give up any clues. I suspect it’s him, but I’m not certain. As a quick reminder, Greg is a man she met, and fucked once, earlier this year. She met him through work as he’s in the same basic industry. I know Greg wanted to pursue more with Jaimee, but, well, the game didn’t break that way back then. 



After that incident, all was calm on the cuckold front for a couple of days. Then it was like Déjà vu, I got another popup alert and more pictures in Dropbox. This time I was already alone in the office and so I immediately went to take a look. This time, the picture was taken from the guy’s perspective. A condom wrapped cock – it looked like the last mystery cock – was deeply imbedded in my wife. Her legs splayed out, her pussy sloppy and wet with the cloth from her G-string pulled to the side. That night was a repeat of the first night with amazing sex and me trying, and failing, to get her to tell me the name of guy. 



“So what John does that cock belong to?” I asked her as she was on top of me, riding my dick. I could feel her moving her hips, trying to find just the right angle, but I could see that she was having a hard time finding what she was looking for. I just wasn’t doing it for her. Which is a feeling that is both erotic and devastating at the same time. 



“Who said his name was John,” she asked me, a bit of frustration in her voice. She laid her head on my chest and was thrusting down, pushing on my dick almost hard enough to be painful. 



“I meant a John, as in what the cops call a male customer picking up hookers.” 



Her head shot up and for the briefest of seconds I saw red flames in her eyes, but she realized quickly that I was trying to bait her and so she laughed it off, “funny cuck-boy,” she said sarcastically. She then lifted her hips until my dick slipped out of her pussy. Pinning my dick between us, she started to grind her clit over my hardon. It seemed to do the trick and moments later she was cumming. 



…One thing my wife is very good at is making herself cum.  



She laid down next to me. I looked at her flush face, a light perspiration on her forehead, “You look content,” I commented. 



She returned my smile easily, “I should hope so after getting stuffed by two cocks and one dick in the same day.” 



“No fucking way!” I nearly shouted. “Who is this guy Jaimee?” 



She shrugged her shoulders at me. Her smile grew a little wider. Then she gave me this pouty look, and almost a teasingly condescension said, “Does my cuck-boy really want to know what new lover has had his big cock in my slutty pussy?” 



“Yes dammit,” I blurted in near desperation. She was killing me with this new game. “I think I should know who’s fucking my wife.” 



I watched in fascination as she absorbed what I’d just said because a look of pure eroticism passed over her features as she bit onto her lower lip and closed her eyes briefly. She smiled again as a look of pure contentment settled onto her face. “Tell me cuck-boy, what did you think of the cock in the pictures?” 



I hesitated for a moment, this was not a question I was prepared for. What the hell was she asking me this for. I knew it wasn’t for nothing. She’s very calculating that way—cunning even. “It was a cock. It was in my wife. What do you want me to say?” I managed to ask in a calmer voice. 



She propped herself up on her pillow. “What did you like about it? What did you find attractive about it?” 



Side note: Did you pick up on how she asked the questions? I did as soon as she said them. I’ve been married to her long enough to know her crafty ways—at least some of them. You see, she didn’t ask me if I liked it, or if I found it attractive. She automatically jumped to ‘what’ did you find attractive about it, pushing the implication and the assumption that I found it attractive in the first place. 



“Don’t manipulate me you little twat,” I scolded teasingly. “I don’t find anything attractive about another man’s junk. No man has an attractive cock—it’s just a cock.”



She shot me a sneer but went on undeterred all the same, “That’s not true and it’s also very short sighted of you since someday you’ll be every bit the pro I am when it comes to gagging on them.” 



I couldn’t hold it in. I laughed pretty hard at that. “No fucking way,” I said bluntly, shaking my head. “I just wasn’t made that way. I’ve never found the thought of sucking a cock to be attractive—never have—never will. I might—MIGHT—try it someday just to fulfill your crazy fantasy, but that’s a long way away from becoming a pro at it.” 



Her sneer turned into a smile, and it was way too sincere a smile for my liking. She’s up to something, I couldn’t help thinking. “Indulge me love,” she said, “let your insecurities go and just let yourself open up to a new thought,” she moved closer to me so that she could talk softer, “Let me tell you about what makes a cock sexy,” she reached down and lightly touched my dick, “First is the feel. The skin is always so soft, so smooth. And of course, the taste is amazing,” she said seductively. She then licked my neck, “through a cock, you can feel a man’s arousal,” she continued. “You can tell what he likes because it swells and expands in your hands and in your mouth. When you first put a cock in your mouth, your tongue will feel the soft, but firm veins that run down it’s length. The way the shaft meets the head of a penis is fascinating. Each one is so different, but still kind of the same.” She had me hard yet again, and she was slowly stroking my dick in her hand. 



“Do you think I have a sexy cock?” I asked, not really sure I wanted the answer. She hesitated so I pressed, “Be honest—what do you think?”



“It’s sufficient, but no, not really sexy.” 



“Ouch,” I said, a little hurt, but mostly turned on. 



“Oh, don’t get your knickers in a twist. I have small boobs—I accept that and move on,” she chided me. 



“That’s not the same, babe,” I replied, “your breasts are perfect—and very sexy.”



 I couldn’t see her face, but I knew she liked what I’d said, even though she replied, “Well, I’m happy my cuck-boy thinks so. That’s all that matters—now stop distracting me,” she said and returned back to her musings, “you can feel when your lover is getting close to his orgasm because it swells even more. There’s all this anticipation and you know you’re close. And then is twitches in your mouth and starts to spasm, and you feel this warm gush hit your throat. It’s all so brilliant that you can’t believe how much you enjoy it. After you do it a few times, it starts to get addicting. You start to fascinate about different cocks, bigger cocks.” 



After a moment of silence, I said, “That was incredibly descriptive.” And it was. I only wrote what I could remember, but she went on about cocks for a good ten minutes. 



“So, what about the cock in today’s picture did you like?” she asked again. 



I thought for a moment and finally found what I thought would be fairly innocuous, “That it seemed to be making you happy,” I said. 



She lightly punched my shoulder, “You’re being purposefully gormless, Ky.”



“Not really, you just don’t understand how averse I am to thinking about another guy’s cock. I can’t help it.” 



She seemed to deflate a little after I said that. We were quite and just enjoyed being together for a time. I reached down and gently manipulated one of her nipple rings. It’s something I’ve found I enjoy doing when we’re near each other and I can get away with it. Short hair, nipple rings, yeah, she’d made some big changes in this last year. I miss her long hair, and she assures me that she’ll start growing it out again soon, but she’s enjoying the change for now. 



The last couple of weeks have been interesting—different than times past. One day we seem to play the game, dialing it up and her pushing my buttons. Then a couple of days go by and it’s like we’re not playing at all. It’s just normal, everyday life. Maybe this is the balance we’ve been trying to find. One thing I’ve learned about the balance of things is that it’s a constant effort. The minute you stop working at it is when you fall off of the high-wire. 



Her time with Wade has been fairly consistent. They see each other every day at his gym, and fuck often. But she sleeps at our house, although Wade has spent the night a couple of times. I know there are mixed opinions on Wade and his intentions, but to us he’s been nothing but great. He could easily have a girl on each arm if he wanted to, but for now he’s content to have Jaimee as often as she’ll let him—which yes, is fairly frequent. He’ll make the occasional comment to push my buttons that Jaimee’s the first girl he’s been able to perfectly custom fit to his cock, and now that she fits him so well, he’s remiss to find another girl. I think Jaimee put him up to saying that to me actually. 



Jaimee and Wade are close. And that should probably scare me more. But I’m good with it. The people that frequent that particular CrossFit gym all pretty much think that the two of them are an item—and while they’re there, they are. She has a good group of close workout friends there. She’s happy. It was mentioned that some of the things Wade said should be raising flags, and also that they closeness of their relationship should also send up flags. I’ll just say, you might be right, but realistically, shouldn’t everything done and talked about on this forum send up flags? Are some flags just a little brighter red than others? I mean really, our significant others are engaging in sexual relationships with other people. If that isn’t a recipe for disaster, I don’t know what is, and yet, we don’t stop. It’s all pretty fucking crazy. Also, from what I’ve read on this forum, what my wife and I have done is NOTHING compared to a lot of the things I’ve read on here. In fact, I’d say we’re one of the most tame and boring couple in this lifestyle. 



On another note, I finally agreed to try a cage. She’s pretty happy about it. She loves the idea of leaving me locked up while she’s out getting her freak on with her boyfriend. I think it’s a power trip for her. Anyway, she ordered one online that’s supposed to arrive in a couple of days. It rated okay and wasn’t too expensive. I’m not ready to spring for the highly rated jail-bird just yet. This is just something to try for now. She finally wore me down I guess.




Post 281 — elina

Fri Aug 10, 2018 5:09 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Dear Ky,



Good to see that Jaimee is back to Her full, teasing, sexy self. 




I saw the previous comments related to Her English origins, I laughed out loud reading the remark above, so very Brittish like if it was in a movie directed by John Cleese!




Good luck, hope you don't have a bad experience because the cage doesn't do its job properly. I am among the few who had quite some incidents with the plastic toys before my Wife decided we should get the Jail-bird; worth every cent......  Just tell Jaimee not to leave you in there for too long a time and not to leave you alone without a spare key in case something unexpected happens. There are ways to ensure that Jaimee will know if you broke out...



Anyway, hope you will share your cage experiences with us when it gets that far.



Sincerely

elina




Post 282 — vmb69

Fri Aug 10, 2018 5:36 am

Your recount is again the best I have read on this site. Jaime sure knows how to push your buttons. I would say finally giving in does remove some angst, and the cage will also fix that problem of your Alpha wanting to surface after you cum, my has found that not letting me cum after she came home made it easier to prevent the "alpha cucky" angst or jealousy to surface. Making it all easier for her to take more control. I think you will soon find out who's dick that was has you finally start sucking it. I do envy you 2 and can't wait for my wife and I to be back in the same spot.




Post 283 — SutterKane

Fri Aug 10, 2018 6:20 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, SutterKane

My condolences on the loss of your friend. He did the right thing and paid the price.




Post 284 — Xalar11

Fri Aug 10, 2018 9:12 am

Thank you for the update. You're an excellent writer. If it is not too much to ask, I hope you can answer one or two questions for a better understanding.

Did I understand you correctly, Jaimee goes to the gym and meets with Wade every day. Really, every single day, even on the weekends? You also said Jaimee and Wade have sex often. Can I ask what this exactly means? Maybe not every day, but them having sex with eachother about 4-5 times in a week or indeed every time when they meet at gym or somewhere else?



Please excuse my prying. Hope it's not inappropiate asking.




Post 285 — Ky_Da

Fri Aug 10, 2018 9:24 am

Thanks, Xalar11



To answer your question, Jaimee goes to the gym Mon-Fri. She goes directly from work before she comes home. CrossFit has this Workout of the Day thing, and if you attack it, you're done in like 30-45 minutes. She doesn't go on the weekends, but lately she's been getting plenty of exercise surfing on the weekends. As far as how often they have sex... I'd say it probably averages 3-4 times a week. They'v got this routine of going to his place after her workout for sex. She showers there and then comes home, while Wade usually goes back to the gym to train other clients in the evening. Once in a while we have Wade over to our place. This is something we've been doing for a while now. I don't know, it happens maybe every other week. He'll come over for dinner and usually stay the night, so of course, more sex with Jaimee. She used to spend the night at his place once in a while, but we haven't been doing that in the last couple of months.




Post 286 — Xalar11

Fri Aug 10, 2018 9:35 am

Thanks for the immediate response. Do you and Jaimee have actually "reclamation-sex" every time or at least most of the times when she returns to you?

Again, I hope it's not too personal to ask, but does Jaimee refrain from sex on her fertile days with Wade or any other guy, in regard she certainly wants only to get pregnant from you, her beloved husband?




Post 287 — vmb69

Fri Aug 10, 2018 9:49 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Do you feel she can still feel you as much with the amount of sex she is having with wade, and now it seems with Mr X, and perhaps Mr Y.? When my wife was with our friend and fucking regularly initially, she finally told me that she had sex with me for the connection, and not because she enjoyed it or got anything out of it. Which of course made me even harder and more in love with her.




Post 288 — vmb69

Fri Aug 10, 2018 9:55 am

to add to Xalar, have you discussed the possibility? That is something that my Queen and I discussed after an initial scare. Since we both didnt like abortion, and my friend looked like me we finally decided if she did end pregnant we would keep the baby and raise it has our own like any other kid we had together.




Post 289 — Ky_Da

Fri Aug 10, 2018 12:17 pm

↳ Replying to: Xalar11

If you've read much of what I've posted, you'll see that I've shared just about everything, so don't worry about asking personal questions. When my wife is the most fertile, we do keep those days to ourselves. The rest of the time, she makes Wade wear a condom. Everybody hates condoms, but we both want this baby to be ours. 



As far as reclamation sex... no, we don't have it every time--I honestly don't think I could keep up with that pace. This will probably set off some people's sensibilities, but Wade has about twice as much sex with my wife than I do. I'm sure I'm setting off people's triggers in admitting that, but well, that's the way it is. And I'm okay with it. I'm getting as much sex as I need/want, and so is my wife.




Post 290 — Ky_Da

Fri Aug 10, 2018 12:21 pm

↳ Replying to: vmb69

We have discussed the possibility. We even went so far as to have a conversation with Wade about it. If something were to happen, and she did get pregnant by someone not her husband. We wouldn't have an abortion. We both don't feel like that would be the right path for us. We would raise the child as ours. I enjoy the fantasy, but i really do want this child to be ours. This is one fantasy that we will not be fulfilling.




Post 291 — vmb69

Fri Aug 10, 2018 1:04 pm

We were pretty much in the same situation, both with reclaiming, and potential of pregnancy. My wife was getting so much sex from our friend that, one I could not keep up, two she was too sore, and 3 she couldn't feel me anyways. She also spent over a week with him at his house, almost 2 weeks actually. While we have not played in 8 years we both agree we would not change anything. the experience brought us closer, we had ups and downs, but I also learned that I'm a cuck. Once you get past the angst or thinking "you are the man" everyone is happy. Let the triggers be triggered, after all you cant make everyone happy. just worry about Jaime and you.




Post 292 — Ky_Da

Fri Aug 10, 2018 1:38 pm

↳ Replying to: vmb69, Ky_Da





I started writing an update today that actually was about this exact topic. I'll keep working on it so maybe I can post it in a day or two. My wife is very good at giving herself an orgasm, so she can get off when we're having sex. Sex for us is a lot about connection. Nothing compares to passionate, loving sex to connect you with your spouse. But that said, yes, there is a difference. She's admitted as much a few times--especially lately. My wife has been with Wade for a little while now, and they do have sex A LOT. I don't give her that full, stretched feeling like Wade does, but I know the spots she needs hit. And if I'm not getting it done, she'll just get it done by using me--which I don't mind, haha. 





She was concerned the other night because she's gotten so used to having sex with Wade. It always used to take her some getting-warmed-up with Wade before she'd start really enjoying it, and even then it was always on the edge of pain and pleasure. But lately, it's just felt like normal sex. I guess kind of how sex felt with me before she started experiencing larger cocks. I don't know if that makes much sense, I'm mentally shot tonight. Hopefully the next update will explain my thoughts better.




Post 293 — vmb69

Fri Aug 10, 2018 2:21 pm

makes sense, after  few weeks with our friend my wife got used to filling full, and his length. He would hit her spot at the perfect point making sex much more enjoyable. But he was thick and with the constant sex they had she honestly felt different for me, that when she started telling me that she really couldn't feel me anymore, but that she enjoyed when I came in her, and teased me about it.




Post 294 — haibinh

Fri Aug 10, 2018 2:31 pm

Your wife often has sex with her boyfriend so, If she wants to get pregnant with him and make sure the pregnancy is his, what do you do?




Post 295 — SutterKane

Sat Aug 11, 2018 5:32 am

↳ Replying to: Zona, SutterKane

Too long, don't bother reading!




Zona, I'm at a bit of a loss at your response.



The preaching and advice that you tell the OP to ignore is well intended.

 Where in this thread did I advocate "Pro" or "Con"? I don't think my post questioned anybodies "intentions". My statement was directed at the aggressive level of "Advice" Ky has been given over the length of his thread. Reading back over my post, I fail to see where I said or implied "ignore" anything.



You either don’t see the risk Wade presents, or you don’t care.



I didn't mention Wade. I didn't advocate "Do" or "Don't do" anything.  I don't feel qualified to to give the people living this particular cuck/hotwife scenario any advice. I don't have an opinion on who shot JFK either, but lots of folks do. Strong ones too. 

On the "or you don't care" part, still don't see where you draw that inference from. I posted to show that I, in fact, care and wanted him to know that he/they have my support and best wishes. I had enough concern that I asked about any word on his friend Augstin's fate. I had hoped he and his son might have turned up safe later on. Sadly, it was not to be so.



 Are you willing to see the destruction of their marriage just so you can get your thrill?



Once again I can't see where I said(or implied)anything about what he/she, Wade, Derick, the mailman or the family dog should do. I was just offering my support and commenting on the highly emotionally charged "Advice" he was being given on this and his other thread. I have watched OP's run off this forum due to aggressive and demanding comments. A thread that offers insight into a unique point of view, situation and the opportunity to learning more about this life for one member, can be one that causes fear and anxiety and need to "Warn" the OP in another member and still another demand that the OP live out that members personal fantasy scenario. Everybody is trying to have THEIR needs met. Sometimes the OP's needs get lost in all that.

The way I see it is we are on the ground at a private air show, if you will. We have been given a special privilege to even be here. The pilot is attempting complicated dangerous maneuvers. The pilot is on the radio telling us of what he has and will be attempting. Not trying to relay each and every bit of info that he, and only he, is privy to. He knows that he is pushing this plane beyond what 99% of pilots would be comfortable with. Some folks on the ground are sure that the plane will break apart. Some are sure that he will fly into the ground. Some want him to go balls to the wall and shove the stick forward regardless of the cost to himself or his plane. Some are hoping that he does crash, so they can say "See! I warned him that this would happen!". Some want him to go faster and fly higher so he will crash. Me? I hope he and his plane do a victory roll over the field after doing whatever maneuvers he decides to do. 

 I don't know what he knows. I don't know his skill level. I don't know his level of faith in his plane. I don't know his level of risk that he is willing to endure. I simply don't have all the info he has. If I did, I might be the one calling the for the ambulance and corner. Or I might just slap him on the back and say "You got this, kid!"and go take a nap until he lands. As it is, I'm just a spectator in the bleachers, Hoping and praying that he and his plane return to earth, safe and sound. I'm funny like that.

 

 I've seen far too many marital train wrecks occur because the wife falls in love with her BF.  I could name NINE that l am personally familiar with.  There are dozens more.



I'm a 1%er biker. I ride hard and fast. I ride 2-3 thousand miles a month. I bury 3-4 club brothers a year in a good year, more in a bad one. Most killed by drunks or people in cars not paying attention, but some by taking a curve faster than they could handle, by hitting a pothole at 120 mph or clipping a curb at 25 mph. I've been almost killed more times than I can count. I was rear ended and knocked of my bike at 70 miles an hour a few years ago, still walk with a limp. I have a real good idea what risk I take. I keep my bike in top shape. I don't ride with bad tires or brakes. I change the oil once a month. Got good insurance. I wear a helmet(After you've sat on the side of the road holding someones head together waiting on an ambulance, you tend to), gloves, canvas pants and vest. I control for the factors that I can reasonable control for. But when I mount that bike, the factors I can't control for increase exponentially. Still hop on and ride. It's like a wire in the blood. Kinda like this life. As Hunter Thompson said- "Better to be shot out of a cannon than squeezed out of a tube".



Zona, I looked back over my only two other post in this thread. Still can't find where I said or implied what you felt I said/ implied. I think I have been consistent in my statements. Here they are. Feel free to point out my oversight.



my first post on this thread July 6th, 2018
 





My second post from Aug. 4th


Zona, If I spoke or implied anything that you felt was an attack on you or your point of view, I most humbly apologize. I think you feel strongly about things. I bet you yell at the T.V. too  



Edited for Correction! I made a post after Zona's comments to me that I failed to account for. It was my condolences to Ky on hearing the Augustin was indeed dead.




Post 296 — Wistful

Sat Aug 11, 2018 6:01 am

Nice post SutterKane.




Post 297 — Ky_Da

Sat Aug 11, 2018 6:24 am

I agree with Wistul, and I've always appreciated your comments. Well though out analogies, too.




Post 298 — Ky_Da

Sat Aug 11, 2018 6:28 am

↳ Replying to: haibinh

They do have a lot of sex, and even being careful, there is a risk of pregnancy - I understand and accept this. But as for her purposefully getting pregnant by him, I really can't do anything about that. She's my wife, but we don't live in the Middle East where honor killings are allowed. I love and trust her. At some point that's all we can do. Love and trust. If it doesn't work out, and we're taken advantage of, well, we move on and do the best we can.




Post 299 — vmb69

Sat Aug 11, 2018 7:04 am

well said Ky




Post 300 — SutterKane

Sat Aug 11, 2018 8:25 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

My thanks to you and Wistful. I'm here to lift folks up (for the most part) and to learn.

Ky, my wife and I have found your story to be more than compelling to us. I have learned and experienced a lot (vicariously) through you and your angst! You two have gone places my wife and I have not and may never go. I love seeing her with a Bull (usually a BBC) but the though of her with a BF, especially a long term BF, fills me with more angst than I can (at this point) handle. But I know that what she and I want and need now maybe miles in the rear view mirror in a few months or a year. I trust her. I'm commented to full, open communication as is she to me. Thats the only way we can make this work.

 It took a long while to get to where we are and we had bumps in the road (usually me and my angst) but thankful not too many. I do take some small pride in trying to do my due diligence on this life and controlled for as many factors as felt I reasonably could (My wife said I talked this to death) before closing our eyes and stepping off the cliff into Hotwifedom.

 Now, it turns out, she really gets off cucking me and I have found I get off on it too (much to my surprise, alpha 1%er and all)! She would say or do little cuck teasing things, that if I hadn't been paying attention, I would have missed or just wrote off. But I saw how hot she got when she did those things and that made me willing to go there. I'm glad I went! We had to talk (a lot) about how when she did/said cuck things, I enjoyed it as much as she did, she wasn't hurting me saying/doing those things and that I could tell how much she got turned on by doing/saying them. Turned on a LOT. It was worth it to overcome my uncertainty about going there, now I'm glad I did. I mean she got TURNED ON A LOT 

 This, from just over two years ago were we weren't having sex more than once a month, to now she has her bull 2-4 times a week and we have sex almost every day (our mileage will vary depending on real life crap). That, my friends, is how much the worm turned for us. We are in our mid 50's and she stays dripping wet most all the time. Her friends wanted to know why she started to hum and smile and laugh like she hadn't in years. That's what a happy, well serviced hotwife will do.

Ky, I owe this turnaround to you and the other posters on here that showed that it could be done and done well. I saw the pitfalls and travails that had happened to some and the joy and happiness that could be from doing this wisely and thoughtfully. Still got a lot of learning to do. I well know that things can go off the rails and I may invent a whole new way to fuck this up. Still going to do it, wire in the blood and all that.   

I'm returning your thread after hijacking it, and thanks for letting me. BTW you and your lady are righteous bad asses and you have my respect for what you're doing and letting us get a look!





Post 301 — Zona

Sat Aug 11, 2018 10:46 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane, Zona





So you don't think your quote is written in the pejorative?  The words "unasked for Preaching", all by itself, certainly sounds that way to me:




Some of us have been on here long enough to see dozens of marriages crash and burn.  We "preachers" and "advice givers" are simply trying to make the OP see the red flags that are clearly waving with regard to Jamie being in love with Wade and being fucked by him far more often than her husband.



And some of us remember how close he came to losing her to Derrick, who, if he hadn't been such an asshole would surely have taken her from Ky.  Wade isn't the asshole Derrick was which makes him a hell of a lot more of a risk.




Post 302 — subtoall

Sat Aug 11, 2018 11:23 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

I would like to nominate this section to the International Analogy Hall of Fame!  

(so what if there is no such thing).



Well done.




Post 303 — Xalar11

Sat Aug 11, 2018 12:21 pm

Please, Ky don't get bothered by any negative comments here. Under the pretext of giving advice some people just want you to make feel bad. I just hope you continue to share your journey with your beloved wife here  



I'm sure I'm not the only one to look forward to your next updates.




Post 304 — BigHotMess

Sat Aug 11, 2018 1:29 pm

Congrats to Wade for playing the long game.




Post 305 — Southernman

Sun Aug 12, 2018 12:15 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

KY,



The entire OHW Universe is so glad that you are back! Your relationship with Jaimee is one that most of us can only fantasize about. We who hope to get our wives into this are constantly having to explain why we want this and what we could possibly get out of this to our wives. Most of us (me included) will probably NEVER get our wives to seriously consider this lifestyle. What you and Jaimee have is Cuckold Nirvana! She seems to understand and embrace your kink to the fullest extent and enjoys the extra sex and pushing your buttons! I think she knows you better than yourself as evidenced by your comment that "she finally wore me down I guess". You have admitted to being a cuck-oholic and she knows that you will try whatever she wants because you want it too. 



Let us know when the cage arrives and how she turns up the heat! She will fucking Wade at will and maybe the "John" too while you are locked which will be amazing. Maybe you will only get clean-up duty while caged and she will make you wait for days or weeks to enter her.



Thanks for your incredible story! Again, sorry to hear about your friend Augustin, condolences to everyone.



Southernman




Post 306 — Ky_Da

Sun Aug 12, 2018 12:29 am

Life this week has overall been pretty normal. My wife’s seen her boyfriend a few times as usual, which happens in the late afternoon so we end up getting home at almost the same time—unless I have to work late. We went on a nice bike ride down the beach, got home kind of late, had a shower, and a nice quickie before bed. After, my wife was sitting Indian-style on the bed, completely naked and touching and looking at her pussy. 



When she caught me looking, she just said, “My pussy’s not so small anymore is it?” 



That caught me by surprise. Was this like a woman asking her husband if he thought she was fat? She didn’t seem to be too emotional about the statement, just basically stating it like it was fact. 



When I didn’t answer right away she said, “It used to be more closed up, my lips used to be smaller. Now I think it’s bigger, and my lips are fatter.” 



“It looks the same to me,” I told her, “but with as much sex as you’ve been having lately, and with a boyfriend being as big as a baseball bat, it doesn’t really have much time to, you know, rest.” 



She snorted a laugh, “Maybe that’s it yeah. Does it bother you?” 



“No,” I said more confidently, “It feels and looks the same to me—unless you’re fresh from being with Wade, then, well, yeah—there’s a difference.” 



“Liquid velvet?” she said questioningly, using a phrase I’d told her about in the past. 



I nodded, “Exactly, soft, smooth, perfection…” 



“Your infatuation with me having a loose pussy is still one that surprises me. It goes against everything we women think,” my wife turned slightly to look at me, “You have to understand, women can be merciless towards each other, and taunting a woman about her fanny is always popular.”



“Maybe back in school, but I doubt that’s the case in the adult world,” I retorted. 



My wife just laughed at my remark, “Ky, women can be just as cruel as men no matter what stage of life we’re in. A woman can dress up all slutty for Halloween for example, and all the men think she’s hot, and all the women will compliment her on her costume to her face, but then later, they’ll be the cattiest bitches and gossip like clucking hens about how slutty so-and-so was, and what a whore she was.”



“What’s this really about, Jaimee? Are you the one feeling self-conscious now?”     



My wife laughed again and sighed, “I suppose maybe a little. A couple of new bints at the gym have been making comments about me.”



“Probably just jealous. You’re hot, in amazing shape, and shagging the owner. If I was female, I’d be jealous.” 



She laid back down onto the bed and looked up at the ceiling, and said something that caused me to pause and think, “The longer we play the game, the more I feel like a slut, but the less it bothers me, too.” “When I let mind wander—and I mean really wander, and conjure up the naughtiest thoughts I can think of, I feel this intense heat build up inside me. It’s bloody intense. It makes me want to play the game more—and experiment more… I know I feel different to you after I’ve been with Wade… because you feel different to me, too.” 



She had my attention. “How so? Describe it to me,” I asked. 



She smirked at me, “Always my little cuck-boy,” she said before starting her explanation, “It’s not that I can’t feel you. I’ve read about how the wife claims she can no longer feel her husband, but that’s rubbish. I can still feel you. But it’s more of a light touch now. It’s not as intense of a feeling,” she paused until I looked up at her and she asked, “I’ve read the stories online, Ky. Be completely honest with me—and yourself. Do you like the idea of your wife not being sexually satisfied by her husband any longer? Do you fancy me being ruined by other men forever, being a slutty cunt to other men?” 



Ugh, she pushed some cuck buttons with those questions, but as much as I wanted to say yes, I rallied what few thoughts I could and replied, “No, yes, and yes in that order.” Her brow raised slightly, “No, I don’t like the idea of not being able to sexually satisfy you, but yes, I like the thought of you being ruined so-to-speak by other men, and yes,” I paused for a second, “I love you accepting the fact that you’re a complete slut.” 



She smiled at me and said, “Good answer cuck-boy,” she’s been using the term cuck-boy a lot lately. She used to describe someone from back home she knew as “posh-boy”. He was an entitled, snobby boy from a well-to-do family and so she gave him that nickname, so maybe it’s a play on that. She then said, “Come over here and go down on me while I talk.”



I rolled over onto my stomach and she immediately spread her legs for me. She ran her fingers through my hair as I started to kiss her mow ‘larger’ lips. I think they’re exactly the same as they’ve always been. Her pussy is so perfect. Her lips poke out just enough to be visible. She always keeps herself perfectly shaven down there and her aroma is addicting. 



“So, the mystery cock--,” she began but then abruptly stopped. My head had shot up as soon as I heard her the words mystery cock, “Tsk-tsk, you lick, I talk.” What a task master! I went back to work though, “The mystery cock,” she began again, “belongs to our friend Bennett.” I started to raise my head up, but I felt her grip in my hair tighten, “I’ll tell you everything, but only if you’re pleasing me.” Right then, back to work. “Bennett’s old company realized how valuable he was and so they made-him-an-offer-he-couldn’t-refuse,” she said, trying to imitate the Godfather, but failed horribly. “He called me when he got back in town, and we’ve gotten together a couple of times for lunch.



“The first time, I went up to his office. He’s not on the top floor, but close enough, it’s a brilliant view,” she mused. “He has a private office and he had lunch brought up for both of us. We had a great chat while we ate, he’s so much happier now—and making a lot more money. We were sitting on a couple of office chairs by the window so I could look down and see all the cars and the people walking by, I wish I had an office like that. But as we were finishing, I noticed that he was sitting forward in his chair. Ky, he was hard and was feeling a little embarrassed about it.” 



I had been slowly tonguing around the perimeter of her pussy, but now I slipped my tongue in a little deeper and was awarded with a nice, slow sigh. She took a deep breath and continued, “I’ve always liked Bennett, but his confidence level was never very good, but something’s changed. He’s still Bennett, mind, but he has more confidence than he did before… I didn’t want it to be awkward, so I got down onto my knees between his legs… oh, he made a half-effort to stop me, but it didn’t last… you know, I’d forgotten how beautiful of a cock Bennett has. It’s the perfect size, and has a nice curved shape to it.”



Glancing up, I could see a very blissful, dreamy look on my wife’s features as she recalled the details. 



“I swirled my tongue around its head, and I knew he wasn’t going to last long. There was precum oozing out everywhere. I love that feeling I get when I first put a man’s cock in my mouth. The taste as it hits my tongue, the feeling of his skin rubbing over my lips, how I can feel every little movement he makes as I take him in deeper. You saw that picture. Bennett is the perfect size for going down on. He fits perfectly in my throat. I had barely started when I felt his whole body tighten and he came in my mouth. But unlike you, he stayed completely hard, and so I kept going. I was gentle at first because I know you blokes are sensitive for a few minutes, but it didn’t take long before he was ready for me to be his little cum bucket again.”



Fuck, she was killing me with the details. I was rock hard and trying to hump the sheets as I continued to eat her pussy. 



“He came so much, Ky. The poor guy probably hasn’t had a good release since we were last together. But I was a good girl and swallowed all of it. And then I did it all over again. Your wife’s slutty little mouth made him cum twice in ten minutes. I’m quite proud of that. I mean, I can get you to cum in less time, but you’re my little cuck-boy and have no control.” 



Her legs were tightening around my head, so I knew I was making progress. She pulled me in tighter and started rocking her hips against me. 



“The next day I let him fuck me on his desk,” she picked up again, her voice a little more strained from my ministrations. “He said it was something he’d always dreamed of doing, I guess you could say it was on his cum-bucket list.” She joked, “This whole week I’ve been getting free lunches and cheating on my husband in the middle of the day. What do you think of that, cuck-boy? Your whore of a wife has been fucking two different men all week,” her voice was even more strained and I knew I had her on the brink, “Everyday this week,” she groaned out, “I’ve had two cocks that were bigger than my cuck-boy’s.”



I could tell she was trying to stave off her orgasm. She was tightening her muscles and pushing my head away just slightly, trying to make it last longer. But this just made me want to double my efforts, hehe. 



“Do you like liking your wife’s new pussy, cuck-boy? It’s not yours anymore, but you know that already—that’s what you want. My pussy now fits perfectly around my boyfriend’s cock. Even blindfolded I would know what his cock felt like because it’s been deep inside me so many times.” I heard her whimper and I knew she was holding on by only a thread. “This slut fucks her boyfriend more than her husband. Even just thinking about my boyfriend makes my cunt spasm with anticipation,” she nearly shrieked as she started to cum. Her body was turning to the side but at the same time her legs were locked onto my head. It felt like she was clawing at the headboard until I felt her hands back into my hair, gripping me tightly as she groaned and continued to cum. 

I tried to keep going down on her, but she had hit that ultra-sensitive stage and was now actively trying to push me away. If I even breathed on her pussy it was send her into a frenzy, so of course I continued to torture her as she struggled to free herself and begged me to stop. Fuck I love eating her pussy. 



“I love you,” I told her as sincerely as I could. 



“I hope you always feel that way?” she said softly, her breath still coming in pants.  



I nodded more emphatically, “That I can promise you. You are one in million. I’m never letting you go.”  



“Good,” she stated matter of factly, “because men like Wade will come and go, but I need you to always be there. Plus, that was a blinding orgasm you just have me—I’m not giving that up now that I’ve got you properly trained.” 



She seemed pensive after a time, so I put on some music I knew that she would like, and we laid there and talked for quite a while. The nights have been warm, and so she was content to lay naked on top of the sheets. God she’s the mark of perfection. I admire her beauty but then I realize that I’m envisioning her—thinking about her being fucked by another man. My gorgeous wife is naked, right next to me, and I’m fantasizing about her being with other men. 



We eventually killed the lights and she was asleep in seconds. I can tell because she makes all sorts of cute little noises when she sleeps. I miss seeing her hair slayed across the pillow, but the short hairstyle is sexy as shit, too. I was amazed as I watched her. Here was the lithe, beautiful woman that looked so innocent, prim and proper on the outside, but on the inside is a continuously developing sexual goddess of lascivious debauchery. I’ve given spark to a fire that’s quickly grown beyond what I can contain. 



Wade stayed over recently, and it really was amazing to see how sexually connected they are (literally and figuratively). Even though he’s sporting a massive tool between his legs, she lets it slide into her like it belonged there. I have no idea how many times they’ve had sex—I only know that the number is pretty fucking high now. This night they were really into each other and the sex was passionate and furious. At some point I noticed that the condom had torn, and it quickly spit so that his bare cock entered her fertile pussy. He noticed it instantly and pulled out, but my wife only ripped it off and then pulled him back inside of her. I heard her cry, “Oh, so much better!” as he shoved his cock back into her. 



I was stunned into paralysis. One side of my brain told me that her most fertile time was still a long way off and that it was probably fairly safe, but the other side was screaming at me to demand that they put a condom back on. That night I sat there and did nothing as a man fucked my fertile wife in front of my eyes. Jaimee’s nails were digging deeply into his back, but he did force himself to pull out and seconds later was cumming on her chest and face. I’ve mentioned this before, but not only is my wife’s boyfriend hung like horse, he cums like a fire engine. If that cock was ever to be released during the time she’s ovulating, she’d instantly be two weeks pregnant with quadruplets. 



We all talked after, once our libidos had calmed some and agreed that we can’t let that happen again. Jaimee’s either got to go back on birth control or they’ll have to switch to the Durex condoms only because they seem to be thicker and harder to break. The whole pregnancy thing has been coming up a lot on this forum lately, or maybe I’m just paying more attention to it—I don’t know. It really is like the MOST extreme cuckold fantasy. Just the mere thought about my wife getting pregnant by Wade makes my heart beat so hard my chest hurts. If it happened on accident, well, whatever, we’ll raise the kid. But it really my worst nightmare. There’s something deeply rooted in me that wants this kid to be my flesh and blood. I want to create that little life with my wife, and not let some insane fantasy swamp my dreams of a family. Plus, this is dealing with an actual life. Once kids come into the picture, you have to do right by them. 



It took me a while to fall asleep that night. I stayed awake for a long time thinking things over. I’ve had a number of ‘concerned citizens’ pm me and make comments about Wade and how he’s slowly taking my wife away. I can’t help but feel a pang of jealously at times because of the pleasure he gives my wife. Tonight’s oral session was great with her, and I was thrilled to have given her a great orgasm, but she more or less did that to herself, using me as way to get herself off. I’ve learned through this whole experience that the adrenaline and the lust can overpower the feelings of angst and jealousy for a time. That is until I get my release, at which point the adrenaline and lust diminish enough to let the jealous and angst flood my senses. I think this may be a reason the cage works for some guys. It keeps you in a state of near constant arousal and lets the adrenaline and lust overpower the feelings of jealously and angst. But I’ve also learned that I crave those feelings of angst, too. Maybe I do need a certain amount of pain in my life. 



Well all these thoughts were running through my head, and I found that as I reflected on the revelation that Bennett was back in the picture, and Jaimee seemed to enjoy herself with him a lot more than before, that I liked the idea of her hooking up with him. Maybe it is because he could provide something of a counterbalance to Wade. He is after all a lot closer to her age than Wade is. They share a lot of things in common, and Jaimee seems impressed with some of the changes he’s made in his life. This could work out well. 



Another topic I spent a lot of time thinking about is that my wife’s job. She has been working her ass off trying to get deals she’s been working on to the finish line. She’s done enough in sales to keep her job, and her boss, Noah, has been a good mentor to her and also been fairly patient, but I know she’s feeling the pressure to do more than justify her salary. On more occasions that we can count, she’s had deals extremely close to the finish line, only to lose out to a competitor at the last second. I know it’s been frustrating for her, but it’s only made her try harder. Whining and dining customers are a huge part of that business and from an outsider’s point of view (mine), it looks like these little cadres of networks are formed and they really watch each other’s backs. A doctor actually forms a very close and personal relationship with the manufacture’s rep who supplies him the hardware he needs. And once you’re in, you’re in. So long as you don’t go fuck yourself. 



So Jaimee’s been working very diligently to build that rapport with a number of doctors and various hospital reps. Yes, some have bought from her, but she hasn’t landed that whale so to speak. We talked a lot about this a few weeks back, specifically, she was talking about how to complete a deal with a group of doctors and hospital reps in Seattle. She’s made a number of trips up there, taken clients out to expensive restaurants and bars, but they still haven’t been convinced that she’s the one to go with. Her boss went with her on one of the trips, and he actually did complete some smaller deals, which pissed off my wife to no end. Here she’d been working for weeks and weeks to make a sale, and he gets more done in one trip than she has since the beginning. I tried to tell her that there’s a reason he’s the boss. He’s very good at what he does. Plus, he’s a guy in his early 50s, he’s experienced, trusted, has a name in the industry. All this helps. 



That’s when I made a comment, and it got a different reaction than I thought it would. 



“Maybe you should sleep with one of them,” I said almost flippantly. 



Her lips pursed slightly, “I’ve thought about it, but I’ve been hoping to make this work without spreading my legs… that feels like cheating.”



I just shrugged my shoulders, “Sometimes you have to work with what you’ve got.”



She rolled her eyes at me, “Noah, said something similar to that a couple of months ago,” she said, referring to her boss.



“Great minds think alike,” I commented dryly, “You have to think creatively.”



“That rules you out then, Ky. You’re an engineer. You don’t have a creative bone in your body,” she shot back. …she’s not wrong about that though. “Do you really think I should?” she asked me sincerely.



“Look,” I responded in equal sincerity. “This one is completely up to you. I’ll support you if this is what you want, but it’s defiantly some risky territory.” 



She nodded slowly and I could tell she was really entertaining the idea, “I can’t lose another sale to those Texas tossers,” she said, referring to her competition that seems to get most of the contracts. 



Like I said earlier, this was a conversation that I’d had with my wife a little while back. She really has been working her butt off trying to get a deal done with this group in Seattle. Some very large contracts are in the balance—it’s amazing how much some of this medical equipment sales for. The numbers are just astounding. She’s probably headed back up to Seattle soon with her boss. I know she wants to get this done 100% on her own, but I don’t blame her for wanting to have some help. I can’t help but let my mind wander and imagine her sleeping with potential clients to help seal a deal. But alas, it’s probably just going to be a fantasy. 



When I really look back on it, and I’ve mentioned this before, other than the Vegas trip—which had some spicy moment—most of our lives are pretty tame compared to most people on this forum. Jaimee’s not slept with a few different men over the last couple of years, and she’s had a couple of relationships with boyfriends, but we are a long way off from so much of what I read on this website. Jaimee and I have talked about doing some more extreme things in order to try them out for a short time, but we don’t do even a third of what we talk about. Something always seems to come up and derail our plans. I wonder if this is why we still feel a need to go back and try again. I still haven’t tried the cage, much less cucked a guy’s cock. Jaimee never did do a threesome or hook up with our neighbor friend, Melanie again. It’s easy to talk about this stuff, and fun too. But the execution of it is a delicate thing. I think that’s why we both like Wade. It’s hard to find someone you trust. I very well know Jaimee wouldn’t have any trouble finding guys willing to fuck her, but neither of us want just some random person that we have no clue about. It’s got to be the right guy. We both have to feel comfortable with it. 



This brings me up to date—almost. I’ll probably think of a few random things and throw them in on future updates. I’m off to try to find some air that’s not filled with smoke. Stupid fires. It seems like this is a constant now. Fires and smoke everywhere.




Post 307 — skinny-one

Sun Aug 12, 2018 10:35 am

Ky:  Just my observation, and I'm sure most everyone reading this forum would agree:  You do realize Jaimee has the mindset that 99.9% of the posters here would die for to have as a partner?  Don't know how you lucked out, but congratulations.  You've got a real prize!




Post 308 — Ky_Da

Thu Aug 16, 2018 7:57 am

This update is a little different. I started writing it, but then came back to it at various times, so if you notice some weird breaks in time or logic, that’s why. 



I’m consumed with lust like I’ve never felt in my life. For the first time in my life, my dick is locked up in a cage, and I’m going crazy with the lust that’s pumping through me right now. My wife ordered one online that had some decent ratings and she was anxious to give it a try. Now lately the weekends have been reserved for just us, but she begged me to let her lock me up and give the cage a test run. She basically was asking for me to wear the cage this weekend and to give her a free pass to be with her boyfriend. 



She’s been amazing to me in every way, so said yes, let’s give it a shot. After posting on here the other day, I let her put it on me. To be fair, it’s not as uncomfortable as I was anticipating. It’s a little tight, but not too bad. I was concerned how it would feel when I started to get an erection if it was already on the tight side when I was flaccid. I was soon to find out. 



Jaimee had left her headphones at Wade’s gym, so she asked me if we could swing by there on our way to the dog park so that she could pick them up. It was a crazy surreal experience to be sitting in the car, wearing my usual shorts, tee shirt and flip-flops… and a cock cage. I parked the car across the street of the gym, and while my wife went to get her headphones, felt the cage in my hand, I couldn’t leave it alone. Kind of like when you have dental work done and your tongue keeps going to touch the new filling or crown. 



Wade’s gym has a small outside patio with a shade structure where the members often hangout before and after workouts. I noticed my wife talking with a few of the members. They obviously knew each other as familiar as they acted with one another. Then I saw Wade come out of the side entrance door, carrying my wife’s headphones. They embraced and gave each other a quick kiss, looking like long-time lovers. The small group talked for several minutes. Wade had his arm around her shoulders almost as if to say, this one is mine. Then for a brief moment, they looked in my direction. Wade went so far as to smile and wave at me. I was stunned and lamely waved back. 



Minutes later Jaimee got into the car and I pulled away from the curb. 



“Hello, brother,” she said cheekily. Then it dawned on me. She had told them that she was spending the day with her brother. I think my wife could see the conflict in my face because she said, “You have nothing to be worried about love,” she said very sincerely, and then in a much less sincere voice said, “we’re just playing the game today, and I can’t have my friends thinking I’m cheating on my boyfriend.” 



I felt my cock stir as she said that, or at least try to stir. It was making a valiant effort, and while it wasn’t painful, it did get my attention. I actually expected it to hurt a lot more, but I’d say it was just uncomfortable—It sort of forced me to relax. It’s too early for me to make an opinion. I need time to process this. 



Saturday was more or less a push-my-button’s day for my wife. Now that I was at last stuck in her cage, she was going to do everything in her power to give it a good test run, including inviting Wade over for dinner with ‘entertainment’ shortly thereafter. After we picked up her headphones, she then had me drive her to Wade’s place so that she could pick up some shoes that she had left there. She hasn’t stayed the night at his place in a while, but she’s still over there often and she still keeps a number of personal things there. She made sure to show me where she keeps her things, for example, which drawers in the bathroom were hers. Seeing her open the door with her own key was another button pushed, and then of course seeing the familiarity she has with his place was another one. 



She laid down on one side of the bed, saying, “When I slept here, this was my side of the bed, Ky. Do you know how many times my boyfriend has had me here?” I shook my head. She gave me an innocent smile, “A lot,” was all she said. 



It’s been a couple of months since I’ve felt this level of angst. I kind of thought I was over feeling that angsty, but apparently not. We went to the dog park together—one that’s on the beach. It’s one of the only places you can let your dog run freely on the beach and play in the water. We set up an umbrella and laid our towels out. It was a beautiful smoky day (stupid fires). Jaimee looked amazing and was playing with the dog in the waves. We have a boxer that’s very averse to water above his paws. He loves Jaimee and desperately wants to play in the water with her, but it’s a constant battle for him to plunge into the waves to where she is. 



I sat in the shade and watched my wife play in the water for a while, then decided it was a great time to take a nap. I closed my eyes and probably slept for close to an hour. It’d been a long week at work, and with the sound of the wind and the water, I slept great. When I woke up, It took me a few minutes to find my wife. She was at the waters edge talking to a tall black man. He also had a boxer and the two were obviously talking about their dogs. But it was a little more than that. I watched how they interacted. Jaimee was all smiles, laughing, and occasionally touching him on his arm, and once even on his chest. The man she was chatting with was not only tall, but very large, too. He was muscular, but not cut—he wasn’t fat per se, but he did have a few extra pounds. He towered over Jaimee—I know most people do, but this guy especially. 



I was sorely tempted to approach them and make sure the man knew he was talking to someone’s wife, but my desire to watch my wife flirt with him won out and I stayed put. They talked for probably an hour before they finally parted, and that’s timing it from the time I woke up and noticed them. The dogs did not want to be pulled apart, but the big guy leashed his and then moved off down the beach. Jaimee made her way back to our spot. 



She sat down next to me, wearing a somewhat conservative swimsuit but the nipple rings were slightly visible through the material. “Make a new friend?” I asked her after she didn’t volunteer anything. 



She nodded, “Yes, you should try it sometime. You might find you like making friends,” she said dryly. 



“It looked like you were getting along pretty well,” I added, hoping to coax more information out of her. 



“He was easy to talk to. Plus, you saw he had a boxer, and only the best people have boxers,” she laughed lightly. After a moment, she added, “We’ve actually talked a few times before. I’ve run into Terrell a few times here when I’m jogging with Taco.” Yes, Taco is our dog’s name. It’s a long story. 



“So, he’s just a friend,” I said, trying but failing to think of something better to ask. 



She turned to look at me, “Yes, we chat when we see each other…” 



“You know you were flirting, right,” I said bluntly. “Does he know you’re married?” 



She again nodded, “Yes, he knows. I don’t hide that, cuck-boy,” she said, glancing down at my crotch and smiling. “You seem concerned. I thought me being with a black man was your biggest fantasy.”



I sputtered to come up with a response right away, but eventually spit out, “It is, it’s just that things seem like they’re going warp speed. First Bennett’s back in town, you’ve been with Wade a lot, and now I’m wearing your cage…” I paused when I saw her smile grow, “…what?” 



“You’re wearing my cage?” She shook her head, “No, cuck-boy. This is your cage,” she said, lightly touching the cage over my shorts. “But I do like that you know who’s in control here, yeah.” 



“You know what I mean,” I stated. “I do like the fantasy of you being with a black man. I’m just feeling out of sorts.” 



“Would you be opposed?” 



After a moment I finally shook my head, “Probably not. But I’d be worried. Who is this guy, what’s his story, is he safe? 



“Terrell retired from the Navy a few months ago,” she began to explain, “and he’s not sure what he wants to do now. He comes here to the beach almost every day to clear his head and think. He’s been all over the world—,”



“—Probably hooked up at a lot of ports, too,” I interrupted. 



Jaimee shrugged, “He admits that,” she said, nonplussed. “He said that’s why his wife left him—but that was a long time ago,” she quickly added. 



“Damn, Jaimee,” I said surprised. “He told you all of this?”



She looked at me, her brow furrowed, “No, I just made the shite up, Ky.” 



“Sorry,” I quickly apologized. “I’m just surprised a guy like that would open up and talk about something so personal with someone he hardly knows.”  



“Just because it takes you an eternity of knocking about to find a mate, doesn’t mean that’s how the rest of the world gets along,” she commented while looking out at the ocean. 



We sat there silently for a long time, and I knew that I needed to get control of my emotions. My feelings were way too amped up and I needed to prove to myself that I could make a good decision if I needed to. I turned to my wife. 



“Hey,” I said, getting her attention. “I need to call it for the weekend. I don’t want to play right now.” I saw the briefest flash of disappointment pass over her features, but it was gone as quickly as it had arrived. I knew she had been looking forward to the excitement of the weekend, but I needed to take a step back. I promised her that I was still in for trying the cage, I just needed it to be a different day. 



I bought her flowers later that day and knocked off a few things from the honey-do list and that ended the weekend. Sorry, it was very anti-climactic. I felt a thousand times better as Monday rolled. It’s so easy to let your passions rule you. I’m trying to be careful about that, but I know we both let ourselves get carried away.




Post 309 — Xalar11

Thu Aug 16, 2018 9:16 am

A big thank again for your update. I can only repeat myself, you're an exellent writer. By the way what does Jaimee think about your writing skills? Dies she also think you have talent?



I thinks it's absolutely normal and also necessary to slow things down. The most important thing is for you and Jaimee to feel comfortable, and if you think it gets to intense you have every right to stop, of course.

I think this is what  Jaimee means when she told you it’s easy her to lose herself when you’re playing the game, and Jaimee  needs you to be strong enough to pull her back if you need to.



One last thing I want to ask. I hope it's not too personal. I know you're careful about your privacy. That’s understandable. But could you name an actress or model your lovely wife resembles?




Post 310 — SutterKane

Thu Aug 16, 2018 9:18 am

Damn, she sure knows how to push your cuck buttons!I love your writing style as well as what you write about. As always, best wishes to you both!




Post 311 — Open2it

Thu Aug 16, 2018 9:22 am

Great update!  The only right way to explore chastity is the way that you and your wife find exciting and enjoyable.  Lots of communication helps to make the experience hot and allows you to grow in the direction that works best - weather that’s occasional play or something more.




Post 312 — Ky_Da

Thu Aug 16, 2018 9:38 am

↳ Replying to: Xalar11

Thanks Xalar - really appreciated!



I wish I could get my wife to really put some effort into writing her experiences. She truly has a gift for writing. She does admit that my writing has come a long ways from when we were first married. I have her to thank for that. She loves words, grammar, good punctuation, and clean sentences, haha. She had it ingrained into at a young age. When we were first married she couldn't believe how atrocious my writing was, but this is a woman who wont even abbreviate words when texting. She says it makes her feel like the words get angry with her for "cheating them out of a more fulfilling existence." As for my writing on here, well, she tolerates it. She enjoys reading Xleg's stories - we're both fans. And she does read most of what I write on here, which has led to some interesting bedtime discussions. 



She's fine with me writing on here in general--as long as I keep the privacy, but she doesn't understand why I spend the time doing it. Sometimes I put a lot of time into it and I don't get much feedback, or I get really negative feedback, and she'll think I'm just wasting my time. But she doesn't understand that I don't really do it for the feedback (although i do love getting comments) as much as I do it for myself. I enjoy the process. I like trying to formulate my thoughts and put them into words about this whole experience. Sometimes, when we're playing the game and she's out, writing is the only thing keeping my head from exploding.   



If I was to compare my wife to a celebrity... well I'd have to say Megan Fox obviously, haha. I think she's that hot anyway. You are babe, you know you are! But more accurately I'd say with the short hair there's a little resemblance to Ruby Rose, only her chin isn't as pronounced and my wife's mouth is a lot wider. She kind of has Ann Hathaway's mouth.




Post 313 — Xalar11

Thu Aug 16, 2018 11:13 am

Thanks again for your quick response. I hope you have never the feeling you waste your time (Jaimee, if you reading this your husband really doesn't ) And hopefully you'll continue this thread s long time. I'm sure there are many, who follow your adventure eagerly, even if the don't comment her regularly.



Oh a little bite of Ruby Rose, you really got me thinking...




Post 314 — Lizardtantrum

Thu Aug 16, 2018 11:15 am

I don't always comment, and I don't always agree, but I always read. Thank you for sharing with us.




Post 315 — Southernman

Thu Aug 16, 2018 11:57 am

KY,



Great updates! It is ok to put the brakes on regarding the chastity play. I do not have a hot wife but we have enjoyed chastity play from time to time. You will come (no pun intended) to enjoy it more and more. The longer you wear it, the more you will miss it. I believe Jaimee will gradually increase the length of your stay in the cage and seriously push those cuck buttons of yours. (She seems to be very good at that!)



Please keep us updated.



Thanks for sharing,



Southernman




Post 316 — Mrbigbull

Thu Aug 16, 2018 6:25 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky,



I'm rather new here. You have a great story, well it not really a story, it is more like a diary.

I must say I really love it, it is good to read something like this from a cuck perspective, and it is good to see that you were able to make it work and last.

As my name guessed, I am a bull (or was, I'm quitting), and I see it from 'the other side'.

The reason I am so intrigued with your entry's is that you two were able to make it work, I think you two are solid. I've seen a lot of marriages end because of this lifestyle, and I only know a few who lasted. The ones that lasted have some of your characteristics, the most important being communication and boundaries.



As you may not get 'tons' of reactions, but I do thing a lot of people read this thread. So do not measure the amount of reactions, it doesn't measure really how much this thread is loved.

Personally I would recommend your threads to all "cuck-wannabe's", and also for the future cuckoldresses/hotwifes/FLR's. It gives a pretty good idea how this could work, with the note that every couples lifestyle needs are different. This is one of the best reflections of how it (could) work, then other threads I read here, of which I think are total BS.



As for Jaimee, girl, you are one in a million. Too bad our paths never crossed   

You have the gift of keeping two (well even more) men really happy on totally different levels, and make the marriage work (although making a marriage work is what you both do). My great respects to you.

And if I can make one little advise, IF you really want to start a family, make sure the little one is Ky's. I know the other option pushes really some cuck-buttons, but I think it is not worth all the other possible implications. Just my advise, the rest is up to you.



So keep it all up (no pun intended), and keep enjoying this. Really love you guys.



Regards,

MrBigBull.




Post 317 — vmb69

Fri Aug 17, 2018 12:02 am

Second MrBigBull, while I am a cuck, my wife and I both read your thread and talk about how this is how we would like to go. She is still not quite ready since we are not empty nesters, but the future is looking good.




Post 318 — elina

Fri Aug 17, 2018 4:53 am

Dear Ky,



Really appreciate your update and to see that you and Jaimee are still evolving. 



When I am wearing the cage and my Wife has locked me up, I often get these strong warm feelings of belonging to Her. 

When She locks me up, its sort of like she is showing that She is in control and loves me enough to ensure that I will be fully aware.

I sort of had this feeling that Jaimee actually expressed some of this from the females perspective with Her statement that while this is your cage, She was pleased to see you knew who was in control.



I don't know if you have worn the cage after the weekend or if you have any perspective on this yet but I would truly love to hear how you are feeling about being locked up; and now that you have been locked up for a weekend once; will you accept it whenever Jaimee brings out the cage to show you "who is in charge"; even more do you think you are on the way to actually long for that to happen. 



If She leaves you locked up when She goes to have sex with someone else, do you think you will feel desperate, or will the feeling of the cage tightly controlling your dick make you feel that you belong to Jaimee even if She is not there and somehow calm your emotions down? Or is it still to early and the emotions are not clear to you yet?



Hope that was clear enough and not just rambling….



Sincerely 

elina




Post 319 — wifeneedn

Fri Aug 17, 2018 6:08 am

Always following you guy's. More like stalking, waiting for updates. ;-)

Thanks for sharing.




Post 320 — livinginsin

Fri Aug 17, 2018 8:46 am

Ky,

Brilliant and nuanced writing about your adventurous life - thanks much for sharing, both the hot times and difficult times.




Post 321 — Ky_Da

Fri Aug 17, 2018 9:56 am

↳ Replying to: Mrbigbull

MrBigBull, 



I really need to strike up some conversations with you. I think it could be some interesting back and forth. Thanks for the thoughts, and I agree with you completely in regards to the family. We don't want to even come close to crossing that line.




Post 322 — Ky_Da

Fri Aug 17, 2018 9:56 am

Hey all, 



To start, THANKS! for taking the time to leave all the comments. I owe some responses, which I’ll try to get to later tonight, and I do intend to write more on my first experiences with the cage. I’m just not ready to do that yet.  



I’ve made some interesting observations over the last week—at least interesting to me. Last weekend I called off the game, despite feeling extremely high on the lust rush. To be honest, we were both feeling it and it took every ounce of will power to call a time out from the game. My intention was to just take the weekend off, but calling it off seemed to act like a fire extinguisher as it’s basically been like I threw a wet blanket over a fire. We have had some good conversations the last few days and we both agree that we were letting ourselves get carried away. 



Jaimee’s gone to the gym, but she’s come right home afterward. She says that Wade has been concerned that something’s happened, but he hasn’t pushed her for sex. At home, things have felt incredibly normal—almost boring. We really are hot and cold with the game. It’s either all in and playing hard, or all out and not playing at all. Additionally, I noticed my wife was very down for a couple of days—I was a little concerned that she was feeling a bout of depression or something—but after day two, she started perking up and acting like her normal self again. This game just isn’t a casual thing. It really provokes, stretches, raises up, crushes, lights on fire, every cell in your body, and it really fucks with the mind, too. It’s a white-knuckle ride! and I’m not going to be its advocate. I’ve said this before, and I feel it stronger now than ever. I do not want to be the reason anybody tries this. It’s like fucking meth—I think—I’ve never actually done meth.  



When I’m feeling low, there isn’t any story I can read or naked woman I could look at that would make me feel anything even remotely stimulating. But then after a time something ignites the spark, and it doesn’t take much for me to feel like a raging inferno again, and when I’m feeling like that, good decisions are hard to make. My wife has felt much the same way as I have only more so. One benefit though from a calmer week is that I’ve gotten a lot more work done this week, haha. I’ve been able to focus and concentrate better, which is one of the things that’s different between me and my wife. When I’m feeling low and not playing the game, my mind is clearer and not so clouded. My wife on the other hand, feels like she’s walking through a fog. She actually feels sharper and clearer when she’s playing the game. At least as far as work is concerned. She admits that she’s been prone to let her hormones control her decisions at times. Last week she truly was ready to have sex with anyone with a penis. Anybody else noticed something similar?




Post 323 — lionbrand

Sat Aug 18, 2018 4:59 am

Just wanted to add my name on your list of fans. I admire your courage. You both rock




Post 324 — Mrbigbull

Sat Aug 18, 2018 5:27 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, Mrbigbull

Hi Ky,



You can PM me anytime. Love to talk to you.



Regards,

MrBigBull.




Post 325 — norbertrichard

Sat Aug 18, 2018 3:40 pm

Your story is amazing, and I check you out every day. Love your updates, and at times you put knots in my heart, don't think I could handle some of the things that come your way.  Jamie really hands you reasons to question the safety of the lifestyle.




Post 326 — Ky_Da

Mon Aug 20, 2018 2:43 am

“What would you say if I told you that I fancy Terrell?” my wife asked me just as I was falling asleep last night. 



My eyes popped open and I was wide awake instantly. “The black guy from the beach?” I asked. I knew exactly who she was talking about, but sometimes my mouth just says stupid shit. I don’t know—I just suck at conversation filler I guess. She didn’t answer me—she knew I knew who she was talking about. “I don’t know,” I began again, “I guess you fancy him then.” My mind was still playing catch up and I hadn’t been thinking about the game this week. 



“He was at the beach this morning. I saw him on my run and so I stopped. We talked for a while,” she explained and then added, “I really think I like him.” 



“What are you saying, Jaimee?” I asked her, hoping she’d just tell me what she was planning. I really didn’t want to play 20-questions. 



My wife’s lips pursed into a frustrated frown for a moment and then said, “He asked me if I’d go out for drinks with him some night.” 



Now I was awake! “Seriously?” I asked. “You said he knew that you were married, and he still asks you out?” 



She nodded her head, “I don’t think he’s the sort of bloke who gives a shite.” 



“I don’t know,” I said propping myself onto my elbow, “you hardly know him. Would it be safe, what would your boyfriend say about you sleeping around him?” I questioned rapid fire. 



She shot me a look, and rolled her eyes at me, “I probably know him better than you know half of your friends,” she dared me to deny it, but I wasn’t going to take the bait. She was probably right. I really am shit at getting to know new people. Maybe I’m the English one in our relationship, haha. (You Brits out there know what I mean). “And Wade doesn’t decide who I sleep with,” then she looked me directly in the eye and added, “Nor do you anymore, mister.” I couldn’t tell if she was playing or not. 



“You really want to do this?” I asked her, feeling a definite stir in my shorts.



“Maybe,” she said, “Are you telling me you wouldn’t be keen on the idea?” my wife uses the word ‘keen’ once in a while. That’s a word I don’t hear often enough. I need to try to use it more. But I digress, she continued, “you’ve told me before how hot you thought it would be.” 



I nodded, “I just never thought it would happen,” I admitted. “You’ve never shown any interest in being with a black man.” 



She shrugged and leaned against the headboard, “I just don’t understand why it’s any different for you than with any other man. He’s black, so what?” 



And I know my wife isn’t just saying that. She truly doesn’t understand what all the fuss is about. I was born and raised in California, not exactly a bastion of racism over here, but the idea of my wife, or any white woman for that matter, sleeping with a black man just get’s me excited. I guess I still carry around enough of societies taboos to get off on the idea. And let me add that Terrell is a BLACK man. I mean his skin is like ink black. And he’s a giant of a man. He’s a lot bigger than Wade physically—and that’s saying something. Wade’s well-built and very cut. Terrell’s just a big guy. Like I said before, not really fat, but he’s not going to win a bodybuilding competition anytime soon. This guy’s life aboard a navy ship must have been hell. There’s no way he’d fit into any regulation rack. But as guys go, he’s descent looking I guess. He definitely fits within what I’m learning is my ‘wife’s type’. She like big guys, strong guys, working class guys that exude that self-reliant attitude. She likes a guy that has rough, calloused hands  

 

“You’re not worried he might have some horrible disease from all the prostitutes he’s slept with around the world?”



I didn’t say that to be funny, but something I’d said made my wife snort a laugh, “It’s just drinks right now, Ky. He’s not stirring my drink with his cock.”  



Now it was my turn to roll my eyes, “It may well start out that way, but given the opportunity, I doubt you’d turn him down.” 



My wife gave me a smile that would have rivaled that of the Big Bad Wolf. She went to the closet and came out a moment later with, the cage…  “I want to try something,” she said, way to excited for my comfort level. 



“Jaimee, I have to go to sleep,” I complained. 



“No, you don’t,” she admonished, “Don’t be such a bell-end,” and with that she was on top of me, pulling my shorts down until my dick was exposed. I was starting to stir from the conversation, but she daftly had me caged and had the key set on the night stand. 



I looked up at her, “What are you playing at?” 



She gave me her most sweet, innocent smile as she settled down so that her face was close to my now caged dick. “I’m just messing about for a minute. You haven’t been a very good cuck-boy lately. I want to see how this works,” she said, studying me almost clinically. 



After a moment she looked up at me, “I haven’t had a cock in my loose pussy for way too long,” she said as she then broke away her gaze from me and looked down at my dick. I felt myself begin to stir and the cage begin to tighten ever so slightly. 



“Did you know Wade never asks me to wear my collar,” she said almost conversationally. “You’ve asked me to wear it before, but he’s never asked,” she added. 



I shook my head, “No, I didn’t know that,” I said somewhat confused. I know she’d worn it for him. 



“Nope, he’s never asked,” she repeated, “He tells me to wear it…” ah, now I was getting it. “…he never asks me to do anything. He does what he likes and expects me to do my part.” I felt myself twitch, and the cage tightened up a little more. “Did you know he still makes me call my pussy a cunt or a fuckhole? He’s not like you, Ky. He doesn’t ask me anything. If he wants to fuck me from behind, he puts me in the position he wants and then he fucks me.” She then brought her eyes back to mine and very slowly said, “Did you hear me, Ky.” She paused for a moment, “I said Wade, my boyfriend fucks,” she pronounced the word ‘fuck’ very slowly, “your married wife’s sloppy cunt.” She continued to pronounce each word perfectly and speak each one slowly. “Do you accept it now, Ky?” she asked 



I looked at her but didn’t respond. 



She repeated, still speaking slowly but with perfect enunciation, “Do you understand that your wife is now another man’s slut? That someday the number of times other, bigger cocks that stretched out your wife’s cunt will total more than yours?” She must have noticed my eyes widen, “That’s right, someday I’ll have had more sex with my boyfriend than with my husband? We’re quickly catching up to that number he and I.”  I was now very much feeling the cage as blood was trying in vain to fill my dick. The cage wasn’t painful, but I was definitely feeling the pressure. “I’ve already told you that your dick now feels like little, soft touches, but I wonder what would happen if I only fucked Wade exclusively for one month and only gave my husband blowjobs? Would I even feel you at all in my pussy after that? Is that what you want? Do you want to only fuck my mouth while my bigger lover enjoys my pussy?” 



Her eyebrows rose as if she were now waiting for an answer. “Are we just playing the game?” 



“Don’t talk shite,” she admonished, “Of course we’re playing the game, but that doesn’t change anything I just said. You’re my cuck-boy, and you’ll only be happy as my cuck-boy.” I was about to speak but she cut me off, “I don’t want a knicker wearing cuck-boy, you still better be the man I need, but I’m telling you now that there will always be another, bigger cock filling my pussy. From now on, you will only ever be my cuck-boy.” 



The cage was really starting to get restrictive now. Jamiee smiled at me and got even closer to my dick, studying it like it was a science experiment. She pushed it from one side to the other with her finger. 



“I do like this, Ky,” and I could tell she was absolutely enjoying this whole thing. “I’ll make sure you’re taken care of, but you’re going to be wearing this a lot more when I’m with my lovers.”



“We’ll see,” I said defiantly. 



Jaimee laughed and it almost sounded wicked, “You’ll see,” she corrected, “You gave me the power, and I’m not going to give it back. I’ve read the same stories you have, cuck-boy. You might deny it, but I know deep down this is what you really want,” she went on, not letting me interrupt, “You like the idea of me going out with Terrell for drinks, only you want us to go to a hotel after. You want us to fuck like the people in the stories you read, but you want this to happen for real…” she paused and wrapped her hand around my caged dick, her small hand still large enough so that her finger tips could touch as they wrapped themselves around me. With Wade’s cock, they don’t even go halfway around. I could feel the warmth radiating from her hand, “…you want your wife to even fuck multiple men—you confessed that to me, remember? You want me to fuck two cocks at the same time—stretching out both my holes at the same time… so tell me again, cuck-boy, this is what you want,” she said in more of a statement than a question. 



“As long as you love me first,” I chocked out, my voice was rough, like I’d just swallowed a mouthful of gravel. 



Jaimee smiled at me as she continued to toy with my encaged member, “I can’t tell you how much this excites me,” she said, looking again at the cage. Now the cage was tighter than I’d ever felt it. My dick was straining with all it’s might to break free, but apart from my balls aching a little, it wasn’t too painful. My wife wasn’t finished with her cruel yet amazingly erotic game, “Did you know Wade’s parents still don’t know the truth? They think he and I are in an on-again off-again relationship, but they’re hopeful that we’ll work it out… they really want to meet me.” 



“Oh god,” I groaned, the cage still tight. My lust was ramped up as high as it’s ever been, but the cage was keeping me there. I couldn’t get to a point of release. I was tantalizingly close, but it was like I’d hit a peak and wasn’t allowed to go any higher. 



“I thought you might like that, cuck-boy. Deep down you really want to play this game to the extreme, but you’re scared,” she said, and she wasn’t wrong, but there’s a difference between fantasy and reality, but at the moment, I couldn’t discern between the two. “You want me to meet Wade’s parents. You want them to think we’re a committed couple. You like that I have my things at my boyfriend’s house and that we’ve lived together—and you want me to do it again…” she said in nearly a whisper. “You know,” she eventually added, “Bennett has a lot more self-confidence these days, I bet he’d be keen on a threesome with me and Wade. His cock isn’t as big as Wade’s but it’s still twice as big as yours,” she said matter of factly. 



This torture had gone on for about 30 minutes, but I was surprised I wasn’t feeling more desperate than I was. I was enjoying a nice, lusty high, but that was about it. It was like I was a little drunk, but no matter how much more I was drinking, I only stayed a certain level of drunk. Finally, Jaimee had mercy on me and removed the cage. I had almost an instant erection, and as soon as my wife grasped my dick into her hand, I exploded. Two feelings hit me at the same time. One, I was embarrassed because of how quickly I had gone off, and two, I was amazed at the amount of cum that had just shot out of me. I never shoot loads like that. Even my wife was impressed, or would have been if most of it hadn’t shot right into her hair. She hates it in her hair because there’s no choice but to wash it. 



Later, when we were back in bed, and my wife had had her shower, I planned on returning the favor—she’d made me cum so hard that I felt like I’d pulled a stomach muscle, but she declined, saying that she needed to get up early the next day because her Seattle sales trip is coming soon. We talked about random stuff for a few minutes, and I could tell Jaimee would be asleep soon as she looked at me through heavy-lidded eyes. She had just blown my fucking mind—and my nuts—from what she was talking about, but she had pulled it off so well I couldn’t tell if she was serious or if she was just playing. I mean I really figured she was just playing the game, but she spoke with such confidence that I couldn’t tell fact from fiction. 



“Jaimee,” I coaxed her back to alertness, “Were you serious about everything you just said… about Wade’s parents, the threesome, and only letting your lovers have your pussy?” I wished I hadn’t asked, even to myself I sounded like an insecure wimp. 



Jaimee closed her eyes and let her head sink into the pillow, “Don’t ruin the game, Ky,” she said in more of a heavy sigh. 



Don’t ruin the game, she’d said. So… she’s just playing… I think. A long moment passed and she was probably close to being asleep, but I knew if I didn’t get rid of that little stab of doubt, I wouldn’t sleep for shit, so I pressed… “so you’re just playing the game, right?”



She groaned loudly, but this groan wasn’t one of passion but one of frustration, “God, Ky. You really don’t know?” she said, her voice with a slight edge. After a moment of silence and me not answering she added, “If you want the truth, you’ll have to use your safeword. If you use it, then I win this round, and you have to do something for me.” 



I almost said my safeword without thinking, but like I said, I’ve learned how my wife operates. Instead I asked, “Like what?” wanting to know what her devious little mind had in store. 



She turned her back to me but pushed herself closer to my side of the bed, and then answered, “To be determined, I’m to tired to think about that right now.” Another moment of silenced passed and she softly said, “good night then.” 



“…!” I blurted out my safeword. “I think you were just playing, but there was some truth to what you were saying to. I have to be sure.” I tried to explain. 



She turned back towards me and sat up slightly, a slight look of exasperation on her features, “You’re talking shite again, Ky,” she blurted out. The edge in her voice a little stronger now, “You were wearing the cage, Ky—that’s a bit of an easy clue. You know I was just playing the game. But this is what I was talking about the other day,” her voice now growing more frustrated, “I need you to be stronger than this—be more secure than this. You want to play this game, but it only really works for you if you think it’s real, but when I make it a bit more real, you spiral off out of control and poke at me like a bloody peckish chicken...” Uh-oh, I knew I was in trouble. She was starting to really get her momentum and I only had myself to blame. “…get it through your numpty skull. You’re my husband. I’m your wife. I only love you. I don’t love Wade, or Bennett, and Terrell is just a bloke I met at the beach…”



“Yeah, okay,” I said, my ears ringing—I only wrote half of what she said—, “thanks.”



She exhaled and turned her back towards me again, and then in a voice much softer, she mumbled, “—and I love Wade’s cock stretching out my whoring cunt,” she then started fake snoring, acting like she was asleep. 



I laughed and laid back down, and I swear it wasn’t but two-minutes later and she actually was asleep. But despite getting my answer from her, my brain was still switched on and I knew I wasn’t going to fall asleep anytime soon. One thing I did a lot of thinking about, but didn’t find any answers to, is how I can turn the tables on our ‘game’. It’s very one-sided in that she has all the leverage on me and I have almost none on her. She can make me use my safeword almost at will, but I have no way to do the same. And I have no doubt that she’s going to think of something fucking really crazy because I lost and used mine.




Post 327 — Xalar11

Mon Aug 20, 2018 4:27 am

Another great post. Your lovely wife is really a naughty vixen. I assume it's absolutely "addictive" for you to be married to her. And the best thing Jaimee obviously loves you deeply.



Though, playing "the game" or not, I would think Jaimee moving in with Wade again for a period of time or meeting his parents is probabely not the best idea. Some relations should exclusively between you and Jaimee. Or what do you think?



One thing I wanted to ask about your safeword. Jaimee said when you use it you loose and must do something for her. Can I ask what this means, what have you done for her so far?




Post 328 — subtoall

Mon Aug 20, 2018 5:01 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Think about it.  Isn't this exactly the way you want it?  IMO we cucks don't really ever want the tables to be turned.  Enjoy the ride sir.




Post 329 — sabya167

Mon Aug 20, 2018 5:43 am

Turning the tables on your mindblowingly evolving hotwife?



That may have come from a very adorable spirit of youthful competition between loving spouses.



But if you see it from a cuck's viewpoint, where's the need?



Everytime she pulls you towards cuck-heaven, you flinch and pull back, because you are adapting to it at a slower rate than Jaimee's.



You are not going to make Jaimee jealous, insecure or vulnerable without dating a beautiful woman. Then you can create anxiety in her mind and have some leverage, if that's what you want.




Post 330 — wannabecUKold

Mon Aug 20, 2018 6:10 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

He's not going do that, we all know.  His Jaimee is the beautiful girl he dates.




Post 331 — norbertrichard

Mon Aug 20, 2018 1:21 pm

Jamie creates the illusions in your mind that torment you, knowing full well that she has the power, but you can also tweek her nose if you want, create your own allusion, by joining up with one of the many dating sites, you don't have to follow through, but when you start reciving inquiries from interested women, Jamie will notice, and you can truthfully deny guilt, but she will realize that others are interested.  You can inquire with out joining these sites, as I have, and you will be surprised how many women will return the favor.  My wife noticed, and so will Jamie.




Post 332 — viking53

Mon Aug 20, 2018 4:48 pm

Thanks Ky, your posts just get richer all the time and you are really generous in how you share all the small details that make this so stimulating.



Jaimee is really expert at pushing your buttons. She knows exactly where they are and how to push them. The only way you can try to even out things in the game is by ignoring your buttons, but then you lose out on the pleasure you get from the game. However you do it, I don't think you can win. Jaimee is enjoying this too much and is just too good at it.




Post 333 — sabya167

Mon Aug 20, 2018 8:59 pm

Or, if she had only 1 boyfriend, and  you had him on board with you for everything, like you kinda did it with Wade once, by making him your co-conspirator in raising the bar, and springing surprises on poor Jaimee, after the U. K. trip, then you could have some leverage. But, now that she is branching out beautifully, that goes out the window, I guess.



The physical presence of an equally, if not more, beautiful, hot, talented and sharp-witted girl could have the desired effect, but then who's seeing that happening?



So, I guess, responses from dating sites, as suggested, is your only way out.



But, if you ask me, I would solemnly advise you against harboring such unholy thoughts about turning tables on her.



You can't fight and win against 'God's gift to cucks', silly mortal.




Post 334 — Bayless

Mon Aug 20, 2018 9:28 pm

↳ Replying to: sabya167



Ky, You might create a high risk sham, meaning that something that you would never do, but Jamie doesn’t know that. You could hint to Jamie that you have hired an investsgator to track down Wades parents, and you have taken steps to inform them that Jamie is a twice divorced parent of three children, and is a career carrier of VD. Way out there, but might get her attention !!




Post 335 — sabya167

Mon Aug 20, 2018 11:11 pm

Sucking, swallowing,Wade's 10-incher and Ky.



These could be the keywords doing their rounds in Jaimee's brain right now.



Pegging, Wade's 10-incher and Ky, could possibly be reserved for the next use of the safeword.



Only she knows.




Post 336 — Lucky Dog

Tue Aug 21, 2018 1:03 am

Ky, your posts are incredibly erotic and exciting, in large part because of the extreme humiliation by your wife. Of course, what makes this so delicious instead of unbearable is that she loves you and can always show this to you when you need it. 



It seems that if a cuck gives so much control to his wife, she also has an equally strong obligation, to make sure the cuck can bear his pain so he can enjoy what she does without feeling he's lost. It's not easy to do, but you and your wife continue to succeed at exactly this. 



I love reading what you write.




Post 337 — trdd

Tue Aug 21, 2018 4:09 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Some variant of the above has crossed her mind, I am sure!  She has pretty much said it, hasn't she? Although she might want to start Ky with someone smaller. And it sounds like Jaimee is reading Xleglover's latest, as is Ky, so that all falls in line with what is happening in that fictional story. It seems as if Jaimee is taking inspiration from Jen.



I think Jaimee's dominant development with Ky is absolutely amazing. As amazing as it is, there are a few things that I can't believe Ky can tolerate. This might not be agreed to by all but of all the things happening it seems that the frequency Jaimee sees Wade would be the worst thing for me. Vegas was out of control and might have... would have.... crushed a lesser cuckold. But even now the frequency is high and coupled (pun intended) with the fact that people at the gym know they are a couple, along with Wade's friends and parents even, it just sounds like too much for the psyche. Ky, is that the most intense thing for you? If not, what is?



As much as that would unnerve me I am glad to read that you are sometimes hot and cold with the game, you take breaks, and that Jaimee reinforces her love for you. Yet just like a seesaw I also see the fact that she is now in control in many ways and she was heading over the line back when you started with Derek. Of course she has matured with all of this dramatically, but still there's a twinge of worry thinking about it.



I have two other thoughts. The first is a personal desire but I think it was based upon something you wrote months ago. It sounds like Jaimee could write just about as well as you do, which is saying something. I would absolutely love to see her post a little about what goes through her mind in this relationship. Particularly about how she has grown to dominate you as a cuckold. Now I could see where she might be hesitant to put that out in a public space or even to put it out so you can read it. But I thought at one point you had said that she would post some of her insights if you wore a cage. That was quite a while ago but if it was true can you ask her again?



The last thing is about your desire for just a little bit of Leverage. I laughed as people suggested you hit up a woman to cause some jealousy. The laughter was mostly because I was imagining you doing that while having your cock caged by Jaimee! But I suppose the tactic might work in the right setting. 



Do you  lead in the relationship outside of the bedroom? If so, is the assertiveness in other contexts enough for you to feel like you are still playing a masculine role as her husband?



Is it possible you could win an evening where you are in charge in the bedroom despite everything that is going on?




Post 338 — offendedgame

Tue Aug 21, 2018 7:27 am

Hey, Ky

I really LOVE your updates. keep it up.



I have couple of questions..



The subject about Wade's parents reminds me, what happened in the first time when Jaimee met them when you were in Guatemala? 



Also, are you still on the 3 wishes? you know, your 3rd wish was for her to have an affair and keep it a secret and doesn't tell you. Do you think she is doing that with already (with Terrell for instance)?



And what about the her wishes.. i see that you're half way through some of them like the cage and your craempie that you ate once. only one remaining ;D




Post 339 — Ky_Da

Tue Aug 21, 2018 7:35 am

↳ Replying to: trdd, sabya167

Hey trdd, 



You’re absolutely correct that my wife would love, love, love for me to give Wade oral, or peg me, or any other number of crazy things she’s read about or thought up. She has talked about it before, and we did try pegging once (once). We do read X’s stories, and we’ve had more than a few late-night discussions about them—in fact, it was a story of his that my wife caught me reading a couple of years ago that got the original conversation started about cuckolding. Xleg has written several books since we started, so we in no way try to keep up with that pace, but as I’ve written before, we have taken some inspiration from the ideas in his stories—we just do them our way, and at our pace. It’s interesting but just coincidental that in X’s current story, Jen is trying to get mike to suck a man’s cock because my wife has been trying to talk me into that for a long while now. (I’m still not there, but that doesn’t keep her from trying). 



Like many, I’m a big fan of Xleg’s stories, but I really do try to keep in mind that it’s fiction, even though life does often imitate art. I sometimes have a really hard time reading his stories though, mainly because it’s hard for me to read them when their marriage is on the rocks, or headed for certain disaster. My wife and I have a scary amount in common with Mike and Jen, or maybe it’s better to say Xleg and me think a lot alike. I read a lot of comments on that story and I think a lot of people are just looking for an erotic story, but they really don’t get the cuck aspect of it all. The mental anguish/torture and a certain amount of jealousy and humiliation are just part of it. The actual sex and the physical acts are only a part of the whole—and a rather small part at that. 



The frequency between Wade and Jaimee… yeah, it’s a lot, and it would have been too much for me to take when we’d first started our journey. But I guess I’ve grown accustomed to it or, I have to admit, I’ve become desensitized to it. They didn’t hook up at all last week, which is rare. I think I needed a solid break from it all and to feel like she was mine again. And my wife was great about it and dedicated that time to just me. As great as Wade has been, I just don’t have the same worries with him as I did with Derrick (the first guy my wife cucked me with). Wade’s become a good friend of mine, we golf together, we text and communicate all the time, so I’ve grown to develop a solid, trusting relationship with him. Wade gets what he wants—consistent sex and a part time relationship without any attachments, and I get what I want—fun and excitement without the worry that he wants to take my wife from me. 



Reading Xleg’s stories, one consistent part of the story arch is Mike’s desire for Jen to have sex with men that he can’t stand—rivals even. When I think about my wife doing something like that, I admit it causes a serious spike of amazing angst when I envision her being with a man that I can’t stand—Derrick for example—yeah, Derrick would be our version of the Blake character. While it would be thrilling for a moment, I couldn’t take it. I wouldn’t take it. That’s pushing too far and the game would end. I think this is why the frequency with Wade has become acceptable. Right or wrong, my wife feels a need to try to keep her boyfriend satisfied because otherwise he’ll look elsewhere, and guys like Wade have proven hard to find—guys like Derrick, on the other hand, seem to be in abundance. One thing I don’t talk about often is the fact that Wade does occasionally drive my wife up the wall. He frustrates and exasperates her, and she’ll come home and complain about him—I really like that too. Their relationship isn’t perfect either—and that’s fine by me. I don’t want it to be. 



Occasionally Wade spends the night. And there’s nothing like waking up to your wife’s cries and moans from being fucked by another man in your own house. We keep our bedroom as our place, so they use the guestroom. On those nights, I go to bed with my wife, we make love and enjoy some time together, but as soon as I start to drift off, I feel the bed move as she gets up and goes to the guestroom. It doesn’t take long before I hear her passionate moans as she cries her boyfriend’s name. The rule is that the guestroom door stays open, so I’m free to go watch whenever I want, but lately I’ve enjoyed just listening. I still have moments where it gets to be too much—usually after I’ve ejaculated and the adrenaline and rush subside for a time. It’s hard to watch another man with your wife at those times, especially when that man knows your wife’s body ever bit as well as you do—maybe better. It’s a bittersweet feeling to see your wife so enraptured in her orgasm that she looses all sense of the present; she’s only aware of her lover’s ministrations, forgetting, or not caring that her husband is watching or even exists for a time. 



The most intense thing for me right now is definitely, without a doubt, the fact that a group of people at a CrossFit gym fully believe that my wife is Wade’s girlfriend. They basically think that the ring on her finger is just a formality at this point. We’ve discussed this at length, and it’s the part of the game we both feel is by far the riskiest part. I worry all the time about it, but at the same time it’s such a source of mind-blowing angst that I don’t want her to give it up. My more critical-thinking side knows this is fucking dangerous shit because I can already see changes that have developed. When Jaimee first started having sex with Wade, she’d need a few days to recover. She would be very sore and not want anyone touching her. But as time went on, she started being able to go longer and longer between ‘rests’. Now… there is no need for rest. Despite having a ridiculously large cock, my wife is completely used to it. She used to tell me that she liked the size of my dick because it still ‘got the job done’, and it was nice to have a smaller dick sometimes because she could just relax and enjoy that… she doesn’t say that anymore. Little by little relationships change. I can’t help but wonder where will ours be in a year from now. Two years from now. Could I ever get to a place, Like Mike in the stories, could I ever get to a place where I’m relegated to just her ‘support staff’, replaced as her lover completely. Only a true cuck would find this thought appealing. I’m both excited and ashamed that I get off on that thought. 



To answer another question. Outside of the bedroom games, our relationship is very different. I take the lead, and while I always make sure to get input from my wife, I make the final decisions in regards to finances and other typically standard family things. And my wife is content with this relationship—she’s said as much on a number of occasions. From the way she grew up, she’s always had some type of authority figure over her, so now that she’s married, and no longer feels like she has a parent, headmistress, house mum, college professors, etc. over her, she feels a freedom and empowerment that she hasn’t had before. The games we’ve been playing have been something that she thoroughly enjoyed because it’s given her even more power than she’s ever felt before. She’s admits that it’s an intoxicating feeling, and one she doesn’t want to give up. My wife does understand that she needs to be careful not to overindulge, but she loves it.  



Lastly, I’d honestly forgotten about her promising to write a post on here if I’d ever tried the cage. I’m going to have to remind her about that. I would love it if I could get her to sit still for a minute to put her thoughts to paper. 



Thanks for reading and for the questions.




Post 340 — Ky_Da

Tue Aug 21, 2018 7:39 am

↳ Replying to: LuckyDog

Thank you for taking time to comment. I agree with you about the wife having the obligation to make sure her cuck can bear it, but we've found that's a constant balancing act. It's way easier said than done. Thanks for reading.




Post 341 — Ky_Da

Tue Aug 21, 2018 7:40 am

↳ Replying to: D+D

...very true D+D  ...very true




Post 342 — Ky_Da

Tue Aug 21, 2018 7:44 am

↳ Replying to: viking53

Viking, you've basically summed up my own thoughts. It's a catch 22 really, but then again maybe it's not because this is what I really want. It's crazy how well she's learned to push those buttons, too. And I think she's just starting to understand her power in all of this. In other words, I think she's only beginning to discover her ability to push those buttons, and I can only imagine how good she'll be at it the longer we play.




Post 343 — Ky_Da

Tue Aug 21, 2018 7:46 am

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold, sabya167

You're exactly right mate




Post 344 — Ky_Da

Tue Aug 21, 2018 7:54 am

↳ Replying to: Xalar11

I really don't know about trying the moving-in-with-the-boyfriend thing again. It's incredibly intense and those are difficult waters to navigate through--rife with peril, ya know. Living with someone full time like that really forces that relationship to grow exponentially fast. We don't know if we'll try that again or not. 



To answer the last question, the game we've been playing seems to be ever-evolving. Using my safeword in the past never meant that I owed her something, but this seems to be the tweak she's thrown into the game lately.




Post 345 — Ky_Da

Tue Aug 21, 2018 8:13 am

↳ Replying to: offendedgame

I never updated much about Wade’s parents because there wasn’t much to tell. My wife left almost immediately after they showed up, so they really didn’t have much chance to talk to her. About a month ago, Wade came over and my wife asked how his parents were doing. He was a little remis to tell us, but after a little ‘coaxing’, Jaimee finally got it out of him. His mom basically thinks Jaimee is a little tart, and that she’s toying with her son’s feelings by stringing him along. His parents do believe that their son has an on-gain/off-again relationship with what his mom calls, ‘a-little-brit-girl’. He says his parents constantly push him to find a serious girl and get married and start a family. But Wade wants no part of that type of life. He has his gym, he has his freedom to do as he pleases, and he’s getting laid frequently. Not a bad life. 



Being open, I’ll admit that the thought of Wade’s parents talking about my wife and her relationship with their son, is a total mind-fuck. It puts me into the cuck version of sub-space if I let myself go there.  



As far as the wishes, we have talked about picking those back up recently. We kind of took a break from pushing the boundaries for a time. Her having an affair with someone and me not knowing is another idea gleamed from Xleg’s story. It’s one I really want to try, but I don’t think either of us are ready for that yet. I thought there might be something going on with Terrell, but unfortunately my wife was just making that up in order to push the cuck buttons. He didn’t ask her out and they’ve only casually talked on the beach a few times. I was honestly hoping that he had asked though, that’s one fantasy I would love to have fulfilled. But real life rarely turns out like we want, right.




Post 346 — Bubbagmp

Wed Aug 22, 2018 12:31 am

KY, both your stories have covered what works (Wade) and what doesn't (Derrick).



I disagree, respectfully, with your assessment of Derrick. He's antithesis of Wade, the anti-Wade.



Chosing the correct third is huge; imo Derrick is a marriage buster.  He loves the hunt (stealing the wife) and the kill (the complete destruction of the M).



And it all started by  him creating a wedge between you two. 



The longest 3way R we had lasted 15yrs.  Think of it as he started as Wade but digressed into Derrick.   Your wife is one in a million.   It has always been her love for you is why  it works. 



Never trivialize that.  Enjoy the rollercoaster.




Post 347 — Mrbigbull

Wed Aug 22, 2018 4:51 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky,



Great update, as ever.

But...... to be honest, in my opinion you using your safeword doesn't count in this.

In my opinion it was an unfair play. You are already in the underdog position by just being the cuckold. It doesn't really help that Jamiee knows how to push your buttons all to well.

Why is it unfair? She told things that did not happen. she just made up some things in which she new it would push your buttons hard. If she is allowed to make things up, then you will always lose and always use your safeword.

That is my opinion, you two do whatever feels right for you, but be honest, this is not fair.



Keep on rocking you two.



Regards,

MrBigBull.




Post 348 — sabya167

Wed Aug 22, 2018 7:00 am

Good catch, Mr. Bigbull.   So, the punishment(if it may be so called) or the task supposed to be assigned stands cancelled, I guess.



She is enjoying and experiencing freedom and power. Freedom from restriction of authority, freedom to make choices and decisions, power to control bodies and minds of men. She has taken to it like a fish to water, getting addicted to it, getting almost drunk on it, got a very supportive partner who gave all this to her.  She is not going to give it up for the whole world.  Of course this insight into her psyche and what drives her could have come only from her husband.



Sometimes, she gets exasperated because her husband treads cautiously because he feels and fears he stands to lose her.



But leaving him is not on Jaimee's mind. She gets exasperated because she feels interrupted, by the cautious back and forth of Ky, in her pursuit of freedom, power and control.



Thanx Ky, for making us understand Jaimee infinitely better.



A refreshingly candid and honest, reflective and insightful post with rare clarity of thoughts- some of the reasons why we all are here.




Post 349 — Ky_Da

Wed Aug 22, 2018 2:19 pm

I’ve appreciated the questions lately. They’ve been thought provoking and made me remember some things I’d forgotten. I answered one question, I believe to trdd, about a few changes I’d noticed in my wife’s relationship with her boyfriend, and in doing so, it got me thinking more about that subject. I wrote about how my wife used to tell me that she enjoyed a smaller dick once in a while because it wasn’t as intense, she didn’t need to be as prepared for it, or that she could basically just relax and enjoy it. But one change has been that she no longer says that. I’ve noticed that she now has no problems taking all of Wade’s cock, and without much if any strain. She really has been custom fit I guess. The only thing they have to take slow is how deep the penetration is, she still has to be very warmed up to take his entire length, and depending on the position, she can’t take all of him. For example, if he puts her legs over his shoulders and then drives in, he hits places that are not comfortable and she lets him know it. He has to be careful not to hurt her in that position. Although, there have been a few times, when they’ve been going at it for a long time, that he’s gotten her so hot, that she has taken a pounding in that position and loved it, so I guess even then it can be done. But as I watch her now, I can tell she’s much more relaxed. I don’t see the strain of her muscles and on her features as she’s trying to take him all. It’s now more just pure passion. 



In general, we are all much more relaxed and comfortable with each other. A few weeks back Wade was over and we were watching golf on tv and drinking beer. It was in the middle of the day and we were just kicking back and relaxing. Jaimee had been on the phone and when she’d hung up, she sat next to Wade and curled up into his side. He put his arm around her and pulled her in a little closer. They had done it so naturally. No awkwardness or being worried about me there and how I might feel about it. The action did spike my angst meter. If a stranger would have walked in, they would have thought Wade and jaimee were the couple and I was the visitor, never mind that it was my house and my wife.  



As we talked and drank, Jaimee started to stroke Wade’s cock through his shorts. The guy never wears pants. I doubt he even owns a pair. It didn’t take long before his cock was straining against the fabric, so my wife freed him from the constraint and suddenly his massive rod was bare for all to see. It’s really absurd how big he is. The guy could be a rich porn star if was so inclined. Now this has become one of my wife’s favorite things to do, and I’ve written about it before, but this happens with some frequency and so I write about it again. 



Jaimee loves to play with her lover’s cock. When we’re sitting on the couch like we were that day, she loves to gently touch it, rubbing her fingers gently over it, giving it a little lick, or swirling her tongue around the tip. She’ll occasionally catch my eye and give me a wink, or a quick raise and lower of her brow. This day a friend of hers called. She pulled out her phone, and without missing a beat, started a conversation while she absentmindedly continued to play with her boyfriend’s cock. This is something she’s never done with me! She was probably on the phone for solid half-hour—all the while teasing Wade’s member. It’s a surreal experience to be watching golf while your wife chats on the phone while playing with another man’s cock. 



-_-



I hit a milestone today that I never thought I’d see. I’ve had my dick in a cage for 24-hours—or at least it’ll be 24-hours by the time I get home this evening and convince the wifey to unlock me. It’s nearing the end of the work day, and luckily, it’s been so busy that I’ve hardly had time to think about it. This was my penance for using my safeword and losing the game—which in a way is a little like wining by loosing for me. The cage experience so far is way different than what I thought. I usually skip reading what people write when they talk about wearing a cage because I’ve just had no interest in it. I didn’t understand it. And the only reason I’m wearing it now is because it excites my wife to no end. Seriously, she looks like she just drank a gallon of pure caffeine the way she’s buzzing around. She’s been like a little humming bird, buzzing around, texting me all day long to ask how I’ve been, curious to know what it feels like after wearing it for a longer time. She’s on a total power trip right now, and she’s having waaaayyyy to much fun. 



Before I left for work, she grabbed my crotch and felt the cage, “Just making sure my little guy is tucked safely away—wouldn’t want him causing problems while I’m being sexually fulfilled by my lovers,” she said teasingly. 



Getting home, I sat on the couch, having gotten home a few minutes before my wife. She came through the door and I know my eyes widened in surprise. She looked like a woman possessed. Her hair stuck out at every angle imaginable, her face was flushed and red from exertion, and perspiration still dampened the sides of her temples and forehead. She was wearing a tank top and a pair of loose sweat pants that looked like they were several sizes to big. My wife slammed the door and pulled off the tank top in the few steps it took her to get to the couch. She then carefully took the sweat pants off to reveal that she was wearing nothing else under them. She was completely naked in seconds, and that’s when I noticed that she had cum smeared all over her inner-thighs. 



“Jaimee,” I cried in disbelief, “Is that—,” 



“—Wade’s cum?” she interrupted with a devious smile. “Why yes, yes it is,” she confirmed. 



“Baby! You can’t let him cum in you—you’re unprotected!” I blurted the obvious. 



My wife rolled her eyes at me, but her look of faux nonchalance quickly gave way to harried frenzy. She pushed me down on the couch and was soon straddling me, “He didn’t cum in me, he came on me, and I’ve been saving it for you,” she explained. “I’ve come to collect what you owe me, so get to work.”



My heart was pumping a hundred miles an hour from the way my wife was acting. My head felt dizzy from so much blood pumping through me, and my dick was madly straining against the cage. While I was doing my new husbandly duties, Jaimee had fished my cage dick out from my pants and was toying with me. It didn’t last long, we were both breathing like we’d just sprinted a mile. She came hard and literally fell onto the couch next to me. 



“I’m knackerd,” she said as she exhaled. “What a bloody amazing day,”   



“Do you have the key?” I asked her too quickly. 



She gave me a very disappointed look, “Does it hurt?” she asked



I shook my head, “No, but I can’t get an erection with it on, and I really want to cum.” 



“Do you have to have an erection to cum?”



I shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t know,” I confessed honestly, “but it helps.” 



She gave me a pained look, “I don’t want to unlock you yet” she admitted. 



My eyes almost bugged out of my head, “You have to, we agreed to 24 hours. It’s been 24 hours.” 



She shrugged, “I know, but I’m having fun, Ky. Let’s go a little longer,” 



I gave an exasperated sigh, “Maybe next time. I’m not mentally prepared to go any longer.” 



My wife reluctantly agreed and moved off the couch to get the key. She came back a few minutes later but before she let me out, she said in her most authoritative voice, “This is what’s going to happen cuck-boy,” she ran her fingers through her shorter hair, her bangs—or as she calls it—her fringe, has been growing out slightly so that it hangs down her face, forcing her to push it to one side or the other. “I’m going to let you out, and then,” she looked me in the eye and said, “my slutty little mouth is going to make your little knob cum. If you can keep from cumming for three-minutes, then you can fuck me anyway you want.” 



“And if I don’t make the three minutes?” I asked, knowing all to well where this was going. She held up the cage in her hand—yeah, I knew that’s what she had in mind. She’d probably been thinking and planning that one out all day today.  “What if I don’t agree to even the three minutes?” I asked, wondering how far she was willing to push it. 



She put the key in her mouth and smiled, the implication being that she was ready to swallow. I smiled back at her, calling her bluff. She snorted a laugh, but tried to keep her lips closed at the same time. Suddenly here eyes shot open wide—almost terrified—and she grabbed the front of my shirt and clutched it in a fist. She coughed, and kind of chocked, then coughed again. 



“Oh fuck!” she swore. “I bloody swallowed it,” she gasped a deep breath, “I fucking swallowed it, Ky.” She started touching her throat and swallowed several more times, “I can’t believe I bloody fucking swallowed a key!” 



I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to say. I just sat there in complete disbelief. I stared at her, like thinking that maybe she was just messing with me… but she wasn’t. That key was gone. Laughter finally broke me from my zoned-out state of disbelief. My wife started laughing—laughing uncontrollably, like harder than I’ve ever seen her laugh before. 



“Un-fucking-believable,” I said numbly, but then a thought struck me. It took me several tries to get my wife’s attention through her massive laugh fit, but when I finally did I asked, “There was a spare—where’s the spare key?” She dissolved into another fit of laughter, and despite wanting to be angry, I was having a hard time not joining her. 



It took a couple of minutes before she could control herself enough to talk, and even when she did, she still could only talk in short spits between fits of laughter, “I dropped it into the rubbish bin when I threw the package away,” more laughter, “and I didn’t want to pick it out because it smelled something awful that day,” and more laughter, “so I left it in there—I didn’t think we’d actually need it.” 





Fuck me. Both keys gone. And this isn’t something you call AAA for. I sat on the couch and thought. I do have some hand tools in the garage, I could bust out my Dremel and cut the lock off, but the idea of a bit spinning at 30,000 rpms that close to my junk didn’t sound like a good idea. 



“I’m going to the garage,” I told her as she dissolved into another fit of laughter. This time I did start laughing, but it was almost as much from disbelief as it was the comedy of the situation. 



I rummaged around and tried a couple of tools to break the lock. I can break a regular master lock with a couple of end wrenches with no problem, but this little lock was proving difficult because I couldn’t get a good angle on it, and it’s hard to really apply a lot of pressure to yourself down there. 



Jaimee came into the garage and when she saw my cranking a screwdriver on myself with my pants around my ankles, she had to sit on the step to keep from falling over. She was getting far too much amusement out of this. After a few more vain attempts she said, “Let it be, Ky. Come inside.” 



I stopped what I was doing and looked up at my wife. She was wearing the tee shirt and sweats from earlier and I realized those were Wade’s clothes. They hung extremely loosely on her small frame, but my fucking dick liked what I was seeing. I ignored the my cuck thoughts for a moment, “I guess the key will turn up in a day or two,” I said completely seriously. 



Jaimee let out a very unfeminine sound, “Are you taking the piss? Sod that! I’m not bloody looking for it.” 



“Then how am I going to get out of this thing?” I cried, although I really wasn’t panicked. I knew I could get it with a hacksaw—the problem was my hacksaw was missing its blade. It’s one of those tools you use over an over until it can’t cut through butter, and so you finally throw the blade away, the problem being that you never remember to buy a new one. Well, I wasn’t going to forget to buy one the next day! 



My wife gave me a sympathetic look, “Would it be so bad to leave it on for a time?” 



This surprised me. “Did that key go to your head?” I asked, “For how long?” 



She didn’t answer me. Instead she gestured toward the door, “Come on cuck-boy, let’s go have a shower and I’ll let you scrub me clean. We’ll think about how to get that off tomorrow—and I’ll see about buying an upgrade.” 



And just like that she’d taken the power back. I could feel the shift happen immediately. It was like I was the one in charge for a moment, but only until my wife realized that she’d lost control of the situation, but she took it back in less than 30 seconds. I put the screwdriver down and followed her upstairs and into the shower. We kissed and caressed. I washed her hair and all of her body, all the while my dick was trying it’s best to break free. Several times I noticed my wife looking at the cage. Sometime she would reach down and grasp it tightly, holding it firmly in her hand. The look of ecstasy on her face was incredible. She really was getting off on this thing. 



We enjoyed the rest of the evening, and I have to say, it was a very different experience to be on a lust filled, passionate high, but not actually get a release from it. Instead, it was like a slow drop back into normality. I didn’t feel that sharp drop like I usually do when I come. I felt more in control and level headed. Interesting. 



Tomorrow I’m still stopping by home depot to but a hacksaw blade.




Post 350 — Mrbigbull

Wed Aug 22, 2018 6:11 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky,



And here is another great update. Thanks for that.



Okay, education time   

It is completely normal for Jamiee adjusting to Wade's cock. The pussy is a muscle, you can train it. So in fact Jamiee's pussy is now trained to take wade's cock. This is something I've experienced numerous of times, almost every first time the wife could not take my cock completely, and if she did, it went very slowly. This is all complete normal.

Now, to take some BS story's out of the world...... Because the pussy is a muscle, it will also "shrink" to its original tightness. This is not instant and also takes some time. The story's about loose pussy's only apply when the wife has just been fucked by a big cock or toy. After a short time it will start to "shrink". If a wife has a lot of sex with a big cock, it will not "shrink" to its original tightness right away, because it keeps on getting stretched. After not fucking a big cock for some time (like 6 months) it will "shrink" to its original tightness.

Imagine if this was not the case, what would happen to a pussy after giving birth?

So I hope this clears all the BS story's   



As for the cage, please be careful with that with longtime use.

There are also some medical implication with long time use, or at least could be.

Remember your dick is softbone. With longtime use your dick can shrink. Sounds stupid, but it does. It did not believe at first either.

It is like the Japanese woman with very small feet (don't know if you know that 'story'). If you keep nature from doing its thing, nature will take action.

Keep on restricting your dick growing for a period of time, then nature will take action and make your dick smaller to compensate.



So, these are my 'worries' for you (well actually have a few more). But overall I think you two are doing fine.

Love to read the fun you three or four have  



Take care and have fun.



Regards,

MrBigBull.




Post 351 — viking53

Wed Aug 22, 2018 6:48 pm

Be very careful with that hacksaw Ky and take it very gently. You don't want to end up at A&E explaining what has happened!



When Jaimee buys the upgrade, make sure the reserve key is put in a very safe place. Jaimee certainly found a very interesting way to stretch your boundaries this time. Sounds like you have already discovered new interesting potentials with the cage and have gone way beyond your previous reluctance.




Post 352 — offendedgame

Wed Aug 22, 2018 11:05 pm

I really wished i saw this post earlier..  



Did she REALLY  swallowed the key???? if so, I would worry about the key and what could do to her stomach (and God knows what) more than the cage. 



when i saw that she swallowed the the key and you neither of you did anything about it, i assumed that anybody here would be alarmed and tell you.. but i didn't, which made me doubt myself and what i heard from moms when their kids swallow anything and that doctors advice them to filter the stool (I know right?) to make sure that everything made it through without any problems (if not go to an emergency or do x-ray or something).. well i googled it again i found that i heard right, and these thing could make REAL problems (i even saw that someone wrote that his friend died because he swallowed a key and got infected and other things, and someone else got hurt because the sharp end cut something inside his body) 



I know i might be overreacting, but please check that




Post 353 — Bayless

Wed Aug 22, 2018 11:12 pm

↳ Replying to: viking53

Ky: Don’t use the hacksaw. Not nearly accurate enough for this type of job, plus you have to take too long of a stroke to get any leverage. Use the Dremel. You don’t have to run it at 30,000 RPM. It’s adjustable. Follow these directions: Take a soft wash cloth and stuff it in around your junk, no erections, this is a two person job, have Jamie hold the lock with a gloved hand. Practice using the Dremel first on a another piece of material ie. nail or screw! Be careful, but you can do this.  In case this doesn’t work and it is a three person job, call Wade.    Happy Trails!




Post 354 — trdd

Wed Aug 22, 2018 11:22 pm

Jaimee may just be the perfect cuckoldress.



It must be a small key so the chances of it not passing normally are tiny. But looking out for any complications is obvious, checking to be sure it passes might be recommended (as distasteful as that sounds). 



She needs a back up key!  Maybe she does still have one and this is a plot to keep you locked up?




Post 355 — offendedgame

Wed Aug 22, 2018 11:51 pm

↳ Replying to: trdd

i kinda imagine she knows that already and planning to give him the key today after that (as distasteful as that sounds too) if not buying an upgrade..




Post 356 — wannabecUKold

Thu Aug 23, 2018 12:28 am

↳ Replying to: Bayless, viking53

Using bolt cutters could be best: I have easily cut through a padlock of that size with 30" bolt cutters.  Admittedly that was on a suitcase not on a dick in a cage.  Disclaimer: no liability accepted for following this suggestion!  



A three man job: Ky as the patient, Jaimee to hold the dick clear and Wade to apply the bolt cutters.  

Then post the video on here.  



Either that or you'll be sieving Jaimee's poo. 



This reminds me of that old rhyme:



Mary had an old tin watch

She swallowed it one day

And now she's taking Epsom Salts

To pass the time away.




Post 357 — viking53

Thu Aug 23, 2018 1:11 am

The bolt cutters definitely sound like a better idea than the hacksaw or the Dremel. Put a spatula between the padlock and the dick being held out of the way.




Post 358 — sherulestherooster

Thu Aug 23, 2018 1:28 am

I just read a few pieces of this last night, not sure why I missed it before.  So far, very hot.  But I find it difficult to believe you can't slip off the cage, either in the shower with lots of soap or with lots of lube.  I think she's messing with him.  My wife one time teased me that the chastity "accidentally" fell out of her hand on the highway and that it was irrecoverable.  Unless you have a PA piercing, it can be slipped off.




Post 359 — SutterKane

Thu Aug 23, 2018 2:24 am

Well...




Post 360 — sabya167

Thu Aug 23, 2018 6:35 am

It seems,  mentally too,  Jaimee has become custom-fit for Wade's company.




Post 361 — norbertrichard

Thu Aug 23, 2018 7:54 am

To me, it seems Jamie is putting it over on you. To convenient to have tossed the spare, and then swallow the last key.  I think you have been duped, and you put up with it, just one more thing to make her think of you as less a man. She is going to end up pregnant with Wades baby, and you will just accept it, and she will have lost all respect for you.




Post 362 — BigHotMess

Thu Aug 23, 2018 8:59 am

Wade isn’t an idiot, he’s using the tried and true method.  KY’s wife didn’t see if with Derrick so she definitely will not with aware.



You gain trust before you wedge.  The wedging will begin when trust is established.  It’ll start slow like KY’s wife venting to Wade about KY.  He’ll be smart and hold it back a bit and slowly extract using empathy and sympathy.  A few days later it’ll be ‘how did that turn out?’.  That’ll evolve (over months) into the ‘I’d never treat you like that’.



He’s an athlete.  Athletes like to win.  I was the same way.  I know this game well as I’ve done it.  Sooooo much hotter than picking up a random woman.  Achievement is a strong aphrodisiac.




Post 363 — norbertrichard

Thu Aug 23, 2018 6:50 pm

You say that you and Jamie follow "X's Jen and Mike, why don't you ask her, her opinion of Mike, and his tolerance  of Jen's abuse of him, and maybe you'll get some insight as to how Jamie really views you.




Post 364 — ballextender3209

Thu Aug 23, 2018 8:33 pm

Why do the posting alway have to come down to losing respect for Ky as a man/husband?  They are trying out new things, I have not read anything here that shows Jamie is losing respect for Ky.  She has stated time and time again how much she loves him and she stops the game each time he has asked her too. 



"I think you have been duped, and you put up with it"....what was going to make it better at that point, yell, scream in anger, get physical, I think he handled it in an adult manor.  Ky did not have to put the cage on, he chose to let Jamie.  Was he at any point in danger or physical pain that could cause damage, I didn't get that sense. Do I think she was pushing his cuck buttons, yes but again they are playing. I don't think I missed it, I did not read that he used the safe word again even after "losing" the key.




Post 365 — trdd

Thu Aug 23, 2018 9:11 pm

↳ Replying to: ballextender3209

I like your perspective.



The 'negative' posts immediately above yours are people who view situations strongly through their own lens, picking just a few pieces of data in a situation and then focusing only on those things they've picked out .... all the while interpreting them through their own set of experiences and perspectives. This process is something human beings do routinely. Sometimes it is helpful and sometimes it is not. Some people have learned to moderate this instinctive Behavior and others are oblivious to it. 



I see plenty of posts on this forum in both camps, some wonderfully written and insightful while not being judgemental or too narrowly focused. These very well done posts often share information without coming across as if they are certain about every answer. They blend their own perspective with questions for others and admit that they may not have all the data. On the other hand, you have posts like those ones just a few above yours that fixate on one thing, say it as if the the Stars themselves spoke to them that this was the absolute only perspective and rarely seek others opinions.



I recently saw a tragic news story of two people near a cliff edge who took a selfie and while doing so fell over the cliff. Ky and Jaimee do spend time near the cliff edge. Ky captures it so damn well that this is absolutely one of the very best threads in the Forum. But Ky is smart and has most of this well sorted. But desire and fantasy can overwhelm Judgment at times. So even though those posts may be off base and negatively written they do at least serve as a reminder that things can get out of control. Ky and Jaimee spend a lot of time standing on the edge.  I feel like it is too much time... particulalry with one boyfriend.  Because Ky is thoughtful and insightful he hopefully can view these negative posts as a reminder of the possible danger and not as a sign that this community is sour or unhelpful.




Post 366 — BigHotMess

Fri Aug 24, 2018 12:34 am

I hope that I did not come off as negative.  KY seems like a good dude which is why I'm inclined to offer up my .02 on the situation.




Post 367 — SutterKane

Fri Aug 24, 2018 12:53 am

↳ Replying to: trdd, ballextender3209

What trdd said. In spades!




Post 368 — Mrbigbull

Fri Aug 24, 2018 3:03 am

↳ Replying to: trdd, ballextender3209

Hello all,



Actually I get "both party's".

I understand people saying that Ky and Jamiee are doing okay.

I also understand people saying this situation is very dangerous (a milder translation of stating everything will go wrong).



I do think Ky and Jamiee communicate very well. This is very important. What I do not know if Ky is making his boundaries very clear, if he really marked the no go zones. But overall I think they are doing really great, although I have/had some minor worries which I mentioned in other posts.



But as a bull I also do understand the point of BigHotMess. He is right that getting a wife to leave her husband is sometimes easy. Personally I think that is a very very low thing to do, but yes, for some it is a sport. If you play it right and if you are patient, then it is easy to do it.

Lets highlight one occasion where you might have seen it a little happening with Ky and Jamiee.

Remember when Jamiee was with Wade for a longer period of time? She did a lot of things to push Ky's buttons, with great success. With everything she did she had the game in her mind, everything planned for the game. This shows Ky is on her mind all the time, which is good.

Well, I think one time she did not think about the game and had not Ky on her mind, which is the start of a dangerous situation.

Remember when? It was on the beach. She had totally forgotten the phone she gave to take pictures/video's. The thought they were private enough so nobody noticed what they were doing. If you think you are private enough so you think nobody was seeing it, then the game was not on her mind, Ky was not on her mind. This is also confirmed by the way they looked at each other.

That was a very dangerous situation.

As a bull, if you can make the wife forget about the lifestyle, forget about her husband, then you are well on your way.



These are just my opinions. Just as that I think they are okay, they know the dangers of the game all to well.

So in my opinion there is no need to explain that to them. But on the other hand, bystanders may see things clearer than the people who are experiencing it.



Regards,

MrBigBull.




Post 369 — sabya167

Fri Aug 24, 2018 3:37 am

Ky is more alert and cautious than he lets on here. Ky and Jaimee's relationship and communication are way stronger than is portrayed here. Funnily, I  got that impression from his posts only.




Post 370 — desertsub

Fri Aug 24, 2018 3:50 am

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard

Wow! You know exactly what's in Jaimie's head! That's an amazing skill!




Post 371 — Bayless

Fri Aug 24, 2018 4:03 am

↳ Replying to: Mrbigbull, trdd, ballextender3209

Hello all,



Actually I get "both party's".

I understand people saying that Ky and Jamiee are doing okay.

I also understand people saying this situation is very dangerous (a milder translation of stating everything will go wrong).



I do think Ky and Jamiee communicate very well. This is very important. What I do not know if Ky is making his boundaries very clear, if he really marked the no go zones. But overall I think they are doing really great, although I have/had some minor worries which I mentioned in other posts.



But as a bull I also do understand the point of BigHotMess. He is right that getting a wife to leave her husband is sometimes easy. Personally I think that is a very very low thing to do, but yes, for some it is a sport. If you play it right and if you are patient, then it is easy to do it.

Lets highlight one occasion where you might have seen it a little happening with Ky and Jamiee.

Remember when Jamiee was with Wade for a longer period of time? She did a lot of things to push Ky's buttons, with great success. With everything she did she had the game in her mind, everything planned for the game. This shows Ky is on her mind all the time, which is good.

Well, I think one time she did not think about the game and had not Ky on her mind, which is the start of a dangerous situation.

Remember when? It was on the beach. She had totally forgotten the phone she gave to take pictures/video's. The thought they were private enough so nobody noticed what they were doing. If you think you are private enough so you think nobody was seeing it, then the game was not on her mind, Ky was not on her mind. This is also confirmed by the way they looked at each other.

That was a very dangerous situation.

As a bull, if you can make the wife forget about the lifestyle, forget about her husband, then you are well on your way.



These are just my opinions. Just as that I think they are okay, they know the dangers of the game all to well.

So in my opinion there is no need to explain that to them. But on the other hand, bystanders may see things clearer than the people who are experiencing it.



Regards,

MrBigBull.[/quote



Agree with Mr.BB but point out that the more exciting the higher the risk, but such is life. Trying to measure the depth of love for each other is the unknown. Is there a danger point for individually Ky or Jamie? Who will in the long run break first as the fun and risk accelerates?  Obviously the players are Ky and Jamie. The wild card is Wade. He seems, according to K & J, to be a great guy, but what if he turns up the heat, particularly on Jamie? It seems to me that Ky can take it. Jamie, I think is the more vulnerable because of her outside connections with workout friends etc. If Wade wants more time with her away from Ky, to travel, entertain, be a live-in, etc. it will be a great temptation. The other boy friends are not the major players here. Wade is holding the high cards in the Jamie game.




Post 372 — viking53

Fri Aug 24, 2018 4:49 am

↳ Replying to: trdd

The posts just above "fixating on one thing" were focused on a very concrete situation presented by Ky in which he suddenly found himself unexpectedly locked in chastity without a key. Most of the posts "fixated on one thing" were specifically focused on physically how he could resolve a very unexpected situation without hurting himself without a deeper analysis of the situation. I think that is the natural response in such a situation irrespective of whether there is a sexual perspective or not. The advice that was given here was sincere and clearly given in the best interest of Kys situation. It was definitely given with Kys best interest in focus. There was no assumption of any broader perspective.



Aside from that, I would really like to know how things have developed for Ky. Have you managed to break the lock without any injury to yourself? Did Jaimee suddenly produce a key? Where do you see this going in the future?




Post 373 — offendedgame

Fri Aug 24, 2018 5:52 am

I'm interested to know if Wade knows about the cage and if he's involved in it with Jaimee




Post 374 — sabya167

Fri Aug 24, 2018 7:50 am

Is the next update going to be a 'caged-in' one? LOL.




Post 375 — Ky_Da

Fri Aug 24, 2018 11:57 am

Dayum! 



You all left more comments that I can make time to read at the moment. Certainly some differing opinions out there, but I get it. We all see and understand things differently. To begin, a lot of you were correct and saw something right away that I didn’t. She didn’t actually swallow the key, and she still had the spare, too. I guess the reason she laughed so hard was the look on my face when I thought she had swallowed it. I swear she’s playing three-dimensional chess and I’m playing checkers.  



I read one comment that said everyone that has posted something has only done so with the best of intentions in mind—I’m paraphrasing, but that was the gist of it. Reading some comments—it sure doesn’t feel that way. Things like: “She’s going to have Wade’s baby, Wade’s playing the long game, she sees you as less of a man, etc.” don’t make for enjoyable reading. I try not to pay too much attention to those types of comments, but it’s impossible not to let those get you down. That said, anyone posting on the internet has to expect some negative comments—you can’t be too overly sensitive. 



I vacillate on whether to continue writing updates. I mean I intend to keep writing my thoughts because I enjoy the process and the self-reflection it forces me to do, but sharing them for the scrutiny of all… well, it isn’t the best return on investment a lot of the time.




Post 376 — Open2it

Fri Aug 24, 2018 12:23 pm

I really appreciate the time and effort you take writing your updates. The best barometer for you is your sometimes naughty wife. No one else’s opinions matter.




Post 377 — sabya167

Fri Aug 24, 2018 12:38 pm

I ignore what i don't like  reading  here and go about doing my job, UNFAZED.  Learnt it from Xleg.  Perhaps you  should also do the same.




Post 378 — trdd

Fri Aug 24, 2018 12:39 pm

Ky, most readers think you are easily one of the best writers here.  And your experience is erotic, entertaining and thought provoking to say the least. 



But there are some vocal people here who seem to see everything through a negative lens.  My post yesterday ( I think) tried to explain a little bit about why some people see things so negatively.  I was trying to be a little charitable toward them by explaining part of why they fixate in their behavior without deriding it too harshly.... but I can only imagine it comes across to you as a pain in the ass. And justifiably so. 



Most would love to continue to learn from your journey and insights. I always look forward to your posts!  Be well.




Post 379 — norbertrichard

Fri Aug 24, 2018 12:51 pm

Ky, when I made the comments about Jamie duping you, I was not trying to put you down, I was just expressing my view point, and questioning weather  she viewed you as less a man for allowing her to manipulate you, I was just trying to let you know that others see the danger of the game you are playing. Question: You follow Mike and Jen, what is your opinion of Mike in that story?  My comments are only made out of my concern for the welfare of you and Jamie, if I have offended you ,I apologize.




Post 380 — wannabecUKold

Fri Aug 24, 2018 7:15 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky

Our negative comments will, without doubt, get you down far more than we realise, however well-intended the comments are (which I believe they all are).



We would all be mortified if you stopped posting because of our comments.   You are an excellent writer and -  as the comments above make clear - we now feel we know you both well. 



For us it is really is extremely useful and informative to read how this cuckold lifestyle is successfully played out by you and Jaimee.  We would be sad to lose that and we all do wish you well.




Post 381 — BigHotMess

Fri Aug 24, 2018 7:29 pm

Her last boyfriend almost ended the marriage and she has admired this time she doesn’t know how to pull herself back if she gets too far. You have admittedly got carried away in the past. There are a number of red flags surrounding Wade.



Advice isn’t meant to be negative, it’s effectively group sourcing your worry and though process.  There are people here who have seen a lot.



For example - Jamie is depending on you doing the pullback, if necessary.  I can refer you to three couples here whose marriages either ended or were really rocky for a prolonged period of time because of a pullback.  There are methods of making sure you don’t get to the point of *having* to do’s pullback.




Post 382 — Lucky Dog

Fri Aug 24, 2018 11:44 pm

Ky, a lot of us have faced some of the anxieties you've written about. Others are worried about you. And there are a few others who may just enjoy pushing their own agendas. But I'd certainly like you to continue posting. It's not just because what you're doing is exciting. It's because it helps to clarify my own thinking about similar situations. So please don't pay too much attention to the naysayers, and keep on. The rest of us will try to give you more constructive feedback.




Post 383 — SutterKane

Sat Aug 25, 2018 4:21 am

That's just Norbert's thing.

 Lot's of "Cheerleader" and "Doom and Gloom" type folks here on OHW. Some never see anything as bad or dangerous for the OP, and tell them to go faster. Others never see anything but failed marriages and divorce if she just goes the the corner store with the Bull to get condoms. It helps them keep their personal angst level up high, even though they have no skin in the game. Me? I'm just a guy that changes his own oil and brakes.




Post 384 — viking53

Sat Aug 25, 2018 4:51 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky



You have been really generous in sharing your journey together with Jaimee, often with very intimate details. I have really enjoyed and appreciated the fantastic way you write about everything. You are, without a doubt, one of the most talented posters on this site. Your ability to appreciate what it is you are experiencing has led to a lot of comments and feedback, most of it constructive. I hope you have found some of it stimulating and thought-provoking and I really hope you carry on sharing with us.




Post 385 — larryt

Sat Aug 25, 2018 5:38 am

Ky, *please* don't stop updating.  Your posts are in the top .1% of anything on the internet, in my opinion.



I've noticed that the best posts (not just by Ky) stir up strong emotions, leading to negative posts.  I've done it a few times elsewhere.  I think the posters are reacting to their own issues, and that's why they read the board.



But I've seen too many excellent posters stop participating because of negative comments.



How about this rule:  Unless someone explicitly wants advice, don't give it?  It's a pretty good rule in life as well.  And I think it would be ok for the moderators to come down on people who violate it.




Post 386 — Ky_Da

Sat Aug 25, 2018 6:07 am

Hey all, 



Where to start, where to start… 



First, I agree with pretty much everyone’s opinion on what’s been writing in the last few days. I think I was feeling a little overly sensitive and read too much into some of the comments. I go through periods where I’m on a raging high and nothing I do can sate the lust—I guess that’d be the equivalent to a drug or alcohol binge. And then other times I feel like I’m dragging my ass on the floor, and I have no libido at all. It seems like I’m flipping between those two states and there is no in-between. When I’m down, I don’t want anything to do with the game, I just want to go to work, do my thing, and have some alone time. 



My wife knows this about me, and she’s gotten very good at recognizing when it’s time to play and when it’s not. When I’m down, I try to go out of my way to express my love to my wife, take her out to dinner, movies, whatever she may want to do, but I just don’t feel like playing, or doing anything extreme—I just want total normal for a time. I don’t want to dissuade anyone from commenting. I really would rather have the opinions and comments than not have anything. It’s an ominous feeling when you dig down and express yourself, and then get nothing but crickets. Seriously, don’t stop commenting, even those that think my wife will end up marrying Wade and having ten of his super-fit-athlete-babies. 



One comment that really got me thinking was the one that referenced the time my wife and Wade were at the beach and having sex under a beach towel at a party. That one experience has probably been the cause of my deepest feelings of angst and erotic highs. They were so into each other after having spent a couple of weeks living together, and it was obvious that they were into each other. It was probably the most extreme cuck experience we’ve had as a couple. Even now, all I have to do is reflect on how I felt when I first saw that video and I feel a flood of vivid emotions crash over me. 



So, the long and the short of it is that I plan on continuing to update, although it might be a few days until I’m up for it again. Right now, I just want to chill.




Post 387 — Bayless

Sat Aug 25, 2018 6:41 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Ky, thank you for your response and reflection. Please remember:

1. Take care of Ky.

2. You have the power to make choices.

3. You have great skills and abilities.

4. Thinking is what you do when you don’t know what to do.

5. Kindness is it’s own reward.

            Enjoy the weekend.




Post 388 — norbertrichard

Sat Aug 25, 2018 7:36 am

Ky, As for myself, I post only out of concern for your well being. I want the best for you and Jamie, and your family to come,  I feel that Jamie is taking care of herself, and having the best of it, I just hope that she don't loose herself in the game, and jepordize  your marriage.




Post 389 — Bayless

Sat Aug 25, 2018 10:09 am

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard

Good Evening Ky,



Just a short question.  Do you have any inkling that Jamie and/or Wade are reading this forum?

Thank you.




Post 390 — poppag

Sun Aug 26, 2018 12:26 am

"Play the game" 

this is the phrase i  keep reading throughout all of you postings.  And if I'm reading between the lines correctly, this is a a game to you and Jamie.  A very serious game, but a game nonetheless.  The goal, just like playing a monopoly game is to have all the money, property and the loser of the game painfully looking to the winner, thinking how and why did this all happen to me?  The answer is , in my opinion simple, the winner is a better player and knows the rules better than the loser.  



That brings us to the question of why then, does Ky keep coming back to play the game with Jamie?  Does he think he can win, does he think the dice will fall in his favor? Or does he like that Jamie is so competitive with him, that no matter what he tries to do , she is going outplay him, because that is what she needs to do!




Post 391 — LimRick

Sun Aug 26, 2018 2:08 am

Dear Ky,

First, thank you for sharing your story with us; those of us with similar desires/kinks are thoroughly enjoying the read, and fantasizing that our own wives would take the plunge and take control. That said, please recognize that none of the readers here have enough information to really judge how strong your marital relationship is, or how much of a risk playing the game is. Take heart from the fact that you and Jamie are able to step away from the "game" and talk about things (even if it involves a safe word!). Your concerns and emotional needs are between the two of you . . . 



Also, with regard to the previous poster's interpretation of your "game," I strongly disagree that there has to be a winner or a loser. Sometimes games are played for fun, and losing can be its own reward – if it pushes your buttons. To be more concrete, my wife and I roleplay cuckoldry and bdsm, and call it our "game" to differentiate it from "real life." Jamie, it seems, has a talent for making the game feel very very real . . . which excites you, right? You have a sexy and creative wife who clearly knows how to push the envelope of your fantasies. 



-Rick




Post 392 — Lucky Dog

Sun Aug 26, 2018 4:02 am

↳ Replying to: poppag

The phrase "play the game" may have a different meaning to Ky. My wife and I also say this when referring to what she and I will do with her men. Even though there may be real life consequences to what we do, we both understand that we're free to expand on our fantasies and do things beyond what we may want to always do together. We consider playing with her man to be something for the pleasure of the three of us, even if one of us gets much of his pleasure from pain. At other times, when we aren't playing, we may be more tender and romantic with one another. 



As time goes on and we learn about ourselves, there may be more from our play that we incorporate in the rest of our lives, but definitely a lot of what we do with her men is part of our play time, or game. In this case, it is not a competitive sport, but just something we play at seriously for the enjoyment of all. 



I understand that bulls also do this. We've talked with several who wanted to be very dominant, but were clearly very much not dominant or controlling to their own wives. They are liberated during their play to be what they enjoy, as are the cuck and his wife.



Maybe Ky and his wife are not competing at this game to win against the other, but both are playing hard to for their mutual enjoyment.




Post 393 — Mrbigbull

Tue Aug 28, 2018 4:54 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky,



Good idea to really chill. And take it easy, you do not ow us anything. We are all just glad that you post about your wonderful journey.



That comment from the beach came from me, and I'm sorry if it gave you any bad feelings. Was not intended to give you bad feelings. I just wanted to point out how I see things, and what I see. Sometimes a outsiders sees more than the people who are in it, specially outsiders who are very down to earth. It was a heads up for you to acknowledge what has happened. What you do with that information is totally up to you.



Hope you are ready to play the game again 'soon'. Although you know you have the disadvantage and likely to blurt out your safeword again :-)

If you need any help, maybe I know a few things to help you. Will not put them here because I know Jamiee reads along :-)



Keep om enjoying life.



Regards,

MrBigBull.




Post 394 — Lucky Dog

Tue Aug 28, 2018 5:09 am

Ky, the excitement of being a cuckold doesn't happen without some sort of awareness that one's wife is enjoying herself outside of her husband's control. It may even just be humiliation to the cuck that the wife is feeling so excited and good with another man, even if neither of them is hostile or demeaning to the cuck. 



At least you've felt the excitement or ecstasy of having your wife do this to you. If she loves you as much as she seems to, you and she will work out how you can prevent your fears of losing an important part of your relationship or even your love. I can still recall how your wife responded when you went through that terrifying ordeal with the earthquake. My wife, Lucy, and I are just starting out on this journey. I wasn't able to feel excited at all, not even when she had sensational sex and multiple orgasms from a much younger man. I was just too worried.



Since then, we've just redoubled our efforts to communicate and we're continuing to look for what we want. A lot of the advice from people here has been very helpful. We're about to play with somebody new, and for the first time, we both feel excited about doing this. We both want this to work. If you and your wife also want it to work as much as you both seem to, then you both need to intensify your work on making sure it goes the way you both want it to. So many people have said this before, but it really doesn't work unless all three are getting a lot out of it. 



You have a wonderful knack for writing, so a lot of us have read about your experiences. Take your time working through all this with your wife and get to where you both want to be. Just keep in mind that what you both decide to do should be what you both want to do, and things will have a great chance of working out. Then, if you're ok, let us know how this goes. We'll all be here.




Post 395 — Bayless

Tue Aug 28, 2018 6:57 am

↳ Replying to: LuckyDog

Couldn’t agree more with the previous assessment Ky. Just read recently, “In a close intimate relationship the weaker of the two controls the outcome.” That is why what you both want is essential.




Post 396 — skinny-one

Tue Aug 28, 2018 7:28 am

We will be here awaiting your return, ky.  



I don't even know her, but I totally trust your wife.  She sounds like a dream!




Post 397 — Ky_Da

Fri Aug 31, 2018 12:29 pm

Hey all, 



You all have really been working overtime to give me things to think about, so thanks for that. We drove up the coast and stayed the weekend in Santa Cruz. If anyone’s looking for a fun place, I’d recommend it. It’s northern California, so it’s a little on the cold side, but the town has a boardwalk that’s a lot of fun. We spent most of the day outside on the beach, but eventually my wife couldn’t take the cold anymore and so we sought shelter in an arcade just off of the sand. I introduced my wife to old-school pinball games. Long story short—she sucks, haha. Half the time she’s either losing the balls or tilting the machine. I bet it’s not often that a woman weighing barely a hundred pounds is nearly asked to leave by the staff because she keeps tilting the machines. For those that don’t know what tilting is, it’s basically pushing the game around to help the pinball go where you want it to. The games have sensors that activate and warn you if your pushing the game around too much. Well, Jaimee got a lot of warning, and then the staff came out and told her to chill. Fucking hilarious. 



Our sex life has been on the “pretty boring” side of the spectrum as of late. I’ve been happy to just be with my wife and not playing any games, and even my wife hasn’t been hooking up with her boyfriend lately. Wade’s been training several people for an upcoming competition, so he’s been a lot more focused on that. My wife and I had a lot of hours to talk while we were driving up the coast. We talked about a lot of personal things which I’ll not write here, but we also talked about two things that I can share. One was of course about ‘the game’, and the other was about her friend’s wedding, which is coming up in a couple of months. Yep, for those of you who have followed my posts, my wife’s oldest childhood friend, Brooklyn, is marrying her lesbian girlfriend. Something that I thought was funny was that Brooklyn’s fiancé’s only demand is that Brooklyn and Jaimee aren’t allowed to be together without supervision. Apparently, everyone that knows what happened over the holidays agrees with this demand. 



I asked my wife what she thought about this idea. She got a pensive look on her face, and I thought for sure she was going to be upset about the demand, but she simply said, “It’s probably for the best.” 



“Really?” I replied, a little taken back that she wasn’t more upset by the demand. She simply shrugged and nodded. A question popped into my head, so I asked her, “If you two were alone, and it was the night before the wedding, would you—you know…” 



“Shag her?” she finished for me.



“Well, yeah, would you?” 



My wife didn’t hesitate for a second before answering, “Yes.” When she saw my surprised look she added, “I have no self-control around Brooke.”



The thought of having to chaperone my wife is one that strikes me funny. Two grown women, and they have to be supervised so that they don’t fuck each other. Actually, the thought’s erotic to the extreme. I noticed that my wife was in a little bit of a melancholy mood as we were talking about her friend, so I asked her if she was okay, and how she was feeling. 



It took her a moment to collect her thoughts, but she began, “I’m very happy that Brooklyn is happy. She deserves to be happy—but I can’t help but think sometimes… what life would have been like if I had made a few different choices. I was so close to moving to moving back to be with her. I could have married her, and I think we both would have been happy.



“I have a lot of good memories with her, Ky,” she continued, “Being in bed together on a cold Sunday morning with nothing else to do but enjoy each other. Skiving off classes together and nicking cigarettes from the other girls. Going to her parent’s home on holiday when I wasn’t able to come to California—her mum’s an amazing cook, and her parents are such lovely people,” Jaimee paused for a moment and then in a much softer voice said, “I can still smell her hair—her skin… my tongue would still know her taste… I loved her—love her,” she corrected. “I still lover her…” she let out a half-laugh, half-sob, “I’m still trying to let that part of her go—please don’t think that I--,”



“—I don’t” I cut her off, knowing what she was going to say, “I’ve always known your feelings for her, and I think it’s beautiful that you have loved someone that deeply before. I know how you feel about her.”  



She gave me a grateful smile and we let the subject fade. I’m not sure how we’re going to manage the trip. Financially it’s hard to make a trip at Christmas time, but to go in October, and then again in December, yeah, we’ll have to see how that works out. 



The last couple of weeks has been pretty vanilla for us, so sorry to those reading that are hoping for something more entertaining to read. This is just how the game seems to work for us. It ebbs and flows. A few days or weeks of high excitement, followed by a lot of normal, boring life. But sometimes I like normal and boring. Sometimes I need normal and boring. 



We have been taking about an idea lately, and that is for her to take complete control for a period of time. We've been discussing the rules and boundaries and trying to think through potential pitfalls. She's loving the idea of taking all the control, and I'll confess, the idea sounds pretty erotic to me to. I'm going to have more future travel for work, some of which is out of the country - nothing in Central America, but it looks like Australia might be a possibility. I'd turn it down, but the money they pay good engineers who are wiling to travel a bit is just to hard to say no to. 



Take care all




Post 398 — offendedgame

Fri Aug 31, 2018 12:52 pm

Thanks for the update, Ky



I'm glad that both of you are okay.

Take care!




Post 399 — wannabecUKold

Fri Aug 31, 2018 6:26 pm

What a lovely post, Ky.




Post 400 — ballextender3209

Fri Aug 31, 2018 7:12 pm

Ky,



I enjoy all of your updates!  The cuckold stuff obviously is great to read about but it is your mind and heart that keeps me checking daily for updates.





Post 401 — offendedgame

Fri Aug 31, 2018 9:04 pm

↳ Replying to: ballextender3209

+1




Post 402 — SutterKane

Sat Sep 01, 2018 6:21 am

I'm happy that the both of you are happy. Best wishes on your journey!




Post 403 — viking53

Sat Sep 01, 2018 1:39 pm

Thanks for the update Ky. Good to hear that everything is well with both of you. Given the news about Brooklyn, I think it is understandable that Jaimee has toned down her extracurricular activities just now and focused on you. Will she be the "best man" at the wedding?




Post 404 — Ky_Da

Sat Sep 01, 2018 3:48 pm

↳ Replying to: viking53

You know, that would be a site to see my wife go dressed in a tuxedo as the 'best man'. With her short hair and wearing a tux, she'd be fucking sexy as hell. I doubt she's going to do that though, she's determined to keep a low profile and make sure the day belongs to her friend. All I know is I intend to drink a lot and have many a fantasies about an all-female orgy breaking out during the wedding. A guy can dream, right?




Post 405 — hwc

Sun Sep 02, 2018 10:32 am

can't wait for an update. having you wife take total control and make decisions is a great idea. Perhaps you could tell her what would make you feel most angst and jealousy, so that she has something to go on?




Post 406 — norbertrichard

Sun Sep 02, 2018 2:06 pm

That last poster really wants to put the hurt on you.  He can't stand that your happy as is.




Post 407 — Xalar11

Mon Sep 03, 2018 1:04 am

It's always great to hear from you. There's one thing I always wanted to ask you. Probably, you have told this already in one of your older threads, and I excuse, if I make you to repeat yourself. I hope it's not too personal to ask, but how have you and Jaimee actually met and fallen in love with eachother?

I admit I always like to hear a good romantic story;) How was the reaction of Jaimee's parents towards you? I mean, there obviously is a little age gap between you and their daughter. Excuse my curiosity.




Post 408 — sabya167

Tue Sep 04, 2018 3:58 am

For some husbands, the wife saying 'I love you' to her lover,bull or boyfriend, either in the heat of passion during sex or over the phone or while saying goodbyes, could be a very big mental anguish and emotional turmoil. They feel it's either going to be divorce or a polly relationship and their marriage is not going to be the same ever again(especially if the husband is not  ready for a polly). While there are couples where the wife says ' I love you' to her lovers like smoking cigarettes. I'm curious as to if you ever heard or overheard Jaimee say that to any of her lovers? If yes, when was that and also what has been your thoughts regarding that? Or, is it that you two have discussed it and made a rule regarding that?



Secondly, I'm also curious,  have the two of you ever discussed the possibility of her falling in love with somebody? Have you two talked about her loving two people at the same time, polly or leaving you?



Please pardon my curiosity, I know I am infringing into a very personal zone here, but I'm curious just the same......




Post 409 — Ky_Da

Tue Sep 04, 2018 9:24 am

Giving up control, (Wrote the first few paragraphs Thursday night)



So, after a couple of, let’s call them bye weeks, we’ve decided on our next game to play, and this one me thinks is going to be the most intense yet—and that’s saying something!



We’ve been talking again about our fantasies, specifically if we wanted to start up the wish list thing again or do something a little different, and we decided on something a little different. My wife has found that the thing she gets off on more than anything is when she has the power. I’m not really looking for a mistress dominatrix femdom type of thing, although some experimentation of this might not be a bad thing. It’s more about her having total control when it comes to my, her, and our sex life. It doesn’t take much and my little wife gets drunk with power, haha. The universe has to keep her in check or we’ll have a sexual despot the equivalent of Genghis Kahn on our hands.  



(Writing this today)

We decided to play until the wedding, which is at the end of October, and then spend that trip to the UK as a reconnect trip. On Friday it began, and here it is Monday afternoon and I’m in such a state that I can hardly write. I’ve sat down a few different times today, but I can’t concentrate for more than a few minutes at a time, so I’ve just put the laptop down and left it alone. I’ve been wearing the cage most of the weekend, although now it’s off. I knew something was going to start on Friday, but I had no idea what it was going to turn into. 



My wife came home on Friday, and immediately put my dick in the cage. She then had me help her get ready for what was going to be fun evening. I’m not capable of doing a very good job of writing about this weekend, at least not in the kind of detail I would like to. I hope to be able to sit down when my head is clearer and make a better account of it. 



Wade showed up just before 7, and Bennett only a few minutes after that. My wife had me dressed in slacks and a button up shirt, like I was going to be going to work or something. But she knew I wanted to keep the cage thing private, and so the slacks easily hid it. Fuck, I can’t write right now. My fingers just wont do it. It didn’t take long and Wade was soon fucking my wife on the couch in front of both Bennett and me. Then Wade sat on the couch, picked my wife up and had her sit on his cock, so that his massive member was up her ass and she was laying against his chest. Wade then wrapped her upper body into his arms and looked over to Bennett. 



“It’s your turn,” was all Wade said. 



My heart nearly exploded in my chest. Bennett stripped and was suddenly kneeling in front of the couch, pushing his cock into my wife’s pussy. Fuck, it was really happening. I thought they would take turns, do the spit roast thing, but no, they were both fucking her. My wife had just graduated to the class of double penetration. I still can’t fucking believe it. 



This posting should be 60 pages long, but I can hardly string two sentences together. The three of them started on Friday evening, and I lost count of how many rounds they’ve had. They eventually moved into the spare bedroom and fucked for hours. They’d sleep for a few hours and then start the whole process again. I know both Wade and Bennett had other plans to do over the weekend – my wife and I had plans, but everything got pushed aside and the weekend turned into one long threesome. The spare room reeks of sex. Wade and Bennett finally left about a half an hour ago, both as shocked at what had happened as I was. It was only meant to be a one evening thing, but no one wanted to stop. My wife was so nervous that her hands were shaking just before they showed, but it didn’t take long for everyone to feel comfortable with each other. 



I was let out of the cage twice, and I came in seconds each time. It was actually easier to be in the cage. My wife is asleep. I’m sitting in a recliner we have at the corner of the bed. To say she’s exhausted would be understating it. She’s dead to the world right now. I see cum in her hair, some dried, some still fresh. She has dried cum all over her. She’s going to be beyond sore tomorrow. I’m going to let her sleep for a little longer before I take her up and give her a bath. At some point over the weekend, Wade put her collar on. It’s still on, and I don’t have the key. I text Wade and he’d forgotten to give it to me. I have to go by his place before it gets too late to pick it up. 



Yeah, I need to go get it. I can’t write for shit right now anyways. I need to get my blood pressure down some and then try again. Maybe tomorrow I can try again.




Post 410 — offendedgame

Tue Sep 04, 2018 10:29 am

Great update, as usual. lol



For some reason, i was shaking too when i was reading your post.




Post 411 — Bayless

Tue Sep 04, 2018 12:36 pm

[quote="Ky_Da"]Giving up control, (Wrote the first few paragraphs Thursday night)



So, after a couple of, let’s call them bye weeks, we’ve decided on our next game to play, and this one me thinks is going to be the most intense yet—and that’s saying something!



We’ve been talking again about our fantasies, specifically if we wanted to start up the wish list thing again or do something a little different, and we decided on something a little different. My wife has found that the thing she gets off on more than anything is when she has the power. I’m not really looking for a mistress dominatrix femdom type of thing, although some experimentation of this might not be a bad thing. It’s more about her having total control when it comes to my, her, and our sex life. It doesn’t take much and my little wife gets drunk with power, haha. The universe has to keep her in check or we’ll have a sexual despot the equivalent of Genghis Kahn on our hands.  



(Writing this today)

We decided to play until the wedding, which is at the end of October, and then spend that trip to the UK as a reconnect trip. On Friday it began, and here it is Monday afternoon and I’m in such a state that I can hardly write. I’ve sat down a few different times today, but I can’t concentrate for more than a few minutes at a time, so I’ve just put the laptop down and left it alone. I’ve been wearing the cage most of the weekend, although now it’s off. I knew something was going to start on Friday, but I had no idea what it was going to turn into. 



My wife came home on Friday, and immediately put my dick in the cage. She then had me help her get ready for what was going to be fun evening. I’m not capable of doing a very good job of writing about this weekend, at least not in the kind of detail I would like to. I hope to be able to sit down when my head is clearer and make a better account of it. 



Wade showed up just before 7, and Bennett only a few minutes after that. My wife had me dressed in slacks and a button up shirt, like I was going to be going to work or something. But she knew I wanted to keep the cage thing private, and so the slacks easily hid it. Fuck, I can’t write right now. My fingers just wont do it. It didn’t take long and Wade was soon fucking my wife on the couch in front of both Bennett and me. Then Wade sat on the couch, picked my wife up and had her sit on his cock, so that his massive member was up her ass and she was laying against his chest. Wade then wrapped her upper body into his arms and looked over to Bennett. 



“It’s your turn,” was all Wade said. 



My heart nearly exploded in my chest. Bennett stripped and was suddenly kneeling in front of the couch, pushing his cock into my wife’s pussy. Fuck, it was really happening. I thought they would take turns, do the spit roast thing, but no, they were both fucking her. My wife had just graduated to the class of double penetration. I still can’t fucking believe it. 



This posting should be 60 pages long, but I can hardly string two sentences together. The three of them started on Friday evening, and I lost count of how many rounds they’ve had. They eventually moved into the spare bedroom and fucked for hours. They’d sleep for a few hours and then start the whole process again. I know both Wade and Bennett had other plans to do over the weekend – my wife and I had plans, but everything got pushed aside and the weekend turned into one long threesome. The spare room reeks of sex. Wade and Bennett finally left about a half an hour ago, both as shocked at what had happened as I was. It was only meant to be a one evening thing, but no one wanted to stop. My wife was so nervous that her hands were shaking just before they showed, but it didn’t take long for everyone to feel comfortable with each other. 



I was let out of the cage twice, and I came in seconds each time. It was actually easier to be in the cage. My wife is asleep. I’m sitting in a recliner we have at the corner of the bed. To say she’s exhausted would be understating it. She’s dead to the world right now. I see cum in her hair, some dried, some still fresh. She has dried cum all over her. She’s going to be beyond sore tomorrow. I’m going to let her sleep for a little longer before I take her up and give her a bath. At some point over the weekend, Wade put her collar on. It’s still on, and I don’t have the key. I text Wade and he’d forgotten to give it to me. I have to go by his place before it gets too late to pick it up. 



Yeah, I need to go get it. I can’t write for shit right now anyways. I need to get my blood pressure down some and then try again. Maybe tomorrow I can try again.[/quote



Good evening Ky,   Thanks for the update.  Only my opinion, but the activities of this past weekend, although I am sure very intensive for both you and your Mrs., seem to fit into to the “play”  model for this lifestyle as opposed to the high stress model of Jamie living with Wade while you were in Central America. It just seemed to be more “in the presence “ for all of you rather than having to deal with the technology issues that left so much to imagination while you were away, missing reclaiming etc. I loved it.




Post 412 — viking53

Tue Sep 04, 2018 3:28 pm

If every weekend is like this, I'm not sure you are going to make it to the wedding!




Post 413 — wannabecUKold

Tue Sep 04, 2018 7:16 pm

Strewth!  DP like that on your lovely wife. What an experience for her. 



Thanks for sharing KY.  Hope you stop shaking and your mind stops blowing.




Post 414 — trdd

Tue Sep 04, 2018 9:16 pm

Wow. You were mostly caged and denied while they had sex for 3 days? Incredible. I couldn't take anywhere near that in reality, too many conflicting emotions and my ego couldn't handle it. But it sounds hugely erotic.



And you say you don't want femdom, lol !




Post 415 — WACouple

Tue Sep 04, 2018 11:48 pm

Sounds like an absolutely amazing weekend!  I hope the writing skills return soon, because I would REALLY like to hear more!!




Post 416 — vmb69

Wed Sep 05, 2018 12:40 am

↳ Replying to: WACouple

second




Post 417 — wifeneedn

Wed Sep 05, 2018 3:01 am

So happy for you all! Wow, playing the game just got real.

Straining in my cage waiting for that update.  ;-)




Post 418 — Kim2233

Wed Sep 05, 2018 10:43 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Welcome back Ky - nice to hear from you!



I like your plan - a somewhat extended period of time to play aggressively, with a defined end-date so that if you start feeling that things are border-line too intense you know how much longer you need to hang in there.  



Sounds like the first weekend got things off to a roaring start.  :-)




I'm really looking forward to the 60 page version - I hope you post that one soon! 



But seriously I think you write these posts in a very compelling fashion - they are always very interesting to read, and I hope to see a more in-depth post about the start of this latest adventure.



The part of your posts I like best, though, is the description of the conversations and interactions between you and Jaimee exploring what works for and intrigues both of you.  I hope you'll give us a little view of the talks you and she had that led up to this past weekend, and the plans to play up to the wedding... and *how to play* up to the wedding.  I'd really like to hear about that.



Best wishes to the both of you.




Post 419 — poppag

Wed Sep 05, 2018 11:54 am

ky, 

always looking forward to your story being continued. the writing is excellent, the story is, to say the least, mind blowing.  Your ability to bring across your feelings in the different situations you find your self in. 



Keep the story/updates coming.




Post 420 — offendedgame

Sat Sep 08, 2018 12:37 am

I'm sorry to say this, but if you don't write about last weekend now, you'll have two weekends to report    not to mention that you haven't updated this week after what happened at the weekend




Post 421 — SutterKane

Sat Sep 08, 2018 5:00 am

Your killing me here Ky! Drop a teaser (if that could be called a teaser) like that and walk away. Here I was thinking that your wife had a little of the old Marquis in her! She learned it from you! S'all good.




Post 422 — txrockdog

Tue Sep 11, 2018 6:08 am

Can't let you fall to page two Ky!  Hope things are going well for you two and that you have time for an update soon.  Has your wife made any progress on training you to love creampies yet?




Post 423 — Ky_Da

Tue Sep 11, 2018 12:01 pm

Hey all, sorry for no update. Well, kinda sorta. Wife popped positive on the pregnant stick and we’ve been pretty happy about that. Really, really happy. Game ended not long after it began. I’ll eventually update the couple of experiences we had before we found out she was pregnant. For now, I can’t bring myself to care at all about the game.




Post 424 — Kim2233

Tue Sep 11, 2018 12:16 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Congratulations!



That's great.



I'll love to read your next post when it comes, but I think your priorities are exactly right.




Post 425 — LimRick

Tue Sep 11, 2018 1:50 pm

Congratulations! The game is just a game . . . real life, and real joy obviously take precedence.




Post 426 — wannabecUKold

Tue Sep 11, 2018 6:20 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Congratulations Ky to you and Jaimee



Keep us updated as and when you wish.




Post 427 — out_of_ideas

Wed Sep 12, 2018 12:28 am

Congratulations!




Post 428 — SutterKane

Wed Sep 12, 2018 6:32 am

Congratulations and very best wishes for you both! Just wait to the last few months of her pregnancy! Take your vitamins Ky! She will want cock more than she ever has. You may not live through the experience!




Post 429 — offendedgame

Wed Sep 12, 2018 7:03 am

great news, CONGRATULATIONS!




Post 430 — linkbkw

Wed Sep 12, 2018 9:57 am

Awesome congrats!




Post 431 — trdd

Wed Sep 12, 2018 10:20 am

Terrific news. Congratulations to both of you!




Post 432 — norbertrichard

Wed Sep 12, 2018 11:22 am

Congrats, I hope the coming months are all you wish for. I know you can't wait for the months to blow by, and that precious bundle of joy arrives. The best of luck and all my best wishes.




Post 433 — wifeneedn

Wed Sep 12, 2018 9:49 pm

Congratulations you two!  :-)




Post 434 — sabya167

Wed Sep 12, 2018 11:26 pm

Great news.Congrats.




Post 435 — hwc

Thu Sep 13, 2018 7:24 pm

Good news!




Post 436 — sadie

Fri Sep 14, 2018 6:00 am

Ky, such great news!! Please convey best wishes to your wife :-). Question, do you know who's the biological father? It's seemed like for a while she's been taking her lovers bareback and more often than yourself? Maybe I've misread on that




Post 437 — DavidnDaria

Fri Sep 14, 2018 6:06 am

Ky and Jaimee,



Congratulations!



Dave




Post 438 — Lizardtantrum

Fri Sep 14, 2018 6:57 am

↳ Replying to: sadie

I wondered the same.




Post 439 — sabya167

Fri Sep 14, 2018 11:34 pm

↳ Replying to: Lizardtantrum, sadie

Yeah,same  thought here.




Post 440 — JeffBingham

Fri Sep 14, 2018 11:54 pm

↳ Replying to: sabya167, Lizardtantrum, sadie

Same here.  That was actually the first thing that popped into my mind.



Congratulations to you both, Ky.




Post 441 — vmb69

Sat Sep 15, 2018 3:48 am

I'm sure they have the same thought and probably talking about it seriously. But I think either way it will be a happy kid, with 2 great parents, that will love him or her.




Post 442 — Ky_Da

Fri Sep 21, 2018 8:05 am

Hey all, 



Hope all are reasonably well, because I’m happier than I probably should be. We’ve simply been on cloud nine since we found out she was pregnant. To answer a question, it’s pretty safe to assume that I’m the father. Yes, there were two instances that were maybe semi-close calls, but since she’d gone off birth control, her other lovers had been forced to wear the good ole condoms. I suppose there’s the slightest of chances that another man’s sperm could have sneaked in there, but it’s got to be like .01% or less. That’s not a game we played—or wanted to. While it’s erotic to think about, neither one of us wanted that in reality. We had of course talked about what would we do if it did happen, we would have kept and raised the baby, but for us that just wasn’t something we were going to mess around with. 



Other than being a little tired lately, the wife is doing great. We haven’t really talked much about the game these last couple of weeks. To be honest, my desire to play has really diminished lately. This has happened before, and I seem to always gravitate back to wanting to play, but at the moment, I’m just not feeling it. My wife says she feels the same way. We had an over-the-top, mind-blowing weekend before we found out she was pregnant—I still owe everyone a good write up on that one—and we still shake our heads at each other when we talk about it. We both can hardly believe that it happened. For her, being in a threesome with two men has always been something she’s shied away from. That weekend, however, she completely let herself go, and it turned into the most erotic, hedonistic experience either of us has ever had. The was she describes it, the whole weekend just seemed to blur together. 



I need to take time to write up that experience soon, before the details start to fade—although, I think they’ll be emblazoned into my mind forever. 



Take care all,




Post 443 — sadie

Fri Sep 21, 2018 8:14 am

Good for you Ky, you're a hell of a guy and same goes for your wife! Congrats again :-)




Post 444 — Lizardtantrum

Fri Sep 21, 2018 8:15 am

Congratulations!




Post 445 — offendedgame

Fri Sep 21, 2018 8:26 am

<3




Post 446 — cumpletenoob

Sat Sep 22, 2018 3:50 am

Very happy for you Ky. Glad you're well, and over the moon giddy with news of the upcoming update!!




Post 447 — cuckoldtipp

Sat Sep 22, 2018 11:59 pm

Congratulations! Great for you both. Now Jamiee  can go back to bare backing Wade. You know she needs that. And I think you mentioned cleaning him off of her thighs so now maybe a fresh creampie. If I were in your shoes I'd suck Wades 10" cock.

 All the best to both of you. I'm envious of the thinks you guys do




Post 448 — SutterKane

Sun Sep 23, 2018 7:45 am

Ky, take your time! All the pervert's on here, young and old, will wait until you're ready to tell us. What choice do we really have?




Post 449 — hotwifelover31

Sun Sep 23, 2018 9:07 am

Congrats, Ky and Jaimee!  Thrilled to know you’ll be parents soon.  The kinkiness and taboo fun is secondary and can be rekindled when you both want to reopen that door.




Post 450 — Southernman

Sun Sep 23, 2018 11:44 am

Ky, take your time! All the pervert's on here, young and old, will wait until you're ready to tell us. What choice do we really have? 



Ky,



Echo what was said above! Congratulations on the pregnancy! I know you and Jaimee must be thrilled. 





Southernman




Post 451 — norbertrichard

Thu Oct 04, 2018 4:19 pm

Ky, how is everything? Hows the MOM tobe, excited, full of anticipation?  It would be great if you could find time for an update.




Post 452 — sabya167

Sun Oct 07, 2018 6:19 am

Are you two having a complete family Time or has there been any boyfriend time as well?




Post 453 — Ky_Da

Thu Oct 18, 2018 3:13 pm

I haven’t been on this site much lately. Truthfully, I haven’t had too much to report. I know I still owe you all a recount of the big story. I’ve actually sat down several times to write it, but for some reason, I just haven’t felt like letting the story go yet. I don’t really understand my reluctance to share this one. I’m sure I eventually will, but I’ve enjoyed keeping this one to myself—at least for now. 



Life had been just Jaimee and I for the most part. We have had two slip-ups with Wade. It’s dangerous having him at the house. We all fall into old habits without hardly thinking about it. 



My wife left for the UK the other day to make her friend’s wedding. Due to not having enough time accrued, not wanting to buy another plane ticket, I opted to stay home on this one and hold down the fort. I hope she doesn’t do anything foolish this time. She’ll be gone a couple of weeks. At least I don’t have to worry about her getting pregnant. 



We miss playing the game and the huge adrenaline highs that it gives us. My wife really enjoys slutting it up once in a while. But life is good right now—really good—and I don’t want to lose that over a game. The game is such a extreme mind fuck, and it doesn’t leave anyone unscathed. It will take it’s pound of flesh one way or another, even if we don’t see it right away. 



Later, Ky




Post 454 — sadie

Thu Oct 18, 2018 11:00 pm

Ky, I wonder if you've gone into nesting mode? A child expected / arriving is a big change for most of us (btdtgtts). I'm interested that your words sound like "a bit cautious, having ridden the tiger / flown close to he sun". I'm quite surprised you express a feeling that she might do something while away? Hope you'll elaborate on that.



Best, be well,



S




Post 455 — viking53

Fri Oct 19, 2018 1:08 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Thanks for the continued update Ky.



I wonder if the pregnancy won't be the best insurance of anything happening with Brooke this time. Certainly no drunken revelries anyway! Didn't you write before that a prerequisite of Jaimee participating at the wedding was that she shouldn't be alone with Brooke?




Post 456 — Ky_Da

Fri Oct 19, 2018 5:16 am

To answer a couple of questions: 



Yes, there was talk early on about my wife and Brooke not being allowed to be alone, and I think the odds of them ever being alone are slim to none, but yes, the fact that my wife’s pregnant I’m sure comes into play. That, and it seems that since more time has passed since the drunken sex-scapade, certain people have gotten over it—feelings aren’t as sensitive as they were earlier this year. 



I’m really not worried that she’ll do anything crazy while she’s over there. Well, okay, maybe a little, but she won’t be drinking, so that’ll go a long way to keep her in check. She doesn’t drink often, but when she does drink, her decision-making abilities go down faster than her panties for Wade’s cock. 



Sadie’s comment about ‘nesting’ got me thinking. She might be right. I guess I thought that might happen later in the pregnancy, but I don’t know—I don’t have any experience with this kind of thing. We haven’t been playing the game lately, and most of the time we don’t feel like we want to. Like I said, we’ve been very happy to be enjoying this time between just the two of us. But we both have moments of weakness where one, or the other, or even both of us want to play a little. The problem is that we don’t seem capable of playing ‘just a little’. Rather, it ends up being all-or-nothing. Wade has come over twice, and both times he ended up with his cock in her pussy. 



We’ve had a lot of fun playing the game, but I read so many stories on here, and other sites, where those marriages end in divorce. Marriage is a hard thing sometimes. We fight, we argue, we make up, we keep trying, but when you add another man into the equation, and open up the heart to other feelings, it’s dangerous territory. Still, I love seeing Wade’s cock  stretching out my wife’s pussy.




Post 457 — SutterKane

Fri Oct 19, 2018 6:23 am

Ky, one thing, your story is NEVER boring! I truly wish the two (soon to be three) of you the very best. And when you get round to that special story, I'll be here to read it and marvel.




Post 458 — FallingFree

Sat Oct 20, 2018 7:15 am

You seem to have a sensible head on your shoulders Ky. Regularly standing back and reflecting seems to do you both a lot of good. Well done.




Post 459 — trdd

Sat Oct 20, 2018 1:13 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

The other man in the equation, with all that has hapoened with you, would really concern me. 



Pregnancy will bring you closer but it is also a major stress. Particularly child number 1. Another man, with all the stress and hormones, may be contraindicated. Enjoy these months and each other. Let the wild and crazy go for now if you can.




Post 460 — Ky_Da

Sun Oct 21, 2018 4:40 am

I’ve been reluctant to tell this story, but I’m not sure exactly why. I’ve done some soul searching, and the best that I can come up with is that it was such an unbelievable, even over-the-top experience that I’m not sure I can do the story justice. I’ve sat down more than once and started to write about the experience, only to delete it because I wasn’t happy with it. I’d reread what I wrote, and it didn’t evoke the right emotion to relate how I felt through it all, so I’d hit the backspace key and erase everything and then try again. They say perfection stifles progress – maybe that’s all it is. So, I’m sitting here, writing this out one more time. Only this time I’m going to let it fly once I’ve finished. It won’t be perfect, but it’ll be as close to reliving the experience as I’m capable. 



That night started off like a bullet leaving the chamber: Fast. I suspected that something big was going to happen, but I wasn’t sure because Wade and Bennett have both been at our house together before. They’ve each fucked her, just never together. My wife always felt that a threesome was too intimidating. And she also felt that by doing a threesome, she’d cross yet another line in her journey to sluthood. For anyone new to this thread, the threesome I’m going to write about here didn’t include me. No, I was securely locked up in a recently purchased cage, my dick safely tucked away and unable to participate. This threesome was reserved for my wife, her boyfriend Wade, and her occasional lover Bennett. Wade and Bennett are good friends, but Wade’s almost 15 years older than Bennett and over twice his size. 



Before my mind could fully comprehend what was happening, Wade was seated on the couch with his cock deep in my wife’s ass. She was positioned so that her back was pressing against his chest, displaying her breasts and pussy to me and Bennett. As soon as he had his cock inside her, Wade reached out and, grabbing her behind the knees, pulled her legs up and out so that she basically was doing the splits. Her arms were pinned between his, so she wasn’t going anywhere. Just that sight alone almost made my heart stop. 



I heard Wade say something like, “your turn,” or some shit like that, and the next thing I know Bennet’s got his clothes off and is bent over, almost kneeling on the floor in front of Jaimee. I thought the first time my wife had a threesome, it would be a spit roast or something. To see her on the verge of her first DP shocked me. I don’t think I moved a muscle—I couldn’t—I was frozen in place. I did look at my wife’s face. She had looked nervous when Wade and Bennett had first arrived, but now she just looked ‘gone’, like you might expect to see someone who had just eaten a plate of pot brownies.  



I did finally move. Bennett was right in front of me, blocking my view, so I took a couple of steps to the side and watched as he started to press his cock into her cunt. I can’t overstate how hard my heart was pounding at that moment; and yet, I felt almost numb, like it was too much for my mind to process. Jaimee let out a deep, almost soulful moan. Bennett was halfway inside her before her moan began to climb higher in pitch. Her eyes went wide as saucers and Bennett paused for a long moment. My wife was breathing like she was running sprints, her toes were instantly curled so hard they almost looked broken. Bennett slowly pressed in a little deeper and my wife let out whimper so he paused again. She was definitely riding the edge between pain and pleasure. 



Bennett took his time; pulling out and gently easing back into her. I don’t know how long it took, maybe ten minutes or so, but eventually he sank in to his root. I felt like I was watching a porno, only it was my wife that was the star of the show. I thought I’d heard every moan, every cry of passion, every noise and sound my wife had ever made during sex, but I was mistaken. She was making a whole new set of sounds now. It was like taking the most passionate cry she’d ever made and then adding it to the sound she might make on a roller-coaster. I heard a lot of, “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck...” 



Watching everything unfold, I had to admit, Bennett had really come into his own. He was always fit, and his cock, while not nearly as big as Wade’s, still outdoes mine by more than a little, but he carried himself with a lot more confidence now. On several occasion he reached up and slapped or twisted Jaimee’s tities—not hard, but enough to get her attention and to throw her into even more of a frenzy. He also had some serious staying power. I would have cum in seconds, but after a long warmup, he steadily pounded her for a long time. He admitted later that his own nerves were what kept him from coming so fast. He said he was nervous, even though he didn’t look it. I mostly watched my wife. Every muscle in her body looked like it was flexing at the same time. Her skin looked like someone had wiped baby oil all over her, she was perspiring like she was doing a workout of the day—hell, maybe she was, only this was Wade’s new version. 



Wade had brought a small gym bag with him. He caught my attention and had me bring Jaimee’s collar. He had barely put it around her neck and put the lock in place when Bennett finally busted a nut. The sight of her wearing the collar proved too much and put him over the edge. He pulled out, yanked the condom off, and stood up. Wade caught on and leaned her forward and pressed her face down to Bennett’s cock. The first rope caught her square in the face before she could open her mouth. He managed to get the tip between her lips before the next round came out, but it was so much she couldn’t keep it all in her mouth. She eventually got ahead of it and got a good amount into her mouth, sucking Bennett off until he was empty. Wade whispered something in her ear which I couldn’t hear, but my wife nodded and looked over at me. Her lips were closed and her face had several large amounts of cum dripping slowly down. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth and showed me how full of cum it was. Again, I was struck how much this was like watching a porno, only a thousand times more intense. Jaimee used her finger and swiped the loose cum from her face into her mouth and then finally swallowed everything down. 



When she had finished with her display of depravity, Wade turned her over onto the couch, never removing his cock from her ass. With her positioned so that she was laying on her stomach, he began to fuck her ass in nice slow motions. After a few minutes, Bennett sat down in front of her and directed her hands to his cock. I finally had to sit down. My legs felt almost weak. Wade took his time and kept his pace slow enough that Bennett was actually ready to go again before Wade was finished. I watched Wade finally pull out. He was also wearing a condom, and he slid it off in an easy motion. Actually, all he did was touch it and it basically flew off on its own because it was stretched so tight. Wade turned my wife around, but instead of cumming in her mouth, he held her in place and shot his load directly into her hair on top of her head. Like Bennett, he shot out an ungodly load. It surprised my wife. I know how much she hates cum in her hair. She moved her hands up to try and grab Wade’s cock, but Wade took her hands into his own and held her there until he had spent his load. Then he used her own hands to rub the cum deep into her hair. 



Wade took a bathroom break and Bennett didn’t waste anytime as he slid his cock back into my wife’s loosening pussy. Jaimee’s hair was now a disheveled bird’s nest. Bennett had my wife laying on her back and was fucking her in a simple missionary style. Eventually, he moved to his knees, took her by the ankles, and held her legs and feet in the air. 



“Hold her just like that,” said Wade as he approached the couch, his limp cock swinging between her legs. Bennett held her legs up in the air and fucked her, his eyes closed and a look of pure bliss on his face. Wade brought over the small gym bag and set it on the couch. He then removed several black nylon straps and carefully tied her feet together at the ankles and then her hands together at the wrists. Bennett watched but never lost his even pace. Wade put his cock near Jaimee’s face and guided her tied hands to his cock. She began to suck and stroke. Wade grasped the nylon strap between her ankles and pulled them up a little higher. Bennet repositioned his hands onto the backs of her thighs and continued to fuck her. With her legs close together and her lower back curved upward slightly, I could tell when he was hitting her in just the right spot because she started cumming almost immediately. 



I decided I needed a beer, so I went and retrieved several from the refrigerator. I got back in time to see Bennett unleashing another load onto my wife’s face, sending several more jets into her hair. Nobody noticed my beer run, so I sat back down and drank them myself. Bennett sat down and laid back onto the couch, but Wade continued to hold my wife’s legs into the air. He pushed the tip of his cock between her lips and, while she tried to suck on his member, he reached down inserted two of his banana fingers into her pussy. I knew instantly what he was going to do. It tears me in two, but I have to admit that Wade knows my wife’s body every bit as well as I do… probably better if I were completely honest. It only took him a few minutes and he had her spasming in orgasm. Only he didn’t let up. He’s learned that once Jaimee hits a certain point, she can orgasm over and over again. And that’s exactly what he did. I didn’t think to count, but the number of orgasms he was giving her was staggering. She was gripping his cock tightly in her small hands, pleaded for him to end the torture but never giving up her safeword. 



I listened as my wife whined for Wade to stop. It felt like dejavu because I’ve experienced this same thing on a couple of occasions; Wade giving her one orgasm after another until she hits the point where she’s begging for him to stop. He usually did after a time, but tonight he was seemed to be taking it as a challenge to try to get her to give up her safeword. He gave her one after another after another. Soon Jaimee was moaning loud enough that I actually was concerned that a neighbor might complain. But Wade didn’t stop. He only became gentler in his movements, but he continued to rub that little g-spot of hers and bring her to one orgasm after another. I was way past uncomfortable, and almost stopped it a few times, but I felt I had to trust my wife and let her handle this. She had her safeword. She had to make the decision. If I stopped it prematurely, she’d be furious with me later. 



I was so fixated on watching my wife that I almost missed it when Wade came in her mouth—and of course more in her hair. It was like they’d actively decided to see if they could completely soak her hair in cum. It was then I realized that Wade had challenged her to make him cum before he would stop. It was the oddest thing. Now that my brain had kicked back into gear. I remembered him telling her that he would stop once she made him cum using only her hands and mouth. I had heard the words but it was like it took fifteen minutes for me to understand them. 



Wade sat down and set my wife’s head onto his lap. Bennett was sitting on the other end and pulled her legs over his. I gave them both a beer and knelt down to look at my wife. Her face was covered is sweat and cum, her hair now plastered in their jiz. Her eyes were half open but she was looking right through me and she was almost panting her breaths came in such short bursts. 



I sat back down and opened another beer. Wade looked over at me, “So what gives, Ky?” he asked, looking at my slacks. 



“I’m just an observer tonight,” I said, not having any intention of dropping my pants and letting them see my dick in its cage. 



Wade nodded and glanced down briefly at the cum soaked woman in his lap, “I hope you’re ready for this weekend, Ky. We’re under explicit instructions from your wife to, in her words push-your-buttons.”



I spluttered on my beer, “Like what?” I gasped. 



Wade shook his head, “Sorry, but we’re not allowed to say. It’s kind of watch-and-see thing. All I know is that I fucking know I wouldn’t be able to take it if I were in your position,” after a moment he added, “but we’ll try to return some of the favors for ya,” he said wryly, lifting up Jaimee’s limp arms by the strap. 



We drank beers for about a half an hour and just talked about random shit. Even Bennett jumped into the conversation, which was good because he tended to really be the quiet type.  I could tell that Bennett was ready for the next round, and it looked like Wade was getting there, too. They both stood up and Wade picked up my wife and carried her into the spare bedroom. She was just starting to come around. I don’t know why, but I stayed in the chair for a while, even flipping on the TV and watching a few minutes of an old Joe Rogan podcast. It didn’t take long before Jaimee was moaning like she had been earlier during the DP. I don’t know why, but I forced myself to stay seated for another ten minutes, almost like I was enjoying the torturous angst it gave me. I couldn’t hold out forever though and so I went to the room. 



Her legs were untied and she was experiencing her second DP, only this one reversed from the last one with Bennett in her arse and Wade forcefully pounding her pussy. This is about when my world went sideways on me. They paused when they noticed me come in. My wife looked up at me. She was a sight. Her hair sticking up at all angles, her skin coated in perspiration, and sandwiched between two viral men who both had their cocks in her. My wife smiled at me and I literally could see her eyes squint slightly, giving me a look I’ve come to know well. It’s the I’m-going-to-cuck-you-hard look. 



“Ky, why don’t you go to bed. You look tired,” she said, and I knew from her tone of voice that she was up to something. 



I shrugged my shoulders, “I’m good. I think I’ll stay a while,” I said. 



“Ky, this room is for people that want to fuck me. You can only stay if you’ll fuck me.”



Oh shit… I stood up and approached her. She knew I was wearing the cage, and she knew she was the only one that knew where the key was. “Are you going to tell me where it is?” I asked, not wanting to reveal too much. 



The tart played the part perfectly, “Know where what is Ky?” 



“You know…” I urged. 



My wife sighed heavily, “I don’t know what you mean, Lov.”



Everybody was looking at me. I could tell Wade and Bennett were totally confused. The ball was in my court and it was getting uncomfortable fast. “Have fun, babe,” I said, trying to sound calm. “I’ll head to bed.”



She gave me a smile that reached from one fucking ear to the other, “Good cuck-boy,” she said for all to hear. 



I turned and walked out before my face could turn even a darker shade of red. Holy fuck I’ve never felt anything like that before. My chest was heaving as I walked to our room and I flopped onto the bed. Jaimee’s cries soon filled the house again. I’ve thought for hours about how to describe the way I felt just then, but I can’t find the words. I was excited, hurt, horny, anxious, etc. I was everything all at once. My heart was racing and my blood was pumping. I desperately wanted to pull the cage off and take care of business.



I laid there for hours listening to them as they fucked, and even made love. Sometime in the early morning hours they fell silent. I looked in on them and found them all sleeping on top of the sheets. I went back to bed and eventually fell asleep, too, though I don’t remember even closing my eyes. I was suddenly awakened by my wife moaning again. This went on several times. Long stretches of fucking followed by periods of quiet and sleep, then start the process again. 



I woke up late in the morning. The shower was on. I quickly changed into some shorts and a tee shirt and went to check on my wife. The room smelled of sex. She was asleep under a sheet. She was covered in cum. There were wet spots all over the sheets. I didn’t want to wake her and I’d heard a sound in the kitchen so I went to see who was up. I found Wade in the kitchen making eggs and frying bacon. 



“You okay?” he asked me as soon as I entered the kitchen. “Because you know that was all Jaimee’s idea about telling you to go to bed,” he said before I could respond. 



“I know,” told him. “she gets off on it.” 



Wade laughed, “Yeah she does. I don’t think I’ve cum that many times since I was a teenager.” “But I’m afraid she’s not done with you yet.” 



“What’s that mean—what’s she planning?” I probed. 



Logan shook his head, “Sorry bro, sworn to secrecy.” “It’s a bit nuts… just know it’s cool. What happens here stays here.” 



“This doesn’t sound good.” I said. I knew I wasn’t going to get any answer, so I switched subjects. “What’s up with all the cum in her hair? You know how much she hates it.” 



Wade just laughed, “Oh yeah, she’s pissed about it too.” 



He didn’t answer the question any better than that. I ate a few of the eggs, but what I really wanted was a beer, which is strange. I never drink in the mornings. But I was feeling the need that morning. Bennett joined us and we all ate together. It was a little awkward at first, but the beer relaxed me and after a bit we were just chatting as if nothing had ever happened last night. Then my wife came into the kitchen. 



Now, how to describe the scene… I had made a plate and set it to the side, figuring that my wife would at some point want to eat. I kept looking toward the kitchen entrance, wondering if I should go wake where when she turned up on her own. She entered starkers, not wearing anything but a metal collar, nipple rings, and a gallon of cum that was caked and dried on her body and in her hair. And her hair. It was basically sticking straight up in the air. I gave her my chair and she sat down in a heap, half exhausted. I pushed the plate in front of her and then went and put the kettle on the stove. I knew she’d be looking for some tea. 



Wade and Bennett were all smiles. None of us could look at anything else but her. She picked at her eggs and put a small piece of bacon in her mouth. “Can’t I at least put on a shirt? This is bloody humiliating.” She said to Wade. 



Wade shook his head, “Fuck that. We’re going to enjoy this. You look amazing,” he said sincerely. 



“I look like a proper whore,” my wife said dryly. 



“I have to agree with Wade,” Bennett added, “You might not believe us, but I’ve never seen anything sexier in my life.” 



Jaimee didn’t respond, but I could tell that she was embarrassed on many levels as she continued to pick at her food. Wade and Bennett began to talk about a mutual friend and I finished preparing the tea. Pushing the cup in front of her, I watched as I saw her hand snatch the cup quickly and put it to her lips. I’m always amazed at her ability to drink tea that’s hotter than lava like it was a lukewarm cup of water. No one enjoys a cup of tea more than my wife. We have boxes and boxes of it in the cupboard. We even have a kettle. I bet we’re the only ones on our block that have a kettle. 



Anyway, she perked up slowly and even had a pull of my beer. 



“You do look incredible,” I added now that I was able to have a personal conversation. 



She gave me a sincere smile, but then that smile turned into more of a smirk. “You realize, cuck-boy, that the game is still on, yeah?” 



“What do you have planned?” I asked, not really sure if I wanted to know.



Suddenly Bennett spoke up, “Any chance you have a shot of something I can drink?”



My wife got up from the kitchen island and went to where we keep some of the hard alcohol. She pulled out some Bacardi and Bennett quickly did two shots. He then pushed the bottle to me. “Here,” he said, his throat still on fire, “This will help.” 



I looked again at my wife but she only gave me that fucking infuriating look. I tipped the bottle back and let a few swallows go down my throat. Fuck it burned. I never do that so it was fire all the way down. It felt like a Molotov cocktail went off in my stomach.  



I’m going to lose my nerve and delete this again if I think about this any longer. I’m just going to write it and be done with it. I’m not even going to take time to edit. 



Skipping ahead. We were back in the bedroom. Everyone naked but me – I still had my shorts on. My wife was on her back. Wade was between her legs, spreading KY around and slowly warming her up. She was ready to be fucked again despite being pretty sore when she first woke up. Bennett was kneeling on the bed next to her head. My wife waved me over and so I climbed up on the bed next to her. 



“I need my cuck-boy to warm up my lover for me,” she said, taking my hand and pulling me closer. It took a moment to register, but it eventually did. She wanted me to fucking suck Bennett’s cock. Son of a bitch. I had my safeword on the tip of my tongue. I was a millisecond from saying it when she gripped my hand. “Don’t say it,” she plead. “Just this one time, Ky. I won’t ever ask again.” 



I held my tongue. This was sooo far out of my comfort zone. I don’t really even want to write about it. I’m just going to confess. I did it. Alright, there, I admitted it. This is one of the reasons I didn’t want to write this account. Fuck… I sucked another man’s cock. I did it for about two minutes and my wife finally took pity on me and pushed me away. I looked at her face expecting to see shame and disappointment, really thinking that she’d look at me differently. But what I saw surprised me. Never, in all our marriage have I seen a bigger cum face on her. She was fingering her own twat furiously until Wade batted her hand away and inserted his cock. Fuck. I did it. I not only sucked a man’s cock. I did it in front of another man. 



I sat back and watched as Wade and Bennett passed a bottle of baby oil back and forth, each pouring some onto her body and rubbing it over her skin until she was slippery smooth. Wade began slowly fucking her and Bennett move up above her, tilted her head back, and began fucking her mouth like it was another pussy. They had a slow pace as they both began to fuck her in sync. Wade pushed a little deeper each time until he was balls deep into her mouth. My wife making guttural groans with each penetration. I was in awe as I watched the two cocks drop in balls deep with each stroke, to watch her body tense each time she was filled, to see and hear her gasp for air each time Bennett pulled out far enough so that she could inhale, to watch her fingers curl into the sheets and grip them tightly… amazing. 



Wade and Bennett left my wife an exhausted mess. I hardly remember the events immediately after. They basically showered and left. I was in such a daze. When we were alone, I helped my wife into the shower and helped her wash her hair and her body. She finally took off the cage and I was painfully hard. I get why she hates cum in her hair. Even with Shampoo, it takes a while to get it all out. And her hair was completely coated in it. I eventually got her clean and took her back to our bed where we made love. It was slow and gentle and very loving. I came way too quickly the first time, but I was still so horny it didn’t take much effort to be ready for round two. Her pussy has never felt looser. 



We laid together in bed for a long time that afternoon. She turned her head to me, “Is my little cock sucker happy?” she asked me. She instantly saw my expression and said, “Don’t look so serious, Ky. I’m only taking the piss…. You’re not good enough to qualify as a cock sucker yet. You’ll need a lot more practice before I can officially call you that.” She said as if the title cock sucker was one to be desired. My brain went completely blank. I couldn’t think of a comeback, I couldn’t think of a single word to say. It was too much for me to process. “You really were bullocks at it you know. Poor Bennett looked like his cock was being put through a cheese grader.”



“You looked happy enough,” I finally managed to say. 



She gave me a huge smile, “Oh, I was. I can’t wait until you are a pro at it. You looked so sexy with your lips around another man’s bell-end. My little cuck-boy made me very happy.” 



“Fuck woman,” I sighed and laid back down and just stared at the ceiling. “You’ve gone crazy. I’m never doing that again.” She curled up by my side and ran her finger along my dick. “You think about things too much. It really was brilliant to watch.” 



“How about you?” I asked, wanting to change the subject. “You seemed pretty comfortable being with two guys.” 



She laughed against my chest, “you wouldn’t have thought so if you could have read my mind when we first started. I thought I was going to have a heart attack. But after a while I was able to relax,” she was quiet for a long while and then said, “To be honest, that was an amazing experience, but I don’t know if I want to do it again. Or at least I wouldn’t want that to be something we do very often… I really lost myself for a while—it was even a bit psychedelic like mushrooms.” 



“Wait, what!?” I said. “Like mushrooms? When did you ever try mushrooms?”



“When I was fifteen, with Brooke,” she said nonchalantly, “I told you about that.” 



“You so did not. I would have remembered a story like that.”  



The memories from that weekend have been permanently etched in my brain. It’s odd in a way. Since that experience, we’ve hardly played the game at all. Maybe it was something we just needed to get out of our system. I’m sure there were mistakes in what I wrote, but if I go back and edit it, I’ll only end up deleting it again. I know I glossed over ‘my experience’, but I really couldn’t help it. It was hard enough to write and to put it out there for all to read. 



Later all,




Post 461 — Xalar11

Sun Oct 21, 2018 8:28 am

Just WOW, thank you for sharing this adventure. You're an excellent writer. In way it was a fitting end to this intense phase of Wade's involvment in your and Jaimee's live. I think you said shortly after this Jaimee found she's pregnant with your child.

I'm curious, how did actually Wade react to the news of Jaimee's pregnancy and that she only meet him sporadically?



When will Jaimee return from Britain? You must miss her terribly, especially now that she's your child.




Post 462 — wittol

Sun Oct 21, 2018 9:05 am

Incredible writing.  Along the way I was thinking how great it would be to see a video of that evening, but the writing was so vivid I'm not sure it would add anything.  Glad you didn't delete it!



On the cock-sucking, I haven't gone there, but would if all the circumstances were right.  All your circumstances were right.  No need to feel weird about it.  You da real man, daddy-to-be!




Post 463 — txrockdog

Sun Oct 21, 2018 11:19 am

Great retelling of the story KY.  Thanks for sharing with us.  The idea of a guy doing something like that because it turns his wife on really hits home with me.  Thanks for letting us live vicariously through your experiences.  There is a story I read on Literotica that really expresses that concept well.  It is a 4 part story called Loving to Like by Bucky Duckman.  I know links aren’t allowed, but searching for it will find it for you easily if you are interested.




Post 464 — Lizardtantrum

Sun Oct 21, 2018 12:18 pm

Thank you for sharing. I love your story.




Post 465 — Suchen Zucker

Sun Oct 21, 2018 12:39 pm

Thanks for telling us the story Ky. You don't need to worry that any of us would think less of you. Unlike many/most of the stories where the husband relents to his wife's urging and sucks a lover's cock to satisfy a fantasy for her, that was believable/understandable. I furthermore don't expect to see you become a lipsticked cum-dumpster, forgoing the wife's pussy, boxer shorts, all your testosterone, and backbone to become her chief competitor for man-cock. 



You are a talented storyteller as well as an amazing husband I'm sure. You seem to be doing cuck just right. Thanks for sharing.




Post 466 — H_K

Sun Oct 21, 2018 2:03 pm

Awesome story.  Love it.  Please keep writing.




Post 467 — norbertrichard

Sun Oct 21, 2018 3:10 pm

Ky, I see your comments to "X"s  story about Mike, and Jen, and am surprised after all you have been through with Wade, and Benitt, that you would make a comment about three black dots on Jens ring finger. Would you feel the same if it were Jamies ring finger?  God bless her, and the baby.




Post 468 — Ky_Da

Sun Oct 21, 2018 3:20 pm

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard

Yeah, you’re not wrong. The story kind of went off the rails for me a while ago, so now I’m basically hoping for a massive train wreck. I say that, and yet I don’t want to see them divorced again. I always like to hope that we can come back from really bad mistakes. That’s for the good thoughts - we're really excited.




Post 469 — subtoall

Sun Oct 21, 2018 5:07 pm

Fantastic writing.  Your love for Jaimee really shines through.




Post 470 — Ben_Bradman

Sun Oct 21, 2018 6:31 pm

Ky_Da,

It was intense going through your write-up and hence it's pretty obvious how phenomenally intense it would have been for you to write it up. 



I would request you to write up in detail about the two "slip-ups" that happened with Wade. Surely Jaimee and you would have had no intention for that to happen when Wade was invited over to yours. But as you said it is "dangerous" to have Wade her. Tell us the story please. Who said what. What led to what. How did Wade's monster ended up inside her?




Post 471 — viking53

Sun Oct 21, 2018 9:12 pm

Ky,



Once again, thanks for a superb and brilliantly written write-up of that weekend. Given the intensity of that experience, I am not surprised that Jaimee has difficulty ignoring the opportunity when Wade is around, even with the ongoing pregnancy. I think a grounding in Bristol should help her get over this and for the two of you to really focus on each other as the pregnancy develops. It's great to read how stable and loving the two of you are in your relationship.




Post 472 — SutterKane

Mon Oct 22, 2018 2:30 am

Ky, 

Thank you as always for your amazing honesty!




Post 473 — Ky_Da

Tue Oct 23, 2018 6:52 am

With the wife in the UK for her friend’s wedding, you’d think I’d have more time to write. As far as I can tell, all is well with her though. I do agree that her having a chance to get away will only help. She needed some distance from her job, too. Her work has slowly continued to get better in that her sales have increased. I have no doubt that she could have seen some massive success if she was sleeping with some of her clients. Apparently, that’s fairly prevalent in the industry and it’s often how some of the biggest sales are made. She’s been extremely tempted to try it, and has even had some close calls, only to back out in the end. I don’t pressure her one way or another on that front. 



Back in the UK, Southern Scotland to be more specific, my wife and Brooke’s fiancé (Emilia) have made up. Emilia pulled Jaimee aside early on and they have a good heart-to-heart conversation. I think it was good that they were able to get everything out into the open. Emilia even gave my wife the traffic cone as kind of a joking peace offering. For those who didn’t read the account. My wife and Brooke had a little too much to drink one night and stole a traffic cone—neither one remembers where they got the cone from, but it was in the back of their car when we found them the following morning. 



The pregnancy has gone really well so far, but she’s still in the early days. So far, sore boobs and feeling tired has been the worst of it. After the threesome experience, we decided to pull back from the game and take some time. Then we found out she was pregnant and so we haven’t really thought about the game nearly as much. I know the timing of the pregnancy is a question. I’ve read a several questions asking who the father is, and I’ve answered a time or two that I am the father. Since my wife went off birth control, she’s been careful to require Wade and Bennett to wear condoms. I know there were a couple of close calls… and that fucking crazy threesome weekend, well, things got a little out of control. Even though condoms were worn, there was a lot of cum everywhere, and there were a couple of rounds without condoms and just the old-fashioned pull-out method was used. I’ll admit that I’ve had the extreme cuckold pregnancy fantasy for a while, but I’m not kidding at all when I say that it’s not a fantasy that I want to indulge in. I don’t think one should play around when it comes to the life of a child. 



I went golfing with Wade yesterday, and he’s coming over this evening. He went deer hunting with his dad for a couple of weeks and came back with a fair amount of meat. So were going to eat it and drink beer tonight. It’s been good to have had my wife to myself the last couple of months, but Wade has become a close friend and so kicking him to the curb really isn’t an option. He’ll admit that it’s been hard not getting laid all the time, but he’s never once tried to pry or to push Jaimee into sex. The couple of times he did fuck her was totally her. She wanted it. She initiated it. The first time was about a week after the threesome experience. She was really craving sex and I was putting in a lot of time at work because I have a new project starting and getting it off the ground was time consuming, I told her she knew how to scratch that itch if she wanted to. And she did. They fucked in the spare bedroom while I was at work. I got home late that night and she was peacefully asleep. 



Then about two weeks after that, Wade as at the house. We were watching the Monday night game and really fell into old habits. Jaimee got him a beer and then sat next to him, like right next to him. We’re watching the game, and then I look over towards them. Wade and Jaimee were watching the game, but Jaimee was rubbing Wade’s cock through his shorts, almost absentmindedly. I snuck an occasional glance and it was easy to see Wade’s cock growing. On one glance, Jaimee caught my eye. I could tell she was asking, “do you mind?” I mouthed, ‘go ahead’. 



It didn’t take long and she had his cock out of his shorts and was again worshiping at the alter of Wade’s cock. They were like lovers who had been kept apart for years. They were both naked in seconds and Wade’s cock was buried in her. From my vantage, I could see his cock penetrating her, and I could see her feet sticking out from each side, but Wade’s a monster compared to her, so I could a lot more of his back than I could of her. It struck me how comfortable they’ve become having sex in front of me. I don’t think they even think about it anymore. I heard the slap, slap, slap, and couldn’t help but look a little closer. Her pussy accepts him without any resistance. 



Later that night, when it was just the two of us, we had time to talk. 



“Are you good with what happened tonight, I know it wasn’t planned?” she asked. 



“Yeah, I guess I should have expected it. You two can’t keep your hands off of each other when you’re in the same room. Even at the gym, you two still act like lovers.” 



It was quiet for a long moment. “Does that bother you, do you want me to stop?” 



I didn’t want to answer right away, so decided to flip the question around, “Would you stop if I asked you to?” 



“No, he owns my pussy now, so I can’t tell him that he can’t have it,” she said seriously, then after a moment she started to laugh. And then laughed a little harder, “Sorry, Ky. I’m just having a go. Your face was priceless.” She laughed her arse off, and yes, she did get me. She finally settled down and said, “You know you ruin your own fantasies when you ask me things like this,” she looked directly at me, “Of course I would stop. I won’t play the game if you’re not playing it with me.”



I felt a wave of relief, “I just need reassurance sometimes.”



She shot me a look, “This is when you drive me spare. I show you all the time, but you’re too daft to notice,” I think she could tell I wasn’t quite understanding, “The notes I leave in your lunch, buying that laundry detergent you like---which is weird—I don’t know why you care what detergent I buy, the random texts we send (she listed more things, but I don’t want to share those). I love pushing your cuck-boy buttons, I love that look in your eyes when I touch just the right button; it makes me bloody randy. I want to make the game even better for you—and for me, but you keep that from happening more than you know.” 



I thought about what she said for several minutes, “I worry about how the game changes us in ways that we don’t realize. Even with the best communication we make mistakes,” I explained. “How would you make the gave better? What do you have in mind?” 



She raised an eyebrow, “Ky… I only gently touch your cuck-boy buttons. I don’t even have to press them and you go bloody mental. I’m quite sure I could make your head explode without much of an effort,” she said, her tone teasing, yet with a strain of seriousness. 



“That sounds like a challenge,” I said. 



She only shrugged, “You know I pull all the strings, but I also know how much my cuck-boy can take, so I know you’re not ready for a bigger game, yeah,” then she put on her serious academic voice, “the degree to which we play the game, or rather push the game, is in direct correlation to your self-confidence as a man. The more self-confidence you have—the more secure you are with your you are, the more freedom I have to push those buttons. I will always be your cuckoldress, and you will always be my cuck-boy. You like to try to top me from the bottom, and I quite like that you try, but you’ve given me the power and I don’t intend to give it back. This doesn’t mean I want a submissive twat for a husband—quite the opposite in fact. I need my husband to have complete confidence in himself and in us… then I can press those buttons so hard every nerve ending in your dick will fucking explode.” 



I laid back onto my pillow and looked at the ceiling fan, “Just a minute, I need to process what you just said.” And I did need time to process what she said. Holy fuck, that was a lot to process. “…You want me to not be so worried about our marriage--,”



“—I want you to have more confidence in yourself,” she interrupted, “I think it’s healthy to always be a little worried about one’s marriage. 



“Does this go back me sucking Bennett’s dick?” 



She patted me on the shoulder, “Don’t be insulting—Bennett has a cock. You sucked his cock. You were shite at it, but you sucked a cock,” she reached down and squeezed my member, “this is a dick.” 



I chuckled, “You fucking kill me woman.”



“But yes, that’s part of it. I want you to be secure enough that you don’t care what another guy thinks. You do what you want to do… and if you want to please your cuckoldress by fulfilling her ultimate fantasy, then don’t worry about what someone else thinks about it.” 



“You think I don’t like sucking a cock because I’m worried about what another guy will think?” 



“Am I wrong?” 



I almost answered but had to pause and really think about that. Was it? “Not entirely,” I finally confessed. “I mean, I don’t think it’s something I would ever really enjoy, but sure, a lot of the repulsion comes from my ego and worrying about what others would say. But even if I could let that all go, I could never get to a place where I enjoy it as much as you seem to.” 



“That’s because you’re only thinking of yourself. Sucking on a man’s cock is intoxicatingly powerful. I can feel every hitch in his breath, I can feel his excitement, I have total control over him, and when I look into his eyes, he can’t hide his feelings from me. I can see exactly what he’s feeling. And when he ejaculates, and his cock twitches and shoots into my mouth, it is such a high. You can’t know what I mean unless you’re able to completely surrender yourself to that man—that’s why I think men are missing so much in life. It was the same for me whenever I was going down on Brooke. Sure, I liked the taste of her pussy, but it was the way I could feel her, the connection we had when we would stare at each other while I was pleasuring her. It was bloody brilliant.” 



Again, I laid there without speaking. I had to think about that. She seemed to understand and we both settled in and were quiet for a long moment. Eventually, I added, “When we were first dating, and we went to meet your parents, I left a shirt there and your mom washed it for me. When she gave it back to me, it smelled like you. I didn’t wear that shirt for a long time. I’d just smell it.”



I saw a tear escape her eye, and she gave me an intense hug and snuggled in close. I hadn’t meant to, but that stupid laundry detergent story and touched her. We haven’t played the game since that night—not that that was a long time ago, I mean what’s it been, a month, month and a half at most? It’ll be interesting to see where our game goes once she gets back. We’ve had some great time together lately. With her off at the wedding, I’ve dipped into some of the pics and vids of her over the last year, and it’s got me thinking about the game again. I know she cares for Wade, we’ve all grown pretty close, but I don’t know how something like this works out in the long term. None of us want some kind of poly-thing. She’s my wife, and I intend to keep it that way. For now, it works for Wade, but it can’t be easy for him when we go on these breaks. I mean he’s free to date and have relationships, though I know Jaimee would be jealous. It’s just hard to see a clear path on how this all plays. I guess that’s why I try not to think about it. It’s one of those things that you just take day at a time and figure it out. 



As I sit here thinking about it, I wonder how things will change with a kid on the way. I used to think we’d stop playing completely once that happened, but now, I’m not so sure. I like my little whore of a wife and that she’s developed an over active sex drive and desire for large cock. I think back constantly to the night of the threesome. The look on her face was one of pure ecstasy. I loved watching body, her reactions as she was taken by two men. And at the same time, it terrifies me that this could all blow up in our faces. Relationships can change so fast. The things I shared above all played out before we found out she was preggers. Our conversations have necessarily changed and continue to evolve as time goes on.



To be continued…




Post 474 — Xalar11

Tue Oct 23, 2018 10:00 am

Thanks again for sharing your thoughts. Though, I have to admit I'm a little surprised that you're so sure about being the biological father of Jaimee's baby. Wade used condoms, but like you said you played a very dangerous game there, while Jaimee was off the pill. No offence, it's quite llikely you being the father. But, if it's not too personal to ask, I really would like to hear why do you think you can you be absolutely 100% sure about it?



Excuse my curiousity.




Post 475 — SutterKane

Wed Oct 24, 2018 10:43 am

Me I'm just happy that the two of you are happy. I do feel sort of sad for Wade, though.




Post 476 — RJLJR

Wed Oct 24, 2018 11:33 am

Hi, I'm new to cuckolding and new to OHW.  I just finished reading your posts to this point. I admire you and I'm jealous of you. this is pretty much what I would like to have happen with us, my wife and I.  I've enjoyed what I've read so far and look forward to reading more



Tigger




Post 477 — trdd

Thu Oct 25, 2018 1:46 am

Ky, your writing is exquisite. And your situation is just over the top. You are nearly living one of Xleglover's stories!



Jaimee has become very dominant with you... And you have submitted. How are you feeling about that?  Do you want more? It sounds pretty clear she is ready and willing to give you more when you are ready. That's both alarming and exciting! In your early writing you hesitated and never seemed like you were looking for the Deep submissive experience in this fetish. Now it has enveloped you, your wife really enjoys delivering it and I have to guess that you are getting quite a lot from it even if you still may be torn.



Your concerns about Wade continue to resonate with me. Your wife seems like she is in a good place as far as being loyal and in control. But still, as you said, how does this play out over time? Is Wade getting too much from her? If he is satisfied completely then he becomes dependent in a way on the two of you. I mean, everything he is doing with your wife is going to be hotter than any relationship he will start with a girlfriend. Maybe that isn't entirely true but if you think about it when you start dating someone you usually don't jump to this level of sexual craziness and you may not even ever get there. So he is getting something from this Dynamic that he may never be able to replicate anywhere else.



I am not sure if that is a good thing or a bad thing for the two of you but it somehow causes me some concern that he would have the intent to keep this going even if it was no longer the best thing for everyone. Not that he would try to harm the two of you but that to meet his own needs he may end up becoming more of a burden in some way.



The pregnancy is obviously a buffer where you should be able to test having significantly less frequency. And for me, that would probably be something I would need in your situation.



It also occurs to me that you should keep explaining to Jamiee just how some of the intense bits impact you. When she responds that you are limiting your own fantasies around the game by your uncertainty it makes me think she doesn't quite understand the depth of angst that some of this creates in you. Perhaps her comments about your self confidence are valid but at the end of the day this is your marriage and every time you see her so intensely engaged with someone else there really can't help but be some degree of concern. Can there? Have other people on this forum actually gotten to the place where their wives can be with another man long-term and they aren't at times overcome with angst and fear?



Maybe some people have yet we were all given varying degrees of ego and many people I believe would just never be able to fully overcome the angst even as you are enjoying that very thing. So I wonder if another explanation or way of relating it to your wife would be helpful? So she understands just how deep the effect can be on you. I am not exactly sure how you would do that but I think that it must be common for a woman to not completely grasp what the cuckold Edge is like when you are riding it.



I'm interested to hear your thoughts on it when you have the chance.




Post 478 — NC-hotwife-hubby

Thu Oct 25, 2018 5:39 am

How did you feel after sucking his cock, may I ask




Post 479 — sabya167

Thu Oct 25, 2018 6:17 am

Is Wade reluctant to have a girlfriend apart from Jaimee?  As the pregnancy develops, Jaimee will feel more and more horny and there could be more and more Wade- time. Jaimee could be explained that Wade needs to be laid during the breaks.If both of them say no to that then this could be a red flag.




Post 480 — Suchen Zucker

Thu Oct 25, 2018 8:45 am

I'm curious if Wade shows any jealousy over Bennett being allowed access to Jaimee. I would think if he's an alpha with feelings for her that he might not like having to share her. If he doesn't care, perhaps that's a good sign that he's not that emotionally attached, but just enjoys the sex with her and the thrill of fucking another man's wife.




Post 481 — Ky_Da

Thu Oct 25, 2018 8:57 am

Argh, I’m letting this kink get under my skin again. With the wife gone, I’ve had too much time to think. And she’s been so busy with everything—add that to the time difference—we haven’t had much contact. So, I’ve been feeling a need to write. My thoughts below are a bit random and jump around a little as I’ve written this at various times. But I think it’ll answer some of the questions people have asked. 



I know there are a lot of different types of relationships between the cuckolds and their wives’ lovers. Some have very little contact, some have no contact, some morph into poly-relationships, etc. Some call them bulls, others lovers, still some fuckbuddies and or boyfriends. My own experience has varied, but with my wife’s current lover, Wade, I can’t help but call him a friend. It’s the oddest friendship I’ve ever had. He’s almost like an immature but lovable older brother. He’s the epitome of the alpha-male in a lot of ways, but he’s not a bully—he doesn’t intentionally want to hurt anyone. His personality is one that likes to help people feel better about their health and fitness. Owning a gym is like his perfect calling in life. He’s a fanatic about fitness and even mental health through yoga and such. But he’s also a person who lives for today and doesn’t think too much about the future (though that’s changing lately). He avoids politics like the plague, is not involved in civics, has no idea how our country runs, and couldn’t care less about voting and being responsible in that way. 



Wade is my friend, yet he’s responsible for stretching out my wife’s pussy. He’s likely had more sex (cumulatively) with my wife than I have—it adds up fast when they fuck several times a week and it’s almost never a one-and-done like it is with me. He’s my friend, and yet his is the cock my wife craves. He knows my wife’s body every bit as well as I do. It’s a strange relationship. A few times we’ve gone golfing and we’ve been paired up with another twosome. Inevitably they’ll ask how we know each other. Of course, we just say we’re friends, but the words that run through my head are, ‘he fucks my wife, and we like to golf.’



 My wife knows that Wade and I talk about her when we’re golfing. On a couple of occasions, Wade has asked me how I’m doing and has been assuring that a lot of the things that are said are my wife’s ideas—I believe that. He knows that she likes to push my buttons. He knows how I’m wired and why I like the things I like. He’s also told my wife no on a few occasions when she’s asked him to make fun of my dick. He doesn’t have that bully in him, and doesn’t like making someone feel small. Although, he did say he might eventually play along, if he was absolutely certain it was just playing and I wouldn’t get hurt from it. If anything, he’s been the one to keep my wife in check, using the collar, the gag, etc. She submits to him fairly quickly. 



This weekend’s conversation was the most meaningful conversation we’ve ever had. With Jaimee being gone, we had time to just drink beers and chat. He’s always felt a lot of pressure from his parents to get married and raise a family, but admits that he’s not wired that way. He likes what he has with Jaimee because he has a close female friend, he’s sexually fulfilled and safe in that he’s not worried about an STD, but he also has his independence. If he wants to be alone for a day, a week, or a month, he doesn’t have to worry about a wife or girlfriend nagging him to come home or justify what he’s spending his time and/or money on. He does consider Jaimee his girlfriend, but loves how easy of a relationship it is.



We talked about the time that his parents dropped in on him unexpectedly. He laughed and said that was a trip. His parents know that he’s been seeing this English girl on and off, and have been hopeful to get to know her, but are trying not to let their hopes get up because their son has shown few signs of settling down. He said his mom will call once in a while and casually ask how his girlfriend is doing. It occurred to me that we’re at a crossroads. It’s only a matter of time before his parents find out she’s pregnant, and it wouldn’t be fair to anybody to lie about what’s going on. It’s all fine at the moment, but he’s going to have to come clean about the nature of his relationship with Jaimee, or end it all together. One interesting bit that came out of this weekend’s conversation. Back when he and my wife were shacked up while I was in Guatemala



We were drinking and watching Blazing Saddles (I can’t believe there are people out there who haven’t watched this movie). Wade said, “I’ve never told Jaimee this, but when you came home early, I couldn’t have been happier.” I was more than a little surprised by this revelation, which I think he saw because he picked up and added, “Don’t get me wrong—I loved having her there. I really miss it. But I needed my space, brah. I like to come home and chill—just flip on a movie or play a game or something, but with Jaimee there all the time… she always wants to talk, and then fuck, and then talk some more—I don’t have that much to talk about man… After being with people and talking all day long, I like to come home and be by myself for a while.” 



I let him finish and then said, “I think Jaimee was ready to come home, too. She still talks about how she’s never had sex so many times in so short of period, though.” 



Wade laughed, “Fuck brah, that was intense. I’ve had serious relationships before, but no one who wanted to have sex as much as she did. It was almost constant…,” Wade sat thoughtfully for a time and then said, “I think Jaimee’s the first woman who’s enjoyed having sex with me.” My head snapped to him—wtf. “Usually the girl just tolerates me. A lot of guys want to be well endowed, but it can be problematic. When I was with other girls, I could see that they were trying to enjoy sex, but they looked like they were sitting in a dentist’s chair—they weren’t screaming in pain, but they weren’t comfortable. And after a while it wasn’t worth it anymore. I’ve always had to be really careful. I couldn’t just enjoy it… that’s how it was with Jaimee at first, but it’s not that way anymore. I can just fuck that little twat all I want and she loves the shit out of it. You’re a lucky man, Ky. I know this ‘game’ will end one of these days—or maybe it already has and I’m just being stubborn and don’t want to see it. Just be straight with me, alright.”



I nodded my head that I would and said, “I don’t know what the future looks like. I’ve enjoyed having her back to myself lately, but her and I haven’t discussed what comes next. We’ve really only been talking and thinking about the baby.” I saw Wade wanting to interject something, but I wanted to finish my thought before I forgot my point—I’d already had a few beers. “You’ve been extremely fair and honest with us, we won’t be any less with you.” 



Wade seemed satisfied and slouched back into the couch. A smile grew on his face. “No disrespect meant here, Ky, but I’ve always had a thing for pregnant chicks—I can’t wait to see her walking around with a big old belly.” He closed his eyes and made this deep growling noise. I have to confess, the thought of him fucking doggy-style my very pregnant wife was almost overpowering. 



Personally, I’m torn. I’ve enjoyed the game and Wade has been a fun part of it. I’d like to see it continue. But on the flip side, the game is pushing on the barrier of reality and I think it could be foolish to continue. I guess this is why I like to write my thoughts down. This exercise requires me to develop my feelings into thoughts and forces me to make some deeper, more meaningful analysis. 



Wade suddenly sat up, “You want to blow your wife’s mind?” he asked a devious look plastered on his face. 



I looked at him skeptically, “What,” I said slowly. 



His smile grew, “Lets send her a picture of you sucking my cock—you don’t actually have to do it—I mean you can if you want to, if you swing that way now,” he laughed, “we can make it look like you just did. I’ll snap a pic and text it to her. I guarantee you would be her favorite person. She’d be so horny she’d explode.”   



I shook my head, “One, that idea is shit; two, I’m already her favorite person; three, I can get her horny with just regular phone sex; and four, that idea is shit.” 



Wade laughed a lot harder but shrugged and accepted it, “You know it would rock her world. I saw the look on her face when you blew Bennett—she almost went into seizures,” he interpreted the look on my face correctly because he followed up with, “But it’s just an idea—your choice dude.”



I took a heavy pull from my beer. Truth be told, he was right. A picture like that really would fucking blow her mind, but there is no way I’m sitting between Wade’s legs and acting like I’m sucking his cock because that would just open the door to more events like that happening. I didn’t write much about the cock sucking experience in the longer update recently because I really don’t like thinking about it. Honestly, it wasn’t as repulsive as I thought it would be, but in my head, I just can’t let myself get there. I got off on it a little because it got my wife so turned on. That’s the only reason I did it. My wife’s wiring is a little different that most when it comes to same-sex experiences, so I indulged her that one time. 



Lastly, to talk about how I’m so sure that I’m the bio-father.     …in my mind, I simply have to be. I know that sounds naïve—ignorant even, it would be too heart wrenching to think otherwise. The cuckold desire already has something to do with one feeling inadequate. Add to that the fact that I couldn’t even get my own wife pregnant and it’s a recipe for disaster, not to mention it would shake what self-confidence I do have to the core. I’ll deal with whatever happens the right way, but I take comfort in knowing that while there were a couple of mistakes, the chances of anyone but me being the father are extremely low. I get that some of our experiences mirror some of Xleg’s stories. I’ve admitted that we read them and some of the ideas have appealed to us, but the pregnancy fantasy thing isn’t something we want to play with.      



Even though it sucks being a bachelor this week, it’s been good for me to think. I think my wife and I have greatly improved our communication, but I still don’t think we have the same vision as to how the game is played, or what we want out of the game. We’re looking at it through two very different lenses still. We both enjoy it, but we experience it in different ways. The game changes us whether we believe it or now, and again, I don’t think we understand or see how it changes us. This is simply a fact. We’ll never be able to go back to the people we were a couple of years ago before it all started. We are different people for having had these experiences. Are we better or worse? I don’t have a fucking clue. The mind can eroticize just about anything. The longer we play this, the more turned on we both get from it. We may already be at a point of no return. Can I live with that, knowing that my wife will never be only mine? Can I accept the fact that her pussy will never feel tight again? Can I live with the fact that this child might not be mine, that I could be raising someone else’s kid? These questions have been on my mind for a while now, and I don’t have answers. 



To answer one more question that came up about Wade and his feelings about Bennett. Wade has actually been okay with Bennett hooking up with Jaimee “occasionally”. I guess the best way to put it is that he puts-up-with-it. If he knew that she had once hooked up with a guy named Greg, I’m sure he’d be pretty unhappy about that. I see it’s something he struggles with. He knows he wants his cake and to eat it too. This is something that we all need to add to the topics of discussion. I’ll write more about this on the next update.




Post 482 — LimRick

Thu Oct 25, 2018 11:57 am

You and Wade have a fascinating friendship. It's kind of great, actually. Thanks for this update into what's going through your mind, because it really helps us voyeurs know how relationship of yours (as hot as it is!) actually works.  Hang in there, and . . . don't think too much about Wade's offer . . . unless you want to




Post 483 — offendedgame

Thu Oct 25, 2018 12:32 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I swear i knew exactly what he was gonna ask




Post 484 — viking53

Thu Oct 25, 2018 3:07 pm

Ky,



Thanks for these really thoughtful latest posts. One of the reasons your various threads have been the most interesting and fascinating to follow, apart from the fact that you write exceptionally well, is that you focus mainly on what it is that you and Jaimee feel and express to each other during these experiences. Another point that really comes across clearly and that makes your threads such a pleasure to read is that you and Jaimee really love each other dearly and there is nothing that is going to disrupt that.



You have been incredibly lucky with finding Wade for Jaimee's lover. From this latest post, it's very clear that he will never be a threat. If Jaimee ever indicated that she wanted him as a primary relationship (which I think is quite clear is never going to happen), he would run far and fast. At the same time, you are very lucky that you have him as a friend and can talk openly with him about everything. The relationship between the two of you is quite exceptional if you compare to other experiences on this site.





We are really lucky and grateful that you find writing to be a good way to get to grips to what is happening and how you feel about everything. The spin off for your followers is really Great!




Post 485 — sabya167

Thu Oct 25, 2018 6:42 pm

Jealousy and possessiveness on both sides.Jaimee would be jealous if Wade has a girlfriend. And Wade was jealous and possessive when talk was on for Jaimee to have a second lover/bf. So he hurriedly brought in Bennett so that Jaimee did have a second lover who was personally known to him so his participation in the game , thereby his attachment with Jaimee would be in his knowledge and under his control.I was  kinda surprised when you two seemed to be completely ok with Wade's display of jealousy, possessiveness,control and decision-making in YOUR game.Frankly, I don't know what the future holds for the 3 of you.I guess it won't be easy dissociate yourselves from him if and when you want to, considering the sexual chemistry between them.Even when a couple want to end it with a bf, but if the wife keeps meeting him socially on a regular basis,then the chances of continuing would be there, especially when their chemistry is huge.




Post 486 — SutterKane

Fri Oct 26, 2018 3:06 am

Ky, as always, thank you for your amazing openness and honesty. And this amazing story of the two of you which never ceases to be one of the hottest I ever read.




Post 487 — BigHotMess

Fri Oct 26, 2018 5:25 am

If this helps you assess risk and set perspective - then know this.  I've had a significant amount of awesome sexual experiences and I am also a dad.  I'd trade every sexual experience to be able to experience the day my firstborn was born one more time.  The entire experience is of such a different magnitude than all of this crap.




Post 488 — BigHotMess

Fri Oct 26, 2018 5:33 am

If this helps you assess risk and set perspective - then know this.  I've had a significant amount of awesome sexual experiences and I am also a dad.  I'd trade every sexual experience to be able to experience the day my firstborn was born one more time.  The entire experience is of such a different magnitude than all of this crap.




Post 489 — Ky_Da

Fri Oct 26, 2018 5:36 am

↳ Replying to: BigHotMess

Legit. I needed that to break me out of my reverie. Awesome. Thanks.




Post 490 — JeffBingham

Fri Oct 26, 2018 5:37 am

Ky, huge props to you for your latest 2 posts this week.  The depth of emotion and raw honesty are truly inspiring.  This sharing of your experience/feelings is something special that everyone can learn from.  Thank you, from the bottom of my heart, for bringing us on your journey with you.



Jeff




Post 491 — trdd

Fri Oct 26, 2018 6:59 am

Two posts, one saying Wade will never be a problem and the other cautioning about Wade's jealousy. Is the truthin the middle or at one end?  



For me, he does not seem to be a problem except for the dual nature of very intense connection and frequency. Ky confirmed my guess, this is by far the best sex he has ever had.  That, despite his good nature, would have me off balance if I was Ky.  Add the high frequency and it seems unsettling.




Post 492 — Ky_Da

Fri Oct 26, 2018 7:18 am

I got a call from the wife this morning. Apparently, morning sickness has really begun to kick in. It’s been light to almost nothing until now, but she said the last two mornings have been bad. I’m glad I’m not a woman. Total respect to you ladies who are willing to go through this. So other than a couple of bouts of morning sickness, she’s been having a great time. She said she’s been hit on a lot. Being around a larger lesbian crowd, she was the center of attention at first—until they found out she was not only married but pregnant, too. 



My wife may have been sick earlier that morning, but when we spoke it was late at night for her, and she was feeling, in her words, “bloody randy.” She reported that she’s been behaving, but I mainly think that’s because she’s not drinking and she’s around a lot of people she doesn’t know very well. They’re off to a hen party tomorrow night, which is as I understand it, a bachelorette party. What I wouldn’t give to see what goes on there. My wife tried to get involved in the planning and helping in the wedding preparations, but Brooke’s fiancé has done a good job of keeping her on the sidelines. It seems while there is a truce between my wife and Emilia, they don’t like each other very much. 



On another small bit of news, Bennett caught himself a girlfriend recently. He sent my wife and I a text with a picture of the both of them. My wife replied, “fucking stunning,” about the new girl. I have to agree—she’s gorgeous. Tall, blonde, fit… the whole package. He asked if we’d want to go out to dinner with them sometime. Yeah, it’s probably just dinner. But I can’t help but wonder how much Bennett has told his new girlfriend. Does she know about me, does she know that her new boyfriend had a threesome with a married woman not too long ago—that he fucked her in her pussy, in her ass, and in her mouth? Does she know that her boyfriend has fucked a married woman in his office on more than a few occasions? Not to mention that I had the experience of sucking him off once… god that’s awkward just to write. I’m a little surprised by the dinner invite. I would have thought he’d want to keep all of us a secret. 



It's a little slow at work at the moment because some permits didn’t come through like they were supposed to and so I’m stuck for a couple of days until they do. I went back and reread some of the comments and one asked about how I felt in regards to my wife taking more control and be being more and more submissive to her. It made me step back and think for a minute. I have to agree that she’s taken more of a lead in some things—little by little she’s been more assertive and been more willing to push my buttons. Here’s a thought that’s still not quite found its form—it’s still a work in progress: My wife has always enjoyed sex, but over the last couple of years she’s found that she REALLY loves sex. She has found her slutty nature and not only accepted it, but embraced it. She’s also found that she gets off on pushing what she calls my cuck buttons. It gives her a sense of control and power, and that all heightens the experience. But then while all this is going on, she also loses herself in the game. I think in order to enjoy these experiences to the fullest, you have to be able to shut off the brain to a degree so that all the preconceived cultural norms and societal expectations don’t usurp everything. 



My thought is this: she wants more control, she wants to continue the experience, but she still needs me to keep her grounded. I may have used this analogy before, but she really is the kite and I’m the string. She can fly as high as she wants as long as I have a secure hold on the string and as long as there is wind. A kite will plummet the moment it becomes un-tethered. The real threat is Wade wanting to take the kite from me and running away with it because Wade likes to fly my kite and my kite likes the way Wade flies her. But, and this is a big but, Wade isn’t a responsible kite owner. He will inedible find something that distracts him and he’ll let go of the string. I won’t, and I will be there when there is no wind.




Post 493 — Bayless

Fri Oct 26, 2018 8:27 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Great writing Ky.  A very visual creative kite example. Love it!




Post 494 — Suchen Zucker

Fri Oct 26, 2018 8:31 am

I'm curious about how/why Bennett's cock was chosen for you to please and not Wades larger specimen. Was that Wade being uncomfortable with the idea, or did Jaimee think it would be less of a hurdle for you with the less aggressive Bennett? 



Do you think that now that Wade has seen you suck a cock that now he is thinking; if he can get you to submit to sucking him that it would elevate his position with you and Jaimee? Do you think the idea would excite Jaimee?




Post 495 — wagonmaker1

Sun Oct 28, 2018 3:13 am

hey Ki,  did u write anything about the bj u gave to Bennet? if so i missed it, i have not missed much of your posts. if not would u want to tell us about it?




Post 496 — wagonmaker1

Sun Oct 28, 2018 3:24 am

sorry for misspelling your name,  Ky




Post 497 — Ky_Da

Sun Oct 28, 2018 7:19 am

I’ve gotten a few questions about the BJ I gave Bennett. Yeah, I admit I glossed over that in my writeup, and haven’t really given much more information about it. I have a hard time putting much thought into this because, well, …just because. Shit. I don’t know. I’m wired, or maybe just allowed myself to eroticize the act of my wife fucking other men. This is already a hard thing to understand and accept. I get off on seeing my wife be sexually pleasured by other, more well-endowed, men. To add to that, giving one of them a BJ… fuck, if feels like I’m further degrading myself. And yes, as much as my wife says it won’t, I can’t help but feel she’ll lose that respect for me as a man. It’s like the ultimate act of submission. If it’s just my wife getting fuck by some other guy, I find I can justify my feelings by thinking that I’m secure enough to let it happen. But to suck that guys cock, it takes things to a whole different level. I get that some guys like it, they don’t feel this way at all, and that’s fine. I’m just describing my own feeling here—making no judgements of others. 



As to why my wife wanted me to BJ Bennett instead of Wade; this one is fairly simple. Wade is way too fucking big; seriously, like thicker than one of those 17 oz water bottles. Even my wife just basically licks him like a lollipop, and she even has an oversized mouth for her head (sorry babe—you know you do) and she can’t give him a proper blowjob. Bennett’s more ‘achievable’ I guess is the best way to put it. I don’t think it has anything to do with Wade elevating his position, but yes, it would excite my wife—she really does get off on that kind of thing. I’ve never actually had the balls to ask her how far that same-sex fantasy of her goes. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. I could smell my wife’s pussy on him and so that helped I think. 



I loved seeing the ecstasy on my wife’s face when I did it, but I don’t think it’s something I could do often—if ever again. She told me she wouldn’t pester me about doing it again, but that promise didn’t last very long. She’s already back to sending me pictures of cocks. Usually Wade’s or Bennett's as she has a lot those pictures.




Post 498 — SutterKane

Sun Oct 28, 2018 9:46 am

Ky,

 your wife loves to humiliate you sexually. You love it too. You just don't have the will power to walk away from your socially conditioned belief of what a man is and isn't allowed to do and still think of himself as a man. She's bisexual and doesn't think about same sex sex at all like you do. To her, it's just slippery, wet, throbbing, cum filled fun sex and orgasms. Think about this, Would she turn her back on you as her husband if you were bisexual too? What if you just got off on her forcing you to suck cock? What if you never touched a cock other than when she commands it? What if the rolls were reversed? What if your wife was a straight and you wanted her go down on your hot girlfriend? Would you lose respect for her for doing what you asked? For enjoying the taste and texture and smell of another woman's cunt? Making another woman cum from her fingers and tongue? From enjoying her power as a cunt licker? Would you recoil in disgust? Did she when she had you taste another mans cum straight from the source?

 Have you talked openly and honestly about your concerns of loss of respect with her? Is that the only reason that you're so reluctant to embrace what she wants? If that was the only reason, then things would never have gone near this far in your game.

 If it turns her on massively and you can get past the worry about the loss of her "Respect", don't you want to give her that? She gets off on seeing how far she can get you to go. Think about it. You watching him rail her and your caged cock straining to break free so you can cum. Watching another man owning your little wife's cunt. Her wanting and needing his cock just as much as you need him to own her cunt in front of you? You caged and naked, licking and sharing Wade's cock together after he has fucked her into a massive orgasm that your cock can't give her? The two of you bonding over the power of a real mans cock? Are you sure that does nothing for you? Ask yourself openly and honestly if that's the real reason. Could it be that you are attracted to it, but conflicted? As that would force you to confront who you really are down deep where no one else can see?

 Ask her how that would make her feel to share that big cock with you. To see you willing to submit to Wade that way because she wants it and so do you? Showing Wade's cock your respect and to thank him for what his cock can do for your wife that your cock can't. Ask her if it would repel her or make your bond that much closer, to share that level of intimacy, that few men have the strength to share with their wives?

I just wanted to provide some arguments for relaxing and just enjoying where ever that hot little minx wants to take you. Hell, if I was you and she was into pony play and blood sacrifice, I'd rent a stall at the pony play club and make sure I knew all the rituals forward and backwards (Them demons are fussy about that shit)!




Post 499 — Bayless

Sun Oct 28, 2018 2:19 pm

↳ Replying to: SutterKane



Ky, only for your consideration, not telling you what to do, but only to help clarify what many of us want. Most of us as guys, well most of us, are encouraging our wives/gf to go down, explore, appreciate, excite, cum, with same sex partners to build great excitement for ourselves as well as the participants. It’s a mind blowing eruption of pleasure, appreciation, and stimulus. It broadens who we are and the gifts we can give and receive from others.



Since we as males appreciate the relationships as described in the previous paragraph, why not think about it in the same context as our wives/gf do, giving and receiving pleasure. As you as an engineer,  

and ain any field of thought and belief the world has changed dramatically and many of us can write our own life description not as tightly defined as it once was. I can chart my own voyage as a man and allow my female/male partner to do the same. That is the beauty of our present world. Please yourself and your loved ones.  Be in control of your own life and make your own choices not choices dictated by past confinement’s and limitations. Build on your many many strengths. Jamie loves you.




Post 500 — offendedgame

Mon Oct 29, 2018 12:27 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I'm REALLY interested to see their cocks, especially Wade's.



can we see it?





Post 501 — Ky_Da

Mon Oct 29, 2018 4:13 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

Yes, we have talked about my reluctance to give a guy a BJ, but this is one of those things we’re looking at from two different perspectives and we’ve been unable to completely understand each other. Your point about social norms probably has a lot to do with it—being able to put that to the side is the starting point in order to understand my wife’s point of view better (definitely something that’s easier said than done). But it looks like we’re about to have another conversation about it when she gets back tomorrow, because she text me a screen shot of your comments with a note saying, “See, this bloke gets it.” It's a curse and a blessing that she reads from this site. 



Some of your comments are just plain hard to think about. I've always believed in being intellectually honest with one's self, so a couple of your points I've basically got a wall up around me and refuse to let those thoughts in because I don't want to even ponder them.




Post 502 — trdd

Mon Oct 29, 2018 6:13 am

Sutterkane's post was well written.  But it also avoids a large possibility.... that Ky isn't bisexual. Just because Jaimee is doesn't mean Ky is.  Most men are not turned on by men.  Most women are not bisexual either, for that matter.



You can call it social conditioning, and there is some of that, but it runs afoul of the gay community's stance that people are born with their sexuality, doesn't it? 



Ky, you turned your wife on by submitting and sucking briefly.  Maybe you'll do it again, maybe not. You enjoy turning her on but you may not have enjoyed the act itself.  That's ok too.  If you are submissive...you'll find some pleasure in serving even when the task is not one you want to do. If there is any social conditioning going on here I think it is that giving in to Jaimee's control goes against the social story.  Pleasing men sexually is probably something you know you want or you know you don't... I doubt that is too unclear for you.  But submission may be a desire that is warring with how men should be. And it is pretty damn submissive to suck if you arent turned on by men. 



The other thing going on here is Jaimee is submissive too.  Just not to you.




Post 503 — sabya167

Mon Oct 29, 2018 6:31 am

I get it. You are a cuck with certain limits, with  some never-venture-into territories. like, for example,Mike has never been pegged by Jen's lovers.So, he has limits too.That doesn't make him a non-cuck.Everything's not for everybody because everyone is wired differently.Your experimentations in the lifestyle started with your wife catching you reading cuck stories but what you have never said is how it all started in your mind.The origin and the evolution of this fetish.When did you first discover that you have cuck tendencies.Did you date anyone prior to Jaimee? Did you tell her about this sexual orientation of yours or did it all start with Jaimee accidentally discovering your interest in this kink and then,maybe, you decided to give it a try?  Secondly, do you think Jaimee has told Wade about your posts and does Wade read them too? Did it ever come up in the conversation with your wife?




Post 504 — desertsub

Tue Oct 30, 2018 2:00 am

↳ Replying to: trdd

Sutter Kane's post WAS well written! To adress a couple of your points, I never consodered myself bi, just the opposite! I wanted nothing at all to do with touching a guy. My wife, who is very bi and not the least bit shy about it, said her biggest fantasy was to see me suck cock. Wanting to please her, I finally broke down and sucked her lover's cock after years of refusing to do that. She loved that she finally got to see me do it and later she said she actually respected me even more because I did it to please her. After the first time I found it much easier to continue and now I enjoy sucking cock for her. I feel like I am enhancing her enjoyment and the whole cuckolding experience for her. I would say I am bisexual now because I do enjoy sucking cock, but I have no interest in making out with a guy or even sucking cock when it isn't done for my wife. In my oppinion, there are many levels of bisexuality, and no it isn't necessarily something we are born with.




Post 505 — trdd

Tue Oct 30, 2018 4:23 am

First off Desertsub... your wife is awesome! I have been amazed at some of your stories and as I write this I am thinking that if your wife mentored Jamiee, Ky would be in deep submissive trouble, lol. I wouldn't mind her mentoring my wife either, now that I think of it. It could be a little side business for her perhaps, lol.



Regarding your post, I I think you are proving my point. I suppose you could Define bisexuality however you want but the common definition is someone who is attracted to both sexes. I did not hear you say that you were. What I heard is that you enjoy pleasing your wife and submitting to her. Sucking cock for her gives her great pleasure and so you have learned to enjoy it. But in the very next sentence you tell us, for all intents and purposes, that you are not attracted to men. You wouldn't want to be with one unless your wife is directing it. I am assuming that if I extend your words you would also say you don't look at a handsome man and get turned on. Or that if a handsome man wanted to pick you up at a bar you would not be in the least bit tempted.



If this is accurate then by Common definition you are not really bisexual. I would say you are deeply submissive to your wife and you enjoy doing what you're told. The pleasure comes from submitting to her rather than, in this case, sucking her boyfriend's cock. You may enjoy the actual Act but the issue is why? Do you see what I mean?




Post 506 — wannabecUKold

Tue Oct 30, 2018 5:28 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Jaimee has got it, of course.  'he cant hide his feelings... it is such a high .... you can't know unless you're able to completely surrender yourself.'



That's why it works for Jaimee and not for you.  Actually, if you can't surrender to a pretty boy like Bennett, I doubt you can surrender to any guy, since you won't lust after big adult guys like Wade.




Post 507 — SutterKane

Wed Oct 31, 2018 5:34 am

Ky, so much of your reluctance to suck cock and to submit to Wade et al, is not about sucking cocks or submitting to a real man's power, is it? It's about the internal struggle you have between the deep sexual desire to submit to that overwhelming male power of Wade and this feeling that if you go down this road that you may never come back, or even want too! You don't find men to be sexually desirable like you find Jaimee (Or other women), you don't see a handsome man and think "I'd love to have him take me and use me any way he wants". That's not it at all. What happens in that moment when Jaimee is going wild on Wade's enormous cock, you see the power that a real man's cock has over her, her deep, deep need to be filled to the breaking point by it and how she want's to give her body and mind over to him and his powerful tool. That she love's you heart and soul, enjoys the loving sex you two have, but the knowledge that your much smaller cock will never ever make her feel that way and that turns you on like no other thought will or can! When that is happening, you know your place, your body and mind are telling you they want. They want you to submit to the masculine power of his cock. You ache for it and are frightened by that ache and need. Some part of your mind says if you give in to that need, it will turn you into a prancing cartoon fairy, that you will be hanging out in rest stop glory holes, standing on a street corner, saying "Hi sailor!". Stop! Stop letting your fear kidney punch you! Ky will still be Ky! You won't go "Crazy for Cocoa puffs" unless that's what you truly want to do.

 It's your natural resistance to breaking that social barrier that says "This act is verboten!" That this revokes your "Man"card. That you'll be one of those "Fags" and "Sissies"  that the guys joke about in the locker room and the golf course. Dude, if they knew that you got off on having other men, real men, fuck your wife...well, you know how that would be. What you don't think about is, regardless of of what they would say out loud, how many would be dieing inside that they would never get to enjoy what you do, that their wives would never let them watch as the real men in their lives are giving them the cock that they can't. How they would long to watch their wife take another cock and how they they would love to taste the power of those real men's cocks themselves. You have and can have all of the things they may never know about. Doesn't that make you the powerful one? YOU ARE THE LUCKIEST BASTARD ALIVE! You have this amazing woman that want's to give you the very world, if you only let her? Have you ever thought about that? How utterly fucking lucky you truly are to be perfectly matched with a woman that loves huge cock, loves to lovingly humiliate you, locks up your little cock to keep it out of harms way, lets you be involved in her getting what she really needs (Wade's big cock) at least as much as she thinks you deserve and can handle? How many men would lick the ground she walks on and would jump at the chance to suck Wade's cock if she wanted them too. Do you not think she knows what you want to do on the inside? Would she ever ask you to do that if she didn't think you would and could?

  If everyones thoughts were out in the open you would see just how common these thoughts are among men (and women) you respect and admire. How many have the same wants, desires and needs, from watching a real man give their wives the big powerful cock, to wanting to share that cock with them?

Ky, all I'm saying is let Ky be Ky. Don't let others define Ky (Hell, don't let me do that either!), Let go of all the artificial social constructs that unhappy people demand we abide by to spread their unhappiness. Let go of of those internalized rules against freedom and happiness that your body and mind are telling you they want to break. Let Ky and Jaimee make a new set of rules based on freedom and love. Keep them simple. Make each other happy and everything that is joyful and good is permitted. The only sin is to do what you know will truly hurt others. To be open and honest and to talk every day about the joy and the pain in your lives. 

 It's you two's story, write the damn thing any way you two want! What ever hardships come, the two of you can over come them! Just remember that it's the soundness and strength of the ship that truly matters, not how many and who fucked whom, on the Lido deck!




Post 508 — Bayless

Wed Oct 31, 2018 5:48 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

Certainly agree. Let Ky be Ky. Trust Jamie. Create a new model and talk about, and then talk some more, but you must trust her love for you.  Happy Trails




Post 509 — trdd

Wed Oct 31, 2018 6:51 am

Ok, Sutterkane's projecting his needs onto Ky. That's human nature, we all do it to some extent.  It could actually be accurate but it's probably more likely that it isn't quite on the mark.



Interested for Ky to weigh in.




Post 510 — SutterKane

Wed Oct 31, 2018 9:40 am

Well if Ky doesn't think I have a good read on what he's going through, I hope he'll let me know. Let me just say I have been where Ky is now (not exactly, but near 'nough!).  I know what thoughts when through my head. I was always the Alpha in life and the bedroom. Learned to let go (Had a hard time with that) It was something that my wife wanted to share with me. Now I'm happy being a switch, filling what ever roll needs filling. Still don't lust after guys, but if the mood is right and she's hot to share a cock...




Post 511 — Ky_Da

Thu Nov 01, 2018 3:05 am

The following conversations aren’t verbatim, and I’ve had to edit out a lot of personal things that I don’t want to share, so I hope that it still reads well. I feel like I’m sharing quite a bit, but there are a lot of things that are too personal and I want to keep between just me and my wife. 



I knew that my wife was missing her boyfriend’s cock because she was riding my dick and even face like a jockey trying to get an exhausted horse to cross the finish line. She was a woman possessed the day she got back, pent up sexual energy needing to be released. I looked at her stomach, hoping to see something, but it’s still too early—maybe in a couple of more weeks if what I’ve read on the internet is accurate. She’s still thin and has incredible tone from the time she’s spent working out, but her features look the slightest bit softer to me. She’s going to be a mother in the not-to-far-distant-future. A slutty one to be sure, but a mother nonetheless. I wonder if the kid will pick up her accent or mine, or if they’ll call her mum instead of mom.  



We couldn’t sleep and so we went downstairs. She made tea and we sat close together on the couch. “We need to talk about Wade,” I said, giving voice to something we both knew needed to be said. 



She nodded her head, “I know,” she said almost too softly and then sipped at her tea. “What do you want me to do?” she asked simply. 



I shook my head, “I don’t want this to be about only what I want—,”



“—I agree, but it’s a starting point,” she interjected. 



“I want our marriage to last. I want our family to be solid. I don’t want to be another divorced man in the world, there are enough of those,” I finally said, saying what has been on my mind for a long time. 



“That’s what I want to, Ky… you’re my other half… this,” she looked around the room, “this is my home now—California’s my home now.” 



“You don’t want to live in the UK again?” I asked. 



“No, I had a lovely visit, but for the first time, I felt like I wasn’t home when I was there. This is where our family is supposed to be,” she gave short guffaw, “besides, Emilia’s a bit of a nutter and has her knickers in a twist about a kiss,” she trailed off so that the last few words were barely audible. 



“Kiss?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “What kiss?” 



My wife shrugged and wouldn’t look me in the eye, “…I may have kissed a married woman after the ceremony—but it was only a peck… just, with a little tongue,” again she trailed off at the end to a point I almost couldn’t hear it. 



I shook my head and then and pressed my back deeper into the couch, “You didn’t…” I said as I tried to get my wife to look at me, “Emilia’s really nice, and Brooke loves her—you can’t go making out with your old girlfriend now that she’s married.” 



Finally, Jaimee looked at me, a small scowl crossed her features, “Ky, that woman’s a daft cow. It wasn’t a snog—we weren’t shagging each other,” she said strongly, but then much more meekly added, “well, maybe it was a bit of a snog—but I felt Brooke’s tongue, too. She didn’t push me away, even when I groped her fanny,” she said that last part almost lightning fast. 



“You didn’t! You felt her up, and kissed the bride in front of everyone?” I couldn’t believe… no, that’s not correct. I could believe it. But it was still incredible to hear. 



“It was on the outside of her dress, Ky. I didn’t finger her,” she defended. 



“Oh my god woman. I bet Emilia was pissed. I thought you two had made amends—that everything was good now.” This is the point where my wife broke into tears. It came out of no where and surprised the hell out of me. She rarely cries, so for her to break out like this wasn’t normal. 



“it will never be sorted between the two of us. She’s a chav, tattooed freakshow and I hate her,” she cried, “it feels like she took my best friend away.”



I basically put my foot in my mouth at this point, when I said, “Jaimee, you know that’s not true. You’re just emotional because your pregnant.” Okay, looking back on it now, I can see where I might have screwed up when I said that. Why didn’t I think it through before I said it? What my wife said next gutted me to the core. 



“Don’t patronize me you bloody tosser, you made me this way—or at least one of you bastards did!” 



I felt like I’d been kicked in the stones. That shut me up instantly. My wife shut her eyes and could see the fight exude from her as her crumpled into couch cushion. She broke into heart wrenching sobs. I had to shake myself I was so stunned. I pulled her close to me and held her while she cried. Fifteen or twenty minutes passed before she finally relaxed and I only heard sniffles. 



“I am so sorry, Ky” she eventually said. Her head resting against my chest. “I don’t know why I said that—I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry.” I didn’t respond. I just held her. She stunned me by what she said, but that was primarily because it’s something that’s been on my mind a lot lately. Apparently, it’s been on hers, too. She sat up slightly to where she could look me in the eye. “I didn’t mean it—I’m sorry—please--,”



“—It’s fine,” I said as sincerely as I could, “seriously, it’s fine. I shouldn’t have said…”



“That I’m emotional because I’m no the duff?” she finished for me. 



I nodded, “We need to make some decisions about wade, the game, us…”



“Do you want me to stop seeing him?” she asked. 



“Yes—and no,” I said. She laughed. 



“So, which is it?” 



“I want to keep playing the game, but it seems irresponsible—especially since your pregnant,” I expressed, telling her what I felt. 



A long silence passed as we thought. My wife caressed her still flat stomach and said, “It’s probably not a good idea.”



And there it was. We’d both said the words, but it didn’t feel like either of us wanted to make a definitive declaration, like codependents wanting the other to make the hard decision, but not really wanting that at the same time. I decided to set that aside for a moment. I had a different question that burned to be asked. “Could the baby be his—or Bennett’s?” I asked. 



Another long silence passed. Neither of us spoke. 



Eventually I hear her sniffle, her voice was soft, vulnerable, “I hope not… but the timing is bloody awful.” Again, she looked up at me, and I noticed deeply etched fear in her eyes, “Ky, what will you do if…” she couldn’t finish the sentence. 



I pulled her into a strong embrace, “I’ll never leave you,” I felt her shake against me. She was really torn up about this—much more than I was. “Whatever happens, we’re a family,” I said, and I placed my hand over hers as it still rested on her stomach. She relaxed and leaned heavily against me. It didn’t take long for her breathing to even out. She was asleep. 



***



I was having the greatest sex dream of my life. I mean it was amazing: so real. I was in that space between sleep and awake where you can start to remember your dreams and I was trying not to wake up and ruin the dream. But I did wake up, only the amazing feeling on my cock didn’t go away. I opened my eyes to see my wife sucking my dick. It was two in the morning and I was getting a blow job. Fuck I love my life sometimes. As soon as Jaimee saw that I was awake she got on top, slipped me inside and started rocking back and forth. I didn’t last very long and shot my load quickly. I heard her grunt in frustration as my dick softened and flopped out of her. But she didn’t waste any time. She turned herself around, lined up her opening to my mouth, and then lowered her pussy. 



I brought her to an orgasm with my mouth while she tried to revive my member. Once she got my dick semi-hard, she turned back around and started to ride me again. She pushed hard against me but she wasn’t able to get the pressure she was looking for. I felt like she was going to rip my dick off. I flipped her over and began to take control. But even on her back, she was the one trying to fuck me. I flipped her legs up to deny her the leverage and I fucked her as hard as I was cable of while she encouraged me to go harder. I shot my load again and collapsed next to her on the bed. I was beat. I wanted to go to sleep, but my wife wasn’t having it. She was mounting me again, dropping her pussy to my face and starting to work my dick again. I hated to do it, but I wrapped my arms around her and turned so that she was lying next to me.



“I need a break,” I said. 



She made another low-sounding growl of frustration. I watched as her hand went between her thighs and she started to pleasure herself. “You turned me into a randy whore,” she said, her eyes shut, frigging herself with two fingers. “Go take some Viagra or something and come take care of me,” she demanded. 



“I can’t get Viagra at this hour,” I said, dumbfounded. An Idea struck me, “hang on, I’ll be right back.” I went to the bathroom to the drawer where I knew I’d find the butt plug. It’s been in the drawer forever since it isn’t something that’s been used since the early days when Wade was training her arse. I got lube and I grabbed her favorite little rabbit and then returned to bed. I got into position and began playing with her arse. 



She sat up, “Brilliant,” was all she said but then shot to the bathroom. Ten minutes later she returned. “Ready,” she said. 



Whatever, I guess she had to piss. I was taking my time but she began to whine for me to hurry. The plug is pretty fucking big, but once lubed up, it went it without too much resistance. My wife let out a soulful sigh and relaxed. I began to use the little vibrator on her pussy. She guided my hands and we soon had her cranking out orgasms. It felt like we were at it for an hour, but it did the trick. After one particularly strong orgasm, she drifted off to sleep. The plug still in her ass. I pulled the sheet over her and tried to fall asleep myself. 



We hadn’t really ‘talked’ about the future with my wife’s boyfriend, but from that night, it was pretty obvious to me that she was needed what I couldn’t give her. She didn’t complain, she didn’t ask… she gave me nothing but unconditional love. I thought a lot that night as I was unable to sleep. I thought a lot the next day at work and I finally came to a conclusion. I text Wade and told him that Jaimee needed to see him. I told him to come in through the back and to surprise her. I told him to be as free as he wanted and to leave her a babbling mess before he went home. He text back several times, asking if I was sure. 



That evening, my wife was at the stove cooking. I opened the back sliding door and let Wade in. Without a word, he entered, came up behind my wife and kissed the back of her neck. She turned and as soon as she began to recognize who it was, Wade picked her up, moved her to the counter and bent her over the granite top. She squealed and I could tell she was happy. Wade lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties in quick motions, and then began to press is cock into her needy pussy. It took several tries as he pressed in a few inches and allowed her natural lubrication to coat his cock, then he’d pull out and push back in—each time a little deeper until he was fully seated inside her. He began to fuck her in long, powerful strokes. His flash slapping against hers. Her feet hung helplessly a few inches from the floor. She grunted and moaned. Her hands flailed for something to grasp. He nails scrapped along the top of the granite, finding to purchase. 



This was what she had been craving and that I could not give her. Wade has tuned her body to react to his, and he played her like master musician playing a Stradivarius. I sipped my beer and observed the differences between my wife’s reactions to Wade and to me. With me, sex was slower, loving, tender, passionate but not in an explosive way. With Wade it was aggressive, carnal, physical, and selfish. I have tried to give her what Wade does, but I’m not him, and it’s just not the same. It’s not just about cock size either. He’s physically over twice her size, he can fuck her while standing up for as long as he wants, supporting both their weight easily. He’s like a trainer putting a filly through her paces. While I’m the one not wanting to cause any stress or harm. 



If occurred to me as I was watching, that the relationship with Wade, and even Bennett, has been going on for a good amount of time now. The four of us text between each other often, we’ve had countless dinners at our house, late night get togethers, drank lots of beer, and of course more than a little sex. We’ve all become close friends—even Bennett has grown a lot closer since he’s returned to the area. The group texts have become something we all enjoy. Lots of jokes, and making fun, taking nothing too seriously. I’m not sure if things will change now that Bennett’s chasing a serious relationship with this new girl. He seems to want to include her in our little group, but I don’t think he knows how. Jaimee and I will go out with them on a double date soon. Nothing’s planned yet, but it looks like he really likes her, I hope it works out well for both of them. I’ll need to keep my wife in check, though. She’s been crushing on Ryann’s picture since he text it to us. 



I heard my wife grunt and then moan as her orgasm subsided. Wade picked her up and was about to carry her fireman style over his shoulder, but my wife pushed back and wouldn’t let him. She was protecting her stomach area and didn’t want to be thrown over his shoulder like that. I think Wade and I both figured that out at the same time because he moved her around and carried her gently in front of him to the spare bedroom. 



I entered and sat in the chair at the end of the bed. Wade was already sitting on the bed, back leaning against the headboard, my wife lying next to him and stroking his cock slowly back to life. 



I tossed a beer to Wade and opened it as my wife waggled his semi-rigid member back and forth. She looked at me and asked, “Want a taste?” 



I instantly shook my head, “Nah babe, I’m good with my beer and watching from the sidelines.” She gave me a pouty look and then turned her attention back to Wade’s cock. Fuck, that things as big as her forearm. 



“To be honest,” Wade said, “I’m a little surprised you invited me. I was starting to think you’d decided to kick me to the curb—which I totally get with starting a family and all,” he quickly added. 



I tipped the top of my beer towards Wade, “We’ve gotten used to having you around. And Jaimee was missing her boy-toy,” I joked. 



When Wade spoke again, it was surprisingly emotional, “Look, you two are good friends and no matter what happens, I’m serious when I say that I’d like to make sure we keep that. If this needs to change, just let me know and I’ll back off. I don’t want to mess anything up between you two.” He’d basically said that same thing to me not too long ago, but I’ve never heard him sound emotional like that before. I think my wife felt the same way. 



She moved to her knees and looked at me for a moment and then turned to Wade. “We haven’t made any decisions, but I think we can all agree that we like what we have here,” again she looked to me and then to Wade, “As long as everyone remembers that Ky is my husband and he has to come first, then I think we can sort this out.” Once more she looked at me, but his time she had a mischievous look—I know that look all too well. She continued, “If we have that understanding, then I might consider having pity sex with you,” her smile grew and she looked at my tenting shorts—fucking game on then.



Wade laughed, “You’re a cruel little bitch aren’t you,” he said, grabbing her around the waist and pulling her on top of him. With her back against his chest, he pushed his cock into her reddening cunt and she moaned in pleasure. He lightly slapped the top of her pussy and she let out a high-pitched yelp, “You’re just a little cum-dumpster now aren’t ya.”



She shook her head, “It’s not my fault I can’t feel my husband’s dick anymore,” then she really shocked me when she said, “or that it takes two feckless half-wits to satisfy me.” 



Wade burst out, “Half-wit!?” he didn’t hesitate and immediately had her on her hands and knees. He drove into her hard and despite her best efforts to stay on her hands and knees, he soon had her pressed firmly onto her stomach and pressed against the mattress. He fucked her harder than I’ve ever seen before, adding in hard slaps on the ass until her cheeks were bright red. She wailed an almost guttural yell but never once said her safeword. I think she was getting exactly what she wanted. Wade said, “I think my little fuck-toy forgets her place.”  He continued this pace and intensity for a few more minutes and I could tell that he was getting close. “Since your already knocked up,” he said, obviously intending to cum in her pussy. Suddenly Jaimee’s moans transformed into a cry. Tears began to fall down her cheeks. Wade faltered and I saw his eyes widen. 



“Don’t bloody stop now,” my wife nearly screamed. 



A confused Wade resumed, his own climax forced back momentarily. My wife crested over the edge and puled the sheets in around her as a powerful orgasm racked her body. She was half laughing, half sobbing as Wade finished and shot his load deep into her already impregnated womb. Wade caught my eye and I could see the worry on his face. I shrugged and said, “She’s fine,” as reassuringly as I could. 



Wade rolled to the side and pulled a sobbing woman into his arms. Jaimee swiped at her eyes but the tears kept coming, “This is ridiculous! What the bloody hell is wrong with me?”



Neither Wade nor I dared say a thing. My wife isn’t a crier, and so to have lost control and not be able to lock that emotion down was something I think that was surprising her. For probably another twenty minutes she cried like she’d just lost a loved one, but once she stopped she was amazed at how good she felt. She described it like she’d just gotten a thorough emotional cleansing. She was on cloud nine for the rest of the night; all smiles, dancing around, humming—just happy. I couldn’t handle being pregnant. Just the display of all that emotion looked exhausting to me. And we’re still only in the beginning of the term. 



Later that night, when it was just the two of us lying in bed again, I was reading some my usual news articles and my wife was texting back and forth with Bennett. I moved closer to my wife and she turned her phone so I could read the messages. We have a different type of relationship that most out there I think, but I love that she openly shares this with me. If she tried to hide it or wanted to keep it a secret, I know it wouldn’t work. She had sent Bennett a text of her very red and very abused pussy after Wade was finished, and he was commenting how much he’d like to come over and do the same. 



“So, I guess we’re still playing the game,” I commented, trying to keep a tone that told her I approved. 



She shrugged, “What can I say, Ky. I’m a slut now. Things can’t go back to the way they were.” I laid back and let out a small moan as her words sank in. She turned to me, “You like that though, don’t you?” “You want your wife to keep fucking her lovers, even though she’s pregnant. You want her to keep cucking you, keep pushing those buttons of yours, pushing those limits,” she paused and felt my dick, “you want me to lock you up… and you want me to keep pushing you to suck my lover’s cocks.” 



I finally shook my head, “I’m good being locked up occasionally… but I need to think about the—you know—other thing,” I finished lamely.  



She sighed heavily and groaned in frustration, “god, you can’t even say it out loud? At least say it—we don’t need two pussies in the house.” 



“Fine,” I half snapped, “I don’t know if I want to suck a man’s cock again. I’m still processing it all and I don’t want the pressure.” 



She studied me for a long moment, “Alright, I’ll back off… for now,” she said, but I could tell that while she was ceding the battle, she was still going to wage that war.



“Seriously, I might do it if the moment’s right and I’m really wanting to turn you on, but it’s just not normal.” 



My wife rolled her eyes at me, “Like our game is normal, yeah?” 



“You know what I mean,” I defended. 



“Not really, no. I don’t understand what your hang-up is—it’s not like Bennett’s having a go, right? He hasn’t posted anything on social media that a man named Ky sucked his cock—though, to be fair, you were bollocks at it.” I was about to speak when she added, “It’s fine. Let’s not row about it.” 



“To be fair,” I started, “you’re right, Bennett hasn’t said anything—neither has Wade. It probably is mostly in my head.”



“But you think that if you sucked Wade’s cock, he’d lose his respect for you and you’d lose your golf buddy?” 



I slowly nodded, “That’s part of it,” I admitted. 



“I thought you knew him by now. You’re mates now? He’s not that shallow.”



“Mates seems like a strong word—I don’t know if we’re that close,” I said. 



My wife gave me an exasperated look, “You’ve known each other for like a year, you golf together all the bloody time, you’ve seen him fuck your wife countless times—how are you not mates?” 



I shrugged, “I don’t know. Mates just seems like it means really, really close friends. We’re still getting to know each other.” 



“So, you think you need to be closer to call each other mates?” she asked. 



I nodded, “Yes, something like that.” 



She smiled, “You know what would bring you two closer?” 



I should have seen this one coming, but I guess I was tired because I walked right into it, “What?” I asked.



“If you were to, say, suck his cock,” her smile grew. 



This time I rolled my eyes, but it did make me laugh, “You’re in corrigible woman.” 



My wife pulled her negligee down from her shoulders and exposed her breasts. Her nipples were hard and standing out proudly, the silver rings still displayed beautifully. “I think my areolas are bigger,” she commented, gently touching herself, and then added, “and darker, too.” 



She was right, they were definitely bigger, and darker, “They’re fucking amazing.”



“Bloody mental to think these will be making mild someday,” she said, squeezing her breasts together with her hands.



I touched one of the nipple rings, “Will these have to come out?” 



“Definitely for feeding,” she admitted, “but if my nipps get anymore sensitive, they’re coming out regardless—I can barely stand it now.” 



“Why not take them out now?” I asked, truly curious. 



She looked at them for a long moment and then said, “It’s silly, but they remind me of Brooke.” That didn’t seem silly, and I was about to tell her so when she continued, “And Wade wants me to leave them in if I can.” Oh fuck. For a moment, she didn’t have any idea that she’d just pushed a serious cuck-button, but she quickly realized my reaction and it clicked that what she’d just said was a serious cuckoldress thing to say. She just gave me a knowing smile and pulled her negligee back up. “I’m sore and tired, so don’t get any ideas.” 



“So, playing the game while you’re pregnant—”



“—Will only be with Wade… maybe Bennett,” she answered before I could complete my sentence. “I wouldn’t feel safe with anyone else, and I have to make sure I’m protecting our baby.” 



I nodded in agreement. I think that’s as much as I could tolerate right now anyway. With the possibility, however slight, that she could be pregnant with another man’s child, my angst meter is pegged hard in the red. I can’t let myself ponder that question for very long. It’s just too much. The chances are very high that it’s mine. I desperately want it to be mine. I want to share that with my wife. To have my kid have my DNA and not some other guys just because we were playing a fucking game. However, the way she said ‘our baby’ made me feel good. 



I got up late this morning and was rushing to get ready for work. What finally woke me up was hearing my wife in the throws of morning sickness. I’ll skip over that part. Basically, I heard a lot of swearing and promises that she’ll never have sex with a man again. Her tirade included everything from going full lesbian to locking me up for the rest of my natural life—or until my dick falls off.  It wasn’t pleasant. She needed to be at work, but I told her to call in sick. She said she’s worried about her job because she’s way behind and the rest of her year doesn’t look good. I then told her just to quit and not stress about work—she told me to fuck off and die. Yay, good times!



On a slightly different note: The text conversation between Bennett and my wife was entertaining. She can talk him into anything I think. She had him sending her pictures of him masturbating at work under his desk. They were even chatting about this new girl he’s started dating, Jaimee giving him advice from a girl’s perspective. I guess I jumped the gun when I called her his new girlfriend. They’re still in the beginning and have only gone one a couple of dates, but it looks like Bennett really likes this girl and he thinks she has a little freak inside her. It was interesting to read how Bennett feels like he’s part of our little group. It was his text that got me thinking about how the four of us have developed something of a close friendship. I mean sure, they both have fucked my wife and that has a lot to do with it, but we’ve had a lot of good times with just the four of us hanging out. He wants Ryann to feel apart of our group, but has no idea how to introduce the subject. 



I get his dilemma. I mean what would you say, ‘hey, I want to introduce you some friends of mine. We like to hang out and have sex, except for the husband, he just watches… and one time gave me a horrible BJ. 



That’s all I’ve got for now. Please keep the thoughts and comments coming. I read and appreciate all of them. 



SutterKane, you’ve given me some things to think about. I do agree that I need to just, let Ky be Ky. I like that. But I need to process this one for a while.




Post 512 — desertsub

Thu Nov 01, 2018 3:08 am

↳ Replying to: trdd



Thank you! She is an awesome, strong woman and is very good at what she does. Since she started back cuckolding me she has gotten me to open up about things I thought I would never reveal to anyone and has acted on them accordingly. I feel that I am very lucky to be with her!




Actually, the reason I consider myself bisexual is that if a guy wanted his cock sucked strictly for his enjoyment (with nothing to do with my wife) I would have no problem accommodating him and enjoy doing it! The only thing holding me back would be that I'm totally submissive to my wife and she has never given me permission to do that sort of thing. Now that I think about it, I believe I will discuss this with her to see how she feels about it and if she would allow me to do it if the situation ever came up!




Post 513 — offendedgame

Thu Nov 01, 2018 2:23 pm

Great update, Ky!




Post 514 — offendedgame

Sat Nov 03, 2018 6:09 am

just wanted to say, 

what makes me consider this thread as one of my favorite threads (if not the best) on OWH is the conversations/connection between you and Jaimee. 

I just hope one day that i meet someone amazing like her, and have a solid marriage like yours with an understanding partner, because IMO that's all what matters. 



anyway, keep it coming! 





oh and btw, i do hope and believe that the baby is yours.




Post 515 — Ky_Da

Sat Nov 03, 2018 6:51 am

↳ Replying to: offendedgame

Thanks offendedgame, that makes three of us hoping that same thing. I appreciate the high praise, but I have to admit, I'm always a little worried about the state of our marriage. Maybe being a little afraid is a healthy thing. It's not always peaches and cream, though. I hope I'm not painting too dreamy of a picture. We do have our bad times--look up a video on youtube called "it's not about the nail" sometime. That perfectly describes us.




Post 516 — Ky_Da

Sat Nov 03, 2018 8:21 am

Relationships are fickle things…



Halloween night was a bust around our house. I passed out candy all night while my wife slept. I think everything finally caught up with her, coming back from the wedding, continued jet lag, a couple of almost sleepless nights and some good sex finally knocked her out. We had been invited to a neighbor’s party, but she couldn’t keep her eyes open so she crashed while I entertained kids in costumes. She did make for a sexy looking zombie though. 



Thursday came and went fairly normally until we were getting ready for bed. I was tired, it had been a long day. My wife didn’t appear sexually aroused and so I was expecting to crawl into bed and go to sleep. I noticed her gym bag was open and her workout clothes were in the laundry basket. 



“Back to gym, huh,” I said casually. Jaimee nodded as I got into bed and spooned in behind her, placing one arm over her middle.  



My wife stretched languidly and answered in a very nonchalant tone, “Yeah, got in a good workout and fucked my boyfriend a couple of times.” 



“What?” I asked, a little surprised, “We were together all evening and you didn’t think to mention that?”



“Nope,” she replied, her tone still casual and unconcerned. I couldn’t tell if she was teasing me, or if she really didn’t think this was a big deal. 



“I know we talked about continuing to play the game, but I thought you might kind of ease back into it or something.”



“Cuck-boy,” she said, a little more seriously, “I’ve been holding out on him for weeks. If I don’t take care of him, some other slut might start chatting him up.”



“Fat chance of that,” I said, “Is that why you had sex with him?” 



She turned toward me and studied me for a moment, “cuck-boy, a man like Wade has needs. If his amazing cock needs this slut’s pussy.” 



Damn she’s gotten good at dirty talk. She used to be very shy and reserved, but now the words flow like water. God she’s gorgeous. “What about your husband’s needs?” I asked. 



She smiled and cupped my crotch with her hand, “I know what he needs,” she said, but then instead of the initiated hand job, she got out of bed, retrieved the damn cock cage, and moved toward me to put it on. 



I stopped her as she was pulling down the blanket, “That’s not what I had in mind,” I said. 



“But it’s what my cuck-boy needs,” she said as she pushed my arm away and moved closer. 



I turned away and kept her at bay—she may be a petite woman, but fuck she’s strong. “If your little dick wants to see the inside of my cunt again, you’ll let me put this on,” she threatened. 



“Are you serious? If I don’t wear it, you’re going to hold out on me?”



“It’s for your own good, cuck-boy,” she pushed toward me again, “You’re always having a wank, and I want you to save it for me—no cumming unless it’s with me.” 



“Restricting orgasms?” I asked, my voice climbing in anxiety a little, “we’ve never talked about that.” 



“No,” she said, but then paused in thought, “Though, I do like the idea, mind. It would make you appreciate my pussy more.” 



“I appreciate your pussy—I love your pussy,” I said, but something struck me as funny and I started to laugh. Then a pretty good wrestling match broke out as my wife tried to get that thing on me. 



“You don’t love it enough, cuck-boy,” she said during the struggle. “You’re obstinate and stubborn, and those aren’t good qualities in a good cuck-boy.” 



“You’ve lost your mind, woman,” I joked, trying not to laugh too hard because she was looking for anyway in to get that thing on me. “What are you talking about?”



She stopped struggling and sat back on her haunches, her brow rose high above her eyes, “I’ll tell you what I’m talking about, my remedial cuck-boy. I’ve become a good little slut and I’m learning all the time how to cuckold you better and better. But you are hardly trying, and you fight me on everything—you’re going through the motions.” 



“Now hang on. Did you forget already that I actually did suck some dude’s cock, and I have worn that thing a few times now,” I said, pointing to the cock cage.  



She gave me a sour look, “All you did was put Bennett’s cock in your mouth, you were so pathetic at it that I don’t dare call you a cocksucker. You give cocksuckers a bad name.” 



“Ouch, that’s a little harsh,” I said. Now that I’m thinking back on it though, I really shouldn’t have said anything. I mean shit, was I really trying to defend myself as being a good cocksucker?



She rolled her eyes at me and gave up the fight at the same time, “No more messing about, I need to get you into proper cuck-boy shape… I only have myself to blame,” she said melodramatically. 



I sighed. She wanted to play and I felt like she had something in mind. “What can I do to honor your magnificent pussy?” I asked, but with a teasing tone. 



“That’s a start,” she began, “but drop the sarcasm, it’s unbecoming of my cuck-boy… now, you have a choice. You can either, suck Wade’s cock until he cums down your throat—which is what I hope you choose. Or,” she held up the cage, “you can wear this for a fortnight.” 



“One week,” I countered. 



Her lips pursed, “Fine.” She moved back to me and I let her pull my shorts down and lock me up. What the hell was I thinking. A whole week? But her smile was genuine—she was happy about it. “There,” she said, once it was in place, “now I can enjoy my boyfriend for a whole week without worrying about my husband’s little dick.” 



“You’re really enjoying the game tonight?” I said as she turned back over and got ready to sleep. 



“Who said anything about playing a game,” she said coyly.




Post 517 — RJLJR

Sat Nov 03, 2018 8:37 am

You must be the only one to not realize it's been real for a while.  Get with the program or....




Post 518 — Bnc63

Sat Nov 03, 2018 8:55 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

She’s awesome Ky!!!!  Enjoy the ride!!!!  You’re one lucky man!!!!



My wife locked me up in my jailbird before leaving for the weekend...  I hate setting to pee the most!




Post 519 — DavidnDaria

Sat Nov 03, 2018 8:58 am

Hey Ky, a fortnight is two weeks.  Like fourteen nights--a contraction.  Just thought you'd like the heads up.  Apparently the little Ferrari doesn't know... whoops... she does now!  Awwww...




Post 520 — SutterKane

Sat Nov 03, 2018 11:12 am

I see what you did there Dave...




Post 521 — norbertrichard

Sat Nov 03, 2018 11:44 am

I can't believe that you keep playing this game when it is quite evident that you are down the list of desirable sexual partners for Jamie, she much perfurs having Wade in her bed, and maybe even Bennette, as opposed to you. You have already acknowleged that Wade has fucked Jamie many more times than you, and it is her preference.  For a while it seemed that you had seen the light, and knew what you had to do to protect your family, but quite evidentally you think that it can't happen to you. It appears that you are definitely second , maybe even third best in Jamies desire, and maybe soon in her heart.




Post 522 — wifeneedn

Sat Nov 03, 2018 11:59 am

Ky, I've followed you all from your first posts, commented a few times want to say thank you for sharing with us here. 

I've been caged off and on going on two years now. I would guess being caged is different for every guy but what it did for me was

a constant reminder of my loving wife and in time felt to me like she was constantly cupping my stuff. I think of her all the time while caged and love it, love her for caging me. It's a mind game for sure, just relax and go with the flow. Yes my sweetheart has me sucking cock now and then as well, it's OK now and I look forward to our "game" when she's in the mood. I've gotten quite good at it, she's actually proud of my skill's and brags me up to her lovers. (Didn't see that one coming) Like you never attracted to men, never! But then "I'm a cuck-ohoalic" and can't say no to the love of my life. And life is good. ;-)       

PS. Vaseline on the underside will help a lot with the sack burn, it'll go away. Don't remember what you have but metal is the way to go. 

PSS. Our children are adopted and I can tell you biological dosn't mean shit. On the outside if... You'll both love that kid like no other.

Cheers to you two




Post 523 — Suchen Zucker

Sat Nov 03, 2018 2:52 pm

Ky, don't just let what happens with Wade and Bennette "just happen" while hoping everything will work out for the best. From what you have written, it appears that both of you are a bit fearful of the situation and are not sure how to proceed now that there is a child on the way. 



Have you thought about what it would be like if you are not the biological father and Jamie is still in an on-going relationship with that father? If you two are truly anxious about the possibility of you not being the father, do you think having Wade involved in your marriage throughout the pregnancy will make things easier? 



Emotions will be running rampant for the next 12 months under normal circumstances. While your feelings are important, Jamie is the one I would worry about the most since she has to carry the baby and stay healthy mentally and physically. I'm thinking once she connects to that life inside her, that mommy switch will turn on and she will know what she needs to do. Your role as her provider and protector will grow in importance while her desire for large penis will fade.



Remember KISS - keep it simple stupid  



But I was also thinking... if you can overcome your reservations and fully embrace life as Jamie's submissive cuckold, then there really is no problem, no worries.  Happy wife - happy life! Perhaps Jamie has already reached that conclusion and has put her plan into action. When she insists you follow Wade's orders, then you will know. Petey or Cuck-Steve can advise you on your role if that occurs. Make sure you have room for a cot in the baby's room. The baby monitor can be used in reverse so you can enjoy watching Wade spooning with Jamie in your marital bed




Post 524 — txrockdog

Sat Nov 03, 2018 4:34 pm

↳ Replying to: DavidnDaria

I think you mis-read the dialogue there.  She was asking him to consent to being locked up for a fortnight, he responded with 1 week as a counteroffer, not a misunderstanding of the definition of fortnight.




Post 525 — lionbrand

Sat Nov 03, 2018 5:04 pm

Ky, I'm really a fan of Youre. You and Jaimee really rock. You write so good.




Post 526 — offendedgame

Sat Nov 03, 2018 5:57 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



lol I watched the video, and i think it describes most couples. 

And no, there is no such thing as an all-time peaches and cream relationship anyway, so don't worry. 



Your concern about the state of your marriage is a healthy thing like you said, that's why sometimes you have to take pause to take a good look, and then evaluate the whole situation rationally to decide what's next, and if you're gonna like it (or live with) or not.




Post 527 — offendedgame

Sat Nov 03, 2018 7:25 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

She's right.

maybe that's why she wants you to start sucking his cock and be good at it? you know, to take care of his needs when she's not available or in the future in her late pregnancy? 






looks like you've started no nut November already   

Well, if you did, keep in mind destroy dick December too   






True..




Ouch, that's gotta hurt!



btw, what type of cage do you have?




Post 528 — DavidnDaria

Sat Nov 03, 2018 10:26 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog, DavidnDaria

Yep.  I did.  Y'all have fun.  Whoops!




Post 529 — Lizardtantrum

Sun Nov 04, 2018 1:53 am

↳ Replying to: DavidnDaria

They knew that. That's why he countered with a week..




Post 530 — DavidnDaria

Sun Nov 04, 2018 4:50 am

↳ Replying to: Lizardtantrum, DavidnDaria



See immediately above.  I misread.  You have fun, too.




Post 531 — vmb69

Sun Nov 04, 2018 7:33 am

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard

Whoa you obviously havent read this whole thread. not every couple that does this ends up in divorce. If you dont have anything better to post keep it to yourself.




Post 532 — germancuck-1

Sun Nov 04, 2018 8:08 am

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard



Thanks for sharing your personal limits of what you are willing or are able to believe. I´m sure we all are tremendously enriched AND impressed by how much importance you choose to bestow upon this additional piece of information about yourself.




Post 533 — norbertrichard

Sun Nov 04, 2018 8:46 am

germancuck1, last time I checked, this wasn't your thread, but some people think they are the be-all to any one that posts, regardless thanks for your wisdom.




Post 534 — germancuck-1

Sun Nov 04, 2018 11:51 am

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard



I´m sorry the realization your unsolicited attempt to slap the norbertrichard-approved-seal-of-the-one-and-only-church-of-true-cuckolding (TM) on this thread hasn´t made it yours ruffled your feathers.




Post 535 — hwc

Sun Nov 04, 2018 5:50 pm

Norbertrichard, you spend most of your time on these threads telling everyone what they shouldn't be doing. Why not find a forum that is to your liking and suits your personal tastes, and stop spoiling this one. More than once the OP, on several threads has been discouraged by your negativity.




Post 536 — sabya167

Sun Nov 04, 2018 10:13 pm

Why Jaimee cried and sobbed so much?   Why did it catch Ky by surprise? Could there be a story there?




Post 537 — norbertrichard

Mon Nov 05, 2018 2:50 am

hwc, this thread is titled Cuckold Forum, any idea what that means?




Post 538 — LimRick

Mon Nov 05, 2018 3:15 am

I'm sure you think you do, NorbertRichardson, but coming from someone's whose response to a fictional cuckolding fantasy is that cucks have "no sence of selfrespect" (sic) it really makes people wonder whether you are providing helpful advice based on actual experience, or just voicing disapproval of someone's lifestyle (and the kink that excites them). Of course, if you DO have experience of taking a cuckolding relationship too far, and fear that Ky's relationship will go wrong in the same way . . . then that would be helpful advice. But if not, then you shouldn't be surprised that people will push back against your opinions—Ky's a cuck-oholic after all, and he's getting a lot of what he's been dreaming of!



To Ky, hang in there, and remember that Jamie has in the past done/said a lot of things to push your buttons . . .




Post 539 — sabya167

Tue Nov 06, 2018 6:16 am

Let's have a caged update .That is if it's still on.     .Must be mighty uncomfortable.Any second thoughts, ky?☺




Post 540 — sabya167

Tue Nov 06, 2018 12:49 pm

Sucking Wade's cock is hanging like a sword on your head, you have no escape. The little warrior-vixen is hell-bent on cutting it loose and the monster is impatient to invade, plunder, ravish and drench your oral cavity. The cage will not safeguard the virginity of your mouth for long, cuck-boy.




Post 541 — offendedgame

Fri Nov 09, 2018 3:21 am

Hi, Ky



it's been a week since Halloween night.

So, did you take off your CB? or did Jaimee had other thing in mind?




Post 542 — Ky_Da

Fri Nov 09, 2018 11:07 am

Friday Night Date Night



We met up with Bennett and his new girlfriend, Ryann. They invited us to a Brazilian Steakhouse in the Gaslamp Quarter. Yes, of course I had all kind of potential erotic stories made up in my head of what was going to happen after dinner, but, well, of course none of that happened. It was just dinner. We had a good time and got to know each other. I think my mind is permanently warped though, because all I thought about through dinner was, how am I going to get Ryann involved in our little game? Ryann is, like my wife said on the text, fucking stunning. Long blonde hair, long legs, perfect breasts—damn! She’s a councilor at a local school and maybe it’s just me knowing that, but I feel like she’s always trying to study the person with whom she’s speaking. I wish I had an awesome story about how we all got together for an orgy after dinner, but alas, nothing happened. 



On another note, I’m only a couple days into wearing this cage, and I’m very much looking forward to the end (a very sarcastic thank you to whomever made a comment about no-nut-November). It wouldn’t be so bad, but my wife has really been ratcheting up the tension on me. For example, my wife never, and I mean never watches porn. But last night we’re sitting in bed talking, and she starts bringing up porn videos. Let’s just say that it didn’t take long for me to start straining against the cage. It was as interesting to see my wife’s choice of videos as it was to watch the videos with her adding color commentary. The videos she tended to like were the more amateur ones. You know, the badly shot ones that have all the wrong angles. Whenever a professional clip came up, she’d move onto the next one. She did pause on a couple interracial ones that were pretty hot, too. 



I was anticipating another bout of morning sickness, but she was up early and drug me to the beach because she wanted to go jogging in the sand. Fuck that’s exhausting. Needless to say, she lasted a lot longer than I did. I sat next to one of the lifeguard towers and waited for her to get back. It was good for me to have some time to myself and sit and ponder. I had a lot to think about. One problem with us engineers—okay, there are a lot more than one problem—is that we have an incessant need to work out every detail, every contingency, know every calculation, etc. This search for perfection can sometimes stifle progress, and so it’s something that one has to keep in check. My relationship with my wife, where we’ll be in five, ten, twenty years, how Wade will work into all of it, how cuckolding or hotwifing will evolve or maybe even end… there are too many variables and it leaves my head spinning trying to quantify it all. I realize I need to relax and enjoy the moment. I need to work toward the future, but not lose sight of today. It was a good morning. 



We came home and showered together, and fuck, I was so wanting to fuck her to Tuesday of next week, but she wouldn’t relent. “See,” she told me as I washed her shoulders and neck, “you are so much more attentive when I have your little dickie put away.” She wasn’t wrong. I would have done anything for her then. 



“It’s been long enough hasn’t it?” I begged.



She shook her head, “Poor form Ky, don’t try to break the rules you’ve already agreed to. Besides, I’m still thinking it’s a brilliant idea for you not to cum until December.” 



“You’ve got to be fucking kidding?!” I gasped, “That’s just mean and cruel.” 



“Stop whinging,” she scolded mildly, “I know what my cuck-boy needs. Just think how intense it would be after being made to wait a whole month. Your dick would be so sensitive I could probably make you cum a dozen times.” 



I couldn’t disagree, but a month seemed like an eternity away, “Let’s just get through the week.” 



Later that afternoon, she suddenly wanted to go hiking. It was like all the sudden she’d transformed into the energizer bunny. She’s always been high-energy, but the last month she’s been kind of subdued and more mellow, but she got her wind back yesterday, that’s for sure. I enjoy hiking more than running in the sand, so we drove out of town and found a good place. On a side note; earlier in the year had to put our old dog down—it was time. Ugh, it’s still depressing to think about. That was really hard. We bought a new dog a few months ago, she’s a boxer and my wife picked her out. It didn’t take long for that dog to wind her way into our hearts. So of course, we took the dog with us on the hike. Except for the cage around my dick that reminded me of the game, it was a totally normal afternoon. All the exercise yesterday helped keep my mind off of all things sexual. And the cage has an effect that I didn’t expect. During the day yesterday, I didn’t want to spend the whole-time straining against the cage, and so I tried to keep conversation, thoughts, ideas, all focused on things other than sex. We had a great day, and we were both happy to have spent some good quality time together. BTW, the cage my wife bought was a simple metal one she got off of Amazon. In her words, ‘it’s a good starter cage’, which makes me think she has more chastity play in mind. 



I’m torn on the chastity play, but I think a lot of my hang-ups about it are the same ones I have about sucking a guy’s cock. I’m indulging my wife though and giving it a fair shot because she really gets off on it. Part of the reason I’m torn is because when I read most accounts on this forum, it’s generally the guys that like to be locked up, and they’re the ones initiating it. But with us, it’s definitely my wife that wants to give it a try and she enjoys it a lot more than I do at the moment. It’s not all about locking me up so that she’s free to fuck her boyfriend, although maybe that has a degree of truth to it. She genuinely likes the idea of controlling me that way. I wonder… I think it may go back to that power thing and how she enjoys the empowerment of the act or of the play.



My wife and Bennett’s new girlfriend have started texting. Ryann’s only a couple of years older than my wife and have a number of things in common. With the cage on, I’m trying not to let my imagination run away with me. I’ve found that once I start getting sexually stimulated that I stay sexually excited for a long time and it’s really hard to come back down to where I feel normal. I can’t get to the sexual high while I’m wearing it, I haven’t been able to orgasm while wearing it, rather, I’m stuck at about a 7 on a 1-10 scale. But I stay at that 7 for a long time and after a time, it’s infuriating. So, like I said, I’m trying not to let my imagination dwell on my wife and Ryann sleeping together even though I’d love for that to happen. Ryann is about 5-4 maybe 5-5 and probably 120 lbs. She has blonde hair, high cheek bones, blue eyes, and larger than average breasts. Imagining her and my wife together has been the cause of a lot of discomfort lately. 



***



Somehow, I managed to survive it. It’s Thursday morning and I’m sitting here at my desk, procrastinating work so I can write a quick update. The cage is an interesting thing. Candidly, I hate it… but, there are a few things I’ve started to like. The list of items I hate are pretty self-evident, so I’ll skip over that and just hit a couple of things I like. I like how hyper-sensitive and aware it made me. At night, I so wanted to have sex with my wife, but not being able to made me concentrate on other things like our relationship, other types of physical contact, intimacy for intimacy sake—being close but not expecting sex. I found I noticed things like the smell of her hair, the smoothness of her skin; I’ve paid more attention to what she’s saying and have more-or-less been more focused. My wife has loved it. I can’t overstate how much she’s loved it. She’s loved the changes in attention, the closeness, and the ability to really push my buttons. Surprisingly, she hasn’t been with Wade in the last week as much as I would have expected. We’ve had some really good ‘us’ time this last week, so last night I was dying to get that thing off. 



…Huh, on a side note. It’s now mid-afternoon and I just got a text from my wife telling me that Xleg had a new chapter up and that I needed to read it, so I took a break and read. Then I read it again. Damn! First, I get that everyone has an opinion on hotwifing, and cuckolding, etc. I’ve come to realize that there are a lot of different flavors when it comes to this game, kink, lifestyle, fetish… we all like what we like, right? Some would argue that it’s a matter of being responsible, but honestly, I’m not sure if that’s it. This is THE most irresponsible way to live no matter how you justify it. I feel like I know it’s a bad idea and yet I’ve chosen to participate anyway. Second, Xs stories are very much in the cuckold genre, so I understand that a lot of people don’t agree with it or like it. If you’re into hotwifing, that’s a very different mentality that cuckolding. That degree of humiliation, the shame, the angst, are all feelings that push my buttons big time, but to many others out there, it does nothing for them. I wrote the paragraph above before I read his latest chapter, so I found it interesting that he described, or rather Mike described, a lot of the same things I did. Mainly being more focused. I know it’s a fictional story, but those feelings have been real for me in my experience of wearing a cage. 



My wife knows that the latest chapter hit a lot of my buttons really hard, but she also knows that a lot of it is fantasy and needs to stay fantasy. That said, she was keen to leave that fucking cage on me for the rest of the month if I would have agreed to it. I got home from work yesterday and found her in the kitchen. I said, “I made the week, now take this thing off and make me cum.” She rolled her eyes at me and went into the living room. She sprawled onto the couch and flipped on the TV. “Come on now, we made a deal,” I said, keeping some force behind my voice, not wanting to sound like I was begging. 



“You’re cute cuck-boy,” she said, smiling coyly. 



I stood close to her and dropped my pants. I intended to push the issue, but there’s something about standing in front of your wife wearing a cock cage that kind of deflates the ego a little and makes you feel pathetic. I felt an intense, erotic wave sweep through me when she giggled her enjoyment. Thankfully, however, she removed the cage and I enjoyed an amazing evening of several blow jobs and some incredible sex. The first time I went off like a bottle rocket, but I was so into it that the refractory period was short and I was at it again. My wife fulfilled with her part and then some. My balls actually ache a little today. 



I’m going to post this update, even though after reading it, I think It’s shit. My mind is all over the place. Despite my wife wanting to put the cage back on, I told her I needed a break, which was partially true. But as much as I hate to admit this, I have to say it, I really could concentrate better when I was wearing it. I’ve jacked myself off three times in the bathroom today. I’ve had a hard time getting my work done because I’m so distracted and horny. 



Well, I’ll write more tomorrow. My wife’s home making dinner, Bennett and Ryann are coming over for the evening—no, nothing but dinner is going to happen—even though that would be fucking awesome.




Post 543 — offendedgame

Fri Nov 09, 2018 12:12 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

sorry. not sorry   




lucky you  



You failed NoNutNovember though, so i hope you're happy   






yeah.. it's not




Post 544 — Ky_Da

Fri Nov 09, 2018 4:15 pm

↳ Replying to: sabya167

You have no idea how true that statement is...




Post 545 — subtoall

Fri Nov 09, 2018 4:44 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

You're fucked when she reads this.  Or was that the point all along?




Post 546 — wannabecUKold

Fri Nov 09, 2018 8:17 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

lol.  (Didn't sound like you were trying very hard to not imagine them!)



Hopefully, now the two of them are texting, your dream may cum true. Jaimee has a way with women.




Post 547 — SutterKane

Sat Nov 10, 2018 5:15 am

You, Sir, are living the cuck dream on so many levels that I'm starting to hate you... just a little




Post 548 — Mycall

Sat Nov 10, 2018 5:38 am

Here is a little game for you and Jamie (well more for her actually). 



After your next stint in chastity, she offers you sex, if you can last more than 5 mins in bed you get to stay unlocked for a whole week (and Jamie has to submit to any sexual requests of yours during that week). If you cum quicker than 5 minutes you have to give Wade a blowjob and make him cum. Obviously you get locked back up until the bloejob is completed. 



If you turn down the challenge and decline the offer of sex she just locks you up for an extra three days before giving you another chance to play.



In theory you could win the challenge and come out on top, but somehow I doubt you will.



Show Jamie this post and let her decide if she likes my cunning plan:-)




Post 549 — SutterKane

Sat Nov 10, 2018 6:30 am

↳ Replying to: Mycall

You are a wicked bastard! My hat is doffed for you!




Post 550 — realcucklife

Sat Nov 10, 2018 6:53 am

Mycall we can only hope she reads your suggestions




Post 551 — realcucklife

Sat Nov 10, 2018 6:56 am

↳ Replying to: realcucklife






Post 552 — Mycall

Sat Nov 10, 2018 6:57 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

;-)




Post 553 — wifeneedn

Sat Nov 10, 2018 9:27 am

Me being attentive to her while caged is what my wife noticed more than anything. Well maybe not more than anything there are others...

I notice it too. 

Your words Ky, " I like how hyper-sensitive and aware it made me. At night, I so wanted to have sex with my wife, but not being able to made me concentrate on other things like our relationship, other types of physical contact, intimacy for intimacy sake—being close but not expecting sex. I found I noticed things like the smell of her hair, the smoothness of her skin; I’ve paid more attention to what she’s saying and have more-or-less been more focused. My wife has loved it. I can’t overstate how much she’s loved it. She’s loved the changes in attention, the closeness, and the ability to really push my buttons".



Like I said earlier the cage is a mind game, love/hate for sure even though I went willingly. What really pushed my cuck buttons was realizing over time what I didn't see in her anymore. The smell of her hair the smoothness of her skin to see her not just be with her. Wanting to make her happy anyway I could and feel joy from it. Giving her full body rubs, taking my time, no rush, I'm caged and it's not coming off tonight and it becomes all about her. Of course I have to be careful of dripping precum everywhere it's that I get so much more pleasure from it all too.

I guess only a true cuckold in love would understand this part of "the game".  

I'm rambling, Cheers Ky,




Post 554 — sabya167

Sat Nov 10, 2018 9:49 am

X's last chapter, wow. Talk of co-incidence .He had to write a chapter freaking now, about a wife teaching her husband how to please another man. Your wife could have missed it, but no, she had to read it. Fucking, I can't believe Wade's luck. His stars are arranging to push your mouth to his cock.                       Hey, Ky,  do you think X purposely timed  it?  We know he reads your thread. Just saying...




Post 555 — Ky_Da

Sat Nov 10, 2018 10:12 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane, Mycall



Mycall, what have you done?! lol, fucking hell. This is going to cause me some serious grief.




Post 556 — offendedgame

Sat Nov 10, 2018 10:23 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, sabya167

lol 



I think Jaimee has made her mind abut you sucking Wade's cock, and it will happen eventually. 

how about this.. 

you buy a dildo or a strapon to practice on, to normalize the idea of sucking a cock-like shape for now. 

I think it may help you with the issue of going down on a man..




Post 557 — Ky_Da

Sat Nov 10, 2018 10:32 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Huh... I honestly hadn't thought that one through until I read your post. I just thought it was, like you said, coincidence. It was a hell-of-a-read. My wife nearly lost her mind when she read it. For her, it was like reading a perfectly customized novella. We had dinner with friends, but after that, X's story was literally all she talked about. 



I know there's a debate going on about Jen's true motivations, so we'll see how that plays out, but the part about Jen being turned on by watching her husband suck a man's cock... that's exactly what my wife's been pushing for for a while now. She's told me on a number of occasions that she wants to show me how to do it, and that her biggest fantasy is seeing me be very good at it. Last night she admitted that I've become very adept at pleasing her orally, and she would love for me to become just as good at pleasing a man that well, too. She knows this is way out of my comfort zone, so she hasn't been pushing too hard lately, but I'm afraid this chapter just relight that fire.




Post 558 — txrockdog

Sat Nov 10, 2018 11:31 am

What if X is Wade and he has been working together with Jaime all along?




Post 559 — Mycall

Sat Nov 10, 2018 8:15 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, SutterKane, Mycall

All I can say is that I have a bit of a twisted evil streak. LOL




Post 560 — realcucklife

Sun Nov 11, 2018 7:04 am

Hi ky, just reading this again, is she just trying to use the cage for a control element over you, or is she definitely planning on take you down the permanent pussy denial route? Is this something you have discussed a lot? I saw it come up b4 when you were OS




Post 561 — trdd

Mon Nov 12, 2018 2:43 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, sabya167

As I have said before, I think either Xleglover reads your posts and loves them as much as you love his. Or you are Xleglover. Or Jaimee is Jen, lol. Or Jaimee could be Xleglover too 



Would Jaimee mind sharing why she finds you pleasing a man such a turn on? Visual? Power? Both? I would love to hear her answer.



I am guesing to be really good at it you would have to want to do it.  The desire could come from different sources... enjoyment pleasing men or enjoyment serving Jaimee's fantasy and acting as her submissive etc.




Post 562 — Ky_Da

Mon Nov 12, 2018 6:07 am

You know, this forum is really starting to cause me some grief… 



For one, Xleg’s story is very much paralleling our own experience, so some of the fictious ideas he’s written about have served as idea generators for my wife. Then, you add to that some of your comments and ‘suggestions’ written on my thread, and it only reinforces those ideas. Finally, I’ve really tried to expose my truest and deepest feelings in writing my experiences, but those too have added fuel to my wife’s fire. I feel like a raw nerve hanging out naked in a hurricane. 



For example, one post from Mycall threw out an idea that fucking rocked my little world. I read it while I was at work on Friday but got distracted with some work and forgot about it until I got home. I didn’t think to talk to my wife about it, but she does fucking read this shit on occasion, and lately she’s been reading it a lot more. So, when I got home Friday night, she had a look in her eye and I knew something was up. I’ll circle back to what happened in a minute. 



Lately, I’ve been expressing a little bit of my experience while wearing the cage. And yes, I did admit that wearing it did help with a little forced self-control. I’m finding that I’m very susceptible to going deep down the rabbit hole and losing all restraint on my desires. Wearing the cage doesn’t leave me with any choice but to have more control. My wife was more than a little giddy to hear that. To her, it sounds like I’m admitting that I like the cage—at least that’s what she’s hearing. 



I’ve stated before that I like to write and post here because it helps me work through my own thoughts. This is still true. It really does help, but it’s also a process. So much of this is still new and I don’t know whether I like it or not. I’ve tried some new things, and I’ve found some things that I like, but it doesn’t necessarily mean that I want to be locked up until my dick withers away and falls off from lack of use. 



The cock cage and sucking cock are two things that my wife wants to implement a lot more into our game. Being replaced sexually is a subject that I’ve been thinking about more and more. I’ve written this before, but I’ll say it again, I do fear that my wife will see me differently if I started sucking a guy’s cock. I tried it once, even though my wife says it didn’t really count because I was so bad at it, and she isn’t treating me any differently for having tried it. The fear of losing my wife’s respect and love far outweighs the social programing I have about sucking another man’s cock. But I’m starting to see that she wasn’t just talking. She really doesn’t see me any differently. If anything, she’s been happier for having seen me do it. I’m not sure if I’m making a lot of sense here. What I’m trying to say is that this whole thing is a process—maybe even describing it as an evolution would be accurate. 



As I think more about this evolution, and about where it leads to in the future, I can’t help but find more things to worry about—more things to be concerned about. I’ve read a few stories on here where the thought of being replaced sexually became a strong driver to the husband and wife. Of course, Xleg’s current story has this element to it, but so do several others. To me, this seems like the most extreme end of cuckolding. Sorry to be cliché, but the drug analysis works so well to describe this. A drug user has to use more and more product to get the same high, right? They become addicted as they chase that high of highs, but their systems build a tolerance that makes it more and more difficult. The same can be said for the cuckold. They experience this high as they have these experiences, but they have to escalate the experiences all the time in order to feel that same high. 



I’ve realized how true this is lately because I no longer feel much angst when my wife is with her boyfriend. Don’t misunderstand, I still enjoy watching it, and I get a great deal of pleasure from it. But I no longer feel that deep angst like I did in the beginning. It’s become too familiar and my tolerance has escalated. The feeling of deep powerful angst is one that feels like my whole chest is being squeezed. To me, that feeling has become something that I crave and one that I want more and more, but my wife having a boyfriend doesn’t give me all that it used to. Adding the elements of a cock cage and cock sucking aren’t quite the same. Those add a degree of humiliation and submission, and are powerful feelings, but not as strong as the angst used to be. To make another drug comparison, some people like meth, others like heroine, and still others cocaine. They all have their drug of choice. They can use those other drugs and feel the effect, but it’s not quite what they like most. Ideally, I’d stick with the feeling of angst, but that feeling is harder and harder to find. I did feel it though in a very powerful way when my wife came home from the wedding in the UK. 



When she got home and we were having sex one night, she was working every position to get herself off, but nothing was able to scratch that itch. I wasn’t able to give my little size-queen that full, stretched feeling she craved. I wasn’t able to satisfy her as deeply as her boyfriend. This became evident when I watched him fuck her that following day. To see the look of deep satisfaction on her face as he rammed his impressive girth into her well-stretched pussy filled me with a level of angst I hadn’t felt in a while. I’ve been asking myself the question, ‘am I being replaced sexually?’ Is this where this is headed? There was a story in the Library title, “It’s Happened.” This was another story that went to the extreme of being sexually replaced. It ended a while ago, and probably in disaster, but it was an interesting read for a while. I know that anything taken too far will end badly, so the trick of it is to find your boundaries. 



Boundaries and limits are something we’ve been talking about a lot. It’s so easy when your head is swimming in the cuckold haze to want more and more and more until you overdose and lose it all. There has to be breaks when you can come back to reality and get out of the haze for a while and realize it’s just a game. There is real life happening around you and you don’t want to miss it. Holding my wife on the couch and listening to music, talking, imagining her pregnant belly swell with our child… those are powerful feelings as well, and they don’t leave an empty hole in your heart when they end. Instead, they leave warmth and love and security. That’s the problem with the game. It’s like sugar, or caffeine. It’s a high, but then you crash afterward because it’s not the healthiest thing. 



That being said, my wife loved the idea of adding the cock cage and timed orgasms into our game. Mycall’s suggestion what just what she was had been looking for, so nice job… *dripping sarcasm* 



One thing I’ve learned about the game is that it never quite goes the direction you think it will. 



Last night when we went to bed… “Ryann asked me if I’ve slept with her boyfriend,” my wife said to me, referring to Bennett’s new girlfriend, as I laid in bed almost falling asleep. Needless to say, I was awake instantly. She continued unprompted, “we went out for sushi today, and I could tell there was something she wanted to talk about—it took her a bit, yeah. But she eventually asked me if we’ve slept together—she’s not only intelligent, Ky. She’s very observant.” 



Ryann’s got a master’s degree in psychology, and she works as a school counselor, so yeah, she’s a sharp one, but that didn’t matter to me at that moment. “What did you tell her?” I swear I could feel my heart beat in my eyeballs just then. This shit just got real. 



She was quiet for a long moment and my heart beat harder and harder. “What could I say?” she finally said, “I couldn’t lie to her.” I sat up. I was seriously like a second away from losing my shit. “I told her the truth, but I told her that we haven’t slept together since they started dating.” 



“And?” I blurted after she didn’t volunteer anymore. 



“And, that’s all. I told her the truth.”



“But what did she say about us? Did she think you were cheating on me? What did you tell her about us?” I implored. 



“Oh, I told her we mess about sometimes and that you’ve even sucked his cock once,” she admitted. I felt a cold like the room had just plummeted 50 degrees. I seriously felt like I wanted to vomit. “Bloody hell, Ky. Are you alright?” she asked when she noticed me turn nearly white. I couldn’t talk. I was literally speechless. That’s when the little twat started laughing her ass off. That little shit had done it to me again. 



“So, you didn’t tell her about me sucking his cock,” I finally managed to spit out. She was laughing hard enough that tears were streaming down her cheeks. She’s a cruel mistress sometimes, haha. 



She shook her head and finally said, “No, I was just taking the mickey.” She was trying to take deep, calming breathes and not break into another fit of laughter. I still hadn’t found it funny yet. “Besides,” she went on, “I’ve already told you what you did didn’t count. You only put it in your mouth like it was lump of hot coal or something.” 



I felt my body deflate as the tension bled out, “Fuck, you got me.” 



She smiled and laughed, “Don’t worry, cuck-boy. Your cock sucking skills, as pathetic as they are, are our secret for now.” 



“For now?” I asked. She just gave me a shirk. “Jaimee, this is just a game remember. I have no desire to tell anyone what we like to do.”



She nodded, “It is a fun game, yeah,” she said, “But I think Ryann suspects something about her boyfriend and us. I can see it in her eyes.” 



“It’s just your wishful thinking, babe. I know you want to go down on her,” I said, probing, hopeful to glean something new. 



“I want to do a lot more than that,” she said almost without thinking. 



“I wouldn’t mind watching that,” I added hopefully. 



She shot me a look, her eyes narrowed, “See, Ky. This is what I’m talking about. You get turned on by thinking of me licking Ryann’s pussy. Well, it’s the same for me. I get turned on thinking of you sucking my boyfriend’s cock.” 



“You want me to give Wade a BJ?” I asked. 



“You can be so bloody thick sometimes, you know that, right?” she asked. “Yes, Ky. I want to see you wrap you lips around his gorgeous shaft while you gaze longingly into his beautiful eyes,” she giggled and smiled at me. 



“You’re just adding the look-into-the-eyes bit from Xleg’s story,” I blurted out. 



She shrugged, “Bloody brilliant idea though, isn’t it?” 



“Fucking no!” I cried. “It’s hard enough to even think about sucking some guys cock, looking him into the eyes takes it to a whole other level.” I noticed that she was now staring daggers at me. She had gone from being very pleased with herself to being very pissed off at me. “What?” I asked. 



“I know you don’t want to do it, and I probably have pushed more than I should. But you don’t need to yell at me for telling you my fantasies. It’s not supposed to work like that,” she scolded me. 



Ouch, that really stung. I realized that I had been speaking very forcefully. “You’re right,” I admitted, making sure my voice was calmer. “I’m sorry. You’ve been nothing short of amazing at playing the game, and I’ve been the one to let my insecurities ruin things.” 



Her features softened, “Look, Ky. I will stop playing the game the minute you use your safeword. If you want to stop, I’ve already told you that you hold the power here. I’ll stop. But I know you want to play. I do to. I know and love that you want to let me have these experiences. I know how lucky I am to have you and you make my sex life better than I ever thought as possible,” she explained. I was floored by her genuine sincerity. “I want to make the game good for you, but a lot of times I feel very selfish. You’ve given me so much, so I already feel bad for wanting you to do something you don’t really want to do… sorry, my emotions are all over the place right now.”



I sat there for a long few minutes trying to make sense of what she said, “I understand the basic premise, but I feel like there’s more you want to say.”



She looked at me very seriously and then surprised me by giving me her safeword. This isn’t something that happens often. I’m usually the one to use it. “Putting the game aside for a minute,” she began. “This is just me and you now. I want to talk.” I nodded. She really did have all of my attention. “I like our game, and the more we play it, the more I like it. In the beginning, I thought we would play for a time, and then stop… but the longer we play, the more I can’t imagine wanting to stop. I like having sex with Wade, and it’s gotten really good with Bennett, too. Ky, I think I’ve learned enough about what you like that I could make your dick explode, but I’m not sure you could handle it, so I back off.” 



I was a second away from denying that I couldn’t take it, but I think she was right. She’s pushed me to the very edge of my comfort zone on a few occasions. 



She went on, her voice soft. She looked so vulnerable, “Ky, I’ve been thinking… I’ve been playing the part of being the slutty wife,” she touched her stomach, “I haven’t wanted to make the hard decisions. I haven’t wanted to stop having sex with Wade. I like the way things are at the gym. I like my friends there. I like working out there… I don’t want to lose that part of my life.” 



I wasn’t understanding what she was driving at. “You don’t have to give that up. I’ve never asked you to.”



“I know, but there’s part of me that wishes that you had. I’m too weak to do it. Ky, everyone that’s a regular at the gym knows I’m pregnant—all my friends there know I’m pregnant… and they all think the baby is Wade’s. And… and it’s been a huge turn on to let them think that.” 



I hadn’t actually been thinking about the gym much in a while. It’s become so routine in her life that it hasn’t been on my radar lately. I know she works out there. I know she has friends there. I know she occasionally fucks her boyfriend there. But I hadn’t really thought much about it and her being pregnant. This revelation almost red-lined my angst meter. 



“What is it, Ky?” my wife asked when I didn’t respond. 



I explained that I hadn’t thought about them knowing and then said, “the thought that they think it’s Wade’s baby is erotic as hell.” 



“You’re such a git,” she said, slapping my upper arm, “you’re as weak as I am. You’re supposed to be the responsible one.” 



“Sshhh,” I quieted her, “let me enjoy this for a minute,” I joked, trying to hold on to that delicious angst that had just filled me. 



“I’m being serious, Ky,” she half whined, “What should we do?” 



Damn, I hate having to be serious sometimes. I forced my feelings aside and tried to think rationally—as hard as that was at the moment, “Do you want me to put an end to it? You want me to be the bad guy and forbid you from going to the gym again?” 



Her face scrunched, so fucking adorable, and she broke eye contact with me, “No, I don’t want that. I like it too much.” 



“Alright then, let’s just take this week at a time and see how it goes then. We talk each week about the gym, and if anything starts getting weird, or we’re not feeling good about it. I’ll be the bad guy and end it.” 



She nodded and her face relaxed, “I like that.” 



Since that conversation, my angst meter has been running higher than normal. I said in the beginning of this update, which is something I started writing a few days ago, that I was having a hard time feeling the same angst I used to in the past. But thinking about all the scenarios that are playing out at the gym, and will continue to play out at the gym, have given me a whole new injection of angst. My wife will start to show soon, and it will be even more obvious to those around her that she’s pregnant. She and Wade are still openly affectionate at the gym, so of course people are going to think that not only are they together, but that the baby is his. And this says nothing to the fact that there’s a small chance it really is his. What a fucking head game that would be! Letting myself think about that possibility would provide an endless supply of angst, but other than writing the occasional comment on here about it, I don’t like to entertain the thought of another man being the bio father of my child. If it were to happen, I’ll deal with it in the right way, but I’m thankful that my wife doesn’t include that type of play in our game. It would be too much for me to handle and I think she knows that. 



As I’m writing this, now being Sunday morning, I’m doing so while wearing the cage. It feels a little more normal this time—maybe familiar is the right word. The time it’ll be left on is still open to discussion. We’ll be talking about that more later today once my wife is up and about. She’s taking a nap at the moment. She wasn’t feeling all that well this morning and was in a bad mood even while drinking her morning tea. I was happily typing away on this update when she declared that I was paying more attention to my ‘pervy friends’ than I was to her, and if I wanted to keep writing, I needed to do so while wearing the cage so I wouldn’t be wanking all day. In my defense, I wasn’t neglecting her, she’s in one of those leave-me-alone moods at the moment, but I wasn’t going to debate her on that. It was easier just to let her put it on. 



I’ve got more to discuss, but I need to get onto other things for the day. 



Have a good day my pervy friends.




Post 563 — Mycall

Mon Nov 12, 2018 8:38 am

If it makes you feel any better I am quite happy to admit that I have sucked off a guy before. Personally I didn’t think it was much different from going down on a woman and would have thought that if you enjoy one you will probably cum to enjoy the other. At the end of the day you are just giving someone an orgasm.



Admittedly I am not  particularly submissive and also bisexual, I then went on to fuck the guy with me being the top and penetrating him (he actually had multiple orgasms from it). The blowjob was more like standard foreplay that a submissive act.



Just like your wife my girlfriend finds the thought of two guys together a big turn on (in just the same way as many guys find the thought of two women together extremely erotic). If I were you I really wouldn’t worry about what she will think of you if you do go down that route, you have kinda already blown the masculine pretence out of the water and she still loves you. 



Personally I think what you are worried about is how you will perceive yourself afterwards. It’s just the last bit of your male ego that is clinging on and preventing you from enjoying your destiny. LOL



All I am trying to say is stop worrying and throw caution to the wind, give it a go, you have nothing to lose and may find that you really enjoy it. It will make your wife a happy girl and turn her on no end ;-)




Post 564 — wannabecUKold

Mon Nov 12, 2018 8:47 am

Hi Ky



'pervy friends' indeed!  Pot calling kettle black.  



So what will Ryann do now, do you reckon?  She obviously doesn't feel too threatened by Jaimee's presence, since she asked the question and didn't claw J's eyes out when she got the answer, unlike Emilia.  Maybe she will join in, fingers crossed. 



Things are normalising for you: you let your wife cage you this morning without demur. You have discussed Wade.  All you need now is some cock-sucking practice.  Get some when next over in England.  Long tradition of fellatio here.




Post 565 — Ky_Da

Mon Nov 12, 2018 9:20 am

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold

I better clarify that the whole thing was a ruse on my wife’s part. Ryann didn’t ask the question about my wife sleeping with Bennett. She does think that Ryann does suspect something is going on, but at least for now, Ryann doesn’t know anything. My wife loves to yank my chain.




Post 566 — sabya167

Tue Nov 13, 2018 1:40 am

Great to see the rift that was beginning to form, was mended by Jaimee at the cost of her safeword. Almost like a storm was brought to an end, before it became menacing.That's a great wife there.  With due apologies, despite your wonderful, wonderful qualities as a man and husband, you do come across as a bit self-absorbed at times, to miss out on certain hints from her.                    After the last conversation, I doubt if we will ever see her sob or cry again.This was a much- needed, most-needed   talk.




Post 567 — sabya167

Tue Nov 13, 2018 2:11 am

On a side note, I believe you are in Southern California.Does your work take you North? Stay away from Malibu or Paradise or such places.Stay safe,Ky.There seems to be something always happening  near you.




Post 568 — offendedgame

Tue Nov 13, 2018 4:16 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

came here to say that.. 

I don't know where you live in California, but i hope you're okay..




Post 569 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 13, 2018 7:05 am

Hey pervy friends, 



What a difference a day makes. Yesterday morning we were ready to take the game up a notch, but after seeing one news report after another, we decided that we needed to continue with normal life for a few days—maybe longer. The fire season has been outrageous this year, it seems that fire season has turned into a year long event. I got a call and had to travel to our Sacramento office this morning to fill in for a couple of people that have lost their homes in the Paradise fire. Where I live, the smoke isn’t too bad, but Sacramento is awful. People outside with masks on, ash falling on the cars, smoke so thick in the air you can choke on it. It’s bad. I do feel like a disaster magnet right now. One of my coworkers lost his niece in the shooting in Thousand Oaks. It’s been a rough week in California. 



Needless to say, the chastity ended last night so I could move around and get my job done. There are a lot of opportunities to help out there, I intend to jump in where I can. The game doesn’t seem to be so important today.




Post 570 — offendedgame

Tue Nov 13, 2018 7:37 am

I don't know why i remembered Guatemala's volcano right now.. but why when you decide to take the game up a notch there's a natural disaster? 

I mean, is this a sign or something? lol 

(I'm not religious or anything, but it's kinda funny.)



Anyway, Be okay, Ky! (nice rhyme. lol)




Post 571 — yloduck

Fri Nov 16, 2018 9:43 am

Good to know you and your lovely wife (and baby!) are safe, amigo.  



That's what's important.



edit:  Hugs to your friends and family who've had such a rough time lately.




Post 572 — Ky_Da

Mon Nov 19, 2018 5:45 am

Nothing like Sunday morning



It’s almost 10:00 and my wife is still asleep, so I’ve got some time to update. I worked out of town all week, and have to head back tomorrow. It’s a real mess up north. I feel horrible for the many that have lost everything. It’s unbelievable how devastating the Camp fire has been. When you look at this state’s politics, taxes, ‘progressive’ mindset, and natural disasters, it really makes me wonder why I still choose to live here. The problem is, where in the hell would I go? California is home. With the amount of hours I had to work, I hardly had time to chat with my wife during the week. 



One night last week I was hoping we might play a little over the phone, but I could tell she wasn’t up for it, so the game was quickly put to the side. She has a doctor’s appointment at the end of the month and we’re supposed to be able to hear the heartbeat. We’re both very excited for this step. I can’t wait to see her when she’s 8-months pregnant and her stomach and tits are both huge. 



I’ve been wondering how her being pregnant might change the game, or even stop it all together. But I think the biggest change is that we play more sporadically. For example, on a different night this week, she was feeling very emotional, very vulnerable. It killed me that I wasn’t there. I was tempted to suggest that she go to Wade’s place, but then I thought better of it and didn’t make the suggestion. This games hard enough and I don’t need them making that close of a connection… but then again, maybe it’s already too late to stop that type of connection. Maybe they already have it. They’ve been fucking for what, over a year now. They’ve shared a lot of experiences together. 



I did get my angst meter revved up this week though. On Friday night, my wife went on a date with her boyfriend to see a local high school play. A mutual friend of theirs has high school age kids and one of them was performing in a school play, so she invited Wade and my wife to go and support the school and her kid in the play. I got a text while I was traveling home with a picture of her and Wade. She was dressed casually in jeans and was wearing a heavy pull over sweater. She was also wearing a ball cap with a logo from the school. Damn she looked good. I think what pegged my angst meter was this was just a casual date. You know, like any normal couple might do. The date wasn’t a sexual one, it was just a casual, fun thing to do. So many times, when we’ve played the game, the goal of the game was to end up watching her have sex. But in this case, she was simply out on a date to a local school play. She wasn’t going down on him between the seats. They were looking and acting like a normal couple. I felt a heavy blanket of angst and jealousy all evening. It was awesome. 



Now, the date eventually did lead to sex. They got home late Friday night. I had been home for a couple of hours when they got home. My wife greeted me with a deep kiss and then pushed me back on the couch and gave me an amazing BJ. After a week, I didn’t last long. She swallowed all and buttoned my pants back up. I feel so self-conscious about having my dick out when Wade is around. It’s fucking embarrassing. I mean hell, I think his fingers are almost the same size as my dick. But I’m not about to turn down a BJ, so I dealt with the humiliation. Wade didn’t say anything, and to be honest, I doubt he even thought about it. But I did. 



We all sat on the couch and talked about the fires and about all the things going on over the last week. My wife brought us each a beer and then while we were still talking, she undid Wade’s pants enough so free his cock. He was already nearly erect, so it didn’t take but a moment for him to be at full staff. Wade pulled her jeans down to her knees and then pulled her onto him so that her back was against his chest. He slowly worked his cock into her pussy while she was catching me up on a few news events from her own job. She paused every now and again as his cock penetrated her, but soon enough he was sliding in and out of her easily. It fucking blew my mind. They were both seated so that they were facing me. They only had their clothes removed enough so that he could get his cock inside of her. They were both looking at me and we were still talking about the previous week’s events. Again, the casualness struck me. 



I could see his veiny cock as it penetrated her. When he pulled out, I could see her pussy gripping him like it didn’t want to release him. I could see how much his member stretched her. I know I don’t do that to her. When we have sex, it feels like liquid velvet (a term I’ve stolen). To me, her pussy still feels amazing, but it’s a very different feel now than it used to be. I slide in with no effort on her part. My cock feels a slight touch around the skin, and a heat when I’m inside her, but I don’t feel that tightness like I did when we were first married. Now, she can grip me damn hard when she want’s to, but she rarely does. She knows I like the loose, warm feeling. 



On another note. My wife and Bennett’s girlfriend, Ryann, have continued to text and talk on the phone. They’ve been growing closer and closer as friends, but that’s probably all it will be, just good friends. Don’t get me wrong, I’m happy that my wife is making close friends, but my imagination can’t help but be disappointed that more isn’t soon coming. Bennett, Ryann, and Wade are all coming over this afternoon/evening for dinner and to just hang out. Ryann offered to cook, so it should be a fun evening.




Post 573 — sabya167

Mon Nov 19, 2018 7:40 pm

Hmmmm........, keeping my fingers crossed.  Would it be possible for you to let us know about the conversation over phone when she felt vulnerable and emotional? No pressure,Ky, if it was too personal,then no problem.




Post 574 — DavidnDaria

Mon Nov 19, 2018 9:06 pm

Thief!   



Feel free to use "liquid velvet" all you want!  No acknowledgement of ownership, copyright, service/trademark is necessary.




Post 575 — sabya167

Tue Nov 20, 2018 12:46 am

Knock knock, update pending.(Nothing like Sunday evening sir,if you ask me.)  But take your time, if you are working out of town this week too.




Post 576 — desertsub

Tue Nov 20, 2018 2:47 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

THAT is hot! It would have blown my mind too!




Post 577 — sabya167

Tue Nov 20, 2018 6:42 am

↳ Replying to: desertsub, Ky_Da

Completely agree.There was something about their whole date which I found way hotter than any of their  liaisons before.Maybe it was the non-sexual date with a romantic tinge,the casual familiarity of it all. Would have been hotter still had it been middle of the week,with Ky away.Jaimmee seems to have no self-control around Wade any more.Thats HOT. But I also believe Ky did the right thing by not asking Jaimee to go to Wade's during her vulnerable moment. That might have taken their connection to a whole new level .




Post 578 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 20, 2018 9:36 am

Last night was an evening of highs and lows and everything in between. 



We had a nice, enjoyable evening with friends. Wade, Bennett and Ryann were all there, the food was great, the beer was plentiful, and there was a lot of easy, laidback conversation. However, at a certain point, I could tell that my wife and Ryann were in an intense discussion, but I couldn’t hear what was being said. Then Bennett and Ryann went to the extra bedroom for some privacy, and my wife sat next to me. 



“She knows we’re not telling her about something important,” my wife said, referring to Ryann not knowing that her boyfriend has gotten up to some interesting sexual activities with my wife. “I told her that I Bennett needs to be the one to tell her—she didn’t appreciate that very much…”



I listened to try and hear any conversation coming from the other room, but they’d shut the door and all was quiet. Wade looked as uncomfortable as we did, and after about 15-minutes, he excused himself and left. I know my wife has felt a lot of weight about keeping this secret from Ryann. They’ve become good friends, but my wife has fucked Bennett a number of times, including a threesome with Wade. Another 15-minutes or so passed and they finally came out. Ryann didn’t look happy and Bennett looked out of sorts as well. It was, well, really awkward. 



Ryann was very curt as she grabbed her jacket. On her way out, she said, “Thank you for a nice evening. I need to go.” She said it quickly and didn’t make eye contact with anyone. Bennett apologized and followed her out the door. It felt awful after they left. We had been having a very nice evening, and then it all crashed and burned. 



A flurry of texting broke out as we were getting ready for bed. Ryann text my wife apologizing for the abrupt exit, my wife in return apologized for keeping a secret, but saying that she felt it was more for Bennett to tell than her. Ryan said she understood, but also said she needed some time. Bennett text us both and also apologized for the ruined evening. As we laid in bed and talked about the evening, we had to admit, that something like this was bound to happen—it was only a matter of time. We were hoping that we could just be a close group of friends. We all very much did enjoy hanging out together without some swinging scene breaking out. It was nice to have a group of friends that felt comfortable coming to our house like that. I liked that any one of them felt comfortable enough to open the fridge and grab a beer without asking permission every time. I don’t know the extent of what was said between Bennett and his girlfriend—or who knows, now maybe ex-girlfriend, but I’m sure she got most of the picture. 



After those events, we really didn’t feel ‘aroused’, so we just chatted for a while. Then I had an idea. I knew I was playing with fire with what I was about to do, but the idea excited me something fierce, and I had to do it. I pulled my wife close to my chest and spooned her. Then I pushed my right hand down until it basically cupped her pussy—Trump style, hehe. 



She squirmed around for a second until I said, “Bear with me, I want to try something.” I nestled my middle finger between the folds of her pussy lips, and lightly moved my finger up and down, “I want you to imagine you and me on a beach. Nobody is around. You’re naked and lying on a large towel. The sun is out, but it’s not too hot. I went on describing the best beach sex scene I could picture in my head. This sex scene was between her and I. It was passionate and loving and the sex was incredible. 



I asked her what she thought, how did she feel. She replied with a light, exhaling hum. I could feel a slight bit of moisture at the tip of my middle finger. I then paused for a moment and then said, “Now imagine the same scene, only instead of me… Wade approaches. He’s not wearing anything and you can see his massive cock hanging between his legs. He hardens in your grasp and soon he has it buried deep into your pussy. Picture looking down. You can see his wide cock penetrating you, your tits bounce at each impact…” I continued to rub my finger lightly along her slit, but I had already gotten the answer to my hypothesis. As soon as I started telling her to imagine Wade’s cock in her pussy, I felt a flood of her wetness against my finger. It took only seconds and soon all of my fingers were coated. She pulled on my arm to increase the pressure as she rode my hand to orgasm. 



I relaxed and laid back onto the pillow. Yeah, that’s about what I expected. It didn’t take my wife long to figure out what I was up to, but I could tell she was still worried because she asked, “Are you alright, Ky? I didn’t mean—”



“—I’m fine,” I cut her off, “I was just curious. You did exactly what I asked for,” she turned toward me and I knew she wanted more of an explanation, “We’ve been playing this game for a little while now, but even though it’s just a game, your body reacts. We’ve trained your mind and body to want other men more than me.”



“But that’s what you wanted, right?” she asked. I could see worry in her face. 



“Yeah, it is—you’ve been almost perfect,” I assured her the best I could. “Tonight just made me think again on the consequences of the game sometimes. Ryann and Bennett might breakup because of the game, Bennett may need to disassociate himself with us if he ever hopes to have a real relationship with someone. And just like you’re more tuned in sexually to Wade, and probably Bennet, than to me, my own wiring’s been changed because I get off—I get off more watching you fuck other guys that I do when you’re with me,” I exhaled, finally having admitted something I’ve been thinking about for a while. “How fucked up am I? I’d rather watch my wife fuck other guys that fuck her myself…”



My wife laughed lightly at me—this wasn’t the reaction I was expecting, “That might be true occasionally, but not always,” she said, “After you had worn the cage for a week, you would have tackled a heard of elephants to have sex with me.” 



The thought struck me and made me think, “That’s true,” I had to confess. And she was right. I was going to have sex with her no matter what. I didn’t care about Wade or Bennett, or anyone else at that moment. I just wanted her. “Chalk one up for the cage,” I joked sarcastically. 



She game me a knowing smile, “You fight so hard against something you want so desperately.” 



“What do you mean?” 



She ran her hand through my hair, “You know exactly what I mean. You’ve fantasized about these sexual experiences for years, you spend hours writing about them, and you analyze everything down to the smallest details. I know you’re desperate to suck my boyfriend’s cock—and it’s okay, cuck-boy. I’m willing to share.” 



I couldn’t help the laugh that escaped me, “Fucking evil woman. You’re projecting your fantasies on me. You’re the desperate one to have me suck his cock.” 



She laughed, “Oh right,” she said, “that last bit was more for me… but if we’re talking about rewiring your brain, I want to rewire yours to enjoy sucking my boyfriend’s cock. I want you to start to salivate when I show you a picture of his beautiful cock.” She shivered from the thought and I could see that she very much liked that idea. 



“You don’t worry about us being ‘rewired’? I mean, what we do now is fun, but what if we keep playing like this. How will we be in say, two years from now… five years from now?”



She was silent for a long moment, “I think about that,” she admitted, “Actually, I’m having my own crisis of conscience right now. I might have lost a new friend because of the game, and that makes me sad.” 



“That’s exactly what I mean,” I said, “we think we can control all of it, or at least work our way through the problems that come up, but there are always going to be risks; there are always going to be things out of our control.” 



“True, but that can be said about anything. Do we stop doing everything just because there’s risk? Do you stop going to work because you could be hit by a car, do you never go into the ocean again because there are sharks? Life happens, Ky.” Fuck, she had a point there. I laid there and thought about that for a while. She spoke again, “I like fulfilling each other’s fantasies… I’ve told you this before, and it’s more true now than ever. I used to get a thrill out of thinking of myself as your slutty little wife, but in the beginning, I would think that, but not really believe it. At some point that changed, though. Now… now I really do think of myself as a slut… and I like it. I think about fucking other guys all the time. I love teasing you, I love seeing your reaction, and I love the freedom to think about that kind of thing.” 



By the end of her explanation, she had me ready to do whatever she asked for. I was way beyond horny. “You don’t sound like you ever want to stop? Do you want to try to find other guys to sleep with?” I said. 



She shrugged, “Who knows what the future looks like, but I still feel the same way about the game right now. I’d like to keep seeing my boyfriend while I’m pregnant—unless he finds me too repulsive when I’m really preggers. I wouldn’t feel comfortable sleeping with anyone else right now.” 



“I don’t think you need to worry about Wade not finding you attractive. I guarantee he’ll fuck you right up to your due date.”



She snuggled up close to me and I pulled her into a tight hug, “If you want me to get wet for you, just try sucking Wade’s cock. I’ll gush every time I see you.” 



“Now that’s the first time I’ve actually been tempted to think openly about it,” I joked, then asked, “what is it exactly about me sucking his cock that you find so appealing? Is the submission on my part, the power exchange?” 



It was quiet for a minute as she thought, “I suppose that’s part of it… maybe that’s mostly it. I don’t want you to wear knickers, or women’s shoes. I don’t want a sissy cuck-boy. I want a cuck-boy that’s so sure of his masculinity that he’s not afraid to have sex with another man.” 



“Now wait,” I cried, “sucking a guy’s cock is very different from having sex with him—is that what you want? Is that what you’re pushing for?” 



She patted my chest, “One thing at a time, cuck-boy,” she said, trying to suppress her giggles. 



“No,” I said firmly, “that’s way past my hardline. I think I could entertain the idea—just to make you happy—to suck a guy’s cock, even though it would be way weird if it was Wade—he’s my friend, but to have sex with a guy—fuck no.” 



Her giggles turned to laughter, “Alright, Ky. Noted,” she said as she nodded her head. “But why is it weird with Wade. I would think it would be easier with him because you know him. It’s easier to think of myself with Brook than anyone else because I know her.” 



“Look babe, you and Brooke had a very different relationship. I don’t think it’s comparable to what we’re talking about here. With guys it’s just different. I would think he’d be as freaked out as I would be if I tried to suck his dick.” 



My wife pulled back from me enough that I could see her face, she gave me a mock angry look, “Remember cuck-boy. You have a dick. My boyfriend has a cock. And he said he wouldn’t get weird about it. He’ll be up for it.” 



“What?!” I said shocked. “You mean you’ve already talked to him about it?”



“Of course, cuck-boy. He’s my boyfriend. I have to tell him when my husband fancies sucking his cock.” 



“You fucking little minx,” I said, but more in disbelief that outrage or anger. 



“Please Ky. Please suck my boyfriend’s cock,” she pleaded, “I’ll show you what he likes so that he’ll cum fast.” 



After a long moment and much more pleading on her part, I finally said, “I’ll consider it.”



I could tell she was excited. She brightened up like a fucking Christmas tree. She grabbed my hand and put it over her pussy. She was soaking wet. “This is from me thinking of you.” 





Update: I was up early updating that first part. Now it’s late in the afternoon and I got a text from my wife. Ryann called her and they’re going to connect for lunch tomorrow to talk about things. Hopefully they’ll be able to work things out and be friends despite last night’s revelation.




Post 579 — offendedgame

Tue Nov 20, 2018 10:23 am

Have you considered buying a strapon or a dildo to practice on with Jaimee first? 

I mean, you don't wanna be suck at it when you start sucking Wade's, and i don't think Jaimee would want that either..




Post 580 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 20, 2018 10:30 am

↳ Replying to: offendedgame

... you're not helping




Post 581 — txrockdog

Tue Nov 20, 2018 1:32 pm

Ky,  hot update!  Thank you for sharing so much with all of us.  I mentioned it before, but you really should go read the story I mentioned in a previous reply on this thread.  It is called Loving to Like by Bucky Duckman and you can find it on Literotica.  Without giving too much away, the female lead is insanely turned on by the idea of her otherwise straight boyfriend sucking cock just because it turns her on.  They go through the same issue of how far is too far and it really parallels a lot of what you and Jaimee are discussing.  It is a very hot story and might give you some useful perspective about how to view your own masculinity while you have a cock in your mouth.




Post 582 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 20, 2018 2:22 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

Thanks for the reminder. I meant to read it but honestly forgot about it after a few days. I’ll look it up tomorrow.




Post 583 — offendedgame

Tue Nov 20, 2018 2:35 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, offendedgame

Sorry not sorry   



You know i'm right, though. 

I'm just trying to help    (or not?   )




Post 584 — subtoall

Tue Nov 20, 2018 5:39 pm

You and Jamie are just wonderful together.




Post 585 — viking53

Tue Nov 20, 2018 6:07 pm

One of the things that make this thread such a pleasure to follow, apart from the outstanding way you write Ky and all the rich details, is that this is a journey that you truly share together completely. Your communication with each other is completely open and, where one or both of you show any concerns, you explore this together and you are not afraid to dig deep together. Your latest experiment was a brilliant example. First of all that you thought of it all together and then that you both explored the outcome, not with fear but in a constructive and insightful way.



Just read the first part of "Loving to Like" which definitely gave a different perspective to the issue. Interesting that the conclusion was that Troy ending up feeling more manly by sucking off Alex because Molly wanted it and was turned on so much by it.




Post 586 — wannabecUKold

Tue Nov 20, 2018 8:54 pm

This lunch today between Jaimee and Ryann is going to be interesting.  



Ryann will be smarting a bit.  It must have embarrassing for her to discover that everyone else knew something she didn't. She'll get her sense of humour back eventually. 



She will be highly suspicious that Bennett will want to carry on fucking Jaimee (she's right) even though I imagine Bennett has promised Ryann eternal fidelity, with his fingers crossed.   



I  assume Ryann now knows that all four of you have been involved in sex games.  'Jaimee's fault, that posh English girl with her la-dee-da accent, leading our fine American boys off the straight and narrow'.  ('Oh but I love her.')



Her prim and proper side will be rejecting it all.  But, her pussy brain is telling her something else.  It is constantly imagining her as the upper deck in an MFMFM sandwich.  Or skip the bread and have an FF with Jaimee, who makes her feel wet whenever they talk together.   She's already thought of herself as a cuckquean, watching Bennett fuck Jaimee and then she sucks his creampie out of Jaimee's lovely cunt.  



All Ryann wants now is to be given the way to gracefully join the party.  She should start with Jaimee giving her the orgasm of a lifetime.




Post 587 — txrockdog

Wed Nov 21, 2018 12:56 am

↳ Replying to: viking53

The third and fourth parts are more directly applicable to cuckolding and how far to go “playing the game”.  But what you hit on is exactly why I suggested it to KY.  The guy who is willing to let go of his fears and doubts and do something scary just because it is something that will make his wife’s panties drip is the most masculine one of the bunch.  Instead of losing respect for him, I think she would gain respect because of what he would be willing to do to please her.




Post 588 — trdd

Wed Nov 21, 2018 1:18 am

Another great post Ky. I have to say that I have been reflecting on this and your latest story really highlights the dilema for many cuckolds. How can you be okay with your wife consistently being so much more excited thinking of another man?



I have been married a long time and I am sure that with the right man my wife would have all of the new relationship energy and would be more excited to go to bed with him vs me. It would be the same for me, with a new partner I would have all of that anticipation and mystery that just isn't the same within the context of an enduring, loving marriage. So I am saying that I recognize that a new lover has an energy and erotic connection that it is difficult to compete with in a long-term relationship.



Where I personally get hung up, despite how erotic your life sounds, is in just how far the dynamic has evolved between you and Jaimee. Perhaps it is a little exaggerated in your story but having your wife so much more turned on by other men than you would just be crushing to me. I suppose I am not a cuckold and my Reflections on your story seem to reinforce that. Many of the elements of the cuckold fantasy have an appeal but at the very heart of it I just can't see being able to tolerate that type of discussion that you had re the beach fantasy etc. The way Jamiee has grown to love pushing your buttons is super appealing to me because I have a submissive side. But not being the main person in my wife's sexual life is just more than I would ever want or be able to tolerate. This fetish is fascinating because of all the angles and variety to it. My reflection on your latest installment is that I suppose it's a bit odd I even come to this forum at all. But, the submissive angle definitely piques my interest and I certainly appreciate your writing skill and insights.




Post 589 — tfx

Wed Nov 21, 2018 1:41 am

↳ Replying to: trdd

I think the problem with us guys is we only see things through a mans point of view. I would argue that only 20% or maybe less is sexual and the 80% is just daily normal life stuff. 80% is what Ky excels at and owns. Remember when Jaime was tired of dealing with Wades shit when Ky was away. Well real life is just that and Ky and Jaime are fit for dealing with this and for most of that other 20% as well. I really don't think Ky needs to worry and i think Jaime wants Ky to stop second guessing that fact. Sure she gets all hot and bothered thinking about other dudes... but when all that burns out and has lost its shine... she will still want the security of her man Ky... she wants to know he'll be with her when they grow old together and this cuckold thing was just a footnote in their lives.




Post 590 — Ky_Da

Wed Nov 21, 2018 2:55 am

↳ Replying to: tfx, trdd

I'm grateful for your comments tfx. Seriously, thank you. 



You came close to touching on a topic my wife and I have talked a lot about, and that's the fact that this 'game' we like to play could very easily turn into a situation where she falls in love with another man and gets to a point where she would leave me - let's call it 'trading-up'. You said it very well in that 80% of the time we're going through the every day motions of life, and no matter who we're with, we're going to find faults, problems, pet peeves, etc. with each other, and were simply better off if we just buckle down and work through those things so that we can continue to grow together. If we give up each time we hit a rough patch, well, we'll be forever starting over in our relationships. And for women, once their in their mid to late 30s, if they've been riding the cock carousel, their desirability diminishes greatly. We will all eventually lose our looks, our skin will start to sag, and we'll just get old - my wife and I would very much like to be together when that happens to us. So even though we're playing a pretty crazy game at times, we're trying to build our relationship on something long-lasting. 



I'm glad you mentioned what you did about my wife getting tired of Wade's bullshit, haha. She really loves having sex with him, they're good friends, but they would quickly drive each other insane if they were ever to try a long-term relationship. And that suits me just fine.




Post 591 — desertsub

Wed Nov 21, 2018 4:16 am

Jaimee is so much like my wife! Both are bisexual, both have a dominant streak but we, the husbands, had to bring it out in them and both have a kink streak. I think I posted several pages back that Jaimee would eventually have you in a chastity cage and I knew that eventually her wanting you to suck her BF's cock would come out, but I didn't post that because I knew that at that point you would have absolutely rejected the possibility!





Believe me, I was the same as you were at one point, I refused to have anything to do with sucking another guy but my wife's persistence and dominance won the day and I tried it. Now, when she wants me to suck a cock I have no problem doing it for her and actually enjoy it! It's not that I have developed an urge to have sex with another guy, it is more on the order of wanting to make her happy and reciprocate for all the kinky stuff she has done to enhance our relationship. My wife says she is turned on by my willingness to do that for her and she respects me even more for it. I am willing to bet that Jaimee feels exactly the same way!




Post 592 — tfx

Wed Nov 21, 2018 3:47 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, tfx

Could happen... but tbh i think you have as much chance of that as anyone else who does not play the game. Probably even less of a chance since you already recognize it could happen and before it ever got there you'd be communicating about it and what to do.

Also i feel there are different levels of "love" true unconditional love is reserved only for parent to child, but husband and wife is always conditional. 

That its built over time through trust and working as a team. The love you talk about where she leaves you is fleeting and is more infatuation... yah it could be enough to pull her away but i think you have a few things in your favor... time, communication, understanding and that long term love... and lastly but not least.. you 2 are mature. I would be pretty surprised if she threw away what you have and gamble on finding something better. I'm pretty sure she's a smart cookie. 

You already know it but won't admit it... no matter what she does to make you doubt your relationship, she is so confident in it and her bond with you that she wants to take you to where she is. That its unbreakable... she's trying to get you to that place where you don't question it no matter what. Trust her... she'll let you know if she gets in over her head. 

Wow... can you imagine where you'll be once you fully trust her. That's a pretty awesome relationship that most ppl would dream of.... [maybe not with all the cuck stuff for the normies]




Post 593 — offendedgame

Wed Nov 21, 2018 3:55 pm

How did the lunch go?




Post 594 — Ky_Da

Thu Nov 22, 2018 5:12 am

I’ve had a lot of experiences where I’ve wished that I could be a fly on a wall in order to overhear a conversation or see something I’m not supposed to, and yesterday afternoon was certainly one of those times. My wife had lunch with Ryann and oh how I wished I could have heard first hand what was said. Instead, I had to be happy with my wife’s account, which I know was watered down on the details and probably heavily redacted as well. I had to pry like hell to get the info I got. According to my wife, Ryann has calmed down significantly from Sunday night. She said that Bennett and Ryann did have quite a row after they left our house. Ryann felt that she was being set up, that Bennett’s only motivation was to dupe her into joining our little sex cult. But after she had time to calm down and think things through, she realized that her emotions were getting the best of her and she wasn’t being fair; that’s why she reached out to my wife. 



Ryann is very conservative and while she’s had a few sexual partners, she’s never done anything that would be considered taboo or kinky. She’s studied and works in the field of psychology, so she’s not naïve when it comes to sex, but she hasn’t personally participated in anything except what most people would call a very typical relationship. My wife said that during their conversation, she told Ryann everything. My wife felt like she was keeping a huge secret from her friend and wanted the opportunity to get it off her chest. She talked about her early years and her girl-sex with Brooke, her marriage to me and finding out my cuckold desires, her experiences with Derrick, and then with Wade, and of course Bennett. She even told her about the threesome with Bennett and Wade, how we’ve played with chastity and on and on and on. 



Ryann admitted that one of the most shocking things was how my wife—a woman she thought was so put together and so educated and well-spoken—would do the types of things she’s done. That despite Ryann’s education, training, and experience, she had a mental picture of the types of people who indulged in things like cuckolding, and that mental picture was night and day difference from her new reality. I think her paradigm really shifted during that lunch with my wife. But it looks like there’s a potential future for Bennett. Ryann said she was going to call Bennett so that they could talk. It sounds like she does really like him, too, but hearing that he’s been fucking a married woman in his office really rocked her reality. My wife assured her that she and Bennett have not had sex since he started seeing her. 



I don’t know what the future holds, but I hope that both Bennett and Ryann will come back over for dinners or to just hang out with us. We’ve enjoyed the get-togethers we’ve had with them. My wife did say that Ryann expressed a lot of interest in talking to both of us. The psychologist in her is burning with curiosity to talk to us more about cuckolding. She has no desire to do something like cuckolding or hotwifing, but she can’t deny that she’s interested in the academic side of it. As I sit here in my temporary office, my blood pressure is definitely elevated at the thought of Ryann knowing everything. She knows things about me that very few people know. If feels really weird thinking about the fact that Ryann knows. Candidly, it’s a rush knowing that another person knows. Jaimee’s friends at the gym all think she and Wade are a couple, but it’s not quite the same feeling for me because I don’t know any of them. But Ryann I’ve gotten to know a little bit. It was really Awkward on Sunday night when she found out some of what we like to do. Now that Jaimee has filled in the details… yeah, it’s a very different feeling.




Post 595 — wannabecUKold

Thu Nov 22, 2018 5:35 am

Ky

Thanks for that update on what must have been an amazing conversation.

Guys, can we have whip-round to crowdsource an electronic listening device for Ky for next time this happens. 

https://www[dot]spyequipmentuk[dot]co[uk]/listening-devices/



Yes, I can believe Ryann couldn't stop the psychologist coming out in her. Yes, Ky, you have to agree to talk to her and describe your feelings about being a cuckold.  Maybe don't tell her just yet about your 'pervy friends' here who you report everything back to (100,000 views here to date) but you could always offer to keep her up to date.  Indeed you could offer to give her a ringside seat when Wade is fucking Jaimee, so she can see how you react.  And surely you can play up Jaimee's oral skills on women as displayed at Vegas.  There must be limits to the girl's propriety.




Post 596 — DavidnDaria

Thu Nov 22, 2018 7:29 am

Ky,



You, Jaimee and Wade have a Happy Thanksgiving. 



Take care of yourselves and your soon-to-be little one.  



Dave




Post 597 — Kim2233

Fri Nov 23, 2018 1:43 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, tfx, trdd



Reading all of your posts Ky, I can't help but feel that you and Jaimee have a really solid relationship - that you communicate well and both really love each other.  So I don't see much to worry about.  While it is always theoretically possible some amazing guy could come along and steal her away, I just don't see it happening.



When Jaimee first started playing and the two of you hit a really dangerous place, she was, I think, much more naive about NRE and more vulnerable to getting consumed by it and losing perspective.  I don't see her making that mistake again.  She's learned and grown.



And look at what she's got now.  She has a husband she dearly loves who gives her long-term security, is really compatible with her in that "80% of life", and...  let's her fool around with hot guys on the side to get her rocks off.  What more could she want?  How could she "trade up" from that place?  If she were to divorce you and marry some hot alpha male, would he let her play around?  Not likely.  And would that place somehow be better than where she is now?  I can't see it.  And I suspect she's savvy enough at this point to view things just about that way.



All that said, the one way I could see things go wrong would be if your relationship with her were to degrade over time.  Communication is key to avoiding that, and I think you're doing well there.  But I have one word of caution I'm inclined to offer.



Emotions are contagious.  If you are around happy people you get happier, around sad people sadder.  There are a few times in your posts where you've described a situation that got too intense or scary for you and you pulled back, safeworded, or something else.  In those situations you've often described Jaimee as being a little frustrated with you in that moment.  And I sympathized with her on several of those occasions.  I had the sense you weren't, in that moment, putting enough confidence in the strength of your relationship with her.  You were being too nervous about the risk of losing her.



If you have confidence in your relationship with Jaimee, that confidence can be contagious.  If you worry about how things are between the two of you, that can easily put at least subconscious seeds of doubt in her mind as to whether things are good between you.  So the advice is try not to "over-worry".




Post 598 — offendedgame

Fri Nov 23, 2018 10:20 am

↳ Replying to: Kim2233



Like "Self-fulfilling prophecy"

Google it, Ky.




Post 599 — ddriver86

Sat Nov 24, 2018 7:54 am

Hey Ky,

I am not sure if I am writing this for you or your wife, but I remembered this from a wife's post a couple of years back and thought it was incredibly HOT!



This is what she posted "Matt (lover) has even become more comfortable with Alex (husband). He still doesn't really like the physical contact but he will allow Alex to suck him clean after he has cum in me on occasion and I even got him to pull out once and shoot a load in the back of Alex's mouth. I swear that I have never cum so hard in my life from wanting a man to take me. Matt seemed so dominant and powerful standing over my husband, who was on his knees, and stroking his penis and grunting when he let go. His leg muscles were all tight and his butt was clenched. Alex looked mortified and ready to gag and Matt just grabbed Alex by the hair and jammed his cock straight to the back of Alex's throat and left it there for about fifteen seconds while his tremor's subsided. Alex was turning blue with Matt's penis shutting off his airway and his nose pressed up against Matt’s hairy pubis. I wrapped my arms around Matt's shoulders and told him I loved him loud enough for my husband to hear and then Matt shuddered one last time and pulled out of Alex's mouth. My husband just crouched over coughing and trying to catch his breath. 

I'll tell more about that later, but it is really the only time Matt has done that. I would love to find a play partner that does not mind making my husband suck his cock but that seems to be a tall order."



As you can see the wife was very excited about her husband's situation.



Hope all of you are doing well!!




Post 600 — Ky_Da

Mon Nov 26, 2018 5:45 am

These last few days have been just what I needed. Just me and the wife, dinner with my family, eating way more than I should, and no thoughts about work. My parents live far enough away that it’s easier to stay the night. My mom and my wife have been non-stop talk about baby stuff. I have some older siblings that have all beaten me to the punch in producing grandkids, but it doesn’t seem to diminish my mom’s excitement. Visiting family throws my reality a little out of focus these days. It’s so weird to be visiting my parents like everything is normal. If they only knew half of the stuff we’ve gotten up to this last year, I think their heads would explode. They see my wife as such a perfect example of a chaste and virtuous woman. They hold her on such a pedestal. They have no idea of the cock-hungry slut she truly is. 



Thanksgiving evening was perfect. Stretched out on the couch, holding onto my wife, near the fire, it was great. Life was good. 



I caught my wife looking at herself in the full-length mirror on the closet door. She still works out, but maybe not quite at the same intensity. Her arms, legs, ass, etc. still look in-fucking-credible, but she’s lost some of the definition she was just starting to get in her core. A month ago, you could still see slight lines of abdominal muscles, but not anymore. Her breasts are larger, her bra looks almost too tight. She still wears the nipple rings, but she’s said a few times now that she may need to take them out soon because her nipples are too sore. 



We hadn’t talked much about Ryann over the holiday. It wasn’t that either of us wanted to avoid the subject, it’s just that it’s been nice to step away from everything for a few days and only think about us and the baby. Now with the holiday behind us, however, we were both itching to discuss it more. 



“You’ll meet with her then, yeah?” asked my wife as she slid naked into bed under the covers. She pushed my boxers down and touched my dick. I wasn’t really thinking about sex at all during the day, and we’d had some great sex the couple of previous nights, so I was soft when she touched me. I hate it when I’m not at least a little hard because my dick is way too small otherwise. I hate it when she touches me when I’m completely soft… it’s humiliating. But I know by now I should be comfortable with it. After all, she knows me, right. She was kind of rolling my dick in her fingers, trying to get some life into it, but I wasn’t responding. Which of course just adds to the pressure and makes it even harder to get it up. 



I nodded at her question, resisting the temptation to push her hand away. I didn’t want her to stop, but not much was happening down there. “She already knows about us, so I guess it can’t hurt to answer a few questions,” I said. 



“What are you going to tell her?” she asked, still continuing her ministrations. 



I shrugged, “Depends on the question.” 



I could tell she was thinking for a moment. She then asked, “What would you tell her if she asks you why you let your wife have a boyfriend?” 



This time I thought for a minute. What would I say? I’ve got a thousand reasons, but what would I tell Ryann? “I guess I’d simply say that it turns me on.” 



My wife shook her head slowly, “She won’t be satisfied with that answer I’m sure. She’s going to want more detail than that. She’s going to want to know why it turns you on… What specifically turns you on?” 



“What do you think I should tell her,” I asked, truly interested to know what my wife might say.



“You’re asking me?” she said a little surprised. I nodded, and she thought for a moment before answering, “I think seeing a real man’s cock makes you randy,” she said with a smirk. Before I could rebut, she said, “Think about it. Your little guy here gets rock hard every time you see my boyfriend’s cock come out.”



I laughed a little at that, “You’re incorrigible,” I said, “of course you would spin it that way.” 



“You asked,” she said wryly. 



We were quiet for a minute and then I answered more sincerely, “I would tell her that I don’t think I could give my wife as much pleasure as her boyfriend can, and it turns me on to see my wife moaning and crying out in pleasure. I love my wife having sexual freedom and allowing herself to have these experiences.” 



I saw my wife’s skin flush as she heard my answer. Just thinking about it was enough to make her horny, too. She smiled and closed her eyes in thought, “Yes, I like that, too cuck-boy.” 



“I would say that I find some peace in it as well. I usually get all the sex I want, but you want a lot more than I do. Having multiple lovers lets you have as much sex as you want, but I don’t have to stress about my own performance all the time. I can make love to you when it feels right and not because there’s an expectation of a certain number of times we’re supposed to have sex each week.” 



I then asked her what she would tell Ryann and she reminded me that she’s already told her pretty much everything, but she indulged me in retelling it again.



“I told her that I’ve found the experience very empowering. I can keep my mind open when I talk to other guys, and I don’t have to think about sending the wrong or right signals to a guy. If I feel like chatting a bloke up, then I can chat him up. But I did tell her that Wade is the only guy I’m going to be with for a while, so I’m not looking to pull any random guy at the moment.” 



“Was she worried you might try to get with Bennett again?” I asked. 



She shook her head, “Not now, she said that she trusts both of us now that we won’t be sleeping together while they’re together.” 



“So, their back together?” I said, I wasn’t really sure from the last conversation I’d had about those two. 



My wife shrugged, “I’m not sure, but I think it will work out, yeah.” 



“Will you miss not being with Bennett.” 



“Of course,” she replied quickly, giving my dick a squeeze, “His cock isn’t as amazing as Wade’s but it’s still a lot more than I have to work with here.” She looked me in the eye as she said it, then said, “Don’t take that to mean you’re less of a man, Ky. Just take it for the truth that it is. Your dick is a lot smaller. You can’t satisfy me like they can, but you’re comfortable with the man you are and the truth doesn’t demean you. You just accept the truth for what it is and enjoy the feelings it brings.” 



“Okay,” I agreed. “I’ve been thinking a lot about this, and I’m ready to trust you.”



She was about to say something, but I could tell she changed her mind as she shook her head. Finally, she just said, “It’s about bloody time.” 



“So, what’s this mean,” I asked. 



My wife waggled her eyebrows at me and then jumped out of bed. I watched her rummage through her overnight bag until she found what she was searching for. The cage. Of course, the cage. She quickly got back into bed and buried herself under the covers. She hates the cold. I didn’t resist as she locked me up and then set the key on the nightstand. I was still dressed in a tee-shirt and boxers, while my wife was naked and lying next to me. 



“You’ll be wearing this,” she reached and grasped the chastity device, “a little more often. Not for months at a time, but between the times when you and I have sex.” I was going to object when she threw a question at me. “Did you have a wank today?”



I had to nod my head, “Yeah, once, this morning,” I confessed. 



She gripped the cage more tightly in her hand, “And now I’m more likely to start a fire by rubbing your dick than I am of having sex tonight—you have no self-control, Ky. This will help with that,” she tugged on the cage. 



She snuggled in closer to me and I ran my fingers over hear breasts, over her stomach and up and down her arms. It was a different experience wearing the cage. Knowing I’m not going to get laid, but still wanting to feel sexual pleasure, I find it heightens desire just to be near her, just to touch her. “I could just promise not to masturbate,” I said, “wouldn’t that basically be the same thing?” 



She shook her head, “No, I don’t you could resist, and besides, trusting me will mean the occasional denial of my pussy, but only so I can build up the anticipation. Ky, I will deny you at times, but overall you’ll be having more sex.” 



“How does that math work?” I asked, “You’re going to deny me sex but I’ll be getting more?”



“Yes, because it will be more with me and less with your hand.” 





Ah, okay, now I get where she’s going with this. “Anything else?” I asked, referring back to me trusting her more. 



She inhaled deeply and let out a sigh, “It definitely means that you’ll be gagging on Wade’s cock.” I swear she nearly orgasmed as she said that. 



She gripped my wrist and guided my hand down to her pussy, and with her hand over mine, used my fingers to bring herself to orgasm. She fell asleep quickly after that, but I didn’t. My dick was finally deciding that he wanted to participate. ‘A little late buddy.’



We drove home the following day. My wife wore a very conservative, long dress with a wide leather belt that hugged her waist. She looked very beautiful. A flurry of texts were sent in the early part of our trip, but then we had the time to ourselves and enjoyed the ride. As we neared our house, I noticed her start to fidget and squirm in her seat. I thought she was just getting restless from the long drive, but then I saw her boyfriend’s car in front of our house and it clicked why she was having a hard time sitting still. She gave me a meaningful kiss as soon as I stopped the car. The kiss felt sincere and her focus was only on me, but I could tell that focus had changed as soon as we broke apart. 



We greeted each other at the door and entered together. As soon as we were inside, Wade picked her up and they were kissing deeply and passionately. I went back outside and collected the mail and grabbed our luggage. The front door was still open. I closed it as I passed the threshold and was greeted by an extremely erotic site. My wife was bent over the arm of the couch, laying on her stomach. Her dress was pulled up enough so that Wade could enter her from behind. With one hand, Wade was holding onto her belt, using it as leverage to pull her back with additional force. My wife’s moans turned to screams of passion. Her feet came off the floor and were kicking in mid-air as Wade continued with his onslaught. For the first time I worried the neighbors might actually hear her.  



It never ceases to amaze me how easily she can take Wade’s cock now. It enters her like the cliché hot-knife-through-butter. Wade slowed slightly and slapped her hard on her ass. I looked down expecting to find her panties, but they were nowhere to be found. Was she not wearing any this whole time? Wade then ran his fingers into the hair on top of her head, where it’s still long, the sides and back are still cut very short. Pulling her hair and forcing her head up, Wade leaned forward, “It’s time you start growing your hair out again cunt,” he let her hair go and used that hand to slap her ass again. “Did you hear me bitch?” he said forcefully. My wife whimpered but nodded.



Wade then turned her over so that her shoulders were supported by the couches arm, her head tilted toward him at an angle and at the perfect height to suck his cock. Her lover hadn’t cum yet, so he was still hard. He inserted the tip of his cock between her lips and pressed forward. I watched as her lips stretched and thinned as he pressed himself into her. Her eyes widened when she realized he wasn’t pulling back out. He only had a few inches of his cock in her mouth, but it didn’t look like anymore would fit. However, her boyfriend seemed to think she was capable of more. He held himself here for several long seconds while my wife breathed heavily through her nose. Wade them pressed himself in deeper. My wife made a noise, but didn’t stop him. He was now at the top of her throat. Be pulled out an inch or so and she breathed in again through her nose. Her mouth was open as far as it possibly could be. Wade pressed forward again, only this time with more force. He stopped when half his cock was passed her lips, far more than I’ve ever seen before. He pulled out and I saw another first. My wife’s throat had moved. I concentrated on her throat as her boyfriend pushed his cock in yet again, and sure enough, it bulged out as the man’s cock was forcing its way in. 



Fucking incredible. I’ve never seen anything like that except in a couple of pornos I’ve watched online. My wife’s hands were seeking purchase on anything they could grab. Her fingers found and gripped the couch cushions. Her body was a taut wire and every muscle was tensed. Finally Wade shot his load, and he did so while almost three-quarters of his cock was buried in her throat. She couldn’t have tasted a thing because that load went straight into her belly. He pulled out and my wife gasped for air. Long stings of sperm and saliva ran between the end of his cock and her lips. 



My wife reached up and gripped his cock in both her small hands, “god I love this thing,” she said as she panted for air. Slumped into the couch and Wade sat down next to her. She still wore her dress, but she now wore that defiled freshly-fucked look. Her lips were red and puffy, I knew her pussy had been wrecked in the same way. 



My wife looked at me, a happy smile on her face. “Do you trust me?” she asked. I inhaled deeply and then nodded. Her smile grew. “then get my lover’s cock hard again. Just use your hand this time. I need to teach you how to suck a proper cock before I let you try that again.” 



I hesitated as I looked at Wade’s cock. It was still slick from my wife’s pussy. A small dribble of cum was oozing from the tip as his cock laid limp across his thigh. 



“Just do it, Ky. She’s been relentlessly busting my balls about this, too. Trust me, we’ll both be better off if we keep her happy.” 



I heard my wife giggle in pure joy. She turned her body and sat up so that she could see us clearly. I closed my eyes for a brief moment. At least it was only a hand job. My arm felt like a lead weight; heavy and almost non-responsive. I reached out and tentatively wrapped my hand around his shaft. Wade leaned his head back against the couch so that his gaze was looking up upward now. That made it easier that he wasn’t watching me debase and emasculate myself. His cock did feel very different than I would have imagined. It was soft, yet firm. Deciding it was better just to get this over with, I began to move my hand up and down his length, using the remaining juices and cum residue as lubricant. Slowly, I felt his cock begin to swell and stiffen under my grip. 



“Very good, cuck-boy,” my wife complimented. “Now grip him a little tighter, he likes a little more pressure than that,” she coached. 



His cock continued to grow, making it easier to stroke. I had a flash of my bending down and sucking on it. Whoa! Where the fuck did that come from. My wife’s dam mind games are starting to get to me. Jaimee was still laying on the couch, her feet at Wade’s side, she shoulders propped up by the arm of the couch. She pulled up the front of her dress and spread her legs. I was right, her pussy was also red and puffy, and slightly agape. 



“Now guide him into me cuck-boy,” she directed. And I did. Keeping my hand on his cock, Wade moved into position. I aligned the tip of his cock wither her pussy and he pressed himself forward, burying it again in one smooth motion. My wife sighed heavily in satisfaction. “You see, cuck-boy,” she said, directing her gaze to me, her features filled with erotic pleasure, “You could have had my pussy last night, but you didn’t want it. You only wanted to touch my body… But my boyfriend’s cock likes my pussy. That’s why my pussy belongs to him and not you.”





Post 601 — NC-hotwife-hubby

Mon Nov 26, 2018 5:56 am

I am busting my cage reading this... More, more




Post 602 — sabya167

Mon Nov 26, 2018 7:23 am

Boy, does it get any hotter than this?  Well, it does.Will be waiting for that special update.                            Can't thank you enough for continuing to update Ky.




Post 603 — wannabecUKold

Mon Nov 26, 2018 7:46 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Fabulous post as ever, Ky.  thanks



With Ryann it seems to me that your key objective is to get her over the wire to join the gang, whether through experiencing the joys of Sappho with Jaimee or the joys of becoming Bennett's cuckquean with her or both.  



You will have your work cut out to achieve this, but she has probably fantasised about both these scenarios already.  After all she must have imagined Bennett and Jaimee together when she learnt they had had sex, and her pussy must have got wet when she heard about J's skills with pussies.  



Ryann has probably also imagined herself in your seat, watching your wife have sex with another man.  



Although Ryann will try to remain professional in the conversation, you can emphasise to her how arousing it is for you to watch your loved one having sex.  Suggest that as a psychologist she may like to watch you watching Jaimee and Wade fuck.  



If that would be too visible for her, she could sit and listen in another room and you would join her (to watch her masturbate). 



Or alternatively recommend she let Jaimee - in strictest confidence - seduce her, as Jaimee seduced your next door neighbour Melanie.   



Do whatever is necessary is to get Ryann to take that first step over the line.  You are now her friend in cuckoldry, whose partners have had sex with each other.  She should work closely with you.




Post 604 — vmb69

Mon Nov 26, 2018 8:22 am

Glad my wife let me out if my cage. this would have been painful to read otherwise. As always great update Ky.




Post 605 — ballextender3209

Mon Nov 26, 2018 8:27 am

This was a really hot post Ky, thank you!




Post 606 — Xalar11

Mon Nov 26, 2018 10:06 am

Can I ask how often does Wade stop by at your house or meet with Jaimee in a about a week, currently?



Your posts are always intriguing, thank you for sharing.




Post 607 — realcucklife

Mon Nov 26, 2018 11:10 am

She is gonna pick up on your reaction to wades cock, even more she is going to nail you on your public admission.




Post 608 — offendedgame

Mon Nov 26, 2018 12:04 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

oh man




Post 609 — Ky_Da

Mon Nov 26, 2018 12:08 pm

↳ Replying to: realcucklife

I agonized over how much of my thoughts I should write. I actually wrote a draft that eliminated the whole touching-Wade's-cock experience, but I rewrote it after giving it some thought. I decided I wanted to try and be as honest as I can be with my thoughts and feelings through these experiences. My wife hasn't been on here as consistently lately, but it's only a matter of time before I see that I-told-you-so smirk. The experience ranks right up there with one of the most erotic things I've ever done. It was such a mixed bag of angst, humiliation, shame, desire, intense adrenaline, etc. I have more to write about that experience, but that update was getting a little long and so I posted what I'd written. I'll try to get the rest out soon.




Post 610 — Ky_Da

Mon Nov 26, 2018 12:11 pm

↳ Replying to: Xalar11

It varies week by week, but I think on average, they fuck at the gym or at his house a couple of times a week. And Wade's over at our house about once a week for dinner. Thanks for reading along and taking time to comment.




Post 611 — offendedgame

Mon Nov 26, 2018 12:14 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

waiting..




Post 612 — Ky_Da

Mon Nov 26, 2018 12:16 pm

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold, Ky_Da



No one would love to see Ryann naked in bed with my wife, or even better, joining me in being cuckolded by their spouse. But even in my wildest of dreams, I can't see myself ever being that lucky. Erotic as hell to think about though.




Post 613 — Suchen Zucker

Mon Nov 26, 2018 1:06 pm

With your dick locked up, I think you can scratch the idea of making love to her "when it feels right", or did you mean to say when it feels right to her?



If Jamee wants you to masturbate less, why doesn't she just be a good wife and suck you off, or give you a handjob when YOU need to get off? You say she wants sex more often than you but I doubt that. It sounds more like she is not taking care of YOUR needs while making you think you are the one with the problem. You are bending over backwards to allow her sexual freedom while yours are being restricted or even perverted to meet her fantasies.



Why don't you insist that Wade will have to suck your dick for you to agree to suck his? Wouldn't that be double the pleasure for her? Seeing how they react to that idea will give you a clue to how they will view you doing it. Act very serious when you ask, and make sure both of them are there when you do. 



Tell him that you were thinking of requiring him to suck your dick if he wants to continue fucking your lovely wife. Would he do it or walk away?


 



Did your name not enter her mind when she made this statement?



Perhaps you need to flex your power every now and then or risk actually losing the ability to wield it in your relationship. Don't be a "Mike" if you know what I mean. 



You are undergoing a lot of treatment designed to put you in your cuck space and I have to wonder what permanent effect it may have. If something happened and you and Jamee split up, how do you think this experience would effect your self confidence with meeting, dating and having sex with other women? Do you think you will forced to find a dominant woman who will cuck you to be happy again, or do you think you would look for a woman who would be satisfied with what you alone have to offer her?



Finally, have you asked Wade if he thought it's possible that he impregnated Jamee? Pulled out too late, busted rubber, he and Jamee got carried away a few times, etc.



What is Wade and Jamee telling their gym friends about her pregnancy?



I love your writing and it is erotic as hell to read. I know I must sound negative to the life style but I'm not actually. You are living my fantasy dude. Best wishes to you and Jamee.




Post 614 — viking53

Mon Nov 26, 2018 8:07 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



No one would love to see Ryann naked in bed with my wife, or even better, joining me in being cuckolded by their spouse. But even in my wildest of dreams, I can't see myself ever being that lucky. Erotic as hell to think about though.[/quote][/quote]



Although I can understand the erotic attraction of this, I think there is instead a serious risk of loosing her friendship if you pushed for this. It's a relatively new relationship and, although Bennett might be open for a hotwife in the long run, I don't think he would be interested in the cuckold lifestyle. For both you and Jaimee I think it would be a great support to have a friend who knows about your lifestyle but who is not directly involved, someone you can talk openly with. Remember what an incredible support Brooke was when the Derrick catastrophe happened!




Post 615 — realcucklife

Mon Nov 26, 2018 9:48 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, realcucklife



Good for you ky!

That is truly great, your taking the leap and trusting her.

It will only open up another level of fun.....




Post 616 — sabya167

Tue Nov 27, 2018 3:46 am

Only you are privy  to all the information,Ky, so,you are the best judge of whats going on.Do we have reasons to worry about your marriage or is it all in good fun? I have the feeling that you are still in control but loosening the ropes to accomodate Jaimee's happiness.




Post 617 — Rover68uk

Tue Nov 27, 2018 4:07 am

I can only say that we are all so so lucky that you Jaimee allow us this insight into your life(style).

When so much of what we see online is fake, fantasy or manufactured, to be allowed to see how you have developed as individuals and as a couple in real life, well that is something truely special.

It is the thought, the common sense, and the communication and then the sexual liberation that makes your reality so magical for us all to read.

THANK YOU




Post 618 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 27, 2018 5:26 am

↳ Replying to: Suchen Zucker



You make some good points SZ. 



As far as sex being on her timetable more than mine; yes, you're right. It is basically when she wants, but she wants it often enough, that I'm not too worried about going without. I guess unless I piss her off too badly, then well, we'd have to see. But as far as me wanking too much, she did offer almost exactly what you wrote. She wants to be the one to get me off so that I'm not masturbating as much. If I ask, she's agreed to let me out and make me cum. The only caveat is that she gets to decide how to get me off. 



If I told Wade that he needed to suck my cock if he wanted to keep fucking my wife. I'm pretty sure that he'd refuse, and then I'd have a very upset wife. If I want to end this whole thing, that would be an effective kill switch, but it comes with some collateral damage. I'd be better just to tell her I want to end the game. 



Next: your question about if my name came up when my wife said she only wanted to play with Wade during her pregnancy. I didn't think about it when I was writing it, but I can see how you interpreted it the way you did. We're not playing the denial game, except for maybe a night or two in order to heighten desire. We still plan on having as much sex as we can during her pregnancy, but other than me, she's only planning on sleeping with Wade. I get what you mean by saying, "don't be a Mike." I think about that often. I've admitted a number of times that we like a number of ideas from the Mike and Jen stories, but there are certainly things that those two fictional characters do that we would never touch. I'm still collecting my thoughts on this topic, so I'll write about it in more detail soon. 



lastly: the potential of Wade being the bio... it's a very small possibility. I have a hard time even thinking about it, much less talking to him about it. My wife and I don't include her pregnancy in our game because it's too sensitive of a subject. What I mean is that for a lot of cucks, the idea of their wife getting pregnant is the ultimate thrill. I've indulged in that fantasy a time or two. But now that it could be a possibility, however slight, I find that I have no desire to hear my wife tease me about the child being someone else's. It's soul crushing to think he could be the father, so no, we haven't talked about it at all. Maybe I am being a pussy about it and just need to man-up and deal with it. And I will if that's how it plays out. Fuck, I can hardly even write about it. My thoughts go to shit when I even consider it. She is going to start to show soon though, and the people at the gym are already starting to speculate. They know that she's pregnant. Until now, my wife has been very vague and non-committal when she's asked about the pregnancy. People want to know, but so far they've been too polite to pry. 



Thanks for the comments. I will eventually write more detail about some of the things above, we need to make some hard decisions soon on a number of fronts. I think I've purposfully been kicking the can down the road on some of these decisions, but the end of the road is nearing ever closer.




Post 619 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 27, 2018 5:40 am

↳ Replying to: viking53, Ky_Da

[/quote]



Although I can understand the erotic attraction of this, I think there is instead a serious risk of loosing her friendship if you pushed for this. It's a relatively new relationship and, although Bennett might be open for a hotwife in the long run, I don't think he would be interested in the cuckold lifestyle. For both you and Jaimee I think it would be a great support to have a friend who knows about your lifestyle but who is not directly involved, someone you can talk openly with. Remember what an incredible support Brooke was when the Derrick catastrophe happened![/quote][/quote][/quote]



We are of a like mind on this. We want what's best for Ryann on this one. We're willing to do the interview and answer any and all questions, but we're not going to push even a little bit. We just hope she'll remain a friend.




Post 620 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 27, 2018 5:51 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

I think it's healthy that we all worry about our marriages a little. I think it's trouble when we start to take them for granted. In our case, what's going on is meant to be fun and fulfill each other's fantasies, but line between fantasy and reality in the cuck-kink is blurred at best. The feelings grow to be real, the desire and expectations are real, and most of all the danger is very real. We're both having to learn to give up some degree of control and 'loosen the ropes' in order to make this all work. But we seem to be in a good place right now.




Post 621 — sabya167

Tue Nov 27, 2018 6:10 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, sabya167

.                                       Beautifully said.You are too good with words.That's the correct analysis.




Post 622 — sabya167

Thu Nov 29, 2018 12:47 am

What happened to the rest of the update,Ky. Please understand, every second is a torture.So, get on to your keyboard,NOW.




Post 623 — Mrbigbull

Thu Nov 29, 2018 9:59 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Hi Ky,



Reading back I do realize I ramble a lot. I hope you will get what I'm trying to say.

I hope you can manage to read it in full, do not let the negativity fool you, it is not meant as to be negative or hurtful in any way or to anyone.



Well, it is still some story you tell and experiencing.

I do not react a lot in this thread of yours, mainly because I think you are doing fine and living your dream. I reacted a while ago to reflect the beach video, which got me a litte worried for you.

This time I do it because I want to reflect some things that are happening with you right now against my long time experience as a bull.

What you do with it is up to you, I just give you my thoughts and experience.



What I discovered being a bull to couples is that there is sort of pattern, well at least most of the time. Unfortunately that pattern lead to divorce/breaking up most of the time.

My expirience is that 90% + of the couples I've been with are divorced/split up. I was a little shocked when other bulls confirmed this number through their experience.

That is the reason I'm typing my reflection now, because I'm seeing that pattern develop with you two.



To go short, what I see is you are getting more and more submissive, Jaimee is getting you to do things you actually do not want to do and it looks like you are getting at least sexually replaced.

It is maybe a lot to take in if you put in one line like this, but what it is missing is the factor time. And people always forget the time factor in this lifestyle, while in time people can change, or their opinions change.



The firt two go hand in hand. You are getting submissive to Jaimee, this one is easy to see, at first you do not wanted to be caged, but yet you are, at first you do not want to suck cock, but you are getting close to do so.

The last one is already happening little by little. You mentioned she is not getting of real good when you fuck her, now she playing with a little denial and caging, and she determines how and when you get released, I'll bet it will be less and less penetration.

Also her last remark in your post “You could have had my pussy last night, but you didn’t want it. You only wanted to touch my body… But my boyfriend’s cock likes my pussy. That’s why my pussy belongs to him and not you.” kind of confirms the last point.

I know it will be translated as "But that is just to push your cuck buttons", that could be true for now, but I've seen it become reality with a lot of couples I've been with.



So, now some reflection with what you are experiencing now, and my experience with other couples.

First the cock sucking part. Well your first reaction was that you did not want to do it. Your first reaction is most of the time the right one. This is so with a lot of things, the first reaction is mostly the right one.

So you do not want to suck cock, then just don't do it. You know it will not do anything for you sexually, you will not get of doing it.

Jaimee mentioned to you that she will not see you as less of a man. Well, that could be true, but...... a lot of people (unfortunately) think different about that, specially when they know your wife made you suck cock.

Why is this important, well what if you and Jaimee do split up (I surely do not hope so), and the word gets out somehow, then it could bug you in your normal life. The reflection in this is that it happened to a few husbands, well ex husbands.

One of them was a manager, but had to quit his job there, people were not taking him seriously anymore and he could not look them in the eye anymore because he knew what they were thinking. I know, this is a extreme case, but it is also reality.

And this is not even the most important reason why you should not do it. The most important one is because you do not want to.

Jaimee has to respect that, but truth is, she does not, she keeps on pushing you to do it, all together with caging and denial.

What if you would mention to her that you would love to see her fuck a streetbum bareback who hasn't washed himself for two years and his teeth never seen a toothbrush while she must be french kissing him. You think she would do that for you? I already know the answer (and it is the correct answer.... no).

I know it is a bit strange compare, but the bottom line is exactly the same, asking something you know the other party does not want to do.

She is pushing you to do something you actually do not want to do. So do not do it.

In one of your last posts she said she was really wet for you, I think you could also say she was really wet because she imagined she had won and imagined you with Wades cock in your mouth, that has nothing to do with you, but with her victory, that gets her wet.



Suchen Zucher has a great point. If Jaimee really want to see a man sucking cock, why not Wade sucking yours, or earlier Bennet sucking Wades or Wade sucking Bennets. No, she wants to see you suck cock. Why?

Well that is the submission part. It could be that she will see it as you also submitting to Wade. Then you would be submissive to her and Wade. Maybe she has plans of letting Wade live with you for a few days/weeks/months as the master of the house.

That is also not really uncommon, and yes I've also seen this happen (although I was not the live-in bull, they also had another bull who was up for that, I was not).

Or she will move to your next hard line, Wade fucking you. You know she did not respect your refusal to suck cock, why should she respect this hard line.



When I read back, it looks like I'm telling Jaimee is a bad person, but she is not. Let me get clear on that, it is not about Jaimee being a bad person, really not at all.

It is about people changing over time, Jaimee is changing, al due to the game and time. It could be that in later stadium other opinions change as well.



Then the cage thing. You know that when you said you could refrain yourself from masturbating, that it would have the same effect, that you were absolutely right.

It is very boring, but it is just a biological thing, when you just refraining yourself from release, then you get equaly attentative to Jaimee, and you would have an equaly lust for release as with a cage. The cage adds really nothing.

The only thing it does is to have Jaimee control over when you have your release, and that is another submissive thing, you surrendering to her will. She can use it to force you to suck cock, or do other stuff.

The remark "After a week in the cage you really wanted to fuck my pussy" is not completely true. Also another biological thing, after a week in the cage you wanted release, it really doesn't matter who's pussy it is, could also be Ryann's or neighbour Melanies.

Don't get yourself fooled with that kind of remarks. Yes you wanted pussy, but sorry to say, I think it did not really matter who's. You wanted release, just a biological thing.

So the cage is purely to get you more submissive, and that is where I think a potential small danger lies. I think you are not really a submissive guy. Real submissive guys like to be caged, real submissive guys like to be denied, but reading your post I do not think you are that guy.

So it could be fun, but do not let Jaimee decide how you get released every time, you also must have a say in this. Also she has to respect if you want out of the cage, there should be no discussion, if you ask, she must handover the key.



Jaimee is really good at manipulating you. You can tell, because you are doing things you really do not want to do.

Remember the (black) guy on the beach she met when walking the dog? Well, she told you that he wanted a date with her, or that she had a date with him. Turned out she was making that up, she did not have a date.

What does it tell you? That she would make up things just to get you do things, to get you in a certain state where you would do things you actually do not want to.

It tells you that she would tell you things you like to hear.

She asked you "Do you trust me", well with this example you actually know you cannot trust her in the game.

So you can ask yourself if it is true that you would get more sex when using the cage, you can ask yourself if you really get mind-blowing orgasms if you follow her lead, could something she says because you want to hear that.

I cannot see why you could get mind-blowing orgasms when you suck Wades cock. She will get mind-blowing orgasms, that is for sure.



I'm just rambling on, maybe it is more clear if I put down the pattern I've seen with other couples.



- In the beginning the wife tells her husband is everything, a great guy who giver her the freedom to fuck other guys.

- The husband and wife are very happy, she is getting great sex, husband gets to watch the best porn live.

- Wife and husband have less sex, at least less penetration. Wife does not get of real good with husband.



Now there is a split, some turn into more "exploring" some are developing with no additional fetishes.



No fetishes

- Wife gets a bit frustrated with husbands penetrative performance, she doesn't get of and husband gets a bit frustrated as well.

- Wife and husband do not have penetrative sex anymore.

- Bull can get wife bareback, because no sex with husband.

- Wife sees bull more often without husband

- Wife starts to bond with the bull biologically (no sperm from the husband anymore, only the bull's sperm, so the wife bonds with the bull)

- Wife starts to doubt if she should be married to her husband.

- Wife doubts more and more, why stay, if I leave for a bull I can have good sex all the time. No more appointments, just when I want.

- Wife files for divorce.



With fetish

- Wife want to spice things more, wants to see husband turn into submissive male.

- Starts slowly, getting drinks, undress wife.

- More and more is asked, undressing bull, get wife ready (licking).

- One step further, guiding bulls cock in pussy, doing most of the cleaning in house

- One step further, eating creampie from pussy

- Wife wants husband to start sucking bulls cock

- Husband is now completely submissive, sucks bull's cock and maybe even fucked by bull or wife with strapon.

- In this period of time wife sees husband al less of a man.

- Wife sees her husband not as the man she married.

- Wife doubt if she wants to be married to such a man

- Wife files for divorce.



These are the main flows, of course there are a lot of variations, but this is the basis.

Don't get me wrong, there are also marriages where this works just fine, but those are only 10%, the most fail. Sorry to put it this blunt, but it is just the reality I lived with.

For those marriages that worked out fine with the man sucking cock, those man had bi tendensies anyway. Or with those that worked where the man is really submissive, then the man was already submissive.

Point is, your first reaction was that you did not want to suck cock. Then just don't.



I think my main point is, you started this because you would love to see your wife fucked by another guy. Well stick to that, that is what gets you of.

I know Jaimee will tell you that she helped you to fulfill your fantasy, now you should fulfill hers. But sorry to say, that is not really a good argument.

She is really having fun and really likes to fulfill yours. Even better, she likes fucking Wade much more then fucking you. Point is, she really likes fulfilling your fantasy.

But you do not like sucking cock, you will get no pleasure of it whatsoever. So you would be doing you really do not like doing to fulfill her fantasy.

That is a real, very big difference comparing to her fulfilling yours.



What if your fantasy would change into fucking other woman. What if your fantasy changed to fucking other woman and want to live with another woman for a month (like Jaimee and Wade did). Would she still be eager to let you fulfill your fantasy?



Again, it looks like I'm telling Jaimee is a bad person, she is really not. She is changing, and gets carried away by the game. She is a master at manipulating you and does not see the potential dangers arising now.

She has an obsession now of you sucking cock, and wants to break you with that. She doesn't see that you really do not want to do it. It is just not in you. She should respect that.



I really hope you get what I'm trying to tell.

I'm just reflecting on what I've experienced as a bull for many couples, and unfortunately seen a lot of marriages break due to this lifestyle.

For me it was just letting you know how I see things with a non-cuck mind. I know a lot of cucks will disagree with me, but they do not have the experience I have.



Do with it whatever you want. You can even tell me that it really doesn't make any sense to you.



Feel free to PM me if you have any questions or want me to explain things in more detail to you.



Have fun.



MrBigBull.




Post 624 — offendedgame

Thu Nov 29, 2018 11:00 pm

↳ Replying to: Mrbigbull

well, if he did, i'd prefer if it was public.



well written post, sir. 



just some extra points, he actually did suck Bennett's cock

i remember him wrote that Jamiee told him "one step at a time" when he asked if she's planning to get him fucked by Wade. 



Also, I remember he wrote that Jamiee said to him to not let her get carried away if things get crazy.

just saying..




Post 625 — Mrbigbull

Fri Nov 30, 2018 12:28 am

↳ Replying to: offendedgame, Mrbigbull



Hi offendedgame,



If Ky wants to ask in public, it is fine by me, his choice.



I know he did it, well tried, not actually did it.

In my opinion he hated it. That is another reason not to pursue this road.



And that was one of my points also, Jaimee already has a plan in her head, which she doesn't share with Ky.

I really do think it is her plan to let Wade fuck Ky, like she said, one step at a time.



Well, your last comment is really the problem with cucks. And I do not mean that with any disrespect.

They will never tell when their woman get carried away, at least most of them do not.

With Ky it is the same, he just won't tell her, even if he feels she is.

Maybe again a strange compare, but compare it to a drugs addict or an alcohol addict.

They will tell you they do not have a problem, but in the end it is destroying their lives.

Strange thing is, they know drugs or alcohol are bad for you, that it can kill you, but yet they still use and drink.

It is the addiction. I think Ky is afraid that if he puts on a real hard line, that Jaimee will stop it all, or doesn't allow Ky to watch when she is fucking Wade. I think he is afraid to lose the rush.

So what do you do? You just give in, no matter how much you do not want to do it, you just give in. And that is also very destructive, just as giving in to the drugs or alcohol.

And Jaimee is way to deep in all this, she doesn't see how much Ky doesn't want to do it. Specially when he is already giving in little by little. She just ignores him saying no.

Almost like when a wife defends a husband who is abusive, who beats her down. Those wifes are in to deep to see the problem, to see it is wrong what happens, they just don't see it until someone from the outside wakes them up.



I would really hate to see them breaking up. For me they seem to be a very nice couple.

That why I post my vision reflecting what I've witnessed a lot of times.



Cheers,

MrBigBull.




Post 626 — sabya167

Fri Nov 30, 2018 12:59 am

Mrbigbull has valid points.Maybe it's time to step back, pause,reflect,reconnect,restore the missing communication,use the safe word. Time to stop Jaimee from sliding more and more under Wade's pull and spell.Time to transform it back to a Ky -and-Jaimee led game from this Wade-and-Jaimee led game.




Post 627 — tfx

Fri Nov 30, 2018 1:18 am

Hey guys... you're missing one big caveat. IMHO and i'm guessing... Ky is pretty well to do, professional... you know the type, and i'm guessing Wade not so much. If i know women and i don't cause i'm a guy but entertain me for a moment. You think she's going to drop a comfy lifestyle for a big dick that she can't stand being around after 2 weeks...  No offense to Wade but this sounds like a major lifestyle down grade. Trade in the Mercedes for the used 1984 corolla and besides... I don't think Wade would have her either... he likes hitting it cause he can with no strings attached.... and if i know alpha guys... thats just how they like it... who needs a bossy girl telling them to pickup their shit off the floor, and clean the house.




Post 628 — Mrbigbull

Fri Nov 30, 2018 1:57 am

↳ Replying to: tfx

Hi tfx,



I do get your point. And it sounds also very logical, but unfortunately it doesn't really work that way.

Besides, people do change over time, also their opinions change over time. So if we talk about Wade, he has no interest in living with Jaimee......now. But his opinion can change, just like Jaimee's can.

Also it doesn't have to be Wade, could also be another guy they maybe find in the future.

Your point with 'downgrading' really doesn't apply, a lot of woman do not see it that way. A lot of woman left a good life for a less comfortable life, but with great sex.

Just as I thought children would keep the couples together, well, I could erase that from my mind as well.



But my point was not thinking Jaimee running of with Wade (although there is still a slight possibility over time, based on previous experience with another guy and the beach video), but pushing Ky into doing stuff he doesn't want to do.

Both are to far in the game realizing that. And it could turn into a disaster over time. Like I said, I've seen it happen to many times, I just don't want it happen to them. But if he says he's fine and just wants to continue, then who am I to stop it, I'm just reflecting on my personal experience.



Cheers,

MrBigBull.




Post 629 — subtoall

Fri Nov 30, 2018 6:21 am

It never ceases to amaze me how many people on this website seem to project so much of their own baggage into other people's relationships.  For me, this thread describes a very loving, respectful and playful relationship laid out with a great deal of nuance.  Ky is one of the most articulate chroniclers on this website, and he has bared his soul here quite deeply, showing how a couple can play while deepening their love and respect for each other.  Their mutual love and respect are shown repeatedly in countless ways in his posts. Do they have their ups and downs?  Sure they do.  Are we privvy to enough of their relationship to draw conclusions such that we should warn a man about his own wife, whom we don't know except through his writings as he works through his own conflicts, growing before our very eyes?  Hell no.



It's absolutely stunning to read a commenter's presumptuous, doom-filled post that must have taken hours to compose but that seems to widely miss the mark in understanding Ky and his wife.  



Know thyself.




Post 630 — Mrbigbull

Fri Nov 30, 2018 7:17 am

↳ Replying to: subtoall



I could be wrong, but I think you are a cuck or a sub. Nothing wrong with that.

But is does mean you do not have the experience of a bull.

And it is funny as you mention it is my baggage, by saying that you completely miss the point. I'm not the one who's got divorced, it is 90% of the couples I've been with. So it did not effect me in anyway, other then I felt sorry for them.

I am very curious what you define as respect. Is it respectful if someone says no, you will keep on pushing until you have what you want? I, and I think the rest of the world doesn't think so. If someone says no, then you respect that answer.

Then you mention that drawing conclusions. I do not draw conclusions, I'm reflecting whats happening against my experience. I've mentioned more than one time he should do with it what he wants.

I've also mentioned more than one time that it is not meant in any negative way, and that I do not see Jaimee as a bad person. 



So It's absolutely stunning to read a reaction that misses every point, that classifies it as doom-filled while everything was meant to see it through a pair non-cuck eyes and reflect it against a lot of experience.

For your information, that number of 90% is not only coming from me, from other bulls as well.



One more thing, you think I spent hours on that? My advice, don't gamble or do predictions, your not good at it.



Cheers,

MrBigBull.




Post 631 — Mycall

Fri Nov 30, 2018 7:34 am

I don’t think Ky is being “pushed” into sucking cock. Encouraged definitely, I think he needs encouragement and reassurance from his wife otherwise he would be to scared to do it.. 



It might take him a few attempts to really let loose and leave his inhibitions behind but once he does he is going to love it. He is going to love the feeling of making that big cock hard in his mouth and the satisfaction and power of knowing he can make it cum just like his wife can.




Post 632 — Mrbigbull

Fri Nov 30, 2018 7:57 am

↳ Replying to: Mycall

So if Ky would say "I would really like you to fuck that streetbum". It is okay, if you do it I'll let you cage me for two weeks, or we will let Wade live with us for a whole week.

Or "Please do it for me, or else I will need to limit your time with Wade to only twice a year". 

That is encouraging and not pushing? That would be great, then he can "encourage" Jamiee to let him sleep with every woman he wants.



I do wonder why you think he will love it. As far as I know his first answer was no. His first reaction with Bennet was not positive either.

Maybe you like it, that is fine, it is in you. But I really think it is not in Ky.



Don't get me wrong, if he wants to continue this path then it is all fine by me, his choice.



Cheers,

MrBigBull.




Post 633 — sabya167

Fri Nov 30, 2018 8:44 am

I have the feeling that after the semi-final with the hand-job, maybe Jaimee has taken Ky thru' the finals.Maybe thats why he is taking his time.




Post 634 — Mrbigbull

Fri Nov 30, 2018 8:56 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

You could be right. Lets just wait for his reaction.



If he needs to process it all, then I do hope he comes to the conclusion that he likes it.

But to be honest, if you need to process what you did, then it is not a good sign, then you did what you did not want to do, or really do not like it.

Like when someone wants you to taste something and it looks bad. Finally you do it, but you do not like it, then you need to process what you just did. You will be wondering why on earth did I do that.

On the other hand if you like what you tasted, then you would have no hesitation to taste more of it.

Strange compare, but in human psycho the same effect.



So let us just all wait.



Cheers,

MrBigBull.




Post 635 — JeffBingham

Fri Nov 30, 2018 9:02 am

I have followed Ky's 2 threads on here from the start, although I don't think I've ever commented before (could be wrong).  He is an intelligent, thoughtful guy.  Can he lose himself in this game?  yeah, at times.  But both he and Jaimee also talk a lot about the future and have acknowledged the danger it poses.  Also knowing that Jaimee reads this thread is a good thing too.  I suspect that they will take BigBull's comments in the spirit in which they were intended - caring and supportive of their marriage.  And I have little doubt that they will discuss it thoroughly and come to their own conclusions.



The main point of BigBull's post was that time can change things.  It's very much like the frog sitting in a pot of cool water.  When you turn on the gas on the burner, it heats progressively until it's too late to do anything about it, without ever realizing how you got there.  None of us can know what the future holds, but some recounting of real life experience can shed some light on things that may help them recognize if things get too dangerous.  I have a great admiration for Ky for his honesty and candor with us and for him as a person.  I love that he speaks openly about the emotions he goes through in all of this.  And I wish him and Jaimee all the happiness and love in the world.  I get the sense that MrBB feels the same way.



I hope I'm right about how Ky and Jaimee will take this.  But it's just my opinion and it's their feelings that count.



Jeff



P.S.  I'd love for Jaimee to chime in every once in a while with her take on things.




Post 636 — Mycall

Fri Nov 30, 2018 10:26 am

↳ Replying to: Mrbigbull, Mycall



Is it possible this sentence gives a hint “I had a flash of my bending down and sucking on it. Whoa! Where the fuck did that come from.” In one way or another Ky has been fantasising about Wades cock for a long time. Now he has just taken it in his hand and didn’t seem to have a problem with it. 



Ky has been worried about the social stigma and people’s perception of him more than the actual act itself. If he puts that anxiety behind him he will probably enjoy the situation.



Personally I would rather somebody gives me oral than giving it myself, this is true for both women and men. 



Being the experimental person that I am I have tried both and despite what people assume the difference between going down on a girl and a guy is very minimal. If you are open minded enough to try and really enjoy one you will very likely enjoy the other. 



At the end of the day it is just giving someone pleasure, and Ky likes giving that kind of pleasure.



It’s not a big deal apart from in people’s heads and most of those people have no idea what they are talking about as they are to scared to try anything that could bring their sexuality into question.




Post 637 — trdd

Fri Nov 30, 2018 1:08 pm

MrBigBull has just given Ky, and anyone who might be reading this, something to think about. I appreciate the thoughtful posts and him sharing his set of experiences in the Forum. It seems to be a bit of a dirty little secret underlying The Forum here; by that I mean the fact that many cuckold relationships either fail or eventually take a turn for the worse.



I wish there was more data on just what percentage of these relationships can be sustained over time and actually improve the marriage. My guess is that the 90% failing that mr. Big bull cites from his own experience is a bit of a high number. I am not saying that it isn't his experience I am just saying that perhaps in a larger population you would see a better success rate than 10%. But I do think that there is quite a bit of face validity if someone claims that the majority, meaning over 50%, of cuckold relationships may actually not turn out well. It makes sense for a number of reasons and many of those are mentioned by mr. Big bull. The average woman wants their husband to be strong and masculine. That is a no-brainer and I can't see how someone could argue against that. Now some women are dominant and may really enjoy having a submissive man in their lives. But I think that even women who enjoy some degree of dominance also want their man to be strong and masculine most of the time. In fact I would say that the majority of women are turned on by men who can at times be dominant in the bedroom with them.



So if you play the game in an extreme fashion day by day and week by week there has to be some risk. A woman who may enjoy dominating someone occasionally but finds herself always doing it May well come to miss  the strong man  in the bedroom. But with cuckolding she is always receiving the strong masculine component from a lover or boyfriend. This is what mr. Big bull is essentially stating. Many women have an innate desire to either consistently or at least occasionally be " taken " by a lover in the bedroom.... when the husband only plays the opposite role of the submissive I can really see where he is replaced, nearly completely, in the bedroom part of the relationship.



Now if the woman is just dominant and loves that I don't see a problem with it. If she doesn't want a man to be Alpha in the bedroom and so she dominates her husband and gets all of her needs met from that submission then all is good... as long as the husband is in agreement. But when her inner craving is to have a strong man take her to bed and her husband never does that at all,  while someone else is doing it multiple times a week, every week.... well now you have a recipe for potential trouble.



None of us have ever met Ky and Jamiee but I'm sure most of you are just like me, and that means you like them. Ky is easy to like based upon his excellent writing. None of us want something bad to happen to their relationship. But I do think mr. Big Bull has a point when he says you're playing with fire here and fires can get out of control quickly. The story in this thread is highly erotic. But I have cautioned Ky multiple times about having both the intensity with Wade combined with the frequency Wade and Jamiee get together. It is really the frequency that concerns me. She sees him multiple times a week every week as far as I can tell. I know they don't always have sex but they spend a lot of time together and a whole bunch of people actually think they are a couple. And both Ky and Jamie like that experience. I have no idea if danger lurks ahead but it isn't hard to imagine that there could be a real possibility of the story evolving into what mr. Big bull is describing.



I personally don't think it is definitely headed that way. But I do think the risk is there. Unlike mr. Big bull, I don't have any experience with cuckolding. Neither as a bull nor as a cuckold. But I do have a whole bunch of life experience and I have read a lot about these relationships and anyone who argues there's no risk here I believe is  avoiding the issue. Ky himself knows there is some risk and he has written about it multiple times. Cautionary advice from mr. Big bull will hopefully only serve to have Ky reflect and protect his marriage as much as he can.



( this post was mostly written with voice recognition software on my phone. So it really didn't take all that long to put these thoughts down, LOL.)




Post 638 — sabya167

Fri Nov 30, 2018 2:09 pm

Alrighty then, time to hear from Ky.




Post 639 — Mycall

Fri Nov 30, 2018 7:11 pm

Mrbigbull



This comment you made “the word gets out somehow, then it could bug you in your normal life. The reflection in this is that it happened to a few husbands, well ex husbands.

One of them was a manager, but had to quit his job there, people were not taking him seriously anymore and he could not look them in the eye anymore because he knew what they were thinking. I know, this is a extreme case, but it is also reality.”



I don’t think that is especially relevant to having a seme sex experience but do think it could easily relate to being submissive. I was in charge of a group of 13 or so unruly lads and admitted to being bisexual, not one of them ridiculed me. You know why?



Because I was confident in it, I would jokingly threaten to bend them over and fuck them in front of there wives. I had the power in the situation. Had I said I wore a cock cage and submitted to guys fucking my girlfriend then they would have laughed at me and made life difficult. 



No one wants a leader who can be easily led irrespective of their sexuality. This attitude goes back thousands of years and is simply human psychology. Don’t believe me? Look at roman and Greek laws on the subject. It was ok for a man to submit to his superior but the other way around was considered a disgrace.



I think for Ky that submissive bridge was crossed some time ago and for now he may as well enjoy the rest of the journey.



 :-)




Post 640 — sadie

Sat Dec 01, 2018 6:21 am

↳ Replying to: Mrbigbull

I don't think your 90% / 10% can be taken to mean much absent any notion of how many couples you've been involved with. 90$ of 10? 100? 1000? (maybe the thing they had in common was being involved with you). I've heard lots of men say exactly what you're saying here however  never seen it substantiated, usually these assertions come from guys who never actually write about all these assignations they've experienced.



Right here on OHW lots of guys predict the edgier relationships will crash and burn and pretty uniformly they've been wrong. Contrasting to your experience, mine has been in the mostly larger pool of polyamorous generally and I do in fact have a lot of experience there as well as a real life community built over the course of 20 years. 



And that's been that non-monogamous relationships fall out in success / failure a good bit better than the monogamous kind.




Post 641 — Mrbigbull

Sat Dec 01, 2018 7:43 am

↳ Replying to: sadie, Mrbigbull

Well, 90% out of 10 is still a lot. But I've been with way more than 10. Wow, 1000, no way, that would be to much. The number is in the 70.

Yeah, I definitely think it is because of me. They ask me to fuck the wife, on a rather steady basis, and all of a sudden I am the problem. Sure.



If you must know, I do not like to write about those experiences. It is no fun, it is real life, real people got hurt. Real people got into problems of this lifestyle, so no, I will not write about that.

You will also not hear from the cucks those kind of failures, same reason. Or do you think it would be fun to read "Well, we had a cuckold lifestyle, all went well, until my wife wanted me to be submissive. At first I thought it was fun, we had a great time. But then she started to see me as less of a man. She wanted a divorce because she wants to be married to a real man. She told her friends of this as well and showed some photo's, which in turn my friends also got to see". 

You think this is made up? Think again.

It is really no fun seeing this happen.



And yes, also "normal" marriages fail, I know that, but this life style works as an accelerator, or opens the door. A lot of couples would still be married if not entering this lifestyle. I say a lot, not all.



And in my opinion non-monogamous relationships is something completely different than a cuckold lifestyle (with or without submissiveness), so I really do not know what you are trying to say with that.



Cheers,

MrBigBull.




Post 642 — trdd

Sat Dec 01, 2018 10:01 am

Overall divorce rate is estimated at 25% in the US for 1st marriages, although exact data is difficult to gather.



Many people in this forum claim that the relationships that fail here are rarely reported...people never come back. A few claim to have gotten a glimpse of the women's section and report that some women disparage their husbands there. At least one woman responded to that... Not denying it but saying most of the content their was practical and mundane.




Post 643 — Ky_Da

Sat Dec 01, 2018 10:03 am

Hey all,



Looks like I've got some catching up to do. We had the doctor's appointment this week and were able to hear the heartbeat. And well, we heard two heartbeats!! Holy shit! We're having twins. 



This news blew me away, and candidly, I haven't given a thought about the game at all since the doctor's appointment--neither has the wife. We've just been into each other and not much else. Maybe it was the sound of those fast little heartbeats, but I felt a change I'm not able to describe very well yet. Maybe it's a protective streak in me I didn't know I had, or maybe it's just the weight of responsibility, but things feel different today. Hope everyone is well.




Post 644 — trdd

Sat Dec 01, 2018 10:09 am

Congratulations Ky! All the best!




Post 645 — Xalar11

Sat Dec 01, 2018 10:18 am

Wow, twins!!! My congratulation to you and Jaimee. Can I ask how did Jaimee react to the news you both gonna have twins?



You have said that you and Jaimee are very into eachother since  the doctor's appointment. Would you tell us a little more about tgis?




Post 646 — Ky_Da

Sat Dec 01, 2018 10:26 am

↳ Replying to: Xalar11

My pour wife. My heart broke for her when she heard the news. Of course we're super excited, but she was a little floored by the news. Her eyes got really wide, and she kind of just sat there in a stunned, comatose state for a few minutes. I think it was a little bit of a shock to the system. Driving her home, she was basically staring out the window. It's an odd sensation of overwhelming fear and insatiable joy all at the same time. For the first time in a while, Wade, Bennett, Ryann, etc. have all been way in the back of our minds, and we haven't felt any desire to play the game.




Post 647 — Lizardtantrum

Sat Dec 01, 2018 10:30 am

Congratulations!




Post 648 — sadie

Sat Dec 01, 2018 10:32 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Dandy Ky and so much better for hearing your glad news!



I remember the US and heartbeat being special, our daughters births were a whole 'nother thing. My relationship with their other mom didn't survive and that's OK (very different situation than yours). Both 'kids' are now adults and just WOW! they're amazing. The love between us is what makes it all work.




Post 649 — Xalar11

Sat Dec 01, 2018 10:42 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, Xalar11

Again, great news. It's not a surprise that Wade or any other person is way back in your mind. From my own experience I know, as soon as it sinks in your mind you and your wife will hold a little bundle of joy, or in your case two, in your arms soon, everyone and everything besides this will become far less important for you and Jaimee. And certainly this will include "the game" as well as Wade.




Post 650 — Mrbigbull

Sat Dec 01, 2018 10:48 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky,



Well congratulations are in order. Great news.

Yes it is a great responsibility, but the rewards are much much much bigger.

I think I know that feeling, actually I think almost every dad knows that feeling. It is about the responsibility, joy, happiness, completeness, life change, it is everything at once.



You both enjoy the moment, go out, have a nice diner, celebrate.



Have fun and enjoy.

MrBigBull.




Post 651 — sabya167

Sat Dec 01, 2018 11:20 am

Wow,Ky,double reward.Great job.Congratulations to both of you shocked,proud,happy parents.Focus on Jaimee,Ky.




Post 652 — offendedgame

Sat Dec 01, 2018 11:23 am

WOW

That was unexpected. lol 

Congratulation to you both!




Post 653 — BigHotMess

Sat Dec 01, 2018 1:49 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Told you so.  Multiply that by 100x when they’re born.  You need to start getting your life in order so that they can be the center of your universe when they arrive.  You’ll have the rest of your wife to occupy yourself with sex, you only have firstborn once.



Come back in 12 months and if I’m wrong I’ll donate $500 to your favorite charity.




Post 654 — Lucky Dog

Sat Dec 01, 2018 1:56 pm

Congratulations,Ky. I have friends who have had twins, and they're all so happy they did. This is great news. You deserve it.




Post 655 — wannabecUKold

Sat Dec 01, 2018 7:50 pm

What a delight or, rather, twin delights.  What fabulous news. Boys or girls? (If you know and wish to tell us)




Post 656 — wannabecUKold

Sun Dec 02, 2018 1:14 am

↳ Replying to: 38kewp

blimey!  strewth!  what a possibility...




Post 657 — wifeneedn

Sun Dec 02, 2018 1:34 am

Talk about a game changer. Congrats!! 

Time to buy stock in huggies.




Post 658 — sabya167

Sun Dec 02, 2018 2:13 am

↳ Replying to: 38kewp

.             OMG.     You have some imagination, dude.Anything else you wanna come up with, working on Jaimee's initially shocked and pensive reaction?




Post 659 — subtoall

Sun Dec 02, 2018 8:10 am

OMFG.  Imagine fraternal twins that resemble their biological parents.  A girl who looks just like Jaime and a boy who looks just like Wade. Daily cuckold angst for the rest of your life.




Post 660 — norbertrichard

Sun Dec 02, 2018 3:56 pm

Congrats Ky. God chose to shine on you and Jammie, God bless.




Post 661 — Egyptian_pharaoh

Mon Dec 03, 2018 7:07 pm

↳ Replying to: offendedgame



I donno how to pm you




Post 662 — desertsub

Tue Dec 04, 2018 5:22 am

BIG congratulations to you and Jaimee! My son and his wife just had twins about 3 months ago and they already have a boy who is right in the middle of his terrible two's! Now THAT'S a handful!



Twins are a lot of work, but you've been blessed with something special. Not everybody gets to experience the wonderful uniqueness of raising twins.




Post 663 — realcucklife

Tue Dec 04, 2018 6:11 am

Look at it this way, you can have an instant family your first hit out. She’s young and will get her fire back quick, and can have her tubes tied and no longer have that risk. Which means you can enjoy each other and your kids.




Post 664 — offendedgame

Tue Dec 11, 2018 5:33 pm

Hey, Ky, how's everything?




Post 665 — realcucklife

Sat Dec 22, 2018 3:16 pm

Hope everything is ok Ky




Post 666 — Xalar11

Mon Dec 24, 2018 6:27 am

Hi, I just want to wish you and Jaimee a Happy Christmas. The new year will bring a few changes for you and your wife with the new "additions" to your family . Have you and Jaimee traveled to the UK to visit Jaimee's family for Christmas??




Post 667 — Suchen Zucker

Mon Dec 24, 2018 7:52 am

Thinking of you and Jaimee and wishing you a Merry Christmas and Best Wishes for your family in the coming year.




Post 668 — SutterKane

Tue Dec 25, 2018 3:52 am

Ky! Merry Christmas to you and your right English vixen!




Post 669 — Maddie_Hippychick

Fri Jan 11, 2019 11:06 am

Ky, how are you, sweetie?




Post 670 — sabya167

Fri Jan 18, 2019 2:25 am

Hi Ky,  how's it all going with you guys? All good?  Best wishes to you, Jaimee  and the would be-Gemini-gems-duo.




Post 671 — offendedgame

Thu Jan 24, 2019 2:27 pm

How's her pregnancy going?




Post 672 — Suchen Zucker

Sat Jan 26, 2019 12:28 pm

I hope all is well with these two special people.




Post 673 — txrockdog

Mon Feb 04, 2019 1:41 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

C’mon Ky!  Talk to us man!  We are all addicted to your story.  It has been two months since you posted, but you have been logged in recently.  Where do things stand?  How are your wife and the twins?  Even if nothing has happened, please at least let us know you two are ok.  And if a lot has happened and you don’t know how to process it, try talking it out here?  Just talk to us, we miss you guys.




Post 674 — sabya167

Mon Feb 04, 2019 8:04 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog, Ky_Da






Post 675 — Ky_Da

Mon Feb 18, 2019 7:40 am

Hey all, 



Hope everyone is well, I’ve been a little out of touch for the last couple of months. I have logged on a couple of times, but didn’t linger. I’m really trying not to let myself get triggered right now and falling back into old habits. I don’t know that I can officially say that we’re done with the games, because who knows what the future holds, but we are for now. We’ve been through this before—a couple of times actually—but this time feels different. We still have a few months to go in my wife’s pregnancy, and what can I say, life just feels different right now. We’re having two boys!



My wife stopped going to Wade’s gym, choosing instead to do more simple workouts and lots of long walks. Wade stops by every now and again to say hi, and I still play golf with him every once in a while, but that chapter with him might be over. It was hard at times for my wife to let that relationship die, but we’re about to start our own family now and we both feel that now isn’t the time to be messing about. Jaimee is still working, but not for much longer. She’s an amazing trooper, carrying twins and still working full time. She plans on quitting her job and staying home once the babies come. I fully support that. I’m thrilled she wants to stay home with them. I don’t know. Maybe I’m just old fashioned that way, but I like the idea of ‘mum’ being home. She’s free to change her mind if she wants, but for now, this is what we want to do. 



I think it was about the time that she started showing that something significant changed for her—for us. Then again once she felt the babies moving, it all became very real. It was a fun game to play, and we’re probably luckier than we realize that we survived it. We even deleted all the saved photos and videos. That was harder for me to do than for her. It really felt like we were ending it then. I still have fantasies about her and Wade, and of course the one threesome with Bennett, but I try not to entertain those fantasies and just concentrate on what’s most important right now. Speaking of Bennett. He and Ryann worked things out and are now living together. We don’t see them very often, but we’ve texted Bennett a few times just to check in. 



Anyway, we’re doing extremely well. Life is good. The sun is brighter and the sky more blue than ever before.




Post 676 — viking53

Mon Feb 18, 2019 7:48 am

Good to hear from you Ky and to hear that everything is well with both of you. All the best for the future and enjoy family life.




Post 677 — Fotodom

Mon Feb 18, 2019 7:57 am

This is really great to hear Ky, thanks for the update.  I'm happy for you, both.




Post 678 — subtoall

Mon Feb 18, 2019 8:07 am

Great to hear what's up with you.  I'm happy to learn what you've been up to, and not at all surprised to see so much wisdom in your post.




Post 679 — trdd

Mon Feb 18, 2019 8:55 am





Family is the first priority. Good work making that shift.  Your children are only born once... enjoy this special time between you and your wife!




Post 680 — 4v273

Mon Feb 18, 2019 9:06 am

↳ Replying to: trdd

This.




Post 681 — wannabecUKold

Mon Feb 18, 2019 9:22 am

Wonderful to hear from you, Ky, that all is well, and I echo the previous remarks.  Love to Jaimee and you and best of luck over the next few months.




Post 682 — wifeneedn

Mon Feb 18, 2019 10:02 am

Good for you KY, good for you.




Post 683 — Xalar11

Mon Feb 18, 2019 10:45 am

I can only agree with what others already have said. I wish you, Jaimee and your babies all the best in the future. Nonetheless, I hope you will still check on here to give us a little update. Again, my best wishes.




Post 684 — offendedgame

Mon Feb 18, 2019 1:31 pm

It'a really great to hear from you again, thank you for the update, wish you all the best!




Post 685 — Suchen Zucker

Mon Feb 18, 2019 1:33 pm

Great to hear from you Ky and good to hear all is well. Keep in touch and best wishes to you and Jaimee. Life and love is good isn't it?




Post 686 — txrockdog

Mon Feb 18, 2019 1:46 pm

Thanks for the update Ky!  So glad that things are well for you two.  Best of luck with parenthood!




Post 687 — cumpletenoob

Mon Feb 18, 2019 8:49 pm

Great update pal, happy to hear you're both well. Though, to be honest, I am keen to hear future stories. Let's be honest, babies sleep a lot... With the insatiable Jaimee at home with two sleeping babies, the mind boggles at what delicious games she conjures up. Never wish to mither you, just stirring.




Post 688 — sabya167

Mon Feb 18, 2019 9:56 pm

I just heaved the greatest sigh of relief of my life. My mind was conjuring up dreadful scenarios all this while, especially because of the way you suddenly stopped posting. Now I can focus back on my life again, ha ha.   And I hope I did the calculations right, they would be Geminis, right?




Post 689 — wannabecUKold

Mon Feb 18, 2019 11:15 pm

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Well, if the twins are indeed Gemini, you can call them Castor and Pollux.




Post 690 — sabya167

Mon Feb 18, 2019 11:55 pm

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold, sabya167

You are a genius, Wanna.   Hope they approve them  Only hitch is their two fathers.




Post 691 — SutterKane

Wed Feb 20, 2019 5:06 am

Man, am I happy for you two! Please check in once in a while and tell us how the four of you are doing. You two kinda feel like family to me now.




Post 692 — norbertrichard

Wed Mar 06, 2019 6:10 pm

Ky, I havn't checked on you, and Jammie, but I am so glad that things are great for you two.  I hope all good things come to the four of you.




Post 693 — wagonmaker1

Thu Mar 07, 2019 2:27 am

so good to hear from u Ky. so glad u are both doing well. we, like u,  my wife stop working when our first son was 1yr old. she stayed home from then on & raised our 3 sons, of course they are all grown now. hope u will check in with us from time to time.  i think all of us here would like to know how u are both doing as time moves on. really loved reading your story right from the beginning.   healtjh & happiness to u both!!




Post 694 — sabya167

Thu Mar 07, 2019 8:16 pm

↳ Replying to: wagonmaker1

+1




Post 695 — offendedgame

Mon Apr 15, 2019 10:11 pm

Hey, Ky, how's it going? Is everything's okay? Did your wife gave birth yet? 

need an update!




Post 696 — sabya167

Tue Apr 16, 2019 7:05 pm

↳ Replying to: offendedgame

+1




Post 697 — sabya167

Tue Apr 16, 2019 7:14 pm

Ky, I have no idea why but I have a feeling that  things might have happened. So, it would be much appreciated if you could take a moment  and  prove me either right or wrong. Would really like to know how you all are doing otherwise.Best wishes for you and family.




Post 698 — Xalar11

Thu May 09, 2019 8:55 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky, well, if count it right Jaimee must have given birth in the meantime, or it must happen every day. So, how are you, Jaimee and the twins are doing? I hope everything is well? Oh man, I'm surely not the only one, who would llove to hear from you. Until then take care of yourself and your family .




Post 699 — rlm

Thu May 09, 2019 1:19 pm

If I had to guess, I'd say everything is going wonderfully for Ky and his family.   I believe he is concentrating on his new expanded family and the last thing on his mind right now is the HW lifestyle.   When he is ready, he will give us an update.




Post 700 — SutterKane

Fri May 10, 2019 12:31 am

I wish Ky, Jaimee and their children all the best! Theirs was the hottest story on here. I hope that one day it will continue. Ky is a true cuck, in the best sense of the word and Jaimee is the mistress of Hotwifing!





Post 701 — Ky_Da

Tue May 21, 2019 9:23 am

Hey all, 



I’ve put a of time towards thinking about things… life, lately. For the last couple of weeks, my life has been one of constant commotion, pure joy, extreme pain, complete ecstasy, and overwhelming grief. I wonder if someone’s been slipping me estrogen pills or something, I’ve been feeling so many emotions—often all at the same time it feels like. 



I’m now the proud father of twin boys, and I couldn’t be happier about that. But I’m not the biological father… even writing that out drives a stake in my heart. It’s so much harder than I would have thought. I love my wife. I love my boys. But it’s hard knowing that they’re not my DNA. The beginning was the hardest. The day we got the test results back. When I saw the results, my legs almost gave out. I couldn’t believe it. Sure, I had known there was a small chance, but I had really convinced myself that it was so unlikely as to be impossible. My wife was inconsolable for the first few days. It crushed me to see her in so much anguish, so I tried to be nothing but supportive. But I had my weak moments in those early days. 



The mother-in-law was here and was extremely helpful, although I know she was a little surprised at how emotional my wife was… is. I don’t think she suspects anything, but I could see the concern on her face for her daughter. She was such a help. I wish she was still here because now there’s no break for us. So little sleep, so many diapers, so much crying, lol. But the boys are perfectly healthy. My poor wife was beyond exhausted after the delivery. It was a very hard delivery. More than once the doctors were ready to rush her in for an emergency c-section, but after almost twenty-four hours from when labor first started, she managed to deliver them naturally. I’m not going to give anymore detail about the boys. It feels a little too personal to share, so suffice it to say they’re big, beautiful, and healthy. 



We’ve spent many hours talking about how to handle the situation, and I’ve told her over and over that we went into this together and I’m not going anywhere. She was, and maybe still is, terrified that I would leave her. She couldn’t be more mistaken on those feelings. The boys aren’t hard to love, even not being to bio-dad. 



The hardest decision by far was deciding whether to tell Wade or not. The second hardest decision has been whether to update this site or not. I used to think I could take whatever negative/critical comments that people wrote, but when you’re emotionally vulnerable, it doesn’t take much to make you start second-guessing your decisions and feeling very down on yourself. Ultimately, I decided I’d share—at least some of it. We invited Wade over and told him. He reacted a little differently than I’d anticipated. He literally just sat there in stunned silence for several long minutes. Eventually he recovered and we had a long, long talk. I’m glossing over a million details, but I’m not sure how much I want to share. 



Wade… what to say about Wade. He was my wife’s boyfriend for a long time. He fucked her so many times that I lost count. He got her pregnant. Deep down I know he still pines for her. Because of him my wife started wearing her hair short, a style she still keeps today. He probably forever ruined my wife’s pussy—well, maybe the twins did a better job of that. I know I’ve never been able to give her that full feeling that she loves so much. The doctor said he was pleasantly surprised that she didn’t tear, given the size of the babies she pushed out. I couldn’t help but laugh inside, thinking about all the extra-curricular activities that helped her pussy get that way. Okay, I’ll admit, I have no idea if her boyfriend’s cock was of any help in that department, but it made me chuckle when I thought about it. Wade would like to have some involvement in the boy’s lives, but he said he’d stay away if that’s what our wishes were. I know he hopes that we’ll include him somehow, but for now, that’s still under discussion and we’re not in a hurry to decide anything. Honestly, we’re just trying to survive day-to-day. If parents out there have my respect. 



It’s been a long while since I updated, and I went for a long time without ever getting on the site at all. But since my life has been, and will continue to be one of celibacy until my wife recovers, I’ve gotten on here and read the latest X-leg updates. It’s amazing how easily I can fall right back into old habits. I’m extremely happy to have the boys in my life. Life really has completely changed for us. We haven’t played any games for a long time, but that doesn’t stop us from talking about crazy fantasies sometimes. I imagine it’ll be some months before life returns back to some semblance of normal, and I’m sure it’ll never be completely the same as it used to be, but that’s all okay. I’m good with it. I’m happy. 



During the last month, my pour wife was as big as a house. The last couple of weeks she was basically on bed rest. She read a lot of books, and sent me thousands of texts while I was at work. Sometimes she would send me a picture of some guys cock and ask me to comment on it. It made me laugh, and since she was very preggers, I’d humor her and add some color commentary. Both of our kinks are still alive and well it seems. As hard as we try to subdue them, they always eventually try to break free. Although, I think getting pregnant by your old boyfriend will put a damper on any games being played. 



I tell you though, work is so much harder when you have kids that keep you up half the night. As an engineer, I have to be focused on what I’m going, but my focus has been all over the place lately. I’ve turned down several opportunities because I wasn’t willing to travel. And so far, the company’s been good and worked with me so I can stay home. My wife isn’t going back to work anytime soon—if ever. With two kids, we’re thinking it might just be better for her to stay at home. I’ll support her if she wants to go back, but I’d be pretty happy if she decided not to. I hate the thought of others raising my kids at some sterile daycare. And I love the thought of my wife being at home. I’m sure I’ll take some shit from people for voicing that, but hey, it’s the way I feel.  



Parting thought: my wife’s breasts are HUGE!!!




Post 702 — Lizardtantrum

Tue May 21, 2019 9:31 am

Welcome back. Glad to hear your "voice" again.




Post 703 — vmb69

Tue May 21, 2019 10:35 am

Welcome back KY. YOUR Sons will grow to be beautiful, well educated young man with  Father like you.




Post 704 — LimRick

Tue May 21, 2019 12:02 pm

Welcome back. I'm sure you've heard it before, but things do get better. Once the babies are big enough to sleep through the night . . . well, you sort of get your nights back. You have to keep the baby monitor close by, but you can still get up to mischief as long as the walls aren't too thin! So, life will return to (a new) normal someday . . . though it could take a few years to get your focus all the way back!



Best wishes,

Rick




Post 705 — wittol

Tue May 21, 2019 12:28 pm

If anyone flames you, I hope the moderators banish them permanently.  



Congratulations on your baby sons, and all best wishes to all four of you!




Post 706 — viking53

Tue May 21, 2019 2:28 pm

Welcome back Ky and congratulations to both you and Jaimee. The first child is always a handful and twins are more than a double handful but I think once you get into the routines you can appreciate the joy of having your own family and the love of your wife. If you ask any parent who has had children by IVF with donated sperm and/or eggs, they will tell you the source of DNA is a minor issue, those children are 100% their children. You both love the twins and each other and that is what makes you a family!




Post 707 — scdiver

Tue May 21, 2019 2:52 pm

Ky, I have never posted on any sex forum before, but here goes. As a man that has raised a beautiful daughter that I am not the bio father of, I can certainly tell you that those boys are yours. You are "Dad" and always will be. You will love them and they will love you as much as any biological child. My daughter is more like me than my three other children. She now has three children of her own and we treasure those kids just like the other six.

You took a risky gamble, but believe me you won. You did not win what you wanted, but you did win. Your life is now altered forever but when you look back on this part of your life, you will realize how full it has become. Enjoy each stage of your boy's life because blink your eyes and they will be teenagers, blink them again and they will be adults with children of their own. 

Good luck and please on occasion let us know how you are doing and don't let the nay sayer's get to you. I do envy your life.




Post 708 — Xalar11

Tue May 21, 2019 6:06 pm

First, a big thank you for giving us notice, it certainly wasn't easy. Well, what can I say what others not already have said. I really feel for you, this must be extremely tough to swollow. But being a father includes so much more than sharing the same DNA and Paternal love doesn't depend on that. I know, this sounds like a platitude, nonetheless it's true. I have no doubt that you'll be a fantastic father and by far the most important man in the lives of the boys. I assume, despite all the angish, this all will bring  you and Jaimee even closer together. I know you certainly didn't want it that way, but Jaimee being so terrified about losing you, show you also how much she must love you.



I know from my own experience a baby is the greatest joy,  but at the same time it's also very exhausting, and you have two of them. I just wish you and Jaimee all the energy and I hope you both will still find time for eachother.

And finally, excuse my insensitivity, it's probably way too early to talk about. Jaimee is still quite young, I'm sure that in a couple of years Jaimee will want nothing more than to give you a child of your own (I'm not saying the boys aren't yours, but you know what I mean).



Like others I hope you give us notice about you when you find the time. We all care about you and Jaimee.




Post 709 — sabya167

Tue May 21, 2019 8:16 pm

My heart goes out to you and Jaimee, especially you.You did the right thing by posting here,(I mean, now), this being possibly the only place where you could talk about these things in your life, share them, have opinions of people who are wise, experienced and empathetic, that helps to alleviate the emotional burden of going thru' a momentous event like this. I have nothing but admiration for the strength and the depth of your marriage and  your amazing mutual loyalty. And, yes, the possibility of having a child of your own is always there in the future. This may sound weird but I thought you two came across as more adorable than ever because of the goof- up.                Parting thought: The perv that I am, have to get it off my chest.Did Wade and Jaimee hook-up during the pregnancy?




Post 710 — lionbrand

Tue May 21, 2019 8:49 pm

Hello KY. Just wanted to express my support to you and Jaimee. I'm sure you will be an excellent dad to the boys and supporting spouse to your amazingly wonderful wife!




Post 711 — Ky_Da

Wed May 22, 2019 5:01 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

Thanks for the positive thoughts, scdiver. I think I get what you mean. I'm amazed at how much the boys change day-by-day. I can see small, subtle changes every day, and it just blows me away. Mentally, I know exactly what you are saying, and it's starting to sink in more and more each day. Thanks again for the comments.




Post 712 — Ky_Da

Wed May 22, 2019 5:06 am

↳ Replying to: Xalar11

Thanks, truly, 



The messages of support have been amazing. Thank you. And your comment about Jaimee giving me another child wasn't insensitive at all. One of the first things she said after we saw the results was exactly that. She said we should start right away and make sure this one is mine. I told her that I very much appreciated that she wanted to do this, she needs time to recover and we don't need to be in any hurry. We'll talk about that more in a couple of years. Thanks again for taking the time to leave the comments.




Post 713 — Ky_Da

Wed May 22, 2019 5:09 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Thanks Sabya, to answer your question, no, she never hooked up with Wade during the pregnancy. Although; we came damn close to it on a few occasions. One of my fantasies was to watch her take it doggy-style while her belly was large and swollen. Ugh, that thought still kills me, haha. But we  haven't played the game since we found out she was pregnant.




Post 714 — SutterKane

Wed May 22, 2019 6:45 am

Ky, mad respect. Mad respect for you both.  And best wishes.

Sutter




Post 715 — hotwifelover31

Wed May 22, 2019 8:17 am

Congratulations to you and Jaime and thank you for coming back to OHW to share your joy and struggles with us.  Having also had twins, I know how exhausting and daunting it can be.  I have no doubt you and Jaime will be wonderful parents.  You not being their biological father will be a mere afterthought in due time.  



For me and I’m sure many others, the only major disappointment I experience with OHW is when those who we develop an affection for beyond our kinky obsessions go off the radar.  We understand we’re voyeuristic bystanders and don’t have skin in the game.  Nevertheless, many of us develop attachments to the thoughtful OHW contributors like you.  Like many others, your authenticity, openness and brilliant writing captivated more than my prurient interest.  I have the utmost admiration for your marital bond and you and Jaime as people even if your erotic journey pulled me in initially and deeper.  So thank you again for allowing us to continue to follow your journey with the understanding it has detoured in a different direction and likely entails infrequent visits and updates from you.  



I don’t have any particular insights regarding the somewhat, but not totally, unexpected situation you and Jaime are in.  But I’m absolutely certain your love for and devotion to each other will prevail. As the father of twins, I am equally certain your boys are going to be the greatest joy of your lives.



With endearing admiration and affection, HWL31




Post 716 — txrockdog

Wed May 22, 2019 8:38 am

Ky, thanks for coming back and letting us know you are all doing well.  Please don’t be a stranger...you and Jaimee have a wonderful story that you have shared so far and I sense that there is more to come.  One question for you; did you ever have the deeper conversation with Ryann about your “why’s”?  If so, how did that go?




Post 717 — Ky_Da

Wed May 22, 2019 12:52 pm

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

A very sincere thank you.




Post 718 — Ky_Da

Wed May 22, 2019 12:56 pm

↳ Replying to: hotwifelover31



Grateful for the comments, these have all meant a lot. I’m going to try and post when I can, but yeah, it’ll be in spurts, followed by long dry spells. We’re not playing the game now, but we’ve had some very interesting comversations. Thanks again.




Post 719 — SutterKane

Wed May 22, 2019 1:43 pm

Ky, can you let Jammie know that we think the world of her and support you both in all the sweet and the hard that you both are dealing with?




Post 720 — Ky_Da

Wed May 22, 2019 2:13 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

It's been nice to write again. I've really missed it. 



Ryann and Bennett. Whoa! That's a whole post in and of itself. Those two are living together now and things are going really well between them. They've been over to our place a handful of times for dinner, and we've been out with them a few times as well, going out on the town for date nights. I fee like the old man of the group, but they're both closer to my wife's age. It's been a good friendship. We have had some 'interesting' conversations. I think it was easier for Ryann knowing that there were no games being played anymore. And while we've talked about sex on occasion, that's not what we talk about most of the time. I'll have to add that to the list of things to write about. I don't have time to start that topic tonight. 



Thanks again to all for all the amazing comments. Pretty cool for being a forum for a bunch of nutty pervs.




Post 721 — realcucklife

Wed May 22, 2019 9:30 pm

Great to hear your both well and happy.




Post 722 — offendedgame

Thu May 23, 2019 6:00 pm

Emotions are very complicated, sometimes you can't even know how express them especially when you feel many things at the same time. 

Pain/Joy, grief/happiness, anger/relief...etc



Why they're so complicated? I don't know.. maybe because they don't speak English; they speak with much deeper and complicated language, and that's why we do irrational things sometimes.

I don't know what i'm saying. lol. But it's great to hear from you again, and i'm glad that you're all okay. 



It's good to be able to vent and talk about what you're going through sometime, specially with like-minded people that some of them dealt (are dealing) with the same thing as you. It really helps you keep the dark thoughts from eating your brain, with all the insecurities and the pervy thoughts and all, you know what i mean?

Right now? I can't imagine what Jaimee is going through, specially with the twins and the diapers and the crying and the little sleep.. all of that is tough to go through without like-minded people she can express herself with.. I feel bad for her, but i really admire her. 



Anyway, can't wait for your next updates, because i have some questions of my own.




Post 723 — Ky_Da

Fri May 24, 2019 11:54 am

↳ Replying to: offendedgame

That's well said. Emotions are complicated. And then add to that a perfect storm of out-of-balance hormones and you have a real fecal storm. 



This whole thing has been hard on my wife. My family has been here as support, but I know she wishes her own family were closer. But she's got some serious inner-strength that I'm only now realizing. I try to change as many diapers as I can, and I try to give her a break as often as possible, but I don't do even 5% of the work she's doing.




Post 724 — Ky_Da

Fri May 24, 2019 11:54 am

Hey all, 



I’m glad you all don’t mind me going off on this mindless drivel. 



This is so superficial, but I can’t get over the change in my wife’s breasts. It blows my mind that she’s able to feed our sons from her body. She’s actually had a hard time producing enough milk for two, and she’s was losing weight too quickly. The doctor is on her constantly to eat more. I know she’s trying, but as the doctor says, now is not the time to discriminate calories. She has a free pass to eat almost anything to get her calorie count up. She’s lost a lot of weight fast, and that’s despite her tits that are continuing to get bigger and bigger. They have some stretch marks from growing as fast as they have, but the marks are small so far and fairly light. I have a whole new respect for what a woman’s body goes through to bring a child into this world. What an amazing sacrifice. 



Our lives are diapers, naps, and pacing the floor trying to get babies back to sleep. Yet, I’ve been hornier this last month than I was during all my teenage years, but sex is the last thing on my wife’s mind right now. That’s probably part of what has be writing here again. I’ve got all this pent-up sexual energy, despite being physically and mentally exhausted. 



A couple of nights ago I was up with the boys. I finally got them to sleep around two in the morning, but I was still wide awake, so I pulled up Literotica and was reading a story while lying in bed. My wife turned over and woke up enough to see what I was doing, and the wood I was sporting while doing it. She abruptly turned away from me, mumbling something like, “I’m officially a lesbian,” and then went back to sleep. 



On a more serious note: while we haven’t talked about the game—it continues to be on hold—we have talked a lot about Wade, and all the subjects that go along with him being the bio-father. We’ve had him over a couple of times now and talked at length about the future. He continues to be very respectful and willing to follow along with what we ultimately decide to do. But he has pleaded his case, saying that maybe he could sign up and be the kid’s soccer or baseball coach in the future. He’s willing to be relegated to whatever role we decide, even if that means no role at all. I trust what he’s telling me is true, but I can see how much he hopes that we’ll include him in some way. He’s stated numerous times that he doesn’t want to get married, that he knows it would end in disaster. He loved the way things were back when we were playing the game—he’s confessed as much several times. But he told us flat out that he’s not willing to participate any longer because he needs/wants a more stable relationship, and not one that can be yanked out from under his feet all of the sudden. I get that. I completely understand. He’s not bitter about playing the game with us—he had fun. He knew exactly what the rules were and knew what he was getting into. 

 

I also get that he wants a long-term, stable relationship. I just don’t see how that could be with my wife. I see so many potential pitfalls ahead if we don’t manage this correctly. If we include him in our boy’s lives, that’s going to mean a lot of contact between him and us (him and my wife), and that would mean a high potential of temptation and falling into old habits and patterns. I’m torn. It’s one of those things where it’s easiest to just turn the faucet complete off, not letting even a drip get loose. Because if you open the tap even slightly, it’s so hard to turn it back off. 





To give a little more insight into some of our thoughts about Wade. This was a conversation from several months ago…



“Is it over between you and Wade? I mean, did you ever officially ‘break-up’? I asked my wife. She lay on her side, her back next to me, her swollen belly turned away from me. She had a pillow between her legs and was wearing yoga pants and an old t-shirt. She had taken out the rings in her nipples a few weeks before, but the holes were still visible if you looked closely.



“I suppose it is, yeah,” she said, turning her head toward me and setting her phone on the bed. She had been texting her mother, working out travel arrangements. “we never actually said the words, it’s over, but we ended the game. He knew.” 



“Do you miss it?” I asked. 



She snorted a quiet laugh and rubbed her stomach, “I miss not being pregnant. I miss my flat tummy and feeling sexy—I’m such a fat cow.”



“You are sexier now than ever—and I’m not just saying that, but you didn’t answer my question,” I said, and she laughed coyly. And I wasn’t kidding. I was constantly horny for my wife when she was in her last trimester. Something about a pregnant woman just revs my engine. “Do you miss the game, having a boyfriend?” I asked again. 



She looked thoughtful for a long moment and shrugged her shoulders, “Sometimes,” she said, “I miss the rush. I miss… I miss how carefree I could be. I miss teasing you, too.” 



“You could still tease me. You don’t need to stop that,” I said quickly. We really had been playing things straight up for a while by then. 



By the way she smirked at me, I knew more-or-less what she was thinking. “You miss your wife being a slutty whore for other men’s cocks,” she said in more of a statement than a question. I laid back and groaned a little. I did miss that. She reached back and cupped my dick. “I think you miss seeing my sloppy cunt stretching over bigger cocks.” I was hard as a rock, “I can tell you miss the game.” 



I enjoyed the hand job for a minute before saying, “I miss it. But I’ve been extremely happy since we stopped, too. It’s been good to have you completely back as my wife… It never seemed like you were too broken up about Wade when we stopped. At least I never noticed it if you were.” 



“There were a few moments when I had a bit of a cry, but no, it was different this time.”



“How so?” 



She thought for a long moment, slowing down her hand job considerably but not completely stopping, “Wade is a close friend, but I never gave him my heart… I care for him, but we don’t connect on a very deep level,” she stopped the hand job but continued to hold my dick in her hand. I could tell she was really thinking about her answers. “This last time we played the game, it felt like I was acting. Like that was my alter ego or something—I was basically playing a part, yeah… I would never hurt Wade on purpose. He’s always been very good to me. We both knew we were never in love with each other.” I was about to speak when she added, “Those days when we were really deep in the game… it felt like I was a completely different person. God, I loved being that person. I could be irresponsible. I could have as much sex and do the craziest things, because I knew you would be there. But you’re my love, Ky. Don’t ever doubt that,” she patted her growing stomach lightly, “I think those carefree days are past now.” 



Argh, what she said that night hit me deeply. I was really touched. “I think you liked the game as much as I did,” I eventually said. 



“Probably more,” she replied without much hesitation. “you have no idea how randy I got when I teased you. The look on your face when we were playing was brilliant. I miss that as much as anything.” 



“Seriously, you don’t have to stop the teasing. I’ll put up with it if it makes you happy,” I said again. 



“Hmmm,” she hummed in thought, “So if I were to tell you that you could only have sex with me once for every ten times I have another cock. You would be good with that?” 



“A one in ten ratio?” I said in surprised. When she nodded, I almost curled into the fetal position, “Fuck that’s an erotic thought.” 



“I do like that thought,” she said genuinely, “but I like this one even more. You… on your knees by the side of the bed, sucking my lover’s cock, getting him ready to shag your slut wife again.” I shook my head and closed my eyes. Always with the sucking of cocks with her. “I seriously don’t know why you blokes have such a hang up about that. You love it when the girls are licking each other’s twats, but when it comes to you even looking at another cock, it’s like, ‘Whoa! That’s disgusting!’” She mimicked a lower guy’s voice. She was joking, but there was a little steel in her voice. 



I couldn’t help but laugh out loud, “I know, but that’s just how we’re wired. Ain’t no changing that.” 



“I know, and it drives me mental, Ky,” she said in exasperation. “Wade would have let you suck his cock when we were playing the game you know.” 



I sputtered at that for a minute, “Yeah, maybe, but I know you. And the moment I give in and start doing that, you’ll want me to start taking it up the ass.” 



This time she bit her lower lip and moaned. “Don’t tease me like that you little shite.” She gripped my dick firmly in her hand. “Just imagine it, Ky. Andrea Bocelli playing in the background. You on your hands and knees, with a man pressing his large cock into your arse… slowly pushing the head in, waiting while you adjust to his size,” she moaned again and I felt her shudder against me. She was really enjoying this. 



“You can’t be fucking serious. There’s no way I’m listening to Bocelli,” I quipped and got the laughed I hoped for before saying, “I’m sorry babe, but I can’t even wrap my head around something like that. I’ll do almost anything else you can imagine up, but the whole gay thing just isn’t me.” 



She sighed and shrugged, “A girl can dream,” she said wistfully, “but you don’t have to wrap your head around it, just your cunt mouth, or your tight arsehole… I need to find you a gay lover, or maybe a transvestite,” he eyes got wide and her voice elevated in pitch, “That’s it! You need a woman with big tits and a big cock. If she’s a woman, then it’d be easier for you move past this stupid aversion of yours.”



I was floored by what she was talking about, and I couldn’t tell if she was joking or if she was serious. “I think that is the most bat-shit-crazy thing you’ve ever said.”



She smirked at me and wagged her brow at me, “Oh, I’ve got crazier.” 



“I’m afraid to ask.”




Post 725 — offendedgame

Fri May 24, 2019 12:22 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da





Man, we really missed you!




Post 726 — WACouple

Fri May 24, 2019 1:36 pm

For sure!




Post 727 — subtoall

Fri May 24, 2019 3:26 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



On the contrary.  We've been pining for it.  



I for one, am glad you're back.  And that conversation with Jaime was brilliant!




Post 728 — mundyman

Fri May 24, 2019 9:28 pm

Ky, I've been following your red hot, but tender, story from the very beginning. 

Congratulations on the birth of your twin boys. Having gone through the birth of three children, I know how emotionally invested you get during the pregnancy, both growing closer to your wife and looking forward to the birth of your children. To be thrown the curve ball you had to deal with is a real  game stopper, and as you said, emotional punch to the stomach.

But as you said, you and your wife knew this was an outside chance. All through your story you and your wife have struck me as being incredibly level headed and realistic in your approach to this lifestyle. Even during the craziest times, when she was living with Wade, him taking her to Vegas, having her change her look for him, the piercings, etc., there was a clear sense that she never lost sight of her connection to you and your relationship. That what she got out of this kink wasn't just big cock but the fun of pushing your buttons. This seems born out by the discussion you two had recently in bed.



I'm sure the lifestyle will fade into the background for a while. That seems to be the way things go in other relationships on this forum. And it should. Your boys should be the total focus of your lives right now and the foreseeable future. And if you have another child in the next couple of years that may delay your re entry into the lifestyle longer. However nothing says your beautiful wife can't find some strange cock on a girls night out, or you set up a well deserved long weekend away where you two can play, or she rekindles a redefined relationship with Wade as you all get older. But I'm sure the last thing she wants right now is anything going near her pussy.



However, don't let the crazy times with your new babies keep you two from reconnecting and staying connected emotionally and physically. There are times you both  will need to be selfish with your personal time and carve out opportunities for you two to have YOU time. Continue to work on your relationship outside of the children. Too many marriages end because after the kids are gone, the couple look at each other and realize they are different people no longer in love. Take care of your kids and family, but also take of your and your wife's relationship just as vigorously!!

You two will figure out the Wade thing. Personally I would keep him at arm's length right now. You just don't need that distraction hanging around the house right now. Perhaps as your family gets established you can introduce him as your good friend 'Uncle Wade'.



But in the mean time all the best wishes and good thoughts to you, your wife, and your growing family for good health and great times together. I look forward to following your story and you and your wife's evolving relationship.




Post 729 — Ky_Da

Sun May 26, 2019 5:08 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman

Thank you Mundyman! And it’s solid advise on making sure my wife and I take time for each other. We intend to follow it—someday soon. Thanks again for the good wishes.




Post 730 — NC-hotwife-hubby

Sun May 26, 2019 6:46 am

A transgender just might work for you ky.

A women with boobs check for you 

and a dick check for your wife.




Post 731 — SutterKane

Sun May 26, 2019 7:22 am

Ky, I know that you're working through a lot and due to Jannie being kind of overwhelmed, sex is mostly off the table, have you thought of maybe writing a story for the Library? You're a top notch writer, as you have more than shown, you could channel some of that current sexual frustration and kinky need into a story? Wouldn't have to be about what you and Jammie have done before, hell, doesn't even have to be about you and Jammie! Just something that scratches that twisted itch under your skin, that gives you an outlet for those sexual demons that are wiggling around in your brain.  Write us a story and put them demons to good use!

Best wishes,

Sutter




Post 732 — Ky_Da

Sun May 26, 2019 7:36 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

You know, I think I like that idea. I’ve never written a story before, but something about the idea is very appealing. And you’re absolutely right, not much sex going on around our house. Correction, there is no sex going on at my house right now. Which is fine. It’s expected. I might just do that. It’d be easy to brainstorm up a story while I’m on dad duties.




Post 733 — subtoall

Sun May 26, 2019 8:18 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da






Post 734 — sabya167

Sun May 26, 2019 10:23 am

↳ Replying to: subtoall, Ky_Da

+1




Post 735 — vmb69

Sun May 26, 2019 10:32 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, SutterKane

Perfect to put that cock cage back on, I'm sure that would really cheer up your wife, not as much as her watching you give head or give your arse virginity. But perfect since after give birth sex is going to be a while.




Post 736 — SutterKane

Mon May 27, 2019 1:56 am

Ky, if you haven't yet, try reading Don Jetman's stories in the library! Start from the first and work to his latest. He's up at the top with xleg in skills as a writer. I think you could be the up there with them. You're that good!




Post 737 — Ky_Da

Mon May 27, 2019 9:17 am

↳ Replying to: NC-hotwife-hubby






Post 738 — Ky_Da

Mon May 27, 2019 9:24 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

Thanks for the idea and the encouragement. I've been brainstorming up an idea and even begun to sketch out an outline--I'm an engineer, of course I have to have an outline, haha. Stay tuned for the adventures of Quinton and Samantha, lol. I don't know. I've got some work to do to create some good characters. But i'm having fun thinking of story lines. I think this is going to be the thing that saves me while I'm going through the desert of sexual abstinence.




Post 739 — Rover68uk

Mon May 27, 2019 8:02 pm

Hi Ky/Jamie 

And first of all HUGE CONGRATULATIONS

Certainly a  momentous, thrilling, scarey, loving, anxious and so many other words....moment. no matter who the who provided that little sperm.

The fact is you and Jamie went into this as a loving couple, you played "the game" as a couple as something that boosted your marriage and your love for one another. It was a game of chance, but one played within your marriage, and now YOU are mum & dad and now most importantly, and something that so many of us love, and so many would do anything for.....YOU ARE A FAMILY.



The sleepless nights the ups and downs are indeed tough but you will look back on them with fondeness in a few years as you see the twins running around the house or jumping on the bed at 5am on Christmas mornings. 

I also recall the emotional trials of breastfeeding, my wife questioning whether she was doing it right, was she looking after herself, was she looking after baby, fore milk, hind milk, too short, too long. Can you ever really be prepare for the maelstrom that is new parenthood...lol

So Congrats again :-D

Love the twins, love one another, love being a family and a huge thanks for your continuing to check in with us. After all we have no real right or even expectation to be allowed such a personal glimpse of your lives.

Much respect to you all

R




Post 740 — SutterKane

Tue May 28, 2019 5:18 am

Ky, I look forward to reading the finished work!




Post 741 — Bayless

Tue May 28, 2019 8:03 am

Good Afternoon Ky,



My thoughts go back a week or so in regard to the news that your two wonderful twins share a heredity link to Wade. It brings up the age old study and discussion revolving around Nature vs Nurture and the impact upon child development, mostly in the study of twins. Obviously the Nature link targets the importance of the gene inheritance, while the Nurture approach emphasizes the environment that the child is raised in, parental influence, experience, etc. The Nurture route puts a very important responsibility on the parents, a responsibility that both you and Jamie are especially well qualified for due to your native intelligence, educational background, communication skills, and work ethic.



Someone, with tongue in cheek, once said that “Nature was more important before the birth, but Nurture was more important after the birth!”



This is not a complete academic view of this topic, but as someone who has shared a similar biological situation, I am so proud of how the Nurturing influence has paid off for us.



You can do this. You have all the skills. The “all nighters” will soon be over. Keep your goal in mind. Visualize what it will look like when you look at it twenty years from now.




Post 742 — norbertrichard

Sun Jun 02, 2019 8:51 pm

Ky, I'm so glad that you and yours are doing well, and Jamie  delivered to you two more healthy loves in your life.  You are their father, don't ever doubt that for a second, biology has nothing to do with it.  You, and your loving wife, and your two sons are the family that will substain you the rest of your life.  Those two boys will never let anyone challenge their love and devotion for you, your their DAD, and the MAN, don't ever doubt it.   I raised a adopted baby girl , to  a grown woman, and she was well aware of her origin, and the fact that she had siblings, by her bio mom, but till the day that she died, I was her DAD, and she is my daughter till my passing.  Tough decission about Wade, handle with care.  God bless youguys.




Post 743 — SutterKane

Sun Jun 02, 2019 11:44 pm

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard

Norbert, this is one of the nicest and most thoughtful things I've ever seen you post! Good on you!

Best wishes,

Sutter




Post 744 — Ky_Da

Mon Jun 03, 2019 2:23 am

↳ Replying to: norbertrichard

Thank you norbertrichard. Thanks for sharing what you did. I imagine that must have been painful to raise a daughter and have to see her pass. It's amazing how fast these little ones become part of us.




Post 745 — Ky_Da

Mon Jun 03, 2019 2:29 am

Hey all, 



Another sincere thank you to all for the kind words of support and wisdom. I'm grateful for that. As some have noticed, I started a fictional story in the Library titled, How Way Leads On To Way. I busted out a few chapters pretty quick, and I hope to find time to write today. I was getting a little carried away and got an earful yesterday when I was writing while the boys were crying and my wife was trying to take a nap. She was not happy. 



Someday I imagine we'll return and play the game some more, but for now, I'm living vicariously through the lives of Quinton and Samantha. Please take a look at the story and feel free to leave any comments you wish. Later...




Post 746 — cumpletenoob

Tue Jun 04, 2019 5:40 pm

As a fellow engineer, I feel your pain, and uber respect on all other accounts. A special woman like Jamie deserves a solid guy like you. Wishing you all the best.



CN




Post 747 — desertsub

Wed Jun 12, 2019 5:47 am

Good to see you back Ky! Congratulations on the twins! I can tell you, you will always be those boys' dad and DNA has nothing to do with it. I can speak with some authority on that because I've walked the walk. I have a stepson from my first marriage that was two years old when we came into each others lives. I also have a stepson with my wife that was eight years old when we came into each others lives. Those boys are MY sons, just as much as the one my wife and I had together and they will tell you that I am their dad also! We had our issues as they were both growing up, much the same as you would with any biological son but the "you're not my dad!" card was never ever used by either one of them. The oldest took my last name when he was about ten years old, the second one kept his biological father's name, mostly because he also embraced his Cuban heritage. I can guarantee that you will love those boys so much the DNA thing will never be a factor! 



Now, go be a father to those boys and never look back. There are great things in store for all of you!




Post 748 — wagonmaker1

Thu Jun 13, 2019 11:48 pm

i & i am sure everytone here is very glad u came back Ky. i have followed u & Jaimee's story from the very beginning.    from Jaimee being on here & asking why u wanted to share her with another man, to u both getting past Derek. to where u are today,  happy parents. i think all of us here,  feel like u are both special frineds to all of us, & all are glad u have shared your life with us.   i'm sure as your boys grow they will become so much fun to be with. i have 3 grown sons, & it has been great to watch them grow.   hopefully they will play sports, it is always fun to watch children play sports. hope u continue to keep us in your life. i'm sure U & Jaimee will be together & in love  forever. thank u.




Post 749 — realcucklife

Sun Jul 21, 2019 12:48 pm

Hi my how are you both getting on, and I’m looking forward to your next updated story




Post 750 — txrockdog

Thu Aug 01, 2019 11:59 pm

Glad to see you back around Ky.  Hoping for an interesting update.  I figured I would bump the thread back to the top just to make it easy for you to find when you have time for an update.  Hope all is well with you, your wife, and your babies.




Post 751 — sabya167

Fri Aug 02, 2019 1:51 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

I like how you think. I mean bumping the thread and all. Can I also do the same?




Post 752 — SutterKane

Fri Aug 02, 2019 1:40 pm

Ky's amazing thread shall never die, as long as I draw breath!




Post 753 — Lizardtantrum

Sat Aug 03, 2019 4:36 am






Post 754 — Blizzard

Sat Aug 03, 2019 4:59 pm

Great to have you back Ky




Post 755 — OZCPL

Tue Aug 06, 2019 11:07 am

I have just discovered this thread and am catching up. Cant believe I have missed it until now, thanks for posting Ky you are one of the great writers.




Post 756 — sabya167

Tue Aug 06, 2019 7:27 pm

↳ Replying to: OZCPL






Post 757 — Maddie_Hippychick

Tue Aug 20, 2019 9:28 pm

Ky, how are you? Are the babies healthy and happy? Are you and Jamie good? Do you see or hear much from Wade? I’m sure I’m not the only one that would love an update.




Post 758 — sabya167

Wed Aug 28, 2019 2:21 am

Ky, long time no see.                                                                      

                                                                    How's the Missy?                                                                             

                                                                     How are the little ones that do all the pissy-pissy?                                                 

                                                                     And keeps you super busy?                             

                                                                  How's their sperm- donor?                            

                                                            (Referring to Wade with full honor).      

                                                                  How's job? How's family?                              

                                                                          I hope they are rose and lily?           

                                                                      Any further adventures?                                

                                                                   Which posed your marriage no danger.

                                                                       All this and more,                                                                              

                                                                        Longing to have a taste of that pen of your(s).                                                             

                                                                     That everything is fine, is sincerely hoped. 

                                                                     This absence of yours can't be coped.




Post 759 — offendedgame

Mon Sep 16, 2019 1:25 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I was re-reading the thread and i pumped into this




Is it okay to ask?

I'm curious though, how do you feel about that after her showing you how much she loves him and what she had actually done for her lover and how much he owns her body after carrying his babies as reminder for her and your entire life?

Do you think she was just teasing when she told you whether you're playing the game anymore? 



Also, I remember a couple of pages after after she got off the pill and got fucked bareback and told you he came outside and made you eat her creampie when she got back from Wade's. What do you think happen there? 



I know it's 15 month ago, you don't need to answer.




Post 760 — offendedgame

Mon Sep 16, 2019 6:20 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

They did, didn't they?




Post 761 — Ky_Da

Sun Nov 03, 2019 5:47 pm

Hey all,



 



Thought I’d give a quick update while I’m waiting for my wife to get home. Yeah… she’s out… with someone.



 



To the disappointment of some, and to the excitement of others, I’ve got to confess that we’ve fallen back into the game. Jaimee is out on a date with guy she through a mutual friend. A few months ago, I thought we were seriously never going to play the game again, but then, well, it happened.



 



Let me start by saying that we’re doing really well. Kids are happy and healthy; I recently got a big financial bump at work and so financially we’re doing better now than ever. I even bought my wife a new car recently, fitting two car seats in the back of her old, small car was a real challenge. My wife decided to stay home for a while and not go back to work – with two boys to raise, it’s a full-time job in itself. I’m completely behind her decision. I couldn’t be happier. When the boys are a little older, she might consider going back to work, but for the next couple of years she’s decided to stay home.



 



Our sex life has been good, though I do admit we easily fall into the same routine with sex. I try to mix it up, but more often than not, we go back to the same familiar things. Several months ago, we started talking about the game, teasing/prompting each other about experiences we had during the height of the game. That alone spiced things up for a few weeks, but little by little we both realized we wanted to play again. I’m still amazed at how fast things shifted once we both crossed that line of wanting to play again. Probably because we’ve done this a couple of times now.



 



It all started when a woman named Rachel called my wife and invited her to go to a local play. Rachel was one of the friends my wife got to know back when she was a steady member at Wade’s CrossFit gym. (more on Wade in a bit). It has been a long time since my wife saw any of them, so she was ecstatic to go out. I know she was close with that group of girls, but they were part of the game, so when the game ended, so did those friendships—at least for a time. With Rachel’s encouragement, Jaimee started going to the gym again and picking back up those friendships. Again, I noticed how much happier my wife was when she was able to spend time with those friends. Jaimee’s a very social person, and she feeds off those relationships. I think she actually gets energy from them, whereas I feel like those types of social occasions just suck the life out of me. Probably your typical extroverted/introverted personalities I suppose.



 



The group of women from the gym all know that my wife cheats on me. They all knew she was involved with Wade for a fairly long stretch, and according to my wife, they all suspect that Wade is the father, but they don’t say anything. Speaking of Wade; he’s finally found a girl that he’s very happy with and they’ve been dating steady for a while. We’re still all friends, but we don’t hear from him very often. Jaimee and Wade talk at the gym, but they’ve both moved on and Wade’s got a good thing going on with his new girlfriend. He too seems very happy.



 



A quick note about Wade’s girlfriend. The first time I met her, I was surprised that she wasn’t a drop-dead supermodel type. Don’t get me wrong, she’s attractive enough, but just not the type I would have thought Wade would desire. Don’t judge a book by the cover, I guess. She’s a sweetheart of a person, and they look very happy together. I’m happy for them.



 



So back to my wife and how this started again. It was Rachel that got the ball rolling on us again. Follow me here: Rachel’s older brother had a close friend that got divorced a couple of years ago and was trying to get back into the dating market again. Rachel asked my wife if she was interested in going out with him. Like I said, they all think of my wife as a little on the slutty side having been with Wade so many times and seeming to have no problem with sleeping around on her husband. Jaimee and I talked about it, and I could tell she wanted to, so we agreed.



 



That’s when Andrew came into our lives. He’s in his early forties, divorced two years, has two teenage kids that spend most of their time with their mother. He works in the commercial banking industry and rowed crew in college, so he has a tall, very athletic build to him. I’ve never met him in person, but they take a lot of pictures and video of their time together that I get to enjoy later. He’s not as well endowed as Wade (not many men are) but he’s more than up to the task of satisfying Jaimee. She’s never complained about it.



 



He travels a fair amount for work, so their time together comes in spurts. They’ve met a few times at a hotel near the airport so he can see her when he’s passing through. Other times they’ve gone to his place. He’s not sure if he ever wants to get married again. I guess he lost a small fortune to his ex, so it feels like a good fit for now.



 



One experience I thought I would share – keep in mind that this is as it was told to me by my wife. The first time they had sex, they went to a high-end hotel out on the Strand. I know my wife was really nervous, even though they’d been on a several dates and were comfortable with each other. They had been making out in the room and decided to head to the shower because they’d been riding bikes along the beach for several hours. But when the hot water hit my wife’s breasts, they started to spray milk all over him. She had pumped a couple of bottles full earlier in the day, but she must produce a lot of milk because our boys are on in the high 90-percentile on height and weight. She was mortified, but Andrew only laughed it off and made her feel at ease. Jaimee’s tits are still huge compared to what they were pre-pregnancy. I know they’ll eventually go down, so I’m trying to enjoy them as much as I can now.



 



Andrew had the snip done a few years ago, so they don’t use protection. I’m done with the whole cuckold pregnancy kink. I’m happy to have my boys, but we’ll never play that close to the flame again. We’ve been lucky to survive and overcome what we have.



 



I have more to write, but I need to get some sleep. Tomorrow’s going to be a long day, and I’m in charge of the boys while my wife’s out. I’ll try to write more detail tomorrow. I just wanted to get out a quick recap to let everyone know we’re still out here.




Post 762 — viking53

Sun Nov 03, 2019 6:42 pm

Great to see you back again Ky and to hear that you and Jaimee are doing so well together. I think that the fact that you both wanted to get back into the game really shows how strong your relationship is.




Post 763 — lovesexfun

Sun Nov 03, 2019 6:52 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

lucky you once again and enjoy. Help new cucks like us as well.




Post 764 — Xalar11

Sun Nov 03, 2019 6:57 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

It's great to hear from you again Ky. Of course, I have never meet you but you and Jaimee have really grown dear to me over time. It's even better to hear that you and Jaimee are in a "good place" now and closer together then ever, at least it seems that way. I'm also happy for Wade that he found a new girlfriend, but I agree with you to keep context with him to a kind of a minimum.



I hope you allow me some questions. Can I ask when exactly this whole thing with Andrew started and you and Jaimee restarted "the game" again, so to speak? I mean for how many weeks/months does she meet with Andrew and having sex with him? How often in a week does she normally meet with him?



Well, you probably know better than anyone, that you never should forget about your own sex-life with Jaimee, if you allow me this advice. I assume you'll also agree with me, that it's very important that every once in a while you and Jaimee step away from your "game" at least for a short period and only concentrate on each other.

But enough of my unasked advices , I very much look forward to hear more regularly from you again, at least I hole this will be case.




Post 765 — Blizzard

Sun Nov 03, 2019 7:42 pm

So good to hear back from you Ky.

Great news that your wife is still the slut we love.




Post 766 — Open2it

Sun Nov 03, 2019 9:25 pm

Great to hear all is well.  I take it you’re both happy with the new arrangement.




Post 767 — sadie

Sun Nov 03, 2019 10:44 pm

Good for you Ky and good for Jaimie!! 



I'd expected you'd be back to it in time, our deepest desires tend to be immutable. Glad you're letting it happen in its own time.



All my best wishes for you both.




Post 768 — wagonmaker1

Sun Nov 03, 2019 11:07 pm

welcome back Ky, glad to hear all 4 of u are doing fine. i'm curious,  i thought almost all of Jaimee's sex bouts took place at home. with u watching.  is it your choice for Jaimee to see her lover's outside of home, now,  with u not being there & watching?




Post 769 — offendedgame

Sun Nov 03, 2019 11:39 pm

Welcome back <3




Post 770 — Lizardtantrum

Mon Nov 04, 2019 1:51 am

Good to hear from you.




Post 771 — wannabecUKold

Mon Nov 04, 2019 6:37 am

Fabulous to hear from you again Ky.  Have missed you and Jaimee. Coming to the UK for Christmas ?




Post 772 — vmb69

Mon Nov 04, 2019 7:25 am

Your stories have inspired us. Welcome back, and we can't wait to hear more.




Post 773 — realcucklife

Mon Nov 04, 2019 7:35 am

Great to see you back, can’t wait to hear how the progression got you back to this point, and what extra things you have in mind.




Post 774 — SutterKane

Mon Nov 04, 2019 8:44 am

Ky! I'm pleased as fucking 151 rum punch that you have returned to us! And pleased as hell that your life is going so well for all of you. You and Jammie's story has been an inspiration, a cautionary tale, and an explosive orgasm for me and lots and lots of other members! We lost your earlier thread to the site's automatic pruning of non active threads, which is a massive tragedy and prima facie proof that OHW needs to hold old threads, not just prune them after a time!

No pressure at all, but I would really love to read the rest of your story in the Library. So if you're feeling kindly to a friend and supporter here on OHW's, the rest of your story would be a great! Your story is worth telling, both in this thread and in the Library. I truly hope that you will be a regular here again!

Best wishes as always,

Sutter




Post 775 — Southernman

Mon Nov 04, 2019 9:16 am

Welcome back KY. Can’t wait to hear the updates.




Post 776 — txrockdog

Mon Nov 04, 2019 10:14 am

Welcome back Ky!  Add me to the list that is very excited to see you posting again!  Glad you are both happy and doing well.  Is Jaimee caging you when she goes on her dates?  And does her date know you know?




Post 777 — mundyman

Mon Nov 04, 2019 11:02 am

Hi Ky,

Thanks for the update and glad to hear all is well on the home front.

Was it really a question as to whether Jaimee would get back in the saddle again, or maybe better to say, put the saddle on again and get ridden hard.

One question: Are these overnight visits with Andrew?

Thanks again and don't be a stranger.

Best wishes.




Post 778 — Ky_Da

Mon Nov 04, 2019 1:29 pm

Hey all,



 



I was hoping to get to this earlier this morning, but the boys had other plans and my wife is dead to the world today. It was all I could do to get her up to nurse and then she went back to sleep. She and Andrew have only been together a handful of times, and it didn’t start until very recently. I know my wife would like to go out more often with him, but I can’t overstate how busy life is with two new babies in the house. It takes major planning and logistics to get her freed up for a night. Or at least that’s what it seems like to me. I’m sure things will get easier as the kids get older, but for now we do what we can. As mush as I want to, I’m just not going to be able to post very often on here. I have so little time to myself these days.



 



A little more on Andrew. He’s mainly divorced because he was cheating on his wife. His job requires him to entertain clients, which generally means golfing, taking them out to sporting events, fishing trips, etc. basically, whatever they think the client might appreciate and keep them coming back. Sometimes that has meant trips to Vegas or other ‘interesting’ destinations. And occasionally escorts were part of the package. For years he abstained because he was married, but then one day decided that he was tired of abstaining from the temptation and so started joining in. It didn’t take long for his marriage to come crashing down once he started down that road. According to my wife, he still takes clients out all the time, but he’s been looking for some type of better relationship for himself—just not marriage.



 



I asked my wife a question a couple of weeks ago about how she wanted to play the game. She’d been with Andrew only a couple of times sexually at that point, and I was curious for her thoughts, so I asked when we were getting ready for bed. As always, her answer left me both shocked and awed.  



 



“Are you happy to be a hotwife again?” I asked. She gave me a coy smile but also gave me an almost imperceptible nod. “So is Andrew going to be the next Wade?” I followed up.



 



Her bare shoulders shrugged against the satin sheets, “I’ve never thought of myself as a hotwife…” she began, “I don’t know… I think cheating, adulterous wife is probably more accurate.” Her tone didn’t sound teasing, but she didn’t seem upset about anything either.



 



“We’ve talked about this before though, it’s not cheating if I know about it,” I quickly answered.



 



She didn’t reply right away, but after a moment said, “It is if we’re honest with ourselves. Our game is incredibly stupid and thoughtless… but I like it…” She went silent again for a time, but I kept my mouth shut and just listened, eventually she began again, “This is so wrong to say, but I like being a slutty, adulterous wife. I like the thrill I get from cheating on you,” she turned toward me as she spoke, “I like how Rachel and the others look at me with envy. They all want to try it, but none of them ever will. They don’t have a husband like I do. Their marriages would be over if they shagged some random bloke. But somehow, that only seems to strengthen my marriage. A bit mental that, but it is what it is I suppose.”



 



“I like that you’re my slutty, adulterous wife, too,” I confessed as sincerely as I could.



 



Her smile grew as she moved closer to me, “I know you do—so you’re a bit mental, too. But that’s who I married. “The thing that worries me is that I’m a mum now. I shouldn’t be sleeping around. We were supposed to put this silliness behind us when we started our family, but as soon as we’re feeling that itch again, we’re arse over tits about it.”



 



“That’s true,” I had to concede. I honestly thought once we had kids we’d stop playing for years, not months. “But it’s something we both really love to feel, so I don’t see that we have to stop. We just need to keep communicating well and make sure we never neglect what’s most important.”



 



“It’s more than that. Yes, we both like it. But it’s not simply something we both like. This is who we’ve allowed ourselves to become. We become that which we desire, Ky,” she said pointedly but not unkindly, “I’ve become an adulterous wife.”



 



“And what have I become?” I asked.



 



Jaimee took my dick into her hand. I was already hard. She gave me a squeeze and said, “A willing participant… a cheerleader maybe… a supportive husband that for some reason still loves me.”



 



“I can live with that,” I said. I enjoyed her petite fingers gently touching me smaller member. “I’ve seen the pleasure you get from other guys, and I want you to have more of that. We’ve talked about this a thousand times Jaimee. I don’t know why I’m wired the way I am, but I get off on this shit. I love it when you’re able to throw your inhabitations to the side and just enjoy yourself. Fuck, I find that so hot.”



 



“This is where we have to be careful, Ky. Remember what happened the last time I let all my inhabitations go,” she said, and I could hear the vulnerability in her voice.



 



“I was blessed with two beautiful boys,” I said as definitively as I could.



 



She tried to speak but her voice caught. I could see tears welling up in her eyes. She was right on many fronts I realized. She’s still dealing with a lot of hormones running through her body. She’s a new mother and in a very vulnerable place. After several minutes she said, “Thank you. I needed to hear that.” Referring to my comment about the boys. I know she still has this deep seeded fear that I’ll one day wake up and reject them because I’m not the biological father. But that will never happen. They are my boys.



 



“We don’t have to play the game, but I know we still both want to. We just have to be careful is all,” I said again.



 



“I do want to, but I’m afraid of what we’ll become if we keep playing. Other than taking an occasional break, I think we’re both finally accepting that our game won’t ever truly end.”



 



Fuck, when I heard her say that. I felt something deep shift inside me. I still can’t completely explain what I felt. But she was right. We’ve both talked about ending the game before, but we’ve only been doing that to delude ourselves. We don’t really want to stop. I want her to continue this journey. I want to continue experiencing it along with her.



 



Jaimee hasn’t spent the night with Andrew, but they have spent nearly an entire night fucking. She’s come home in the early morning hours and we’ve reconnected. The cage hasn’t made a reappearance, but I’m sure it’s only a matter of time before she starts brining up a few of her fantasies again—the cage being one of those things she enjoys playing with. This experience with Andrew has been an interesting one because she’s done it away from the house and I’ve only been able to see pictures and videos. We’ve talked a lot about this, and we’ve both found it to be very exciting, so we’re going to continue with it for a little longer. She likes the idea of Andrew thinking that she’s cheating on her husband. So, we’ll see how this goes. One step at a time, right.




Post 779 — sadie

Mon Nov 04, 2019 5:44 pm

Again, well done Ky and thanks for the update! 



I'm quite glad to hear you two have dipped your toes back in he water. I think deeply held kinks usually don't go away and I'm always in favor of a strong woman getting to explore her desires. 







S




Post 780 — wifeneedn

Tue Nov 05, 2019 1:01 am

Thanks so much for the update Ky, Thought about you all many times wondering and hoping all is well.

Great to hear your lives are getting back to normal, it just works for some of us. 

Cheers.




Post 781 — desertsub

Tue Nov 05, 2019 7:36 am

Welcome back Ky, glad all is well with you & Aimee and the boys. I am not surprised that you two are back in the game, my wife stopped cuckolding me to raise our kids and didn't play for about 15 years. When we became empty nesters she decided to start again. She went so far as to hunt down an ex-boyfriend from before we dated that was really hung. She found him on social media and invited him for a visit. That was the first guy she cucked me with when she started back!



If you've had mostly good experiences from cuckolding it seems that it is hard to stop for any length of time and I say why not! You both are wired for it and have great communication with each other. You are both also very level headed cognizant of the pitfalls. I think you two will be just fine.




Post 782 — Ky_Da

Wed Nov 06, 2019 3:52 pm

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold

Yes sir. Looking foreword to it.




Post 783 — Ky_Da

Thu Nov 07, 2019 10:05 am

Hey all, 



Okay, what I’m about to post is by far the most personal I’ve ever gotten to date. My wife proofread everything and had me make some edits, but I have her approval to post it. We went through a rough patch a little while ago, and I had intended to never talk about it. But the experience just keeps coming back to me and I feel I need to share it, so this is me bearing my soul. 



I’ve recently gotten back on this forum and posted a couple of updates. But to be honest, what I’ve posted was only scratching the surface on everything that’s happened in the last five months. I’ve purposefully been keeping a lot of things to myself lately, not because I was fearful of sharing the details, but more because I’ve been trying to internalize recent events. I’m really not explaining things very well. If ya’ll will bear with me through this, I’ll do my best to explain where I’m coming from, and where we are as a married couple. 



A couple of months after the boys were born, we were cleared by the doctor to start having sex, but sex wasn’t great for either of us and it was very infrequent. Now, I didn’t think much of it because of course it would take some time for a woman who just had twins (both of which were on the very, very high side of length and weight when they were born) so I was very careful not to apply any pressure for sex. But I felt like my wife was a bit off from her normal self. She was exhausted a lot more than usual—which I just chalked up to part of the life of a mother. Her mood swings were more frequent and came with higher highs and lower lows. Again, I thought it was her body going through changes, maybe postpartum depression, or something of the kind. Over and over again I tried to get her to open up and talk to me, but she was doing the whole ‘stuff-upper-lip’ thing and had clamped down on whatever secret she wasn’t wanting to tell me about. I was growing more and more concerned, to the point that I was seriously considering trying to talk her into seeing a counselor. Then one night by total happenstance, I started to figure it out and began to link the clues together. 



I woke up one night and was alone in bed. This isn’t unusual because Jaimee often has to get out of bed to nurse the boys. But for some reason, I couldn’t fall back to sleep. I sat there staring at the ceiling fan for probably an hour and my wife still hadn’t come to bed, so I got up to make sure she was alright. Quietly, I moved downstairs, not wanting to wake the boys if Jaimee was just getting them back to sleep. As I got to the bottom of the stairs, I could see the back of my wife’s head. She was sitting in the recliner, her back towards me. A faint glow filled the room and I could hear her panting in short breaths. I was curious, but I didn’t want to startle her so I let my foot graze against the tread of the lowest stair. 



My wife shot up out of the chair like she’d been jolted by a 12 KVA line, the laptop fell to and skidded across the floor. 



“Bloody hell!” Jaimee yelped, pulling the blanket around her form. “You scared the shite out of me.” 



“I’m sorry,” I apologized, taking a step towards her. I moved toward the laptop to pick it up, but Jaimee blocked my way and quickly picked it up. 



***I had to delete a large amount of what I wrote because as I reread it, I realized it was way too personal and if my wife ever read it, she would be pissed – so I’m just going to sum things up***



After some heated back and forth, my wife turned the laptop toward me. To say I was shocked wouldn’t even come close to describing what I felt when I saw… a naked and sweaty redhead looking back at me on the screen. 



“Hullo, Ky,” said the redhead in a Scottish accent I haven’t heard in while.



“Hello, Brooklyn,” I said, giving her a small wave. Damn, Brooklyn is still one of the hottest looking lesbians I’ve ever come across.



My wife turned the laptop screen toward herself and said a quick goodbye before closing the lid. 



“Cybersex with the old girlfriend, huh?” I asked, raising an eyebrow but trying to keep my tone level so she wouldn’t think I was upset. The truth is that I was a little upset. Brooklyn’s a married woman now, and her wife would feel awfully betrayed if she ever found out. 



Jaimee sighed and looked to shrink into herself. She didn’t say anything, and I couldn’t tell if she was mad at me, or just being her stubborn self, but either way, she didn’t seem to want to talk to me. And yeah, I started to feel a little bit angry at that. This was getting out of hand. 



“Jaimee,” I called a little more firmly. “What’s going on? You’re really starting to scare me.”



My wife wouldn’t meet my eyes and only mumbled, “It’s nothing. It’s fine.” 



“Bullshit it’s fine,” I said more angrily than I’d intended. “If you’d come downstairs and caught me sexting with an old girlfriend from high school, there’d be hell to pay. This isn’t nothing.” “Talk to me. Please. Just talk to me.” I managed to say in a better tone. I sat next to her on the couch and waited for her to talk to me. I waited for quite a while. 



Eventually I saw this defeated look come over her and she finally looked at me, “I don’t know what’s happening to me, I can’t explain what I’m feeling,” she said in almost a whisper. 



I took a deep breath and tried to collect my thoughts. Honestly I was at a loss. I didn’t know what to say, or what to do. “Okay, let’s just talk and we’ll figure it out together. I feel like you’re pulling away  and It’s killing me. And then to see you here chatting with your old girlfriend—I feel like I’m losing you.” 



Jaimee’s breath hitched as she quickly inhaled. She looked near tears, which is something I rarely see from her, “I’m sorry, Ky…. I don’t know how to tell you so that you’ll understand…”



“What, am I four? I know I didn’t go to the elite posh schools of the UK, but I’m not—,”



“—Stop!” She interrupter forcefully. “I’m not patronizing you. I just don’t know what’s wrong with me.” 



Now I could see she was barely holding it together. As gently as I could, I took her arm and pulled her towards me. She resisted at first, but I wasn’t having it and I pulled her in tight and held her close. And then it was like the dam broke. She cried like I’ve never seen her cry before. I mean huge sobs wracked her small frame. I’ve never seen her more vulnerable. 



We had a long moment of talking about things I’m not going to share, but I’ll fast-forward here to the part of the conversation that applies to my post. 



“Ky,” my beautiful wife finally said, planting the palm of her hand against my chest and pushing some distance between us so she could meet my eyes, “I know you won’t agree with me, and I know we’ve talked about this before. But I can’t stop these feelings. I feel broken because I let myself get pregnant by someone that wasn’t my husband . I feel humiliated because I let myself be such a slut—but at the same time, I still fantasize about all the things we did… and I’m ashamed that I want to do them again,” she let out a shuddering breath and paused a moment, “I’m randy all the time, but I’ve never felt more unattractive in my life. I hate Wade for getting me pregnant, but…” she paused for a long time before saying, “But I still desire him… and sometimes I wonder why you still want me. Why would you want a woman that cheated and didn’t carry your children?”       



Ugh! What she said was so hard to hear. Not because of any one revelation, but because I could hear the pain she was carrying. 



“For one thing,” I began, looking directly at my wife, “You are more beautiful that Aphrodite herself,(yeah, I actually said that. Cheesy and cliché I know, but that’s what came to mind and out of my mouth)” I said as definitively as I could, “For another, we were playing a game we both agreed to play. We had some crazy experiences and, well, this is where we are. But I will never leave you. Do you understand?” I asked, pausing until she again met my eyes. “I will never leave you.”   



The corners of her mouth pulled downward and I could tell she was about to break again, so I pulled her into another deep embrace and just held her. “Sometimes I feel dead inside,” she said against my chest, “and then It’s like I’m feeling a thousand things at the same time—I can’t take it anymore.” 



We were silent for a long time, simply holding each other and hoping the boys would stay asleep and give us some time. A thought kept tickling me so I finally voiced it, “Tell me more about your feelings for Wade.” The way I felt her move in my arms, I knew I’d hit upon the heart of it. 



Exhaling a loud breath she said, “I don’t think you’ll want to hear this.”



I’ve got to admit, my heart started to beat pretty dam hard when she said that. But I repeated the question and she finally answered it. 



“I want to hate him… but part of me is grateful for him because he gave me my sons, and I love them more than I thought I could love anything,” she confessed, and it drove a dagger through my heart. I know she didn’t intend it to, but it still hurt, and it wasn’t a good hurt. 



I wanted to share this because I wanted people that have followed this thread to understand the real consequences of having sex outside of marriage. We got sloppy one night in a fit of passion, and my wife got pregnant because of it. Things are working out for us, but we’ve had some serious bumps in the road this last year. It hasn’t been all peaches and cream. One thing my wife said that I understood completely was about the love we have for those boys. I know what she means when she says she didn’t know love like that was possible. I love those boys. They are my boys. They are our boys. 



But as I posted earlier this week, we have decided to pick up and play again. There’s a whole lot more to share, but this is hard shit to write about, and I’ll need some time to tell it.




Post 784 — txrockdog

Thu Nov 07, 2019 11:25 am

Heavy stuff Ky.  Thanks for trusting us enough to share such personal events, thoughts, and emotions.  While we all wait on the edge of our seats to hear what is next in the seemingly endless series of hot experiences you have shared with us, we also want you two to be ok as people, as a couple, and as a family.  Your writing and the depth of what you have shared have invested us all a little in your relationship with Jaimee.  We all want to hear “what is next”, but more than that, we want to know that you are all in a good place or how we can help if you are not.  Thanks again for sharing with us.




Post 785 — curiouscouple122

Thu Nov 07, 2019 2:18 pm

Ky thank you for sharing. People get so caught up in the fantasy of these pages they don't always remember that there are real people. I see how strong you are for both you and your wife, and that's what a great husband and father would be and do for his family. You are a good man. Much respect to you and yours.




Post 786 — viking53

Thu Nov 07, 2019 6:56 pm

Ky

One of the  things that has come across in your posts from the very beginning is the strength of your relationship and your absolute love of Jaimee. Throughout your various adventures with their ups and downs, it has always been the two of you (now the four of you) that has been at the centre and the most important thing for you. It is this that has made your posts so interesting and a joy to read. As I have written before, You would be a fascinating couple to get to know in person with your joy in life and strength of love. Thank you for sharing so much with us.




Post 787 — alex7419

Thu Nov 07, 2019 8:18 pm

ky, thanks for sharing this with us.  I can only imagine how difficult it was for you emotionally that moment, to feel the person you most love making certain statements must tear you apart.  nevertheless you also realized that at that moment Jamie was the weakest and most vulnerable person and you knew how to keep your emotions at bay to cheer up and give strength to your wife, these are the moments that show the strength of a relationship and the love that  unites it.  thanks again for being open to all of us.




Post 788 — Xalar11

Fri Nov 08, 2019 1:34 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Certainly, this was far from being easy for you. A big thank you for sharing this very personal insight of your and Jaimee's relationship. That was some heavy stuff, and I admire you how you have handled this all and treated Jaimee in the most loving and caring way I could imagine. Of course, I don't know you and Jaimee personally, but I really have the feeling that you two are destined for eachother, always have and always will (Yeah, I know this sounds quite cheesy as well )



Allow me to ask you about one text passage

You say Jaime proofread everything you have written. So can I ask how Jaimee reacted to your expressed hurt in this situation?



Of course I'm not a psychlogist and I hope what I say don't make it worse, but it's guess it's fair to say that the fact that you aren't the biological father of the boys has caused a deep wound in Jaimee. I think Jaimee did wish nothing more than you to be the father of your babies in every sense of the word. (Look I'm not saying the boys aren't yours, they certainly are and being a father to them means so much more than sharing the same DNA, but I assume you know what I mean). Maybe I'm totally wrong on this, but to fully heal this wound for Jaimee, she "needs" or better say she wishes to give you at least one or maybe even two children of your own later on.

Don't get me wrong, I don't try talk you into something, and I know it's probably way too really to think about this, considering your boys being still so small and needing your full attention. But Jaimee is still relatively young so maybe in 3 or 4 years when the boys are little more self-sufficiant, maybe having start going to kindergarten, then taking a hiatus from your "game" to make sure that this time nothing goes wrong and maybe you both could try for another child? Of course, I have no idea of you and Jaimee have already talked about this or if even Jaimee wants more children, after experiencing that two babies make a lot of work and costing your last ounce of energy , but I could imagine thar Jaimee wants nothing more in a few years?




Post 789 — sadie

Fri Nov 08, 2019 1:53 am

KY, thanks so much for sharing I'll have more to say more later but right now I'm really tied up for my day.







Post 790 — wannabecUKold

Fri Nov 08, 2019 2:35 am

Dear Ky

Thank you for sharing this deeply personal account.  



The essential thing is that you love the boys more than you could ever imagine. As a parent I know that feeling. 



Jaimee is unsettled, as one would expect.  But you gave her the reassurance she needs (and bravo for that cheesy “You are more beautiful that Aphrodite herself".)  She is feeling that she's humiliated herself, is slutty, ashamed, hates and blames Wade, whilst at the same time desiring him and - that dagger - grateful to him for the twins.  I don't think she should fight those feelings but should accept them and endorse them.  Yes, that is how it is, that's how it feels, there is nothing to be done.  And, having got them in equilibrium, leave them there like old friends.  Make them part of your love for each other, your shared experience.  You are both so lucky that you have each other, love each other and can communicate so well together.   



And as part of this healing, do as you are doing - get back to the normality of who you have become. Enjoy Jaimee being - in her words - the adulterous wife you both need her to be.



xxx




Post 791 — Ky_Da

Fri Nov 08, 2019 3:30 am

↳ Replying to: Xalar11, Ky_Da

Thanks for the thoughts, Xalar



About your question: My wife felt terrible that what she said was so hurtful because it was the last thing she wanted, and in no way meant for it to be hurtful. And truthfully, it shouldn’t have been hurtful—I just took it that way because of my own insecurities and fears. 



And yes, we do intend to have more children. Fuck all you population control people out there that think it’s irresponsible to populate the earth anymore—sorry, got off on a rant there. Anyway, we both want a big family, so more kids are definitely on the agenda. My wife thinks I’m out of my mind on this, but I thought her pregnant body was the most sexy thing I’ve ever seen. Maybe it’s just a biological thing, but a pregnant woman is huge turn on—or maybe that’s just me. I haven’t actually asked other guys what they think.




Post 792 — Ky_Da

Sat Nov 09, 2019 10:41 am

Hey all,



First, sorry for the editing problems. I typed this out on my phone on a long flight back from the east coast last night. 

 

I’m still feeling the emotional roller coaster from the last post. Those first months after the birth of the boys were gut wrenching at times. But little by little we talked our way through things, and little by little life started to improve. We learned it wasn’t enough just to talk things out—that was only part of the process. We really had to learn how not only be honest with each other, but honest with ourselves. We learned that we were both deluding ourselves about certain things. But once we made the discoveries, we were able to pull those weed out by the roots.

 

Slowly our sex life returned to normal, and despite the new and constant chaos in the home, we were starting to feel happy again. Which leads to the next experience I wanted to share.

 

We had gotten into a nightly routine where we’d get the boys to bed and still have a little energy left over for each other, so we were making the most of it and having sex a lot more often. After sex, I’d roll over and go to sleep and my wife would read for a while because she’d need to feed the boys one more time before she went to sleep for the night. This routine had been going on for about a week and one night I didn’t fall asleep right away. I laid there and watched my wife read from her phone. She looked flush and whatever she was reading had her total attention.

 

I rolled toward her and asked, “What are you reading, Penthouse Letters?” By the way she looked at me, I knew she didn’t know what I was talking about. I thought everybody in the world knew what Penthouse Letters were. I do. I’ve read a lot of them, lol. At first, she didn’t want to show me, but she finally relented and showed me. She’d gotten a new phone a little while ago, and when she downloaded the Kindle app, it connected to my library. Now my library is full of science fiction, military, history, etc. you know, typical guy type books. But I’d forgotten that I’d bought and downloaded the J.C. Wittol cuckold books. There are eight of them. Some time ago I saw them recommended so I did download them, but life got busy and I never got to reading them.

 

“What do you think?” I asked.

 

“Brilliant,” she said, her voice a husky whisper.

 

“Really?” I asked in surprise. I thought they were just smut reads, but she obviously was into them, and my wife is a serious literature snob. I propped myself up on my elbow. “You’re not serious, are you?”

 

Jaimee cleared her throat, stretched out lazily, and set the phone on the bed, “The writing is rubbish—but better than yours,” she said as she gave me a teasing look, “but the fantasy and some of the ideas are brilliant.”

 

“I haven’t read them yet. What’s the story about?” I asked.

 

My dark-haired beauty shook her head at me, “Don’t be a wanker. Read them for yourself after I’m done, then we’ll talk.”

 

So I did. Jaimee had finished the 8th book in the series the following evening and I picked up on book one. I started reading about 7-ish or so that evening, and I’m ashamed to say I finished the 8th book at around five in the morning. Yeah, I couldn’t put it down. I read through the night, got up and showered, and went to work for the day. I might have abused a little caffeine the following day at work. But my head was full of the fantasies from the books. It had been a long time since either one of us had indulged ourselves in the cuck fantasies. We’d been so busy up to that point that we haven’t had time to think about anything else except surviving the day. After reading those books, my cuck switch had been seriously flipped.

 

The following night we couldn’t get to bed fast enough, and I know each of us had cuckold and hotwife fantasies running through our minds. After, as we lie in bed, I asked, “So you want to try out what Nick and Nichole were doing in the books?” I asked, referring to the main characters of the series.

 

Jaimee rolled her eyes, “Sure, we just need to find a rich black man with a giant cock that we can trust,” she said sarcastically.

 

“Shouldn’t be that hard,” I countered, shrugging my shoulders. “I know some black guys at work.”

 

“Do you think about what you’re going to say before you say it, or do you just let that rubbish spill out?”

 

“What?” I asked, throwing my hands in the air. “I do.”

 

She shook her head at me, “Seriously, Ky. You don’t think it’s a bit daft to carry on with a mate a work?”

 

“Oh, yeah, well, there’s that,” I said lamely. “But that’s not important right now. I want to know what you liked about the book. Do you want to be Nichole? Was that your ultimate fantasy; buffed black guy, huge cock, submissive husband wearing a cage and panties—hell, the story even had a lesbian girlfriend for Nichole. That was like the perfect trifecta of cuck-dom.” My wife didn’t answer right away. I looked over and saw that she was blushing a little. And even had a bit of a cum-face going on. I gave her a knowing smile and she gave me a light slap on the shoulder.

 

“Don’t tease me, Ky. They’re just fantasies now.”

 

“Sorry,” I quickly apologized, but my smile didn’t diminish. “They’re fantasies until they aren’t.”

 

“Oh really?” she said, her brow raising slightly. My wife rolled toward me, removing her panties and crawling up until she straddled my chest. I could see her pussy inches away from my face. God, I love this woman. “I remember how much of a reluctant git you were. You were not a good cuck-boy most of the time. Always being stubborn and trying to top me from the bottom.”

 

“Maybe I’ve learned my lesson. Maybe I just need another chance,” I quipped back.

 

My wife moved up onto her knees until her pussy was right above my mouth, “Oh, you’ll have your chance someday. “I just have to find the right boyfriend to dominate you. Wade was great, but you two were more friends—it would never have worked.”

 

I inhaled deeply. I love the smell of her. “That’s part of the problem,” I said, my eyes completely fixated on her lower lips.

 

She pulled back enough that she could look me in the eye, “What’s the problem?”

 

“I’m not going to be sub to some dude. I don’t care who he is. I don’t care if he can kick my ass or if he’s a thousand times more manly than I am. I don’t get off on that at all.”

 

 “You don’t want to be my cuck-boy anymore?” She asked, the expression on her face flashed of hurt.

 

I shook my head, “You misunderstand me. You just said it. I’ll be your cuck-boy, but no one else’s.”

 

 “Oh,” she simply said and moved her womanhood over my mouth again, “Then be a good cuck-boy and service your queen.” She pressed her pussy to my mouth. She was already very wet. I brought her to a strong orgasm, but instead of sliding to the side, she only moved back down and sat on my chest. “You’re going to do that again,” she declared, her breath coming in heavy pants.

 

“Yes, my queen,” I said with a smile. She game me a genuine and happy smile back and it warmed my soul.

 

“Good boy,” she praised, “I might finally graduate you from peasant to commoner one of these days.”

 

“What? I’m not a knight yet?” I complained, reaching up to tickle her sides.

 

She slapped my hands away, “No, not until your little dick is wearing his armor.”

 

Ah, she was referring to the chastity cage, fuck she’s quick sometimes. “What do I get out of the deal if I let you put it on me?”

 

Jaimee had been resting her hands on the headrest, but she lowered them down and gripped two handfuls of my hair, “See, this is how you are, Ky,” she said, staring me directly in the eyes, her tone still playful. “It’s not about what you get out of it. Being a good cuck-boy is about what you give. It’s my job as your queen to reward you with what I deem proper.”

 

“Ah, got it,” I replied.

 

My wife moved her pussy back over my mouth and slowly lowered herself onto my mouth again, “That’s better,” she sighed as I began, “but don’t get cheeky with me, cuck-boy.”

 

I could feel her juices coating my chin, mouth, face, and even running down my neck. I was rock hard as I listened to the small moans that escaped her lips. She reached back and I felt her hand grasp my dick. It didn’t take her long to bring me to a climax, which I felt land on my stomach. I felt her flinch at the same time, “Whoa,” she sounded, “well done cuck-boy, you actually got some of your cum on my back.” Jaimee let herself slump to the side and laid next to me in a heap. “I’m knackered.”

 

After a few minutes of companionable silence, I asked, “You’re sounding like you want to play the game again.”

 

A silence hung between us for a brief moment, “No,” she said simply. I must admit. I felt my heart sink a little. I guess I was wanting to play again more than I had thought. But they she continued, “It’s not a game anymore, Ky.”

 

I forced myself to sit up, “Huh?”

 

“I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately,” she began, “We played a game for a while, but when I got pregnant, it stopped being a game.”

 

“I get it,” I said reflexively.

 

This time she turned towards me, “No, let me finish,” she said, moving her body closer to mine. “I’m not the same person I was a few years ago, yeah. It used to feel like we were playing a game. I felt like I was a character acting out a scene. But now it feels like this is who I am. It’s not a game anymore, it’s just become who we are. Does that make sense?”



“I think so,” I said slowly, still trying to process. “But that’s kind of a scary thought.”



The gorgeous creature next to me nodded quickly, “Got it in one,” she declared, “I feel like we deluded ourselves by calling it a game. Like we could stop and put it away like a board game you put back in the closet when your done playing,” Jaimee’s gaze drifted to the ceiling as she thought out what she was trying to express. “I don’t feel like I’m playing a role anymore. This is who I am now. An adulterous, slutty, whoring wife.” 



I couldn’t help but smile, “In other words, you’re a MILF now.” 



She looked back at me, “A what?” 



“A MILF. Acronym for  mother I’d like to fuck.”



“Crass,” she said, but I could hear the teasing coming back into her voice. “They warned me about marring such a lowbred Philistine.” 



“Yeah-yeah, let’s go back to the books. I still want to know what you liked most about them. What got your motor running, what did you like, what did you dislike?” 



“I liked reading about how Nichole sometimes lost herself. I miss that feeling of being drunk with pleasure. That feeling of being filled up completely… god that’s intoxicating,” she sighed at the memory. 



“I think that was one of my favorite parts of the experience, too,” I agreed. “I loved seeing you when all you were thinking about was the experience and the pleasure. I still get off on thinking about it actually.” I felt my wife’s hand rest on my crotch. I I love it. All I need to do to get her to touch my dick is to start talking about sex. It’s only a matter of time then. 



“Hmmm,” she hummed skeptically, “That might be something that turns you on, but I know what does it for you more than that.”



“Oh? Do tell then.” I challenged. 



“I know what you read, the type of porn videos you watch. It’s obvious,” she gave my members squeeze, “You like it when the innocent white girl is  transformed into a queen of spades cock slut,” when I didn’t immediately deny it, she teasingly asked, “Do you think of me that way? Do you imagine me shagging black men, getting that tattoo symbol on my ankle so that everyone knows I’m a slut for black men?” 



I had to clear my throat from before I could answer, I eventually coughed out, “Sometimes.” 



My wife shook her head and rolled her eyes, “My cuck-boy is incorrigible,” then she asked, “Do you fantasize about me getting pregnant with a black man’s baby? So that all of our families know that I’m unfaithful to you? Is that part of it, too?”



I immediately shook my head, “No,” I said without hesitation. “I used to—but not anymore. I don’t like to think about that at all now.”



“Good,” she agreed, “The rest I’m willing to do for you, but not that.” 



My head snapped toward her, “Are you fucking serious?”



Jaimee laughed, “I’m just indulging your fantasy for a minute. Don’t get so serious on me right now.” 



I felt a wave of relief. It’s one thing to fantasize about, a whole other thing to actually do it. But of course all of you know that. 



“Although, I think I’d be a pretty hot QOS. I could get a tattoo on my wrist like your dream girl Jen,,” she said, referring to the Xleg books. She indulges me and reads along still. And we still chat about where the story is headed.



“Stop teasing me woman,” I groaned. She was still gently stroking me. 



“Maybe i’m not teasing,” she said wryly. “I’ve been a good girl for a long time now with only your average dick to satisfy me.. I’ve been craving that feeling of being filled by a big cock. That intense feeling that makes your heart flutter… there’s something very tantalizing about being completely transformed into a complete sex object – it is fun to fantasize about.”



“…I miss watching it, but life is really good right now.” 



“It is,” Jaimee agreed. “So don’t muck it up.”  



We had great sex that night, but I know each one of us was thinking about the books we had just read. I was imagining my wife with a black boyfriend, and I’m sure she was imagining the same, only with the added caveat that I was wearing the cage. And maybe it’s from the direction of Xleg story lately, but I have been thinking (and watching) about stories where women are ‘transformed’ into QOSs. I think like all things in this lifestyle, we need to push things further and further to feel the same rush of endorphins we did when we first started, Our lust pushes us to push the envelope. 



I did enjoy reading those books. I haven’t felt cuckold angst like that in a long time. I missed it, and it really got my mind energized for it again. I don’t know that I’d recommend those books. They’re fun reads for what they are, but it feels like I’d be recommending to take a needle of heroine. Everyone has to make their own choice, and I don’t want to the be reason anyone makes that choice because occasionally I miss the days of innocence before all the fucking around started. Life was simpler back then.




Post 793 — Xalar11

Sat Nov 09, 2019 8:10 pm

As always a big thank you for sharing. The "banter" between you and Jaimee is really heartwarming. Jaimee has a lot of wit, in this she reminds me a lot of my own wife. Especially in always trying to have the last word, but I guess that's the case in most marriages . 



Excuse me if ask something a bit of topic, can I ask how did your family, your parents and siblings, actually received Jaimee when you introduced her to them? How is their relationship today? And were you received by Jaimee's parents and siblings, were the concerned if you would be the right man for their daughter?




Post 794 — SutterKane

Sat Nov 09, 2019 8:13 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Damn, Ky, I've miss your story telling and writing! You and Jammie's story and Don Jetman's stories of he and his wife "L" are amazing! My wife has become addicted to Don's writing and I'm looking forward to introducing her to you and Jammie's story now that your back to writing again. I wanted to, but when I went looking for your older thread, it was gone! I nearly fucking cried! Or my "Lil husband penis" as my wife now calls it, did!  

On the Queen of Spades front, is it all that we cuck want it to be? Fuck yes! IF you find the right BBC Bull! My wife has been fucking well hung BBC Bulls for the last four years now and it has been, without a doubt, the best thing that ever happened to our sex life! It has been emotionally challenging for me on a lot of levels, but seeing my wife sexually fulfilled like I never had or could, makes up for it 100%. But I had to let go of my male ego and need to control everything. I learned to stop thinking in terms of labels and lines, do's and don'ts, let the cuckolding just wash over me and just relax! 

This life is a drug, as you well know. Don't let yourself, your identity, or marriage get lost in. Because, if you chase this particular rabbit down this particular rabbit hole, you'll find yourself much like Alice, always amazed, beguiled and overwhelmed by where this leads! You will crave the way it feels to hear her tell you to "Put my lovers cock inside my cunt, so he can give me what you can't!" Ans "Can you leave us alone for an hour?" And them listen to them fuck for hours, like animals in heat, through a closed door! You will throb and drool in your cage, aching with an intensity that you can't imagine now. And once you've tasted the water from THAT well, you can't imagine ever living without it again! And once she's taken you that deep into cuckoldland and sees just what it does to you and power that gives her over you and how it made you cum in your cage without even being able to touch yourself (it can truly be that intense!), it will seal your cuckold fate, doom you to the most extreme sexual adventure and emotional angst that you can imagine! If you're a good cucky boy, that is!    

 A drug, I tell you. A.Fucking.Drug!

Sutter




Post 795 — wannabecUKold

Sat Nov 09, 2019 8:54 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

That was harsh on you Ky.  

Your writing is great - anyway all you have to do is write down your wife's cut-glass accented swearing.  That's what a posh English girls school teaches you.   Bloody hell, I say.




Post 796 — Ky_Da

Sun Nov 10, 2019 11:48 am

Yes, getting in the last word is kind of my wife’s thing. As far as family acceptance, it was a little challenging in the beginning, but not as much as I’d expected. Of course there’s the obvious. I’m a little older than Jaimee—less than a decade, but she was still on the very young side when we married and hand’t finished her degree, so of course her parents were concerned about that. . She’s also their only daughter. That in itself carries an automatic animosity towards the potential husband. 



But one thing I’ve learned is that while Americans and Brits have a lot in common, there’s still a lot that differs. As I reflect back to those early days, I realize now that my in-laws did express their concern, but I really didn’t pick up on it because they did it in more subtle ways. Even my father-in-law, he may be American, but he’s lived so long in England that he shares a lot of the same traits now. Whereas my parents prefaced the conversation by saying, “We’ll support you if this is what you want, but here are some things we don’t think you’re considering,” and then they gave me their list. My in-laws would make a comment like, “Holliday travel is such a nightmare, and one mustn’t expect everyone to make the effort.” 



That’s a really bad example, but my point is that I’d often be left scratching my head wondering what the fuck. When Jaimee was present, she would basically translate it for me later, and be like, “They’re simply saying they’ll miss us when we can’t come for the holidays.”  



Again, that’s a terrible made-up example. They have a way of saying something, but doing it in a way that’s a little different if you’re not used to it. I get it now, but I still wonder how much I missed of what was actually said back in those early days. 



For my side of the family, It took some time for them to get to know her. They all made an effort from the very beginning, but occasionally my wife can be extremely blunt. I think she intimidated the hell out of my brothers for the first year of our marriage… no, strike that,  they’re still slightly intimidated. I have a sister, but she’s chosen a tough path through life and so we rarely see her.



All-in-all it’s worked out great and these days everyone gets along really well. My in-laws are fantastic people. And everyone is enamored with our boys. The only friction (and it’s minor) is with my mother-in-law really. And not for any one thing I’ve done. She’s just very… ‘proper, strict about decorum and things like protocol, tradition,  and etiquette. I’m far too casual for her, and she sees me rubbing off on her daughter that way.




Post 797 — Ky_Da

Sun Nov 10, 2019 11:55 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane, Ky_Da





Damn Sutter, that’s a lot to take in. Despite how long this thread has grown, my wife and I have really done very little compared to so many on this site. For example, the other day Jaimee and I found a list online of kinky cuckold ideas. There were probably a hundred of them - well, maybe 50. Point being that we had only done a small handful of them. Granted, a lot of them were pretty extreme and fell into the bisexual arena, but it made me thing about all the things we have yet to experience. I know my wife wants to try continue to have these experiences. 



No question what you wrote is almost exactly what rings my bell the hardest, but it’s also what terrifies me the most. Good stuff.




Post 798 — Ky_Da

Sun Nov 10, 2019 12:07 pm

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold, Ky_Da



I’m afraid that one sad fact is that I don’t hear my wife’s accent like I used to. I’m so used to hearing her speak that I almost consciously have to listen for it. But yes, she still does have that cut-glass sharpness. What I find interesting is that a lot of people have more-or-less two forms of speech; formal and informal. Hell, even some languages have entire conjunction systems crafted for formal and informal speech. But my wife almost has only one type of speech, and it’s like she stuck in formal mode all the time. There is a slight difference when it’s her and I together, but not much. To her, that’s just how you speak. I think it was so drilled into those kids at school that there stuck that way for the rest of their lives. Maybe I’m wrong, but that’s been my experience. 



My wife both loved and hated the school she went to. It was about as good of an education as one could ever get, but it comes at a cost, and not just financial. I don’t think i could do it, send my kid away for 9 months out of the year, only seeing them on holidays and during the summer. Those kids to learn some serious skills and independence though. Still, I like teasing her as the posh-girl that went slumming and ended up marrying him. 



As to her diss of my writing skills, that was water off a duck’s back for me. She is the epitome of an English lit snob. Anything less than the classical perfection and she’s going to have a visceral reaction to the quality.




Post 799 — sadie

Sun Nov 10, 2019 9:47 pm

Which says a lot for her appreciation of cuckold porn.



I also attended that kind of school (complete with our own sexual predators that happily I was able to steer clear of). Yep, it has costs and strengths.



I do love dirty minded women :-)




Post 800 — wannabecUKold

Sun Nov 10, 2019 10:26 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

That's how she can get away with the sluttiest remark.  It flies over the heads of the people listening until a few minutes later they get what she's said and can't believe she's just said it. 



I remember one girl when asked why the plaster had fallen off the wall behind the bed head simply replied that one's personal needs had to take priority over the decor.   Or, when her boyfriend was shocked to find her vibrator, simply said - in front of others - that she obviously needs to supplement the thin fare that he provides.





Post 801 — viking53

Mon Nov 11, 2019 1:51 am

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold, Ky_Da

I can just imagine Lady Mary in Downton Abbey saying that!




Post 802 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 12, 2019 6:39 am

Hey all, 



Another post from your local cuck-aholic. It feels like I’ve posted way more everyday life type stuff than cuckold experiences, so thanks for bearing with me anyway. It’s just how life is for us right now – lots of ordinary days with a few extraordinary days mixed in. 



I do have some experiences I want to share, but I wanted to get a couple of posts out of the way to help me communicate what’s been happening in our lives these last months. 



My wife’s been out a handful of times with her latest adventure—Andrew. He seems a good guy and it’s been a good experience for my wife to put her toe back in the water. We’re at the point now where Andrew wants more time with her, and we’re trying to figure out what we want. It’s a harder game to play when the guy thinks my wife is going behind my back. With Wade, we were able to set some ground rules in the beginning and that helped us avoid a lot of pitfalls. 



On the most recent date, we took a step and did something we’ve never done before. She went without her wedding ring on. 



The cuckold angst I felt when I saw her take it off and place it on the nightstand was probably more intense than anything in recent memory. We’d agreed to give it a try one night because Andrew asked her out on a date that involved clients he’s worked with for many years. They know he’s divorced and he wouldn’t be able to explain dating a married woman. And these were the type of clients that would look down on such an arrangement. 



Seeing my wife dressed for her date and not wearing her ring was fucking really intense. Before she left, she took her ring with her and said she’d only take it off while they were with the clients, and that once she and Andrew were alone, she’d put it back on again. 



When I next saw her, it was two in the morning the following morning as she did the walk of shame back home. Andrew begged her to stay the night, but she told him she’s not ready for that step and she had to get home to her kids. 



I only get to see a few pictures from these liaisons, so it’s more of a mental trip than anything else. Andrew has already asked her out again. He’s chartered a private boat to go to Catalina Island for a day of fishing with a half-dozen clients. My wife’s not much of a fisherman. I’ve taken her a few times and she has little interest in it, but she’s enjoying her dates with Andrew and I think she’s also enjoyed being around more adults. I can see that it’s hard for her when she’s home with the boys all day. She needs more adult conversation. 



I was late getting home recently, and when I did, I found my wife sitting in the recliner in our bedroom, wearing nothing, sipping tea and talking to Andrew on the phone. Seeing me, she set down her mug and motioned for me to approach. When I was within arm’s distance, she undid my belt, pulled my pants down to my knees and then pointed for me to sit on the end of the bed. 



I was excited, but wasn’t sure where this was going. Once I sat down on the bed, my beautifully naked wife went to the bathroom and returned with the bottle of lotion and a hand towel. She handed them to me and then returned to her seat on the recliner. Never once did she falter on her conversation with Andrew. 



I listened as my wife talked about favorite restaurants and places to see in San Diego, then after another ten minutes or so, I heard my wife say, “I enjoyed it very much. It’s been a long time since my pussy’s felt a proper cock.”



Ugh! I know my eyes widened in surprise but the teasing smile on my lips told me she was wanting to have fun. She parted her legs and could see her shaved lower lips. It’s been a little while since she’s shaved herself completely down there. It was simply easier to go au natural for a time. She glanced towards me and gestured for me to ‘get started’, and then she returned her attention to her phone call and her tea. 



I listened for about another minute before an almost angry glare came from my wife. She motioned with her eyes toward the lotion. 



Fuck-all, okay, I applied some lotion and got started. Masturbation is something I’m fairly familiar with, but for a long time, I haven’t done it too often. Even when we’ve played the game in the past, I’ve tried to maintain some self control—not always successful—but I’ve never had a habitual masturbation habit. I heard a guy once tell me, when I was like 14, that jacking off might feel good, but in the end, you’re just fucking yourself. I don’t know why, but that’s always stuck with me. 



Anyway, in only a few minutes, I found myself jacking off in front of my wife while I listened to her phone call with her latest lover. 



I heard her say, “My husband does his best, but unfortunately, his gifts are not those of the bedroom variety.” 



I watched with cock in hand and heart racing as she listened and smiled, “Of course I remember Sean… oh that’s interesting, but it would ever happen. He’s a beastly man. I honestly thought he was intellectually challenged when I first met him… now Troy is a bit more interesting. I got the impression he was an old mate of yours…” 



I listened for a long time while my wife seemed to be discussing other men, but only getting one side of the conversation, I was having to piece it together and it was frustratingly maddening. 



“I’ve only once participated in a threesome, but I’m keen to try it again, my last experience was… life changing,” she continued, “…No, my husband prefers to pleasure himself than to be with me… Yes, I’m sure he suspects that I cheat on him. Personally, I think he likes the idea. He knows he’s not enough to satisfy me.” 



That was it. I blew my load into the hand towel. My wife smiled, finished up her conversation, and ended the call. “I think I much prefer you cuming this way. No nasty mess for me to clean up after,” she stood and stretched. Fuck she’s beautiful, “I’m going to have my shower,” she declared, tossing her phone onto the recliner.



I cleaned myself up and tossed the hand towel into the hamper. I checked on the boys who were sleeping in their cribs, grabbed a beer and returned to the bedroom. The events over the last months were really starting to get my cuck engine revved. 



I picked up my wife’s phone and entered the code. We agreed a long time ago that we would each have complete access to each other’s phones, and that we should check in on each other once in a while, just to avoid any temptation. I rarely do it, but once in a while I’ll scroll through her texts and photos. I went to the pictures and browsed the pics with her and Andrew. They were good. They were erotic. But for some reason they weren’t that much of a turn on. I had no connection with them. It was like looking at porn with someone that resembled my wife. 



I exited the pictures and went to the phone screed. The past call log came up automatically, and I was confused to see that the most recent phone call was several hours earlier, and it was with her mother. Fuck, she had made up the whole phone call with Andrew. She had totally sold it. The whole thing had been contrived to tease and taunt me. Damn I love this woman. She knows me too well. 



I was about to put the phone down when I decided to look at the texts. I was in for another shock. She had some recent texts with Wade. 



For those who haven’t read the past pages, Wade was my wife’s previous lover/boyfriend, and is also the biological father of my boys. As far as I knew, they hadn’t spoken or had any communication, so I was surprised to see the texts. My heart was beating hard as I opened the text chain. 



The first thing I noticed was that the texting was infrequent. Maybe once a week, sometimes a couple in a day, so that eased my emotions some. The texts were mainly my wife sharing the occasional picture of the boys and Wade commenting about how quickly they were growing and how handsome they looked. I was really conflicted about this one. I never knew she had been sending him pictures. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. 



The last texts were a little more personal, but nothing I’d consider a betrayal of trust. Wade expressed how much he wished he hoped he might be able to be part of their lives someday, and how he missed what we had before Jaimee became pregnant. He basically said that he’d never been happier. 



When my wife came out of the shower, I asked her about the texts. 



“I didn’t think it was a problem, but if it makes you uncomfortable, I’ll stop straightaway,” she replied. 



“I guess it’s fine,” I said, not really sure if I felt that way or not.



My wife narrowed her eyes at me. She was wrapped only in a towel. “You say that, but I don’t feel like you mean it.” 



“Truthfully, I don’t know. We’ve kind of just avoided the whole subject with Wade since you got pregnant. He didn’t get you pregnant on purpose, so I’ve never been angry with him, and he’s always been extremely careful not to intrude. I actually feel bad sometimes because I know I haven’t treated him all that fairly. We basically did just drop him like a box of rocks.” 



Jaimee sat on the recliner and curled her legs underneath her bum, “I don’t know if I want to talk about this, Ky,” she said, looking down toward her knees. 



“Is something wrong? Did something happen?” I pressed. 



“No, of course not,” she shot back quickly. “I’ve sent him a few pictures, and I tell him how the boys are doing once in a while because I felt I owed him that much… but I try not to think about him very often. It’s too hard.” 



I wasn’t sure whether it was a good idea or not, but I couldn’t let it drop without knowing more. “Please, why is it too hard. Did you love him?” 



Jaimee shrugged, “Maybe in a way I did, but it was different. I love you completely. You know that. But I can’t deny that I have a connection with Wade… I still feel that pull sometimes,” she was silent in thought for a long minute, “Maybe it’s something biological—I don’t know… I miss him sometimes,” she confessed. 



There it was. I’ve always wondered about her feeling for Wade, but I’ve been too scared to ask, and she’s never volunteered them before. I trust that nothing has happened between the two of them since we ended the game, but there are still lingering feelings. As I think about it, it seems obvious that there still would be. Mean she bore his children. Fuck this stuff gets heavy sometimes. And the worst part about it is that I sometimes wish things were still like they were. Those times with Wade with were good. We all loved it. 



As I further thought about it that night. I realized that thinking about her past experiences with Wade excited me more than her current affairs with Andrew. 



We know Wade, and he’s proven trustworthy. We have a comfort level with him and enjoyed him being around. All that was great. And I would like to talk to him again, have him over for dinner and beers like we used to. But I know where that would lead, and I can’t help bot think that the pitfalls could potentially be many and deep. This is uncharted territory for us, and I don’t know of any others that have gone through an experience like this. The safe route is to keep him out of our lives, but is that what we should do? I don’t know. 



I still struggle with what I might tell the boys someday. I feel I need to be honest with them when they’re old enough to understand the truth. They’re only months old and I’m already dreading that conversation. Would it be easier if they knew Wade growing up? Or would it just be fucking easier if I moved us to the UK and never thought about it again. Again, I don’t know. 



I’ve honestly thought about moving us to a new location. With my present company, there are always opportunities for engineers to relocate. There are even openings in the UK. We love where we live though, and life is pretty good. Jaimee is completely addicted to surfing, and I absolutely love the idea of seeing her in her wetsuit teaching our boys how to surf when they’re old enough. I fucking love that thought.  



I don’t see things with Andrew going any further. I don’t think there’s enough of a spark between them to turn into something more. Intellectually, he’s very compatible with her, and he’s been a good experience for her sexually, but I don’t think the chemistry works like it did with Wade. 



Her relationship with Wade is still an enigma to me. He’s not stupid, he’s far from being an idiot. But he’s no intellectual either. He’s just a simply a guy that likes what he likes, and for some weird reason, it worked between them. I’m not sure why. Maybe she likes/needs that more primal side from a man. Wade is a man’s man. There is nothing feminine or soft about him. But he was never intimidated by my wife either. She could scorch him with the worst burn imaginable—even in front of others where it would be extremely embarrassing to anyone else, but Wade would shrug and laugh and wouldn’t be bothered in the least. I think he actually liked it. I think that might be part of why their chemistry worked.




Post 803 — sadie

Tue Nov 12, 2019 8:34 am

Hmm OK Ky that's a big shoe to drop. and forgive me if I'm a little unclear on the place of this missive in your timeline. As I understood it, you had this conversation post-masturbating for your tricksy wife shortly after Jaimee's last date with Andrew, so I'm taking it this is in the last week or two.



And you're contemplating that she loves  Wade after some fashion and that their relationship turns you on more than her current dalliance. 



*AND* you feel it's a bit harsh dropping him after he's fathered twins on your wife (n.b. I would agree on this assessment). 



So are you saying you think you'd like to see her with Wade again?!! I'm also a bit surprised that your conversation with her just ended at the above with she loves him and misses him ... and that was it? feels like an odd place to end a conversation ... no shade here, I'm just trying to understand.



And whatever else, I'll be looking forward to hearing your coming installments.



All the best wishes to you,



S




Post 804 — Suchen Zucker

Tue Nov 12, 2019 8:48 am

Do you think Jaimee would re-establish what she had with Wade if you told her you wanted her to do so?




Post 805 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 12, 2019 9:16 am

Hey Sadie, 



Reading your comments forced me to go back and reread my post, and yeah, I left a lot of ambiguity out there. Sorry about that. I’ve been writing these posts like paragraph at a time because that’s all I can make time for, so it’s easy to starting thinking about something else and forgetting to flush out previous thoughts and conversations. I’ll make more of an effort to at least proofread the posts. 



I’m working on a part two to the conversation I had with my wife, and yes, that last post very recent. We haven’t made any decisions with Wade, so for now nothing changes. But we have started thinking and talking about the need find closure if we’ve decided it’s over. We just left so many things unsaid and undecided because we didn’t/don’t know how to deal with some of the issues. It felt like we had moved passed Wade and that time in our lives, and maybe we have, but we have both purposefully ignored it more than anything—the emotions it provokes have been beyond my ability to deal with effectively. We’ve both compartmentalized it, but that hasn’t made it go away. 



What I’m trying to say is that I think we’re quickly approaching a time where we’re going to have to open that box up and deal with those emotions and experiences one way or another. It really does feel like a Pandora’s Box, and we don’t know what to expect once it’s open. I do feel there are things Jaimee and I haven’t fully discussed, so that’s basically where we are now. Having these discussions. Well, better said we’re talking about talking about it, lol. Fuck, I know, it doesn’t make sense. But we’re trying our best. The one thing we both agree on is that we shouldn’t leave anything unsaid. Yes, we really should have been discussing these heavy issues for over a year now, but it’s easy to distract yourself from the hard work when you don’t want to deal with something. Better late than never I guess. 



I hope I’m making some semblance of sense. I’m barely able to understand my own thoughts these days. As I allow myself to think about recent events with Andrew, I’m even seeing that that has been a distraction. 



I did just drop that shoe out of nowhere, so I’m really going to try and be more comprehensive with the next post. I’m open to any insight anyone has. Maybe I’m making this out to be more than it needs to be, but I don’t think so. 



Questions remain like: do we owe Wade anything, even if it’s a formal goodbye? Does he deserve any involvement in the boys lives? What are the pitfalls? Is it okay to just cut him out completely, or do I really want that? Am I letting my kink fantasies get in the way of solid thinking? 



More to come... 



Thanks, Ky




Post 806 — Xalar11

Tue Nov 12, 2019 11:44 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Well, considering this whole "issue" with Wade you're again in a difficult spot. From Wade's point I can of course understand, that he would like to have at least some small part, whatever this is, in the twins lives. And I assume at some point in their lives it will probably necessary to tell the twins about Wade. I certainly don't envy you having to do this, though it's certainly quite a few years away.



And about Wade himself, yes maybe you, Jaimee and Wade need a conversation for a kind of closure, but you should be very, very careful about this. But anything further than this, any new "involvement" of Jaimee with Wade...,well, youself speak about opening Pandora's box, excuse me if I express it way more drastically. I would say that would be the absolute stuppiest thing you could do. There are so many potential pitfalls with this, I can't  count. Beginning with that Wade probably would like to have a even bigger role in the boys lives, demanding more and more, and maybe ending with Jaimee intensifying her feelings for Wade and leaving you for him, as unlikely as this seems for you today.

No matter how exciting this might get you, you already have thought with your little head once, a second time would be inexcusable and really would make me question your sanity. Sorry, but you can't really seriously thinking about this, in my mind.



Please, excuse my harsh words, I don't want to offend you. Of course, it's only your and Jaimee's decision what you do, but you both have really grown dear to me and it would make me sad seeing you getting hurt and any new intimate involvement of Jaimee with Wade has written "catastrophy" all over it, in my opinion.




Post 807 — wittol

Tue Nov 12, 2019 12:53 pm

From a fan:  thanks.  You're an outstanding writer, and I (and many others) very much appreciate your willingness to share your ongoing story with us.




Post 808 — sadie

Tue Nov 12, 2019 2:18 pm

Ky, nothing to be sorry about, I think I understand at least some of what you're going through and allowing that to happen at your own pace is part of that. I'm glad if sharing here helps with that, however outside the point that it is helping, you owe us absolutely nothing.



About Wade, here's my $0.02. I wouldn't think so much about what you 'owe' him as would it be good for all concerned for him to be involved going ahead? I doubt that's an easy question and I know my leaning would be that if he was good enough to have Jaimee's affection and to help you two have a couple of kids you love then he may well be good enough to have some involvement as someone who has reason to care about your children.



Personally I see Jaimee (and therefor yourself) continuing to be involved with Wade and that being positive in your relationship. I say that because I know a lot of poly, lesbian and gay parents who follow some approaches to family structure that reflect who they are in their lives and they do just fine, as do their kids. 



Anyway, again, just my $0.02. Take your time please and let us know how things are going when and if you want.



best wishes again,



S




Post 809 — curiouscouple122

Tue Nov 12, 2019 3:12 pm

Ky,



I've followed along with your journey with Jamiee and Wade. My thoughts on this are one that comes from love. This started because you and your wife had a strong relationship with Wade. For that relationship to evolve into some kind of love was inevitable. This happens in poly relationships and though you may not have declared that both of you love Jamiee, there were feelings there.



I get the impression from what Jamiee is feeling its either on or off. She will either hate or love Wade for giving you both those two beautiful children. It is important that you do things together with her and the kids to create that strong bond, like going to the Zoo or other age appropriate activities for kids and parents. It will grow to feel right in time.



It would be a shame to cut Wade out of your life now when he is probably feeling like a horrible person. I can only imagine that what your wife is feeling, he is probably feeling to an extent. I think limits need to be set and boundaries, as long as everyone can stay within them. I'm hearing from you that you all still care about each other.



Personally, I would say the best thing is to love those kids with all your heart no matter what. I have adopted children myself and I am their dad completely, it doesn't matter who's DNA it is. Love your wife, be friends again with Wade. Families are who we consider to be the closest people in our lives, sometimes its not about a ring or genetics, but about who we care about and love the most.



Take care,

CC122




Post 810 — viking53

Tue Nov 12, 2019 3:42 pm

I think both Sadie and CC122 have got it completely right. A family is not about DNA but about love and nurturing which is why society works so hard to get children adopted if they are lacking that support..



I also strongly support that the three of you need to get together and talk about this.




Post 811 — BigHotMess

Tue Nov 12, 2019 5:40 pm

Yes, you are letting your fantasies get in the way.  He’s not an idiot and he knows the deal.  Your kids are only kids once and you are sacrificing time that could be spent enjoying them by making things overly complex.  Tough love - it’s kind of selfish.  They deserve the laser focus of your undivided attention if it’s at all possible.



I make my recommendations from a position of having made that mistake myself.




Post 812 — MaxCargo

Tue Nov 12, 2019 7:59 pm

↳ Replying to: Xalar11, Ky_Da

True words of wisdom, in my opinion. I couldn't express it any better than Xalar11. Probably Xalar is right, you all three need a talk to get some kind of closure and maybe to define Wade's role in the life of the boys, but that should be just that "a talk" and nothing more.

Partly I can understand your feelings, it was certainly an exciting time with Wade, nonetheless I think that's a door you shouldn't open again, under no circumstances. I mean, do you really want to risk losing Jaimee? Because this could be the dire consequence, if you decide that Jaimee start engaging intimately with Wade again. No matter what "rules" you might establish beforehand, they could become hollow words quickly. Feelings between the two could grow and than there the boys, one day they could decide they would form the better family and then you would be out. As unlikely as this all might seem to you, you can't deny that this possibility does exists, and it becomes way, way more likely when Jaimee and Wade would start having sex with eachother again. I can only beg you, please, don't do this.




Post 813 — afagehi7

Tue Nov 12, 2019 8:29 pm

Unless you adopt she can leave and take the boys and you have zero recourse. That is how I understand the law.




Post 814 — sadie

Tue Nov 12, 2019 10:07 pm

@a7 that is absolutely wrong, the moment the married partner signs the child's birth certificate, he assumes full rights and responsibilities of being parent to a child. 



Nevermind that it's pf clear Jaimee would never do that to Ky, the law recognizes the spouse as presumptive parent and unless Ky had contested paternity at the outset he's legally the twins dad.





Post 815 — offendedgame

Tue Nov 12, 2019 10:15 pm

I don't know what to say, but in times like this I wish there was a like/love button just to say that i read your updates as soon as they come out and they don't go unnoticed.



I'm sorry you're going through this, though, but i know your'e gonna pull this out.




Post 816 — curiouscouple122

Wed Nov 13, 2019 12:40 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky,



I think you said it in this quote here. It isn't a game anymore. There are real feelings involved between Wade, your wife, and you. This is your lifestyle, and I think it's beautiful.



Embrace the lifestyle and all the joy it brings, but games don't have invested long term emotions, they occur during the game, and then they are over. Just like if a bull started developing romantic feelings for my wife or visa versa, it no longer ends with the game, it flows over into our lives.



Be amazing, I wish you all the happiness in the world. Keep what is important in the world in focus though. Those boys are priority 1 now in your lives. Not to share that experience and work together in raising them can create resentment. Remember to temper the fun times with your wife and you with the joyous times of being a family. I know that your writings only represent 10% of that of what happens in your life, so I understand that my statement may be redundant. I love hearing about your life and thank you for sharing.



CC122




Post 817 — Ky_Da

Thu Nov 14, 2019 5:06 pm

Hey all,

 

I swear, if my wife gets one more fucking speeding tickets… argh!!! If she gets one more point on her license it’ll be suspended. Then we’ll have to move to the UK, or at least some place with better public transportation. I don’t get it. She’s not an aggressive person by nature, but for some reason she feels she’s above common traffic laws.



Well, what’re you gonna do… pay higher insurance rates, I guess…



On another note, I’m married to a wanton slut, and I love it. Eh, I have to be nicer these days. Wife had to start supplementing the boys with formula because the demand is outpacing the supply. And she’s not taking it very well. I really don’t understand why she’s letting this upset her so much. Those boys are growing fast and I doubt any woman would be able to keep up. I’m probably going to regret this post, but I’m working out of town this week and my better judgement meter is out of adjustment, and I went out for drinks with clients. I tied off a few too many and I'm a little drunk. It's been a long time since I drank like that. Having to be a responsible adult and parent has a way of tempering the urge to drink excessively, or at least it does most of the time. 



Since I'm just typing out random shit, has anyone ever heard of a gal names Amber Luke? She's this young, attractive, Australian chick that is completely covered in tattoos. I mean she's covered her face, neck, hands, eyeballs, everything. I think it's the worst thing someone could do to themselves, but she is interesting to look at. I don't know what kind of future she's going to have, I guess porn in always an option. I'd probably watch that. I did see a video of a woman with a giant octopus tattoos on her ass. Or maybe I just dreamed that. I'm having a hard time thinking coherently right now. If I was a woman, I'd probably be a tattooed freak, too. No, that's not true. I'd probably have six kids with 7 different dudes.\\



Ok, enough of this. I have to go to bed so I can catch my flight back in the morning. Stay classsy San dieog




Post 818 — sabya167

Thu Nov 14, 2019 7:49 pm

Huh? Oh, okay, Ah, I mean, yeah sure, well, yes, umm...I mean, well, umm... Yeah definitely, sure, Ah,  thanx for sharing, I guess.




Post 819 — wannabecUKold

Thu Nov 14, 2019 8:30 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

She's British. 

Britannia waives the rules.




Post 820 — insertomit

Thu Nov 14, 2019 9:05 pm

My wife also felt upset when her milk supply started to go down. At that part of babies life there is not much a mother can do. Something I didn't realize before having kids is that breast feeding is exhausting for a mother, but she has a chance to bond with the babies we men could never do. When that milk supply goes away there is that fear of less bond and the hormones don't help.




Post 821 — NewOldCuck

Thu Nov 14, 2019 10:54 pm

Ky_Da,



I know the feeling of “why is it everything happens when I go out of town”. It doesn’t but it sure seems that way sometime. Thus the need to for a few too many. Welcome to the human race. 



Get back home, enjoy the nice weather and your loving family. You can’t take back the speeding ticket but you’ll find a way to deal with it.



New Old Cuck




Post 822 — Maddie_Hippychick

Fri Nov 15, 2019 5:08 am

How are you feeling this morning, Ky?




Post 823 — Ky_Da

Fri Nov 15, 2019 6:14 am

↳ Replying to: Maddie_Hippychick

Like I made some bad decisions last night. Fucking alcohol, no one ever wakes up the next day and thinks, “I’m glad I I got tanked last night.” And yet, it will seem like a good idea the next time someone suggests a night of drinking.




Post 824 — subtoall

Fri Nov 15, 2019 7:56 am

Speeding tickets?  Hmmnmmm.  If all those hunky CHP officers in their tight uniforms would only give her what she needs maybe she wouldn't need to rush around so much.




Post 825 — txrockdog

Fri Nov 15, 2019 8:37 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I think I smell some time in the cage in your future...




Post 826 — cuckling

Fri Nov 15, 2019 8:29 pm

Hi Ky

Your story is so interesting to read! And your wife sounds like a true cuckold goddess! I wonder if she already made you her true cuck? Have you earned the title 'cocksucker' yet?  Does she have have you fucked in the ass yet? It's so hot that she wants this..




Post 827 — Ky_Da

Sat Nov 23, 2019 11:30 am

Hey all, 



Hope you’re all doing well on the start of a pre-Thanksgiving weekend. I was going to write a little about Wade and our recent conversation with him, but after a lengthy discussion with my wife, we decided I should keep that one private. I’ll just say that going forward, he won’t be involved in our lives. There may come a day when we tell the boys the whole truth, and if they want, let them meet him, but for now, he’s not going to have any contact with them, and Jaimee won’t be sending any updates or pictures. It wasn’t an easy conversation, but in the end, Wade respected our wishes. As Wade left and my wife and I returned inside, it really did feel like the end of a chapter in our lives. It felt like closure. 



I’ve been hoping to update something more on Andrew, but not much has happened lately. I’ve had to travel a little lately, and the home life has been busier than unusual, so no happy happy fun times to report there. They do stay in touch, and I’m sure they’ll connect again at some point, but it hasn’t felt like a priority lately.



I do have one thing to write about though. On one of Jaimee’s dates with Andrew, she met a gal named Nichole. They hit it off and have become fast friends. I would describe Nichole as very pretty in the traditional SoCal way. You know, platinum blonde, large tits, pouty lips, unable to show much expression from the Botox, etc. I’m taking a guess, but she’s probably in her late thirty’s, maybe forty at the oldest.



But despite being your typical Cali-girl, my wife likes her. While Nichole’s a little fake on the outside, Jaimee finds her genuine and fun to talk to. On a side note; I do hope that when my wife gets older, she wont be tempted to do the Botox or plastic surgery thing. I think a woman that’s confident in herself and her age is so much more attractive than one who is trying to hang onto her youth for a little longer. That stretched face, high forehead, pulled back eyes, blah! You can have it. 



Sorry, got sidetracked. Back to Nichole. She wasn’t fooled by my wife’s act of being an unfaithful wife on her dates with Andrew. She pulled Jaimee aside during the date and flat out asked her if she was cucking her husband. Jaimee came clean and told her the truth, that occasionally we like to play a little bit. Through the course of the evening, they had more-or-less told each other their life stories. And Nichole has a backstory that left me speechless and with a serious case of unrepentant wood that refused to bow.  



Nichole and her husband have done it all. They didn’t just push the boundaries, they blew past it and everyone else’s, too. Presently, Nichole and her husband have an open marriage, but they don’t exercise that privilege very often. Now that they have teenagers at home, they’ve stepped back a little and spend most of their time concentrating on their family—but they still get out on occasion. I can certainly understand and respect that. 



A little more about Nichole and her husband. Her husband’s name is Mitch. He’s pushing 50, tall, lean, balding, but has a killer mustache. Nichole has a fucking QOS tattoo on her ankle, and it’s not small. It’s also been there a while, too. I don’t know when the whole QOS thing started, but I’ve always felt it was a recent thing. I don’t know. I need to ask her how long she’s had it. 



I only briefly met them, so what little I know comes from my wife. They’ve invited us over for dinner whenever we can get freed up, and my wife really wants to go, so that might produce something worth writing about. Other than that, I’ve got nothing but exploding poop and vomit stories. 



I can’t help but want to know more about Nichole’s QOS tattoo. I’ve read hundreds of stories about them. Including Xleg’s current story. But I’ve never actually come across someone that has one. It’s just so extreme that I can’t imagine actually going through with it. But then again, my wife got knocked up by a man that wasn’t her husband. Some might think that’s a little extreme… and they’d be right.




Post 828 — subtoall

Sat Nov 23, 2019 3:10 pm

Wow Ky, thank you for the update.  I'm sure that conversation with Wade was difficult, with a lot of confusing feelings all around, especially sadness.  But I can't help thinking that it was the right thing for you to do under the circumstances.  



Nicole sounds like a very interesting friend for Jaime.  I look forward to hearing MUCH more about her.  Glad to hear you are all well.




Post 829 — sabya167

Sun Nov 24, 2019 7:13 am

Jaimee could be the envy of many hot wives and couples who have difficulty in finding a FB. She is always finding the right contacts in this lifestyle so easily.          I think by the time she reaches your age, this whole forum would be filled with her stories written by you.But for now, it seems to be an auspicious moment to advance HWLOTW.




Post 830 — BigHotMess

Sun Nov 24, 2019 1:16 pm

90% of this forum are dudes looking to jack off or presenting ting crap to jack off.



Just know if you value family, in the first ten years of your kid’s lives you’ll never ever ever ever say ‘I’m happy that I didn’t put them first’.



Conversations like you had are rounding errors in the big scheme of things.




Post 831 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 26, 2019 2:48 am

↳ Replying to: BigHotMess

I completely agree. I like the way you put that, it really puts it into perspective.




Post 832 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 26, 2019 3:36 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Hey Saba, 



Your comment made me stop and think for a few minutes this weekend. I’ve never thought it was easy to find FBs. Actually, I thought/think it was one of the hardest things to do. When I look at the experiences we’ve had over the last few years. A couple of them have been good experiences, one was just a one-time-thing, and one was an absolute disaster. We’ve met a few interesting people over the years, and were even invited us to swinger party, but we turned it down because it didn’t feel right at the time. My wife’s hooked up with this guy Andrew a handful of times, but like I mentioned above, that doesn’t look like it’s going to work out and is basically going to end. 



I think one of the reasons I was reluctant to push Wade out of our lives 100 percent was because I was letting my kink get the better of me. And primarily because he’s been the one boyfriend that worked out really well. I don’t think it would be hard at all for my wife to find a guy to fuck, that’s generally never a woman’s problem. But it is hard to find the right guy. So weird to be thinking about this. I need to add this to the thread, “You know you’re a cuck when... you see other guys and imagine them with your wife.” 



I do that sometimes. I’ve noticed a guy that I think would be my wife’s type and imagined her with him. This post isn’t very well thought out, I’ve been typing it out while on a conference call at work, but it gives me an idea of what to post about next time.




Post 833 — wannabecUKold

Tue Nov 26, 2019 3:50 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky!



The scope for confusing the call with this post is making me nervous for you. 



"Ky, you've been quiet on this call.  Care to share your thoughts"

"Sure, I'll share my wife, I mean, thoughts. I was quiet because too many cucks, sorry, cocks, sorry cooks can spoil the broth. We need to be thinking out of the cage, er box."




Post 834 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 26, 2019 5:16 am

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold, Ky_Da

Bloody hell mate, you scared the shit out of me! 



When I read your first sentence, I thought I might have typed something from the phone call into my post. But that would have been far less embarrassing than the reverse, saying something about my cuckoldress to my fellow engineers. The phone call was more for others that were way behind on their deliverables. Luckily, mine are done so I didn’t need to listen in too closely.




Post 835 — wannabecUKold

Tue Nov 26, 2019 5:26 am

Mind you, if something did slip out, you might find yourself very popular, and with a conditional promotion on its way.




Post 836 — NC-hotwife-hubby

Tue Nov 26, 2019 5:36 am

KY, would your wife go for a bbc? What's your opinion on her and a bbc?




Post 837 — sabya167

Tue Nov 26, 2019 6:01 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, wannabecUKold, Ky_Da

I laughed so hard I started coughing and nearly fell off my chair. By God, Wanna, have some mercy, man.                                 And, Ky, can we safely assume that Jaimee is no longer going to Wade's gym?




Post 838 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 26, 2019 6:30 am

↳ Replying to: NC-hotwife-hubby

The simple answer is yes, she’s willing, if we could find the right guy. She truly doesn’t understand why I like the idea of a black guy so much, and it’s caused me to really go back and think about why I do. And I don’t have a good answer. Sure there’s a lot of difference in skin tone, but I don’t think that’s it. I don’t find the idea of her being with a Latin guy more exciting, or an Indian guy. But for some reason I find the black guy thing exciting. I know they don’t all have 14” pythons between their legs, so what is it about BBC? I’ve wondered if it has something to do with slavery and our past experiences with it. But I’ve lived in California all my life and I’ve never been around or had any experience with slavery. And I’ve grown up around black people all my life. 



I’ve wondered if maybe it is more of a cultural thing. Do you Brit guys find it any more enticing? Is it more of an American fetish? 



She’s willing, so it comes down to who is the right black guy. The two I know from work are bigger nerds than I  am. They’re true engineers with the physique to prove it. I hope someday to fulfill that fantasy.




Post 839 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 26, 2019 6:37 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167, Ky_Da, wannabecUKold, Ky_Da

That’s a correct assumption. She misses the contact she used to have with some friends of hers that still frequent the gym, but it’s just better overall that she stays away. We felt we needed to leave that whole scene behind. She’s been going to a local gym which offers all the yoga, spin, kickboxing, etc. but she really did like the CrossFit workouts. There are other CrossFit gyms around, but she’d have to drive a little further to get there. 



It’s been hard to let that go. We both had such a good experience for a time.




Post 840 — desertsub

Tue Nov 26, 2019 7:10 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Jaimee's British jargon has definitely rubbed off on you!




Post 841 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 26, 2019 7:18 am

↳ Replying to: desertsub, Ky_Da

Haha, yeah, that one was intentional, but I know I’ve picked up a few things from her. For example, I catch myself saying that I’m going to ‘pop in’ to a store or business. Or other small things like saying ‘have’ a shower instead of ‘take’ a shower. I think my vocabulary has changed a lot more than hers has. Strange that.




Post 842 — desertsub

Tue Nov 26, 2019 7:24 am

I know what you mean, my wife is Hispanic and even though I've never learned Spanish I have ended up with a lot of border Spanish stuff in my vocabulary!




Post 843 — curiouscouple122

Tue Nov 26, 2019 8:14 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, NC-hotwife-hubby

I think part of it for me is that I think black is beautiful.  Skin color and musculature, well built powerful man, combine that with my beautiful wife, and it becomes incredibly erotic to me. I cant speak for others but I would say that's a big part of the attraction.




Post 844 — txrockdog

Tue Nov 26, 2019 9:42 am

So Ky, did you ever get to sit down with Ryann for the interrogation session she wanted?  If so, how did that go?




Post 845 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 26, 2019 10:45 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

Man, today is one of those days where I’m just completely motivated to do any real work. So yeah, Ryann. I haven’t seen much of her or Bennett for a little while. They were around a fair amount when the boys were first born, but they’ve both been really busy lately. They bought a house together about an hour away depending on traffic, so it’s not as easy to connect as it used to be. To your question. No, not really. There was one occasion where I did sit down and tell her my feelings about my wife sleeping with Wade, but it wasn’t really a very deep dive into the topic. I think Ryann more than anything wanted to just make sure that her boyfriend wasn’t going to be sneaking around and hooking up with Jaimee. While Ryann’s mildly curious about experiencing more sexually, she’s happy to focus on her relationship with Bennett. But still, I dream of the day when Ryann and my wife hook it up. Damn, that’s a happy thought.




Post 846 — insertomit

Tue Nov 26, 2019 12:01 pm

Finding a partner for the hot wife is the hardest thing by far! There are a lot of men out there that get off on manipulating a woman. My wife does enjoy bdsm so we will gauge a guy's reactions to things we say even some things that are extreme that we would never want to do. We have only found one man she has been able to completely act like a sub with 100% trust but that relationship is over.



As for your racial interest. Everyone has a kink. I have not been into black guys with my wife but I have been into her with other men of her own nationality. When they talk after sex in a language I don't really understand, I get hard and ready to go again.




Post 847 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 26, 2019 12:20 pm

I really appreciate all the comments today. I’m not sure why, but I’ve been really feeling the itch lately. Maybe it’s because I know the thing with Wade is completely over and the the short fling she had with Andrew is basically over, too. I miss those days when Wade would fuck her into sub-space oblivion. Damn I loved that.




Post 848 — BreedEmYoung

Tue Nov 26, 2019 1:25 pm

Love your story KY



Some thoughts: ...you might want to hope to have only daughters with your delicious wife. If you father a son, and if ALL your boys ever get together (skinny dipping or whatever) and see each others junk...and the genetic truth cums out... (I think you can see where I am going with this) there might be regrets/feelings about choices made by Mom and/or Dad during breeding.)



Also, I REALLY wish I was not TOTALLY repulsed by all things interracial.  Zero fascination here. There is SO much interracial porn I am apparently missing out on... Always have been repulsed by that.  Yes, I was raised in a racist cult (Mormonism). Black bald dudes look SOOO much better than bald white guys.  I recognize that.  Browsing hotwife porn would be SOOOO much easier if I were not so repulsed by BBC... but...I don't know how to fix it...

But this is not about me...




Post 849 — Ky_Da

Tue Nov 26, 2019 2:00 pm

↳ Replying to: BreedEmYoung

Interesting comments there. To each their own, right. Nothing is universally liked or hated, so I’m sure there is some quantity of people out there that agree with the interracial thing. I obviously don’t know you or your background, so I won’t see through the same prism, but the Mormons I know at work are the least racist, nicest people I’ve ever met. I don’t think any of them would care to talk about hotwifing or cuckolding, but like I said, to each their own.




Post 850 — sabya167

Tue Nov 26, 2019 10:32 pm

I mean, really,Ky, if you look at it, Jaimee just takes one shot and hit the bulls eye. So many wives get stood up, the guy chickens out, the guy turns out to be fake, couples make profiles, put up an ad, go bar hopping etc etc ... You know the drill. But not with Jaimee, no sir, she gets introduced to a gym thru' one of her friends and bang, Wade falls in her lap. She gets a call from Rachael and bang, Andrew falls in her lap. Both are basically nice guys. Now that she became friends with Mrs-done-it-all Nichole, there's no telling what's next.    . Just kidding. Parenthood and family should take precedence over your kink.(sigh)




Post 851 — Ky_Da

Fri Dec 06, 2019 11:12 am

Hey all, 



The wife left to go visit her folks a couple of days ago, so I’m a bachelor for a couple of weeks until I meet up with her for Christmas. It’s strange having the house to myself when I get home. It’s especially strange how quiet it is. 



Last night I pulled out the collar Wade bought for Jaimee when he was her boyfriend, and just seeing it gave me a raging hardon. I miss those days. We had a short period of time where the game was going perfectly and we were all really happy with it. The thought occurred to me that playing the game is a lot like trying to balance one ball on top of another. If you try long enough and work really hard, you can accomplish it for a brief moment… but only for a moment. 



The reason I’m writing today is because I bumped into Wade at the mall last night when I went out to do some Christmas shopping. I was walking down the middle of the corridor checking out the shops and desperately hoping that the perfect gift for my wife would pop out at me when I spotted Wade walking the other direction. 



I think we both had the initial same thought of keep-walking-and-just-do the-curt-nod-thing. But in the end we both stopped and said hello. 



After we’d been talking for a few minutes and seeing that he was also by himself, I nodded towards a gelato shop and asked if he wanted one. 



Wade shrugged but then nodded, “Sure, two guys having a gelato together isn’t weird,” he joked sarcastically. 



We each got one and took a seat at the corner table. Wade got the smallest one they sold and kind of picked at it without really eating any of it. “Find anything for the girlfriend? I eventually asked, figuring that’s why most guys would be in the mall on a Wednesday night. 



Wade shook his head and looked out the window next to us, “She broke up with me a few days ago. I’m just killing time until the jeweler puts a new battery in my watch.” 



I know I visibly grimaced at the news, “Sorry to hear that,” I said lamely. “I thought it was going really well between you two.” 



Wade looked thoroughly miserable now, letting his cheerful façade drop. “I thought so, too,” he remarked, still picking at the gelato but not eating it. “Well, they haven’t been going so well lately… I don’t know man, we just want different things I guess.” 



I was about to tell him sorry again, but thankfully stopped myself. I actually didn’t say anything and just sat and listened. After a minute, Wade looked directly at me, “You have no idea how fucking lucky you are, Ky.” 



His intensity made me sit back in my chair a little, “Uh, thanks—I know,” I mumbled out. 



“No, seriously. Jills is a fucking amazing woman,” he said, using a variation of my wife’s real name he’d occasionally used when they were together. Hearing him say it triggered a thousand memories that flashed into my mind. “I could totally be myself with her, and she just accepted who I was,” he stared off at something over my shoulder but his eyes looked unfocused. He chuckled, “I miss being verbally abused by the little twat.” 



We sat in amicable silence for a moment before I said, “Those were good times,” I agreed, “I hope you don’t feel slighted or take any of it personally that we had to end it—,”



“—No man,” Wade cut me off, waving a hand across the table for effect, “Don’t even say it. I get it. I do. You guys have a shit ton of new stuff to deal with right now. Don’t think twice about it—seriously.” 



I nodded but didn’t know what to say. 



“I just need to find myself someone more like her—if she exists,” Wade said, forcing a smile onto his face. 



“Fuck Wade. You could have damn near any girl you want,” I said without thinking out what I was trying to say, “You’ve got your own business that does really well. You won the genetic lottery in every way imaginable, and you’re not a total ass-hat. I’m sure you’ll be slaying it by the end of the week.”  



Wade rolled his eyes and shook his head, “You don’t get it, Ky. I meant what I said. You’re fucking luckier than you know. Do you know how careful I have to be when I’m with a woman? I’ve been turned down more times than I can count. The minute she sees my dick, she’s all like, ‘you’re not putting that in me.’ But Jills never batted an eye. That woman can fuck,” he said crassly, and then caught my eye again, “but that was just part of it. I loved the connection I had with her. And I just haven’t been able to find that again” 



“So are just focusing on work right now then?”



“Kinda sorta,” Wade confessed with a shrug, “I have my core business that I’m careful to take care of because that’s my living. But I haven’t put much effort into growing it lately. I fucking suck at keeping things organized so it’s better if I keep things small and more manageable.”



“Why not hire some help?” I asked, truly curious. Wade has a great facility in a good location, but it’s usually only been him running everything. Yes, he’s hired some other personal trainers, but he needs admin help. He needs payroll and AP, and, and, and… yeah, that business stuff. 



Wade’s features soured like he’d sucked on a lemon, “Fuck that. Then you have payroll insurance, health care, vacation, blah, blah, blah. I don’t even want to think about that shit.” 



I was going to press the point, but I could tell he didn’t even want to talk about it. “The boys are good by the way.” I said, completely switching subjects. 



Wade gave me a genuine smile, and for a moment he looked happier, “Cool,” is all he said at first, but then added, “I wanted to know, but wasn’t sure if I should ask.” Wade sighed heavily and pushed his chair back, his gelato still uneaten, “It’s been good to see you Ky, but if I keep strolling down memory lane here, I’m going to have a shit Christmas. I’m happy for you guys though.” 



We stood, shook hands, and parted. I stayed awake for a long time last night thinking of the consequences from our game. The ripple effects have extended a long, long ways.




Post 852 — sabya167

Fri Dec 06, 2019 3:05 pm

First, don't tell Jaimee about this. Secondly next time you again see him, do the curt-nod thing and move on. IMHO. Be strong Ky. Don't let your kink risk Jaimee. Be strong. Shake it off.Keep them poles apart.He is in love with Jaimee. You don't want more drama at home.IMHO.




Post 853 — viking53

Fri Dec 06, 2019 4:28 pm

Has Jaimee switched to another gym? If she hasn't already done so, she definitely needs to for the sake of all three of you. If Wade continues to see Jaimee regularly, he won't be able to hold himself back.




Post 854 — BigHotMess

Fri Dec 06, 2019 10:36 pm

I disagree and you need to always have honest communication with your spouse.



K - there are a lot of people on this site who use it for fantasy, who are truly mentally damaged from a kink or can’t see the important things in life.  I love reading the train wrecks as much as the next guy, but even most of those have significant literary allowances.



You’re not like them.



You’ve seen the train wreck that your life can become and are smart enough to find terra firma - that cannot be risked shall not be risked.  It’s a very simple formula that many choose to not stick with for some weird reason.




Post 855 — Xalar11

Fri Dec 06, 2019 10:56 pm

I can only agree considering what the two first commentators have said. I can understand that you feel a kind of pity for Wade. He's obviously not a bad person and I have no doubt that it was difficult, but in my opinion it is to 100% the right decision for you and Jaimee to cut ties with Wade. I can only urge and plead you not to waver on this decision, under no circumstances. Any closer relationship between you and Wade, but mainly between Jaimee and Wade, well, there are so many potential pitfalls, I can hardly count. (A few I have listed in one of my earlier statements) This all is certainly not worth the risk of causing problems in your marriage or even the risk of loosing Jaimee. 



And I can also only urge you for Jaimee to switch her gym, if she hasn't done this already. Like I said, Wade is certainly not a bad guy, but it would be absolutely naive of you to trust Wade, that he wouldn't try to steal Jaimee away from you. The way how you reported Wade spoke about Jaimee should set off every alarm bell of yours.




Post 856 — sabya167

Fri Dec 06, 2019 11:28 pm

Jaimee has changed her gym. Ky confirmed that sometime back.She is not going to Wade's gym any more. She even agreed on not sending any more texts or pic of the boys to Wade. (For those who have missed it earlier.)




Post 857 — 4v273

Fri Dec 06, 2019 11:51 pm

Another perspective…..



Everything you have wrote described Wade as a really good guy. So lets say all involved are good people with the best of intentions.



Consider..... wouldn't it be cruel to him to continue contact with Jamie when he can't have her/kids for his own family?



Some may suggest a poly relationship. I would suggest the bond of children would likely mean you risk being slowly moved to a lessor role and possibly out. My view is this would be a very difficult problem to address among the usual problems with adding another person.



If my poor memory is correct....didn't you nearly lose Jamie to someone else pre-Wade? I can not find the thread and likely it's fallen off the forum. If anyone has a link it would be greatly appreciated. 



Ky....if you have a copy, perhaps you could post some of it again. If not....and you are willing to address this now...please post about it. Maybe in the library. I know you started writing there some....this could be not only be interesting, but very informative. I will understand if you do not want to relive it, but I do believe it would have value to readers to do so.



So many, in their enthusiasm for this kink, overlook/minimize the very real risks involved to themselves. Or the feelings of the third or the spouse/family of the third person.




Post 858 — Bayless

Sat Dec 07, 2019 12:33 am

Ky,



Follow the advice of the majority here. You have everything to lose and virtually nothing to gain. Wade is the Father of your twins, much better than you in bed, a great favorite of your wife, etc. etc. As previously mentioned, Jamie hooking up with Wade again brings up the issue of what does she need you for?  Do you have sympathy for Wade? Probably, but that’s because you know what a great life you have with Jamie and the twins. Don’t risk it .



Wade is a capable guy. He will survive. That is not your or Jamie’s responsibility. When you get the urge to feel that old excitement again, stop and get serious with yourself.

Ask yourself to visualize you in the future without Jamie and your sons. That’s the real world. That’s how close you are to losing. Think with your big Engineering head, not your entertainment head. You can do this . The stakes are much to risky to even consider it. Stay the course, Best of luck.




Post 859 — Ky_Da

Sat Dec 07, 2019 2:24 am

Hey all, 



Let me just start by saying, I hear all of you, and I agree. To answer a few questions; no, Jaimee does not go to Wade’s gym any longer. They’ve severed contact completely. And yes, I almost did lose my wife the first time we played the game. That was several years ago and it was our first foray into the game. He was a guy named Derrick and he pursued her hard. That was so close to disaster for me that I have a hard time thinking about it without a serious pit forming in my stomach when I remember how I almost lost my wife. It’s a sobering thought that I should definitely not forget. 



That first go-round with Derrick was such a disaster for so many reasons. We didn’t set boundaries, my wife was angry with me for even wanting her to consider breaking her marriage vows, and we were still basically newly weds at that time. I didn’t save any of those early postings. I’m really wishing I had though, it would be good for me to go back and read them—kind of force myself to remember those bad times. 



My wife will eventually read last night’s post and we’ll talk about it. I”m sure she’ll have some choice words for me and threaten me with the cage, lol. 



Wade wasn’t just my wife’s boyfriend, he became my friend, too. So it’s not as easy as it was when we had to cut Derrick out of our lives. But I agree that Wade still has feelings for my wife—actually very deep feelings, so that’s getting into extremely dangerous territory. But it’s true. With two kids now to think about, I can’t fuck things up. We can’t fuck things up. 



This is the hard thing about this kink. It’s either all or nothing for us. I tried writing a story in the library, but I had to stop because I was only triggering myself the entire time I was doing it and my mind was constantly on cuck-mode. The only way for me to control my urges is to keep my mind focused on other things, and even that isn’t a full proof method. But I’ll do whatever is necessary to keep my family whole. Nothing is more important than they are. 



Later all,




Post 860 — NewOldCuck

Sat Dec 07, 2019 3:01 am

Ky.



Unfortunately, real life does stick it’s ugly nose in to our fantasy lives more than we would like. Both you and Jamie and Wade are having to go through that now. You and Jamie have each other and the boys. You can lean on each other, talk about things and work together to get thru this (as you’re doing). Wade, unfortunately, isn’t as lucky. But, you know, that is the downside of a 3rd in a couple. You’ll always be 3rd. It’s nice (and ego boosting) to be a bull but, in the end, you’re always odd man out. That’s not meant to be cruel, it’s just a fact. Wade is no fool so I’m sure that he’s realizing that now and, going forward, keep that in the forefront of his mind. You and Jamie are also learning from this. You’re both back in the game now but I think you both are wiser and will do whatever you have to to keep this from happening again. Like Icarus, you flew a little to close to the sun but, unlike Icarus, you won’t come that close again.



New Old Cuck




Post 861 — wannabecUKold

Sat Dec 07, 2019 3:08 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Sounds like he needs another of our fine English privately educated girls.  Learning all that verbal abuse is expensive. 



If I hear of one coming out your way, Ky, I'll let you know.




Post 862 — 4v273

Sat Dec 07, 2019 3:12 am

Ky



Thank you for addressing some things I and others brought up. No intention of causing you pain.



Your children deserve you and Jamie's best. No kink is worth the risk of harming innocents.



Often is heard the excuse 'kids are resilient' or 'it all in how you explain it to them'. Sometimes that is true. Sometimes it's bovine excreta.



I doubt a good parent ever said 'I wish I had spent more time with my kink then with my kids'. Better if your kids never need to be 'resilient'.




Post 863 — Bayless

Sat Dec 07, 2019 3:19 am

Well said NewOldCuck.




Post 864 — Bayless

Sat Dec 07, 2019 3:19 am

Well said NewOldCuck.




Post 865 — SutterKane

Sat Dec 07, 2019 3:23 am

If you would, please consider writing an overview of every thing that happened that was lost when your other thread was dropped? That was a hell of a loss to the forum! And I'd still like to read the rest of the story you started in the Library! I don't ask for much, do I?

Sutter




Post 866 — 4v273

Sat Dec 07, 2019 3:38 am

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

Perhaps it would be therapeutic to write about Derrick. Might help put the 'kink' into perspective. 



Agree with the loss to the forum.



Agree with 'well said NewOldCuck.'




Post 867 — ResponsibullCummings

Sat Dec 07, 2019 4:48 am

As tempting as it might be to allow Wade back into your lives at some point it is clearly better for all that you don't. He clearly views Jaimee as the ideal woman and if he was allowed to play again he might not find a long term girlfriend as he will be content with what he gets from her. There also may be a temptation for him to want to take her away from you so that he can be the father of his kids and live his perfect live with his perfect woman. Better he picks himself up and finds another woman that can handle his giant cock and start a life of his own.




Post 868 — BigHotMess

Sat Dec 07, 2019 8:11 am

We all have shit outside out the important things that distract us.  There are many people here who are horrible parents because of it.  It applies to all places where people are passionate about things, I have a soccer forum that I’m where half the parents are away every weekend watching the ultimately trivial game of soccer over spending time with their family.  It’s all a decision that we make.




Post 869 — subtoall

Sat Dec 07, 2019 8:27 am

What an incredible coincidence to run into Wade at the mall.  It's not like you live in a small town.  And what a poignant encounter for you both.  Everyone will be best served by Wade moving on.  Let's trust that he will, and conduct ourselves in a way that encourages that.




Post 870 — insertomit

Sat Dec 07, 2019 3:43 pm

I can't imagine twins. I hope you have a babysitter so you both can relax and reconnect.




Post 871 — Bubbagmp

Sun Dec 08, 2019 3:34 am

Ky, I feel you've just gotten lucky in your choice of bulls during your cucklife experience.   You really should re-read your posts on your previous experience.   You got extremely lucky with your Derrick experience.  Your wife was swimming with a shark and (at the time)  you had no clue.   You only got lucky in the fact your wife broke the spell. 



Had she hadn't,  I would had given it a greater than 90% probability Derrick would've stolen your wife, used her up, and cast her & your marriage in the dust.   Right now Wade is completely opposite of that,  but this is where it can get worse.   This 3way excelled in smooth harmony better than any of you could have fathomed. 



Wade is in deep waters, uncharted territory:; IMO,  Wade fell in love Jaime,  he had children with her.  You're fortunate that right now he respects boundaries.   As time goes on,  these boundaries can blur.   JMO,  all of Wade's future mates will be compared to the Jaime standard.  Yes, according to your posts,  Wade can get ANY girl,  but will she be able to hold up to the Jill's standard. 



Your life, wife,  family is just beginning.   There are many rewards & hardships that will test both of you & your marriage.   Wade's feeling may fade, but don't think for a minute that if your R takes a dive 5, 10 years down the road, that Wade would gladly step in.  More likely if Wade remains not in an R.



I can't predict your future,  but I've been around long enough to know human nature .




Post 872 — Ky_Da

Sun Dec 08, 2019 9:59 am

↳ Replying to: Bubbagmp

That’s some good insight, Bubbagmp. I’ve been thinking about them as I’ve gone through my day today. Those early days with Derrick are still gut wrenching to think about. The whole way we started off our ‘game’ was really a disaster. It was almost more done out of spite on my wife’s part than a conscious effort to share an experience as a couple. But Yeah, we were really lucky to avoid a disaster with Derrick. And as hard as it is, excluding Wade from our lives is the right way to go forward. What’s done is done, and we all have to move forward—and you’re right, that also includes him moving on and forward. 



I think because we’ve been fairly lucky with finding a couple of good guys, i.e. Wade & Bennett, we were lulled into a false sense of how hard it can be to find a good guy to participate with. Even with this guy Andrew that Jaimee has seen a few times now. He seems to be an alright guy, but it’s not looking like it’s going to work out much longer. So we’re at a point where we’re about to start from ground zero looking for a new boyfriend for her. Well, I say that, but honestly we’re only playing the game every once in a while. We just don’t have the flexibility we used to with the expanded family. So yeah, our plan is stay the course and keep Wade at a distance. Interestingly enough, my wife called me about 3 in the morning my time to talk to me about my conversation with Wade. She actually told me the same thing one of the commenters said, and that is the next time to just curtly nod and keep walking. She doesn’t hate him. Far from it. But it’s better this way so that those lines don’t get blurred. So yes, I’m on board. I’m not going to let my lizard brain rule my thoughts. For now, I’m thinking of continuing on my story in the library, or maybe starting another one now that I’ve had a little practice.




Post 873 — Ky_Da

Mon Dec 16, 2019 10:30 am

Hey all, 



With the family out of town, I’ve had some time to myself that I haven’t had in a while. So, I started writing again in the library, and so at someone’s suggestion, this is the link: 



viewtopic.php?f=8&t=54339&sid=784005c81 ... c6f9d59daf



If the link doesn’t work - because honestly I’m not sure I did it correctly, then you can look for the title “How Way Leads to Way.” 



I’d sincerely love any input you might have. I’ve outlined the story, but the difficulty has been sticking to the outline. I have so many fantasies I’d like to include in the story, but I’ve got to be careful not to throw in too much and ruin the story that it’s meant to be. 



As I’ve posted in the last weeks, we tried jumping back into the he game, but we’ve decided it’s just not the right time, and so we’ve pulled back again. Life with the two boys is really all we can handle right now. Maybe we’ll try again at a later date, but for now, my time’s going to be spent in the library. 



I wish you all the best, Ky



P.S. please check out the story and leave a comment.




Post 874 — sabya167

Tue Dec 17, 2019 12:28 am

Yes the link works.You did it correctly. I, for one, just love the way you express yourself and your thoughts, and I will be there to read and comment.Thank you so much for the story. I'm sure as the story develops, the plot thickens, as you navigate the difficult waters and manage the difficult turns, I'm sure people will join in. You never know what will catch whose imagination and when.   8/9/10 years back there used to be not more than 3/4 comments per chapter of X. That's because there was not much room for a new comment with new insight and interpretation after the initial ones, as the story hadn't matured/ progressed much then. But he had a story to tell and that he kept telling. There were good, bad and downright ugly comments. People called the main two protagonists all kinds of names. They called Jen a slut, a whore a bitch and Mike an abominable, pathetic, sissy wimpy cuckold. I always felt the comments did a good job of influencing X's storyline. That happened because of 7 billion different prisms, outlooks, worldviews and interpretations of the same thing.My point of telling you all this is if you are planning to do this long term then be prepared for the ugly comments as well and maybe ask yourself how to deal with them trying to influence your storyline. Maybe your stubborn streak will help.   All the best,Ky.




Post 875 — Ky_Da

Tue Dec 17, 2019 2:58 am

↳ Replying to: sabya167

Thanks for the encouragement, Sabya. You make good points. Comments are a double edged sword; they’re great to read, both good and bad, but it’s easy to let them influence you as the creator of the story, and I’ve found I need to remind myself of that so I don’t get pulled into a direction other than the one I want to write.




Post 876 — subtoall

Tue Dec 17, 2019 5:35 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, sabya167

Ky,

The judgmental comments that you are bound to receive in response to a story like the one you are writing say a lot more about the biases and shortcomings of the commenters than they do about you or your literary choices.  I hope you'll remember this when some insensitive rube inevitably pushes your buttons with his thoughtless judgement.  



I love what you are writing and hope nothing ever dissuades you from sharing your gift with us.




Post 877 — SutterKane

Thu Dec 19, 2019 10:01 am

↳ Replying to: subtoall, Ky_Da, sabya167

+1000




Post 878 — wannabecUKold

Fri Dec 20, 2019 12:03 am

↳ Replying to: subtoall

Yeah, it's the American spellings I can't stand.




Post 879 — Xalar11

Tue Dec 24, 2019 5:40 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

In the meantime I hope you have arrived savely to the UK for Christmas to be reunited with Jaimee? How long will you both stay in the UK?

I just want to wish you, Jaimee and your families a Merry Christmas and a happy new year.




Post 880 — SutterKane

Tue Dec 24, 2019 10:05 am

Ky, I'd like to wish you, Jammie and the boys a very Merry fist Christmas together!




Post 881 — Ky_Da

Tue Dec 24, 2019 5:11 pm

↳ Replying to: SutterKane

Thank you SK. That’s very kind of you to say. I wish the same for you and yours.




Post 882 — Ky_Da

Tue Dec 24, 2019 5:19 pm

I thought I’d leave a quick note before I check out for the holidays. I’ve been on this site for roughly four years, and this kink has been the best of times and the worst of times. More than once I thought I’d kicked the desire and swore to never play the game again, only to fall back into it over and over. These last couple of weeks while my wife and kids have been away, I’ve missed them more than I thought possible. And you know, something’s changed inside of me. Jaimee and I have had a lot of long conversations these last days, and we’ve decided that we’re going to give this whole cuckold thing a long hiatus. Who knows what the future holds, but lately, we’ve both felt very strongly that we need to stop while we’re ahead. We’ve had a tremendous amount of good fortune, and we feel that if we keep pushing it, then one day everything good could be destroyed. 



I’m sure I’m going to have those desires come and me hard and fast at times, but I suppose that’s when I’ll work even harder on what I’m writing in the library. I just feel it’s important to dedicate my time and effort into my wife and my boys. There are enough divorced and unhappy people in the world, and I really don’t want to be one of them. My wife and boys are everything to me, and I wont lose them. Maybe it’s the Christmas Spirit I’ve been feeling, but the weight and magnitude of my responsibility to provide for my family has been growing and growing. Life’s been really good. 



I wish all of you the best. Merry Christmas.




Post 883 — sabya167

Tue Dec 24, 2019 5:49 pm

Respect, regards, all the best, Merry Christmas and Happy New Year to you and family. Wish you and your family all the happiness, going forward in life.Stay healthy, stay safe, Ky. God bless.




Post 884 — wifeneedn

Tue Dec 24, 2019 8:23 pm

Merry Christmas KY and the best New Year possible for you and your family. Cheers.




Post 885 — lovesexfun

Thu Dec 26, 2019 2:28 pm

I am cuck-oholic myself




Post 886 — sadie

Mon Dec 30, 2019 12:30 am

I don't know Ky, you keep returning to the assertion you want to be vanilla, then oscillating back to wanting to be cuckolded. You've said that writing erotica makes it harder to resist and yet also (and I think I get both sides of this), that it affords you some release.



My own take is that deeply held sexual desires don't go away. My observation so far has been that e.g. for people who are into BDSM, or what we do here, it's as much a permanent orientation as being hetero, gay or lesbian. As you might imagine, I do have some experience and feelings about people hiding in a closet and denying their orientation.



The only risk I think is relevant is that it could become known that you're non monogamous. For better or worse, Americans have a big old chip on their shoulders on the subject of cheating and unfortunately many probably can't wrap their heads around the difference between agreeing to have outside partners and cheating.



However in your demographic, poly and open relationships aren't that unfamiliar (in part thanks to people like Dan Savage). So even this doesn't seem that daunting to me. Granted I'm a woman who's out about being lesbian, poly, in leathersex (BDSM).



You've gone about as far as one can in objective terms, not just in having children fathered by her lover. I'm not sure what more you think would happen if you continued. I said this in a post a while ago and I'll put it here again, I don't understand your choice to cut out Wade. He was a friend, close to both of you and again, responsible for fathering your twins. If I were him, I'd feel badly that you'd choose to sever all contact. (To be sure, I don't care that most here have agreed with your decision. I've been successfully practicing non monogamy for 20+ years and my only regret has been that I didn't figure it out sooner in life, ymmv.)



I'm sure Wade will be fine, as I'm sure you will be, however I do part ways with you in calling what you and Jaimee have been doing all these years "a game". If that's truly all it is then yeah, you'd best quit. However you've said you're quitting at least a couple of times and it doesn't seem to stick.



There's my $0.02 and unless you show you want to bat this around further, I think it's time for me to butt out of your thread.



With all best wishes to you, Jaimee, Wade and kids




Post 887 — Suchen Zucker

Mon Dec 30, 2019 2:27 am

Sadie, I don't get the feeling that the risk of being "outed" is what they are concerned about. I think they are experiencing the sublime experience and heart-heavy knowledge that they are now "everything" to their little baby boys. Cuckolding introduces instability and risk, (real or imagined), into the family unit by it's very nature. I think they have their hands and minds full with just being new parents. Ky is realizing that being a good father is so rewarding that, at least for now, he doesn't need his kink to be happy.  I also bet that Jaimee is having a hard time getting into the head-space she needs to even consider fucking another guy and enjoying it. And if she isn't into it then how could Ky be satisfied as a cuck? I would imagine they will revisit this sexual aspect of their relationship when they feel they are ready and can handle it.



My best wishes to your family Ky.



BTW, I'm loving your story in the library! Keep it up!



-Suchen




Post 888 — insertomit

Mon Dec 30, 2019 5:32 am

After my kids were born I had a decline in sexual desire. One was being tired but another was I got a lot of oxytocin from cuddling the baby.



Ky, make sure you have a babysitter to help you.




Post 889 — Ky_Da

Mon Dec 30, 2019 9:27 am

↳ Replying to: sadie

Hey Sadie, 

You know, it’s like you’re privy to Jaimee and I’s private conversations. The topics you mentioned above are things we’ve talked so much about in the last few months. We made the decision to cut Wade of our lives because it did/does make the most sense on the surface, or maybe it’s better said that it seemed the least risky to our marriage and future family. But we still talk about him often, asking ourselves if we made the right decision. My wife still feels a deep affection for him, and she’s had a few good cries over the last months about it. 



What makes this harder is that Wade has never done anything to hurt our marriage, and yes, he knew what he’d was getting into when this all started - that he was basically the outsider, but things get complicated when real emotion starts getting involved. We learned from a mutual friend that Wade spent Christmas alone, and I’ll admit, I feel bad for him. He sent a very heart felt text to us on Christmas Day, wishing us nothing but the best. It’s just a hard thing for all involved. 



As to still referring to it as ‘a game’ I get it, but it’s become an easy way to refer to our ‘extra curricular activities’. My wife has said as much in the recent past, that she doesn’t feel like it’s a game anymore. We really do need to find a better reference for it. 



As I write about in a few posts, my wife did connect with a guy a handful of times, mainly because we were both feeling the itch, and Jaimee very much wanted to feel sexy and feel that adrenaline rush again. But we’ve quickly realized it’s simply too early, and my wife’s not ready to start again, at least not with someone unfamiliar. 



I think about the boys all the time and wonder about how their future will unfold. They’re both growing like weeds, still in the 99th percentile for height and weight. I’m 5-10 and about 160 lbs, but these boys will probably be well over 6- feet and probably over 200lbs when they’re older. I can see my wife’s features in them, her wide framed mouth and pronounced lips, but what will they look like in their teens and twenties? Will it be obvious I’m not the father? We enjoyed the experience with cuckoldry, and I do think it’s part of who I am, and wife has discovered how much she enjoys her sexual freedom. Those things combined make for a powerful cocktail of desire to not stay monogamous. Writing does trigger me something fierce, but it’s also my only release right now. 



Thanks for your thoughts. You bring a unique perspective. 



Ky,




Post 890 — Ky_Da

Mon Dec 30, 2019 9:31 am

↳ Replying to: Suchen Zucker



Damn SZ, that’s really close to the mark about our current feelings and situation. We do still struggle with knowing if cutting Wade out was the right decision, but raising these boy us see everything differently. Most specifically that we’re not doing anything to risk our family. The boys deserve an intact, whole, and happy family.




Post 891 — Xalar11

Mon Dec 30, 2019 11:02 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Excuse if I repeat this again, but your latest comments are a bit concerning. I'm probably quite at the opposite range of opinions comparing to Sadie



I can understand that you feel a kind of pity for Wade. He's obviously not a bad person and I have no doubt that it was difficult, but in my opinion it is to 100% the right decision for you and Jaimee to cut ties with Wade. I can only urge and plead you not to waver on this decision, under no circumstances. Any closer relationship between you and Wade, but mainly between Jaimee and Wade, well, there are so many potential pitfalls, I can hardly count. I  remember youself spoke about opening "Pandora's box", excuse me if I express it way more drastically, I would say that would be the absolute stuppiest thing you could do. Like I already said, there are so many potential pitfalls with this, I can't count. Beginning with that Wade probably would like to have a even bigger role in the boys lives, demanding more and more, and maybe ending with Jaimee intensifying her feelings for Wade and leaving you for him, as unlikely as this seems for you today. I know you'll say this is a worst case scenario, and you're right it is, but you you can't deny that such a scenario could be possible, as unlikely as it seems. And the sheer possiblity of such a scenario should prevent you to restart things with Wade . This all is certainly not worth the risk of causing problems in your marriage or even the risk of loosing Jaimee. 



Look, I don't say you and Jaimee should never engage in this "Hotwife-fantasy/game" or whatever you want to call it, ever again. It's something you and Jaimee obviously enjoy. But if you both engage in this again, at some point in the future, it certainly shouldn't be with Wade. But that's of course only my opinion.



I hope you excuse me for bothering you with this issue again.




Post 892 — NewOldCuck

Mon Dec 30, 2019 3:30 pm

Ky_da,



I have mixed emotions about weighing in on this but, since I opened my mouth previously, please allow me a little latitude. I have stated that you did the correct thing by cutting Wade out. I standby that. Wade is a good friend of both of you and I understand you feelings of guilt about cutting ties with him, especially over the holiday season. I was single a long time and holidays were always some of the toughest times  because you see couples enjoying the times together and wonder why not me. I ask you, how do you think Wade would feel seeing your family together and not being a part of it? As life goes on, how would Wade feel watching you and Jamie raise the boys not being a part of their life (birthdays, holidays, etc)? As far Jamie goes, why even think about putting her in a position to have choose between her family or Wade? All of these possibilities can be avoided by doing what you have done. It’s like ripping a bandaid off, short time pain for long term gain. One last point, when you are making the decisions remember, you’re a family now not a couple. Happy New Year to you and your entire family.



New Old Cuck




Post 893 — wannabecUKold

Mon Dec 30, 2019 9:31 pm

Hi Ky

As you know, I agree with xalar and newoldcuck.  If it is a choice between you or Wade who spends Christmas alone, you've got to make sure it's him.  That's the deal when you play with married women (or married men, as every mistress knows).




Post 894 — sadie

Tue Dec 31, 2019 4:32 am

Ky, here's something worth looking at - how someone else looked over the edge of the abyss and found a way forward.



viewtopic.php?f=6&t=41775&p=1047701#p1047532



To save you reading a very long thread, she had been in a submissive role to her boss for several years (who she dumped after something blew up) and was also involved with a quite hedonistic black guy with whom she really did go overboard. Her husband was well aware that she didn't tell him everything, however when she got into a 'lost weekend' situation, all that came out and he called that it was too much - she agreed.



Now your situations aren't that comparable, by my estimates Lametta & Mrs L went far farther than you and Jaimee, in some specific areas, also, her lover was absolutely working to influence her to things he probably realized weren't in the best interest of her marriage, something that by my read Wade never has done..



They did cut off sexual contact with her lover aside from one last fuck-date, and then pulled back from everything. I'm reading between the lines a bit to think that that stress hit on other weak spots in their relationship - we all have those. The good news is as far as I can see, they've come away stronger, if still working on things.




Post 895 — tfx

Tue Dec 31, 2019 3:16 pm

An adult now, but i was an adopted baby. Right from the start i always knew and was fine with it. I had a loving home and great parents. I have another family member that is still growing up under the illusion that his biological dad was his only dad. I know its not, and so does many others in the family but he's oblivious. I don't think its fair to him... i think his mom [my aunt]will take that secret to her grave. We don't dare tell him as it would be devastating for him. You may cut Wade out of your life but there will come a time when you need to make a decision on whether you tell the boys or not. They may figure it out on their own as well, and that could go any which way.

I suppose if it were me, I would like to know from the start what they dynamic was and never lied to. I wouldn't need to know the details, but it would be good to know that i'm not my dads kid, and at some point in the future if i wanted to I could meet my biological Dad. 

I suppose you only have a few years before they're old enough to start understanding those things.

I think Wade deserves a spot in those kids lives as Uncle Wade. You took the risk so you should deal with the consequences through the lens of whats best for the twins. Jamiee and Wade should be no more, but the family should have a relationship with Wade... eventually he'll find someone else, but i don't see why he can't still be your friends.




Post 896 — insertomit

Wed Jan 01, 2020 3:03 am

In every boys life they need a loving, caring, and protective father figure to help them. As they grow they need a male mentor to guide them the rest of the way as kids eventually find out their parents don't know everything. It looks like your sons have the best situation they can have. Three people love these children unconditionally. The only apprehension seems to be Jamie's strong connection to Wade and Ky's nonbioligical link to his children. These are small things and don't mean your wife will leave you for him. Sex doesn't even need to be involved with you three adults to give these kids a happy development. That is for your own bonding and and emotional needs. The thing that comes first is the well being of your kids and I don't see how more people loving and caring for your children is a bad thing. You should wake up every day feeling blessed. 



I am sure you trust your wife and all three of you will come to the best place for them.




Post 897 — Ky_Da

Fri Jan 03, 2020 12:42 am

↳ Replying to: tfx

Your thoughts reflect our in a lot of ways. We’ve both come to the conclusion that we’ll tell the boys I’m not the biological father at some future point, when they’ll be old enough to understand. I agree that if they found out from some other source, that’d be a lot more devastating than learning the truth from us. As to Wade’s involvement, well, we’re still working that one out. The integrity of our family unit is obviously the most important thing, but his involvement (if any) is still an ongoing point of discussion between us.




Post 898 — insertomit

Fri Jan 03, 2020 12:53 am

Is it you or your wife that wants to include Wade or a little of both? Why don't you write out a pro and con list to help you make that decision.




Post 899 — sadie

Fri Jan 03, 2020 1:08 am

↳ Replying to: insertomit

A digression from the topic (well maybe not)



I'll suggest that there's strong consensus in peer reviewed research that children of same sex couples fare just as well as those with heterosexual parents. So there's no basis for saying that a father figure is an essential.




Post 900 — sadie

Sat Jan 04, 2020 8:24 pm

@38kewp I agree with your proposition, however the statement I responded to was gendered every which way and I wouldn't agree that gender-role models are a good thing anyway. However that's pretty serious drift and I think we'll outside of the scope of Ky's thread.





Post 901 — Xalar11

Sat Apr 18, 2020 8:43 pm

Just want to give this thread a bump, before it gets lost. I'm sure Ky will return at some point.




Post 902 — wannabecUKold

Sun Jul 26, 2020 6:12 pm

Just giving this a bump, not to hassle Ky_Da but just so that this thread doesn't disappear. 

I hope you, Ky, and the family are all well.




Post 903 — sabya167

Tue Jul 28, 2020 10:05 pm

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold






Post 904 — jailor0

Wed Dec 09, 2020 8:28 am

Bumping this awesome thread




Post 905 — txrockdog

Tue Feb 23, 2021 11:28 am

Bump to keep this from going away.  Still among the hottest threads I have ever read, anywhere on the web.




Post 906 — sabya167

Wed Feb 24, 2021 7:11 am

Yeah, okay, I'd  buy that.




Post 907 — livinginsin

Fri Apr 09, 2021 2:33 am

Ky,

thanks for sharing your story.  You are a phenomenal writer, with an amazing ability to vividly capture conversation, behavior and feelings between people.  I can't think of any author that has better captured the intimacy and nuances of sexual obsession, joy and angst.  Take care.




Post 908 — livinginsin

Fri Apr 09, 2021 2:33 am

Ky,

thanks for sharing your story.  You are a phenomenal writer, with an amazing ability to vividly capture conversation, behavior and feelings between people.  I can't think of any author that has better captured the intimacy and nuances of sexual obsession, joy and angst.  Take care.




Post 909 — Breakerhymen

Wed May 12, 2021 4:55 am

Bump.




Post 910 — Ky_Da

Thu May 13, 2021 1:56 pm

Hey all, 



Been a minute since I posted I’m this thread. I’ve been writing a story in the library to keep my mind occupied and get my cuck fix. My real life has been pretty tame. The cuckold/hotwife thing is on the back burner for a while, probably a long while. You see, the wife is pregnant again, and this time there’s no question it’s mine, wahoo!!! I’m just hoping it’s not twins again. I don’t think I could go through twin newborns again. God that almost killed us. 



It’s so crazy to think back on the adventures we had. To be candid, I’m happy to have my wife back and not have another guy involved in our lives. There’s simply an intimacy you lose when you play in the alt lifestyle. 



Take care everyone. Hold your loved ones tight.




Post 911 — Freemans892

Thu May 13, 2021 5:29 pm

Congratulations




Post 912 — R_H_NC

Thu May 13, 2021 7:27 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Thanks for checking in Ky




Post 913 — R_H_NC

Thu May 13, 2021 7:28 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Thanks for checking in Ky and huge congratulations to both of you.




Post 914 — wannabecUKold

Thu May 13, 2021 7:32 pm

What a joy for you all.  Best of luck. And thanks for checking in, Ky, it's great to hear from you. Love to the mistress of the house.




Post 915 — elina

Thu May 13, 2021 8:02 pm

Congratulations!

Glad you are looking forward to become a father again.



Sincerely

elina




Post 916 — wifeneedn

Thu May 13, 2021 9:57 pm

Thanks Ky for the good news update and congratulations! Thought of you many times and how you were doing. 

Cheers.




Post 917 — txrockdog

Thu May 13, 2021 11:52 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Congrats KY!  I was wondering if you had had any luck trying for another child.  I assume by your confidence that you eventually asked for the truth about her trips “out with friends” and she reassured you that nothing was happening?




Post 918 — mundyman

Sat May 15, 2021 10:41 pm

Great news!! Congratulations!!!

Best wishes for a healthy pregnancy and a healthy new addition to your family.

Cheers!!!




Post 919 — Ky_Da

Mon May 24, 2021 7:52 am

Hey all,



A sincere thank you for all the congratulations and well-wishes. We found out last week it’s going to be a girl, so we’re pretty excited about that. My wife actually made a joke about maybe we got a girl because the seeds weren’t planted so deep. Fuck, she can still push my buttons when she wants to!



 



Like I posted before, Jaimee and I are happily living the vanilla life right now, so I don’t have any fun kinky stuff to update anyone about. But, if you’re feeling in the mood to read something ‘saucy’, please give my story in the library a chance. It’s called “To the Edge and Back”, and it’s loosely based on my wife in a very alternate universe type situation. Please take time to leave a comment. That’s the only compensation I get, but it’s worth it.



 



Our only big news is it looks like we’ll be temporarily moving to the UK for a couple of years. My wife’s been missing her family and we want them to know their grandkids better, so we’re going to make the move. There’s an opportunity within the company I work for that would put us within a few hours of her parents place. The plan isn’t to stay there permanently, but the contract is for two years, with a possible one-year extension. So in the not to far distant future, I’ll be posting from a different time zone. The only drawback is that my wife’s already told me I can’t wear my baseball hat while we’re there. I don’t know about that, I’m still going to bring it with me.





Later, Ky




Post 920 — elina

Mon May 24, 2021 8:17 am

Good luck Ky,



Congratulations on getting a Baby Girl. I am sure that She and Her mom will keep you plenty busy in the next couple of years, so not a bad idea to have the grandparents close. 



Many males, cucks or not, sooner or later discover that it makes their Wives very happy to live close to Her family. 

Maybe you will discover after three years that you love it there and will find permanent opportunities there?



Also, the English is horny lot, you should know from your Wife. 

So if She wants to take up cuckolding again, She will find equally good opportunities in the UK!! 



Welcome to Europe!!



Sincerely

elina




Post 921 — wannabecUKold

Tue May 25, 2021 12:37 am

What a joy for you to come to England, Ky old chap. 

Will your lovely wife be able to team up with her sexy girlfriend from school again?




Post 922 — R_H_NC

Tue May 25, 2021 1:08 am

Congrats Ky.  Both for the news of a lovely girl coming and the pending move.




Post 923 — Ky_Da

Tue May 25, 2021 1:51 am

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold

I’m looking forward to the change. I’ve been to England fairly regularly since we got married, but I generally only stay for a week at the most. It’ll be interesting to experience living there full time. 



As to the old girlfriend, I’m sure they’ll connect, but I know nothing will happen there. After what happened last time they were together, Emilia’s wife won’t be leaving her  unsupervised. I’ll probably have to go as a chaperone too. They live way up north as well, so I doubt we’d see them too frequently. But maybe I’m wrong about that. Here in California, a 3 or 4 hour is nothing, we do it all the time, so maybe we’ll get up there all the time. It would be fun to explore the area. I’ve never gone up north.




Post 924 — Ky_Da

Tue May 25, 2021 1:52 am

↳ Replying to: R_H_NC

Thanks R_H




Post 925 — Mlody111

Tue May 25, 2021 1:58 am

welcome to Uk.  I propose to visit the south of England




Post 926 — insertomit

Tue May 25, 2021 12:41 pm

Tell her it is a cricket hat




Post 927 — Ky_Da

Tue May 25, 2021 12:55 pm

↳ Replying to: elina

Thanks elina, I think your comment is on the mark, my wife’s been in higher spirits ever since we made the decision to make the move. She’s been on the phone a lot with her mother lately, and I mean a lot.




Post 928 — Open2it

Tue May 25, 2021 6:30 pm

Congratulations Ky!  Soon you’ll be speaking like a Brit too. It’ll be fun. Enjoy it. 

O2




Post 929 — dorsetben

Tue May 25, 2021 6:45 pm

You'll have to get used to warm beer and rugby Ky. Will be good to have you both in God's own country!




Post 930 — JustWantToWatch

Wed Jun 09, 2021 4:47 am

Read through all 38 pages of your journey! Thanks for sharing your experiences with us! One heck of a read!




Post 931 — Ky_Da

Fri Jun 11, 2021 2:51 pm

↳ Replying to: JustWantToWatch

It was certainly an interesting chapter in our lives. I don’t know if we’ll ever open that book again, but fuck, what a journey. These days I get my cuck fix by writing in the library, and it seems to be working.




Post 932 — vmb69

Sat Jun 12, 2021 5:17 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, JustWantToWatch

Once the kids are all grown up, could you see yourself going back?




Post 933 — Ky_Da

Sat Jun 12, 2021 5:34 am

↳ Replying to: vmb69, Ky_Da, JustWantToWatch

That’s a question I frequently think about, and candidly, I have no idea, but a growing part of me thinks not. I know I’ve mentioned this recently, so forgive me for repeating, but there’s a closeness, an intimacy that we feel we’ve been able to recapture since we stopped. We had some hard shit to work through, but we’re in a good place now, and I worry that I might lose that progress if we were to ever start again.




Post 934 — vmb69

Sat Jun 12, 2021 7:20 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, vmb69, Ky_Da, JustWantToWatch

after our 2 year run with a friend we stopped. It's been over 10 years and my wife and I lately have thought about starting up again, but nothing as long term as last time, maybe find a potential long term but not as frequent, or build the relationship we had last time.




Post 935 — desertsub

Wed Jun 16, 2021 12:55 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, vmb69, Ky_Da, JustWantToWatch

My wife stopped cuckolding me when our kids started getting a little older. when the youngest moved out she decided to try it again, with my blessing. She has been back cuckolding me now for about 7 years and it's great! The dynamic is totally different this time though. It isn't as frequent as it was when we were younger and she says it's more about just having fun and experiencing the variety of having sex with different guys. She almost never has sex with a guy more than a couple of times before moving on, and doesn't really want any intimacy involved. Even though she doesn't get intimate with them or let it go longterm she is much more into denying me and controlling my orgasms now.



I think that as we mature we develop different outlooks about sex and intimacy and cuckolding can be something totally different than what it was when we were young. That has certainly been the case with us.




Post 936 — vmb69

Wed Jun 16, 2021 3:25 am

↳ Replying to: desertsub, Ky_Da, vmb69, Ky_Da

I asked if she wanted to stop, but she said no, she just wants to wait a bit to feel better about herself, we have been working out a lot and she wants to do a mommy trifecta. But she said no matter what she is perfectly fine with me being a cuck, and working more o. chastity play, and has no plans to want to stop that. We both agree that long term may be dangerous for intimacy and to maybe keep more than 1 regular or switch more often. For now she said I should work on getting used to being a cuck, and denied, given my past with angst sometimes taking over, she wants to make sure we will be on a good path to be more serious about cuckolding.




Post 937 — Ky_Da

Thu Jun 17, 2021 1:02 pm

↳ Replying to: desertsub, Ky_Da, vmb69, Ky_Da

I agree completely that we develop different outlooks as we get older. It’ll be interesting to see what the future holds for us. Part of the challenge I’m finding recently, is that while cuckolding isn’t important to us right now, and we’re actively avoiding it while raising the kids, it would be so easy to fall back into it. Once you’ve crossed that line and actually had the experience, it’s an easy line to cross again, and again, and again. The more times you do it, the easier it is. 



That’s one of the reasons I’ll never be an advocate for this lifestyle. I’d hate for any of my posts to be used as a reason to try it, or a way to do it. I consider is to have been extremely fortunate that we managed to come out on the other side and still be married and in love. Some people are just able to make it work, others aren’t. And you can’t know which you are until you do it, but then that might be all it takes to ruin a marriage. And as I’m getting the experience of raising kids, I’m starting to see the power of a traditional, nuclear family. I know many will disagree, but that’s my experience. Take care all




Post 938 — SamWarrens

Fri Jun 18, 2021 12:10 pm

Bump




Post 939 — lookingiansa

Sat Jun 19, 2021 5:23 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, desertsub, Ky_Da, vmb69

Ky 



I read your whole thread in a night. I don't remember or read, if all forms of cuck play have stopped. Like is she trying to cage you, deny you, getting you to suck a cock again,  that kind of thing?  Or are you guys completely back to the way it was before you got cucked? Has she gotten used to just you for sex or does she still crave guys like Wade? 



I can see the plusses of each monogamy and group play.  And I think it would be very hard once you tasted the dark side to go back to vanilla In my case from a married bull/bf prospective going back to just my wife who is not a hotwife but rather a cuckqueen gets boring and I crave hookups with hotwife and cuckold couples or just hotwives. 



I do commend you and her for putting the needs of your kids above play as they are growing up.  



I also love your fictional story, "To The Edge and Back" 



Mr. Lookingiansa




Post 940 — SamWarrens

Mon Jun 21, 2021 4:13 am

Bump




Post 941 — SamWarrens

Tue Jun 22, 2021 12:12 am

Ky: Never say never.

Cuckolding is a powerful drug that comes back at unexpected times.

Take care.




Post 942 — SamWarrens

Tue Jun 22, 2021 12:17 am

Love the story to the Edge and Back.

Love how its loosely based on your wife's story.




Post 943 — randomrick123

Fri Oct 15, 2021 2:53 pm

Bump




Post 944 — Guhunkadorn

Sun Oct 17, 2021 7:05 am

Earlier in this thread you relate how your wife cut her hair for Wade and that triggered a memory of a similar action my wife took when she was 'involved' with her workout buddy. 



     We'd been married appx. 18 years - now at 28 years - and I was initiating intimacy shortly after she got into bed.  My hand reached her pussy, under her panties, and I discovered she was completely shaven down there. She sort of froze a bit as she knew I was processing this change.  I knew immediately she shaved for him.  We'd never discussed me - or her - wanting to shave all her pubic hair.



     As I recall we just proceeded to have sex and the issue was not discussed.




Post 945 — PANTIES

Sun Oct 17, 2021 12:10 pm

My wife has changed everything including wearing his ring rather than her wedding rings. She told her mother when asked about her rings this past Xmas she told her she had a lover. That’s why  she looks different from clothes, hair, makeup and that her and I no longer sleep together. Her mother asked her how long had this been going on and she told her mother since March 2019. 



I’m married in name only, my wife is devoted to her lover who at one time was our FWB. The only time I get her is when he has finished and tells me when he leaves she’s waiting for me to clean her. I get her when her pussy is puffy, red and full of his cream.



I’m a cuckold-oholic who wears women’s panties.



Pauline




Post 946 — starman2

Tue Oct 26, 2021 6:29 am

wow ky an amazing journey  for you and your wife ,great to have  an insight into your cuck/hotwife  life, you both are blessed and great   for each other,hope and  wish you both a great future on your journey




Post 947 — txrockdog

Thu Feb 17, 2022 9:05 am

Ttt so this gem doesn't get lost in the shuffle…




Post 948 — jailor0

Thu Apr 28, 2022 8:14 am

Bumping




Post 949 — alan137

Wed May 11, 2022 9:21 pm

↳ Replying to: skinny-one

Amen to that. My wife cuckolded me for 14 years including living with a boyfriend for 5 months as his wife. Ky you/re indeed a lucky man and so is your awesome wife. Alan




Post 950 — luv2doit

Wed Aug 17, 2022 2:29 am

Thx for sharing this amazing story




Post 951 — tito123177

Wed Aug 17, 2022 4:24 am

↳ Replying to: alan137, skinny-one

Wow she lived with her boyfriend for 5 months? That is awesome!, you unlocked a new biggest fantasy for me




Post 952 — tojanman

Tue Jan 31, 2023 1:40 am

bump




Post 953 — veub

Sat Feb 25, 2023 7:54 am

Bump




Post 954 — DoctorLuv

Thu May 18, 2023 8:59 am

Still hoping for the next chapter




Post 955 — veub

Fri Jun 30, 2023 3:34 am

↳ Replying to: DoctorLuv

Not likely.




Post 956 — veub

Thu Oct 19, 2023 3:18 am

Bump




Post 957 — Veryaware

Thu Oct 19, 2023 12:16 pm

I was just rereading this post earlier this week.  Amazing thread!




Post 958 — Ky_Da

Sun Dec 24, 2023 6:35 am

Hey all!! 



I hope everyone's doing well here at the end of 2023. It's been a couple of years since I checked in, so I'm not sure if the old crowd is here or not - I haven't been on this site in a long time, but unfortunately, it's not because the cuckold kink has left me. No, as hard as I've tried, it's a kink that well and good wrapped itself around my DNA. Luckily I have a wife who understands that part of me. 



To give a quick update, we're still living in the UK, and my career has taken turns that I still can't believe. I spent a fair amount of time in the Middle East this year, and several months traveling back and forth to New York. There's so much work going on around the world, and demand for engineers is high. I'm actually in NYC now waiting to catch a flight home for the holidays. I was supposed to go yesterday, but as anyone who works in a large corporation knows, end of year financials are a right pain.



My goal is not to travel as much next year, but that has its downsides. If I'm not travelling, I have to report to the London office, and commuting to the office is bloody awful. On another note, I thought SoCal was expensive, but I have to say, I had no idea what expensive was until I tried to find a flat closer to the office - forget it - I'll just keep commuting, or traveling as it were.



As far as my wife Jaimee goes... well, she's had a fairly steady boyfriend now for almost a year. I know, what can I say, we're hopeless!



Once our youngest wasn't so dependent on her mom, my wife and I started to feel the itch again. It didn't take long for her to find her way back to our previous lifestyle. She's still incredibly hot, just now with some curves that give her a softness that I love. I've thought of updating on here for a while, but honestly, work has kept me so busy that I haven't been able to make the time. Once I land, I have to collect the kids from Aunt Emilia's house, my wife from her boyfriend's flat, and then head to the in-law's place for Christmas. Life is just go-go-go. I hope you're all well and taking good care of your loved ones. Cheers.




Post 959 — Wistful

Sun Dec 24, 2023 7:00 am

It has been a while--but good to hear from you again.  Happy to hear things are going well!




Post 960 — Wistful

Sun Dec 24, 2023 7:07 am

And has your author's "itch" also re-emerged? Are new chapters of "To the Edge and Back" in the offing--or have your and Jaimee's real life adventures become top of mind?




Post 961 — realcucklife

Sun Dec 24, 2023 7:12 am

So fantastic to hear that you are all well.

Would love for you to bring us up to date with your adventures.




Post 962 — subtoall

Sun Dec 24, 2023 7:35 am

Wonderful to hear from you Ky. I'm glad to hear of the existence of a boyfriend doing his part to keeping your lives exciting. I'm really looking forward to the day when you ditch the high pressure career to focus on your natural calling as a writer of erotica!




Post 963 — venus-can99

Sun Dec 24, 2023 7:43 am

It is so great to hear from you Ky. I had read your chapters on “To the edge & back” at the lit and got hooked. This summer I got a link to this site from SimpleEnigma of Ascending Lauren fame and found your contris. 



Wishing you, Jaimee and the kids a merry Christmas and a happy, sexy, fun filled 2024. Hopefully we will see a few Jaimee updates and her new boyfriend when you get some time




Post 964 — Oneillfranko

Sun Dec 24, 2023 8:15 am

Came across your own story and “To the edge & back” while you were taking a hiatus. So hot . Glad to see you back. Would love more details, but understand you have a lot to juggle and not much time with 3 young lads, your lovely wife - and work!




Post 965 — vmb69

Sun Dec 24, 2023 8:16 am

Welcome back Ky_Da great to hear from you. This kink once it gets you never let's go. We have given up trying to pretend we are not ancy k couple. We hope you are all doing well and have a Mery Christmas and Happy New Year.




Post 966 — tojanman

Sun Dec 24, 2023 9:07 am

Dang. A true veteran has reappeared! Did ever get around to finishing your literotica story?




Post 967 — txrockdog

Sun Dec 24, 2023 9:52 am

Welcome back Ky! Glad to hear that you and your family are doing well!  So your wife has another boyfriend eh?  Instead of going back to finish your fiction stories, how about taking a little time to tell us about that?  Has she made any progress on getting you involved with the two of them again?  Your writing and the way you describe the emotions your wife generates in you has always been my favorite to read around here and I have greatly missed hearing from you while you were gone.  Congrats on the career success and I hope you are able translate it into more time to be with your wife in the future.




Post 968 — Ky_Da

Sun Dec 24, 2023 11:19 am

I don’t know how much I’ll be able to update in future, but I have a little time, so I thought I’d write for a few minutes. To be honest, I kind of miss it. Writing’s always been a way for me to work out what I’m thinking and feeling. I’ve got some time to kill, so here it goes. 



Living in the UK has been a massive change for me – much more so than I had anticipated. I knew it wasn’t going to be a seamless transition, but the abruptness of it surprised me. I’ve found it harder to make friends. It’s difficult to break into those tight knit groups at pubs and even work. It’s harder to spark up a meaningful conversation with a stranger – not impossible, but it takes a good while before people feel they know you well enough to let you in. The culture is a bit more reserved than I'm used to. But I'm trying to keep an open mind and heart, take opportunities to meet people when I can, and have faith that in time I'll make some good mates.



Anyway, let me give a little update on us. Far too much has happened to try and tell all, but I’ll hit a few highlights. A little over a year ago I was spending months away from home at a time, and the missus was really feeling the effects. I was too, but work kept me so engaged that I didn’t have much time to think about much else. I couldn’t see much past the project I was working on at the time.



Since I was away so much, my wife managed to breathe life back into an old friendship of hers. A gal named Emilia who she knew from school. There’s a lot of history there that I’m going to skip over and just say that they’ve again become good friends. Emilia’s wife took some time to come around, but she eventually got there. Emilia and her wife have become like my kid’s two favorite aunts. They’re great. 



My wife never complained about my travel schedule. Truthfully, she was really in her element being back in England. She was happy to have family and friends nearby again. She was thriving in a lot of ways. I realized pretty quickly that I might not be getting back to living in the States for a long time, if ever. And maybe that’s a good thing, we left behind some interesting history. 



But even though Jaimee wasn’t moaning about being a single mom for long stretches, I could tell she was growing more and more frustrated. Instead of spending the few days we had together in bed having passionate sex, we spent a lot of that time trying to work out issues that seemed to crop up while we apart. I felt I was getting in the way when I was home when I was only trying to help, but I really was messing up her routine when I was around. 



I was frustrated one night after a long row and so rolled over to go to sleep. But after a while of not falling asleep, I picked up my phone and started reading one of my old but favorite cuckold stories. After a while, Jaimee rolled toward me and looked at what I was reading. She was surprised and asked how often I read cuckold-related stories. I confessed that every once in a while, but that I still tried to keep it in check. 



That seemed to open the floodgates, and we spent a couple of hours talking about some of the fun experiences we had back in the past. 



Eventually she asked, “Are you hard?” She turned on the lamp on the nightstand. 



I shrugged and nodded. 



“Want to have a go?” 



“Sure,” I said, and began to turn towards her. 



But she pushed my shoulder as I tried to move closer, “Then have a wank. I want to watch.” 



“Seriously?” I asked, feeling the start of some sparks in my gut that I thought were extinguished. 



Wagging her brow, she gave me a knowing look, “It’s been a while since I tortured you. Go ahead. Read your story and do yourself. I want to watch.” 



So, I did. I pushed down my shorts, freed my cock, and jacked off while I tried to read my story. It felt so weird to do it while she watched. It was the most thrilling thing I’ve done in a long while. 



I carried on for about five minutes or so before she asked, “How often to you masturbate when you’re away?” 



“I’m usually so busy I don’t think about sex that much. Maybe every few days,” I confessed. 



“We’ve become quite the boring couple,” Jaimee teased. “A long way from the spicey times.” 



I couldn’t help but laugh, “Spicey times, huh. I guess that’s one way to put it.”



She glanced down at my cock, giving me the clear signal that I was supposed to continue masturbating. Once I reengaged, she continued, "I'm sorry I've been so stroppy with you lately. I've been doing a lot of self-care, and frankly, it's got a bit samey."



I let out a sigh and set my phone down on the nightstand. I again stopped masturbating, but instead of chastising me, she moved her hand into place and continued. She has a masterful hand. She knows exactly how much pressure to apply, how to grip me, how fast to go, when to speed up or slow down, and seems to know exactly when I’m ready to cum because she’s got the edging thing down to a science. She’ll keep me on the edge until she decides I’ve had enough. 



Eventually, I came all over my stomach. I felt the warm liquid land in several large spurts, it began to cool quickly. Jaimee put her petite finger in one of the puddles and twirled it through the viscous substance. 



“Do you think about it sometimes?” I asked, enjoying an erotic moment with my wife. “Those spicey time?”



“Ky,” she said, her voice chiding. “Of course, I do. Every time I see our boys. I try not to, but…” 



“…they look a lot like their father,” I finished, referring to the guy who got her pregnant back when we were playing around fast and foolish. The boys do look a lot like Wade. Which, all things considered, isn’t a bad thing. They’re handsome boys. They’re in the 99th percentile for their height and weight, and they’re extremely bright.”



I went to the bathroom and cleaned myself up, and when I returned to bed, we stayed up talking about various subjects for a couple of hours. I knew I needed to go to sleep, but I had an itch I needed to scratch before I called it a night. 



“Do you ever think about doing it again? Is it an idea you entertain?” I asked. 



My wife shook her head, “I can’t let myself go there. We’ve had a number of starts and stops over the years, and each time it gets harder to stop.”



“And you’re afraid if we started again, you wouldn’t be able to stop?” 



“Hmm,” she mumbled in affirmation. I bent over to pick my shorts up off the floor when my wife noticed something. “Are you getting hard again?” 



“I can’t help it. We haven’t had much time together, and then we start talking about the spicey times back in the day. I still have mental images seared in my brain of Wade’s cock penetrating my wife. I think about the fact that it was that cock that got you pregnant. It’s all recorded in my head, and all I have to do is hit the play button.” 



“You sound like you want to do it again… do you?” she asked me, giving me no hint about how she really felt. 



“Don’t ask me that,” I said as I sat on the edge of the bed. “You know there’s always a part of me that wants that, but I’m trying to be more in control of myself. We have three kids now.” 



“No need to remind me,” she said dryly. “Every minute of my day revolves around them.” 



We talked a little more but moved off of the subject, and I left for a two-week trip the following morning.  



***



I was several weeks later before we found ourselves in bed after an intimate evening. The sex was good, but I think we both felt like we didn’t give it our best. I was definitely feeling a little disconnected from her the more I was out of town. I had masturbated every day during those two weeks I was gone, each time thinking of my wife and her various lovers of the past. I stayed up way too late on a few occasions and got myself off multiple times in the same night. I felt those old feelings coming back with a vengeance. 



With my heart thundering in my ears, I confessed my feelings to my wife and told her what I’d done every night while away. She was genuinely shocked, and for the next few nights, we didn’t talk much. I finally had to force the issue one night after we got the kids to bed. 



“Jaimee,” I said, pulling her back down to the couch. “Please talk to me. What’s going on?” 



My wife let me guide her to sit next to me, but it took her a few awkward minutes before she spoke. In reality it was probably only a few seconds, but it felt like minutes.  



“Ky, I can’t believe you want to go back to that?” she started. “The hardest things we’ve had to work through in our marriage was because of me committing adultery.” 



The way she stated it really hit me between the eyes. I wasn’t sure why she’d used the words she had. “I’m not suggesting we start again,” I said in my defense. “I just confessed to thinking about the times in the past.” 



“Ky, I know you. That’s where it starts, but that’s not where it stops. And I’m telling you clearly. I don’t have the willpower to carry you through this.” 



“What do you mean?” 



“I mean I spend a lot of time at home alone with the children. It would be nice to have someone at night when you’re not around.” 



I blinked in surprise. “You mean you’d…” I couldn’t finish my sentence. 



“In a bloody minute?” she said in exasperation. “And before you ask—I don’t tell you about it because we decided we wanted to move away from all that. Even talking about this is like playing with fire.” 



I sagged into the couch. She was right about one thing. Letting myself even consider it for a moment had proven to be like touching the flame. I was about to say something when suddenly she pivoted off the couch, moved between my knees, pulled down my boxers and gave me a BJ. It didn’t take long, and I lost it. She’s still got the oral skills. She swallowed everything and then got to her feet. 



“Yours is the only cock I need, Ky. I know we’ll get through all this. I’m happy your job is going so well, and while it’s hard to have you gone so much, things are pretty good all things considered. I don’t want to risk it.”



All I could do was nod.

***



More time went by. Travel. Life. Kids. In-laws… I’d managed to get my head back into work and focused again, so I thought the subject had died. But then I woke up one night and felt the bed shaking softly. I continued to act like I was asleep and listened as my wife got herself off. We had sex only hours before, so I was surprised she was doing her self-care thing. 



The following night I tried to step up my game, making sure to get her off a couple of times. But once again, I caught her masturbating in the middle of the night. 



On the third night, I let it go on for a while, but when I thought she was getting close, I said, “Who are you thinking of?” 



Jaimee yelped in surprise and pulled the sheet to her chin. “You scared the shite out of me.” Then followed up with, “and you ruined my bloody orgasm.” 



“I gave you two only a few hours ago,” I said, turning onto my elbow. 



“I know. And they were lovely. I don’t know what my problem is, but I’ve bee waking up randy like this lately.” 



“So, who were you thinking of?” I asked again.



It was still dark in the room, but I swear I could feel her blushing. “You, of course.” 



“I know that’s a lie,” I pushed back, keeping my tone light and teasing. “Fess up. I told you everything a few weeks back.” 



“It’s not my fault, Ky. You got me thinking about things again.” 



“So again, who is he?” 



“Who says it’s a he?”    



This time I laughed. “You haven’t been with a woman in years, and while I know you’re not opposed to it, I don’t believe you were fantasizing about a woman.” 



I let the silence linger, holding my tongue and letting her know she had to be the next one to speak. Finally, she gave a heavy sigh. “His name’s Mathew, I think—he lives in a terraced house near Emilia. I don’t know him. I’ve never spoken to him. He’s just someone Emilia knows casually.” 



“He must have left an impression,” I suggested. 



“He’s just some bloke, Ky. I’m sorry I woke you. I know you have an early flight.” 



Looking at the desk clock, I saw that I was going to have to get up in an hour. I wasn’t going to get back to sleep that night. 



“Do you want a hall pass for while I’m away?” I sounded like I was teasing, but I almost couldn’t hear my own words with all the blood rushing through my ears. 



“Don’t offer me that,” my wife snapped. “We already discussed this.” 



“We’ve talked about it,” I agreed, “but so far it’s just been talk.” 



“Ky,” my wife said in a strained whisper. “If you keep bringing this up, you know what it’s going to lead to. I’m managing to keep it together, but I feel like you keep trying to tempt me.” 



“Maybe I am,” I said, pushing the bed covers down and kicking off my shorts. In a quick movement, I got to my knees, pulled off her panties, and pressed my cock into her. I slid in with no resistance. “I remember fucking you right after Wade had you. There were times I could barely feel you, he stretched you out so much.” 



“Ky,” Jaimee whined, “You have to stop or we’re both in trouble.” 



“I was so jealous that he was the only one you gave your ass to,” I pushed further. I knew I shouldn’t, but damn it felt good. My lust had been building for weeks, and I felt powerless to stop it. “Even to this day, I bet he’s fucked your ass ten times the number I have.” 



“Ky,” my wife said again, only the tone of her voice had changed. I could tell she was getting into it. “I’m warning you, if you start this again, I don’t know where it will lead.” 



“I know.” I continued to thrust into her with slow, steady strokes, trying not to nut too quickly. “But that’s where the excitement’s always been—for both of us.” 



We had sex for nearly an hour after that. It was raw, emotional, passionate, everything that had been missing for so long. I finally had to stop and get ready to leave. 



“I’m gone for two weeks, just tell me about the details.” 



Jaimee closed her eyes and pulled the sheet up and over her body. “You’re in lust. You don’t know what you’re saying.” 



“Probably,” I admitted. “But the hall pass is yours if you want it.” I kissed her goodbye and headed for the airport with my heart in my throat.




Post 969 — Wistful

Sun Dec 24, 2023 12:11 pm

Your writing is good as ever--please try to post from the airport lounges ever more more often . . .



You wondered if any of "the old crowd" were still around. You may have missed the accidental account deletion of all of the sponsors--so some of us who have been on OHW a number of years had to re-register this past year and may appear to be newish members, even though we've been here since Jaimee first posted lifestyle questions to OHW.




Post 970 — venus-can99

Sun Dec 24, 2023 2:14 pm

Thanks  for the account of Jaimee's hall-pass "reboot" Ky. Look forward to hearing from you whenever you have time.




Post 971 — Open2it

Sun Dec 24, 2023 8:58 pm

Welcome back, happy holidays, and Thank you!




Post 972 — entropia

Mon Dec 25, 2023 12:58 am

Ky, I'm glad to hear that everything is ok and better of all, I'm glad youre back in the game, I hope you'll find time to go on giving us the story




Post 973 — scarlettscuck

Mon Dec 25, 2023 1:37 am

So happy to see you posting again Ky. Love hearing how your life with Jaimee has evolved and you two amazing people have the itch again! It’s natural and beautiful. Enjoy the ride of life (even more)!




Post 974 — mick_flow

Mon Dec 25, 2023 3:48 am

Merry Christmas Ky ! - hope you arrived safe and sound back in the UK. I guessing we got the update courtesy of a long over night transatlantic flight! - I’m really looking forward to more updates!



Stay safe and well.




Post 975 — DoctorLuv

Tue Dec 26, 2023 7:08 am

It’s great to hear that you’re surviving & even thriving.




Post 976 — Southernman

Wed Dec 27, 2023 2:09 am

KY,



So great to hear from you again. Your original story is Hall of Fame material. I hope we can hear the rest of the story as it progresses. Your writing is awesome and look forward to hearing from you.



Southernman




Post 977 — mundyman

Wed Dec 27, 2023 2:27 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

If she were to take the plunge and find another lover(s) to cuck you with, would this person be male or female?

Given that Wade is thousands of miles away, but that she’s on her home turf, is there a logical candidate for her to rekindle a relationship with, or would she have to find someone new?




Post 978 — tojanman

Wed Dec 27, 2023 3:18 am

Nope! You can’t end your post without telling us whether she took the hall pass out not especially since your don’t know when your will be able to update again!




Post 979 — Ky_Da

Wed Dec 27, 2023 6:12 am

The problem with having a friend like Emilia is that she’s very much into women’s power – not that that’s bad in and of itself – but when Jaimee told her friend of our conversation, Emilia took it as a personal challenge to help her friend ‘break the patriarchy’. Instead of listening to a close friend discuss how she felt reluctant to accept her husband’s hall pass, Emilia escalated things and started actively pushing Jaimee towards male friends of hers. 



I was oblivious to all this for nearly a month because I was in the Middle East and had little contact with my wife for days and sometimes weeks at a time. I swear, that man camp they built up there in the ME for the project is fairly well stocked, but it’s out in the middle of literal nowhere. Eventually, my wife and I had a chance to catch up, and Jaimee told me everything that was going on. She hadn’t done anything yet, but she was considering it. 



I could spend days writing about it, but unfortunately, I don’t have the time, so I’ll give you the compressed version. Once my wife decided to dip her toe back in the water, it didn’t exactly go smoothly. Through Emilia and other friends, she met a man named James. He was nice. They went out, but he was still trying to reconcile with his wife, and that date fizzled out pretty quickly. Then came Jack, and Daniel, Edwardo, and finally Thomas. They all had varying degrees of success and/or failure, but none of them made the cut.   



Meanwhile, my stay got extended, and then I had to fly to New York to meet with our joint venture partners. It was while I was in NY that the shoe finally dropped. Or maybe I should say, the panties finally dropped. Emilia had finally gotten her connected with Mathew, the guy that lived near Emilia. He’s 40 years old, divorced, and has two teenage kids that spend most of their time with their mom. 



I guess I’m getting ahead of myself. The panties didn’t drop immediately. I actually made it home for a weekend and nothing serious had started with Matt yet. They had gone to a pub a couple of times, and spent time getting to know each other, but it started out a slow burn. The weekend I was home was the same weekend they had a dinner date planned. I took the kids and watched her turn herself into a knockout, returning to the hotwife role as easily as putting on an old sweater in the middle of winter.



I drank in those delicious feelings of angst and jealously like a starving man ending a month-long hunger strike. But… that weekend ended in disappointment, at least for me. They went to dinner, enjoyed each other’s company, and then he dropped her off at home with a chaste kiss. That night when we were getting ready for bed, I thought about the path that we were heading down again. Jaimee looked amazing as she took out her earrings and removed her makeup, going through her nightly routine as she readied for bed. 



I sat on the edge of the tub and watched her, this beautiful woman that had been the heart of my life through thick and thin, through the highs and lows. She was no longer the innocent woman I first met, in today’s lingo, I guess I’d say that she’s been run through by a number of men and has racked up a respectable body count. But that was several years ago, and we’d lived monogamously since we’d made the move to the UK. Yet, here I was, letting the genie out of the bottle again. And this time I sensed there would be no returning it. 



“I’m surprised you came home early,” I said as I watched her apply a facial moisturizer. 



“Do you mean disappointed?” 



“No,” I said a little too quickly, and then added, “just a little surprised. You’ve been out a number of times with Matt, but you haven’t done much beyond that.” 



“Just seeing how things go,” she said in nonchalance.      



“Are you worried he might have a small dick?” I teased. “Maybe you’re looking for someone as big as Wade?” 



Jaimee rolled her eyes, “No one’s as big as Wade, Ky. And it doesn’t matter if he’s small. I’m used to small.” 



“Ouch,” I guffawed and placed my hand over my cock. “I’m perfectly average for my cultural demographic I’ll have you know.”



“So you’ve said.” She gave me a glance in the mirror, but she was playing it straight and not giving me any clue if she was teasing me, angry, excited, nothing. It was killing me. 



We went to bed, and I did my best to focus on her, get her warmed up and make sure she had a great orgasm. She reciprocated and things felt great, normal, even better than normal. We were laying down and getting ready to go to sleep when she finally spoke more than just a few words. 



“I hope you’re ready for this, Ky,” she said, an ominous tone to her voice. 



“We’re not new at this, I think I’m good. I know what’s coming this time.” 



“I’m not sure you do.” 



“Jaimee,” I said slowly. “What do you mean by that?”



“I mean that I’m going to be making the decisions going forward. I mean it won’t be you that decides when it’s time to take-away-the-haul-pass. If we’re doing this again, I don’t need your haul pass.” 



“I think I understand,” I admitted. “And it seems fair.”



“You may not think so in a few months. That tends to be what happens,” Jaimee explained. “Just when we start to really get things going, you end it, and leave me with my feelings strewn all over the pitch. I’m not going through that again.” 



“Yeah… I can see that. And you’re right. I haven’t been fair. But I still want to be involved. I need—,”



“—I know what you need, Ky. And I’ll make sure you get it and more, but we’re doing this on my terms this time. My first role is still to be a wife and a mum, but things will be different this time, yeah?” 



“Got it,” I said with a nod. That seemed to satisfy her, and she seemed calmer, more at peace. 



“I hope so,” she continued. “You got to live out a lot of your fantasies, but mine never happened because you decided we needed to end things.” 



I could sense a big row coming if I pushed her much more for details, so I decided to let it lie for the night. It’s interesting to note that as we had that conversation, I began to have those same feelings of regret, that I shouldn’t have started down this path again and that I should have left things alone. Things were good, why was I messing around? This is the dichotomy of wanting a hotwife. You both want it, and you don’t. I’ve tried to leave it alone, move on with my life… but inevitably I come back to it. 



And to anyone reading this thread, remember that what I’m sharing now happened over a year ago. Mathew has now been a part of our lives for almost a year, and overall, it’s gone fairly well. We had our bumps, but we seem to have found a good equilibrium. Mathew has become a true boyfriend in all senses of the word. After all these months it feels like that’s truly his role—not some pretend construct for a thrill. Maybe the distinction is lost on many reading this, but for me, there really has been a difference. In the past the whole boyfriend thing was more of a way to raise the stakes. It feels different than it did even with Wade. For those new to this thread, Wade was someone my wife hooked up with steadily in the past. We send him pictures of the boys once in a while, and we text on occasion, but our contact is minimal.    



Matt and Jaimee go on dates, see each other frequently, and have sex often. Occasionally they go to his family events – to Matt’s family, Jaimee is known as his girlfriend. She’s even attended a couple of school functions for Matt’s kids. And oddly enough, Jaimee’s struck up a friendship with Matt’s ex-wife – that’s a longer story than I can write here, but maybe someday in the future. 



I’ll try to make time and drop back and fill in the blanks of time between when I dropped off and today, but we’ll see. It has felt good to write again. 



A few interesting observations and experiences to share: 



As it’s been nearly a year that their relationship has existed, they’ve gotten into a fairly steady routine. She’s occasionally at his house with Emilia and her wife watching the kids, or he stops by our flat late at night after the kids are in bed. One day months back, I came home and noticed she had a new bottle of perfume, it was one that Matt liked and had bought for her. Then I noticed a part of her side of the closet had been divided up with a small section dedicated to clothes she wore only for Matt. It really did a number on me to see her take a step like that. 



Matt and my wife had been dating steadily, which included sex, for two months before I was finally pulled in and involved. Jaimee would send me pictures and videos, but she made me wait two months before I was able to actually sit in the bedroom and watch. During those months, I did get to know Matt a little. We went golfing once – he can crush it off the tee, but he can’t putt for shit so ended up with the win. 



That first time I watched, I dropped the kids at Emilias and then went to his house. Following the instructions I was given by my wife, I let myself in and made my way to the master bedroom. They were already in the bedroom. Jaimee was nude and sitting on the edge of the bed. She motioned for me to sit in a chair that had been placed in the corner, and then Matt (still dressed) dimmed the lights. Matt stepped to the bed, and without speaking, Jaimee unzipped him and took his cock out. 

I have to admit that I was happy that it wasn’t this size of Wade’s cock, but a little disappointed too. Like everything with experiencing your wife sleep with another man, you feel many emotions at the same time. That said, Matt’s got nothing to be ashamed of. He’s bigger than me, but not so big that my wife can’t take him down to the root, something she did as soon as his cock was free. It’s something beyond erotic to see your wife take another man’s cock into her mouth. It’s such an intimate act when it’s not done porn style where there’s a lot of gagging and crying involved. And this was not that. My wife sucked him off while they held each other’s gaze. It was deeply erotic and drove my angst through the roof. 



Over these last months, I’ve watched them on a handful of occasions, but to be candid, it’s sometimes too much for me. That first night I watched, after he came in her mouth, he sat down next to her, and the way he brushed her long, dark hair back and kissed her neck and felt her breasts told me he had already learned her intimate tells. That night, I didn’t watch another man fuck my wife, I watched my wife’s boyfriend make love to his girlfriend. Trust me, there’s a distinction. Between them there was passion, an intimate closeness, and copious amounts of caring if not love. 



That night I did make an excuse to use the bathroom, and while I was in there, I took a moment to take a look around. And sure enough, my wife had her own dedicated drawer filled with some of her personal things. A small walk-in closet had also been organized to give Jaimee room for some of her things. My wife basically had set up a home away from home. 



Returning to my chair, I saw that a box of tissue and a bottle of lotion had been set on the small nightstand. Jaimee and Matt were completely into each other, not noticing me in the least, so I dropped my pants – I guess I should say trousers now – and made use of the left out articles. I came rather quickly the first time, but it didn’t take much to be hard again and ready for a second round. 



Eventually Matt and Jaimee ended their session. My wife gave me a chaste kiss as she went to the bathroom. Then Matt and I had one of the more interesting conversations I’ve ever had. Someday maybe I’ll make time to share the details. Jaimee had told me a lot about what Matt does for work, and why he ended up divorced, but Matt added in the detail as we spoke. He works as a product manager for a software development company and mostly works from home. He and his wife married young and never were able to make it work. They wanted very different things in life and that caused endless tension. Matt and his ex are still fairly close and work hard to coparent their kids. 



My wife came out of the bathroom while we were talking and slid back into bed with Matt. That was hard to watch, but it’s what I expected would happen. What was more difficult to see was her curl into his side and stroke his cock as they both spoke with me. It was so bizarre to carry on a conversation while she was slowly rubbing his cock. I guess I’ve seen the same thing before between her and Wade, but it had been a long time and I really felt the intensity. 



Once Matt was fully erect, Jaimee looked at me and asked, “Do you want to join me and help me suck Matt’s cock?”



I knew that was one of her fantasies, but I had to decline. I just couldn’t get there. My wife took it well enough and didn’t push it, but she did throw her leg over his waist and mount him. And as she was taking him into her pussy, she turned her head to the side and said, “I think the children should be getting to bed soon.” 



I took the statement for what it was, a dismissal. I zipped up and left. 



I wish I had time to elaborate and go into more details, but I just don’t. I’m at the in-law’s place enjoying the day with family and working on being present in the moment. The wife is busy chatting with a new sister-in-law, my boys are driving their grandparents spare because they won’t stop wrestling, and my daughter’s fast asleep next to me. All is well.




Post 980 — Des 31

Wed Dec 27, 2023 6:40 am

Loved that original post. Very descriptive, and it recently happened that I also sneaked in to see the guy pumping into my wife.



She prefers I not be in the same room when entertaining her dates. I instead watch when possible from our dark hallway so as not to disturb either of them.




Post 981 — venus-can99

Wed Dec 27, 2023 6:49 am

Thanks for the update Ky while enjoying Boxing Day with the in-laws. Look forward to hearing more details as you have time for update. Is Jamiee exclusive to Matt now? Has she played with Emilia at all for old times sake or keeping her hands off out of respect for their marriage?




Post 982 — entropia

Wed Dec 27, 2023 8:51 am

Hi Ky, thanks again for sharing, your life is super hot as ever. Just a curiosity, has the sex life between you two changed now that she has a steady boyfriend? ever tried denial or some new games?




Post 983 — mick_flow

Thu Dec 28, 2023 1:28 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, that’s such a hot scene. Hope your Boxing Day was awesome. It’s so good to see you back here. It’s fair to say you’ve been missed. Not only the exciting life you’re living, but some amazing writing.



We moved the over direction, to the US. My wife found “the one”, and ended up moving stuff over to his and staying over on a regular weekly basis. Eventually she started to talk to me about co-parenting… 



I guess the push to see how far things can go is what drives a lot of us, we all love that. But as Jamie hinted at in her comments about you putting a stop to things, sometimes it can go quite far. Perhaps too far. Has anything happened which you feel pushed your boundaries ?




Post 984 — David52

Sat Dec 30, 2023 12:55 am

Ky.  Thank you for sharing your story with such honest clarity.  Best wishes to you, Jaimee and your family for the new year.  I hope your desire to be home more this year works out.  David




Post 985 — venus-can99

Sat Dec 30, 2023 2:24 am

Ky wish Jaimee, Matt, you and the kids a wonderful 2024 and sexy, fun-filled and erotic one for the adults 

IIRC Jamiee had pierced her nipples when she was in the US does she have the piercings now? Also when she goes with Matt as his gf does she wear her rings?




Post 986 — magnus

Sat Dec 30, 2023 4:29 am

It's so great to see you posting about your cuckold adventures, now that they've started up again. This thread was always one of my favourites and your writing really brings the adventures to life.

You're living my dream and I really appreciate you sharing the story with us.




Post 987 — Ky_Da

Sat Dec 30, 2023 5:26 am

I've been considering what to share next. Our recent adventures have been full of firsts, and we've come a long way from when we began playing. This time, Jaimee’s had a different approach. She's grown more confident, and it shows in her poised demeanor. Perhaps 'regal' isn't quite the word, but she certainly carries herself with a newfound authority. She's a woman who's come into her own, sure of her identity and desires.



I sense Jaimee might miss the dynamic she shared with her ex, Wade. He was straightforward, unyielding to her tactics, a man of the old-school, rugged mold. There was a clear-cut, almost primal sense of protection in his manner. With Matthew, things are different; he's a sharp dresser, eloquent, and self-assured, yet he doesn't command the same presence for her. It's possible Jaimee yearns for the days of yielding to someone like Wade, as her interest in Matthew seems to be waning.



Matthew, Jaimee's current partner, is certainly polished and considerate, but lacks Wade's raw magnetism. Or perhaps it's Jaimee who has changed. The idea of inviting Wade for a visit crosses my mind, stirring a mix of fear and thrill within me. Would I be chasing a bygone thrill, attempting to recapture what once was? My mind wanders there, though I know it might be wiser to let be. Yet, leaving things be has never been my forte… I’m honestly not sure if she’d be pleased or furious if Wade suddenly showed up for a fuck date. 



Hitting on a few random topics, I mentioned before that my wife was unhappy that we hadn’t fulfilled some of her fantasies. Unfortunately, that hasn’t progressed as well as she’d like, and we’ve had to make some compromises. She really wanted me to get into the cock sucking thing with her, and the cream pies, but as much as I love seeing my wife sleep with other men, I just can’t get there. The cage isn’t something that’s appealing to me either. But the cage was never much a part of either one of our kinks. The compromise was that I did let her try pegging me. Once. 



As a compromise, I’m only allowed to masturbate when she’s watching me. That’s proven to be much harder than I would have ever thought. There’s something about the act that she really likes to watch. For me it’s both titillating and humiliating. But it’s not always convenient aligning our schedules, so I’ve gone some good long stretches without any relief. 



Jaimee likes me more when I’m on edge and haven’t cum in a while. I guess I’m more attentive and supporting. After I cum a few times, I kind of go into this I-don’t-give-a-shit attitude for a while. I’m sure most here can relate. Regarding denial, we play with that occasionally. It’s not a frequent thing – which I’m good with. It does heighten the whole experience, but for me a little goes a long way. I don’t know how you guys go for months and even years at a time. 



To answer a question I got earlier. Jaimee did have nipple rings, but she hasn’t worn them for a while. They’re not convenient while nursing and raising kids. I don’t think she has much interest in wearing them again, but who knows what the future holds. 



And finally, I thought I’d share a memory I’ve had burned into my brain since it happened. Some months back, I had a chance to get home for a few days, so I took it. I came home unannounced late on a Friday night, and figured out pretty fast that my wife and Matt were there alone. I went to the master bedroom hoping I might be able to hear some erotic, but all I heard was my wife on the phone and the shower running. I knocked on the door to give some warning, and then I stepped inside the bedroom. It felt so odd to feel like a stranger entering in my own bedroom. I was so turned on and hard I could hardly contain myself. 



Jamiee was lying with only a sheet covering her. It was obvious that I had just missed their fun. Her hair was in disarray, and her skin was flushed. She was surprised to see me – shocked really – but her surprise quickly turned to happiness, and she got out of bed to greet me. After a long embrace and several deep kisses, she told me that Matt was in the shower but that I should put my suitcase away and join them. She could feel my erection and knew I was ready to go. 



Like I had done entering the bedroom, I knocked on the bathroom door a moment before I went inside, telling Mathew that it was me coming in – our closet is attached to the bathroom, and I needed to go in to put my luggage away and hang up some clothes. To get to the closet, I have to walk right by the shower, and the shower has a sliding glass door, so I had no choice but to see a naked man in my shower for a minute. By this time in his and Jaimee’s relationship, I’d gotten to know Matt fairly well. But it was still a bit awkward giving him a nod hello as I passed by. 



As I was changing into more comfortable clothes, I looked back at the shower and thought about the situation. Another guy was using my shower. I’m not sure why it struck me like it did then, but my brain got stuck on that thought for few minutes. Taking a shower was such an everyday event for me when I was home, but something about seeing another man use it, after having just been in my bed with my wife… it really dialed up the intensity for me. It had also been almost a month since I’d been home last, so the pump was primed. 



I changed into a casual tee shirt and gym shorts and returned to the bedroom. Sitting on the bed, I chatted with my wife for several minutes about work, kids, and home stuff. We started kissing and I was nearly ready to burst, but when I started fondling her breasts, she told me to be gentle, that she and Mathew had already had several long sessions. I felt a stab of jealousy and frustration as I thought she was hinting at not wanting to have sex. 



I shifted to the middle of the bed and, following my wife’s hint, I sat up against the headboard. She then pulled down my shorts and began to suck my dick. About at this same time, Matt came back into the room, drying his hair with a towel but still just as naked as I’d seen him in the shower. He looked at me, and then at my wife, who was positioned so that her ass was toward him. Matt approached and began to rub his hands over her ass, but after a minute, Jaimee told him she was too sore and didn’t want to go another round with him. 



“Well, I’m glad you have another hole then,” Matt said as he went to the nightstand where we keep a few things like lubricant and a few toys. 



Jaimee pulled up, leaving my wet dick in the air. I felt the coldness and immediately wanted the warmth of her mouth again. I was disappointed that she said she was sore – I was fairly sure that would mean no actual sex, but I was getting a great blow job, so I wasn’t about to complain. 



“Mattew,” Jaimee said, I haven’t done that in ages. She brushed his hand away when he rested it on her ass, but when he repositioned his hand, she didn’t push him away again. 



I could tell she was feeling very excited. Her breath quickened, and she kept having to stop the blowjob to take deeper breaths. Matt applied ample lubricant and started slowly working his thumb into her ass. It was having a serious affect on her. Being with two guys at the same time isn’t something she’s done much. After a time, Matt knelt on the bed and started positioning his cock at her entrance. Hearing and feeling my wife’s reactions as he entered her nearly made me cum. She had one hand around the base of my dick and was trying to focus on giving me a good BJ, but it was clear she was distracted. 



It didn’t take long for Matt to be completely inside her ass. He began thrusting, which rocked her back and forth, with each rock forward pushing her onto my dick, and each pull backward pulling her away. This only lasted a short time though because she quickly got to a point where she had to focus only on getting fucked in her arse. She was squirming and trying to hold onto my dick, making a sporadic attempt once in a while to resume the BJ, but eventually she quit trying and just held onto my dick with her hand while Matt picked up his pace. Jaimee was clutching at the sheets, my legs, and my sides as things escalated. She finally gave in completely and laid in my lap, one hand still wrapped around my dick, and the other around my waist. 



I tried, but I couldn’t hold on any longer. I came harder in that moment than I had in months, maybe years. It was an orgasm that pulled from my very core. I shot ropes of cum onto the back of her neck and upper back. It was obvious I hadn’t cum in a long time. I don’t know if I’ve ever cum so much. Matt shot his load onto her lower back a few minutes later, and then returned to the bathroom to clean up. 



“That was quite the welcome home,” I said, taking several deep breaths. 



“I didn’t know you were coming home, or I would have planned a proper homecoming,” she said, relaxing herself onto the bed, her head still in my lap. She was covered in cum all across her back. 



“I’m not complaining. That was so erotic.” 



Jaimee closed her eyes and smiled. “I’m glad you liked it.” She then finally released my dick, but I was still semi-hard. “Looks like someone’s ready for another go.” 



“I wouldn’t turn it down, but didn’t you say you were too sore?” 



“For Matt, yeah,” she said nonchalantly. “But you never make me sore.” 



Another kick in the cuckold solar plexus. It was another way of her telling me Matt’s cock was bigger than mine. And true to her word, a few minutes later, she climbed up onto my lap and rode me until I came again. Forgetting we’d cum on her back, I reached around and hugged her. I felt the slippery cum under my fingers as it rubbed into her skin. She giggled but didn’t lift herself off of me. It was a nice intimate moment. 



Once Matt was back in the bedroom, it didn’t take him long to have Jaimee ready for yet another round. I watched as Jaimee braced herself for the discomfort she was about to feel, but she didn’t stop him. And after a few minutes of thrusting, any pain had long since been replaced with pleasure as I listened to my wife moan and pant. By the way she dug her fingers into his skin, I could tell he evoked so much more intensity and passion from her. So hard to watch, yet so erotic and fulfilling at the same time. I love hearing and seeing my wife in that exact moment, filled with pleasure, happy. 



I went and picked up the kids. We slept in as much as they would let us the next morning, which is 6:30 for the boys lately. And then we went about and had a family day. I could tell my wife had had quite a night though. She moved around gingerly all the next day. 



So that’s the memory that I keep running through my mind. Although, I still think about those days with Wade, when she had her short, dyed hair, nipple rings, and got ridden like a thoroughbred racehorse. Those were some exciting times, and I sometimes miss the dynamic we had with Wade – though I’m sure I’m suffering from selective memory. 



Overall, It’s been a nice week home, and I’ve had the family all to myself. I’ll even be home the week after the 1st before I have to hit the road again. If I don’t post again soon, Happy New Year all.




Post 988 — venus-can99

Sat Dec 30, 2023 6:53 am

Thanks for the excellent post as always Ky




Post 989 — Wistful

Sat Dec 30, 2023 7:52 am

Wonderful lifestyle summary of you and Jaimee during the past couple of years. I'm sure you left out much--but I'm left thinking you've brought us quite up to speed.




Post 990 — offendedgame

Sat Dec 30, 2023 9:31 am

Happy new year, Ky.

I'm glad you both are doing well.




Post 991 — DoctorLuv

Sat Dec 30, 2023 1:05 pm

Thank you very much for taking time to post for your fans




Post 992 — David52

Mon Jan 01, 2024 3:51 am

Ky,  Are you serious about inviting Wade for a surprise visit?  Did you not agree that Jamiee calls the sexual shots now?   I hope you will talk this over and over before taking what seems an irreversible step.  



I am amazed that Jamiee can juggle the responsibilities for three small children and two men.  Did Emilia (and wife?) move down to London to help Jamiee?  They are good friends indeed!  Other help: nanny, family, you?  Who knows about Matt?



Thank you for bringing us along.  I can understand how important your work is, but it seems you need to be home more!   Best for the new year.




Post 993 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 02, 2024 11:31 am

↳ Replying to: David52

Hey David. Serious about Wade... not really, probably more me reliving the old days. I think about it once in a while, but it feels like one of those things where the risk far outweighs the potential reward. As far as Jaimee juggling responsibilities, yeah, she's amazing, but keep in mind that what I've shared has taken place over time. Life is busy, but we try to strike a balance. And it's more that we moved closer to Emilia and her wife. I made a career change that required we live closer to the London. They don't exactly live around the corner, but we connect with them fairly frequently. We try not to use them too much to watch the kids, but they're always willing. 



We got pretty lucky where we landed when we moved, and Jaimee's been able to make two close friends in the building where we live. They have kids of similar ages, so there's a fair amount of kid watching/swapping that goes on. If one of the other married couples wants a date night, we watch the kids, and visa-versa. And yes, they know about our life style. I was extremely embarrassed about it when they first learned about it, but I'm getting more comfortable with it was time goes on. Maybe that's the next thing I should share.




Post 994 — KyGrappler80

Wed Jan 03, 2024 10:22 am

So great to read this again. Can you share or remind us who your wife resembles? What about Wade? Who would play them in the movies?




Post 995 — txrockdog

Wed Jan 03, 2024 12:40 pm

Not to sound all fanboy Ky, but your threads and posts have been the one thing I look for first on OHW for YEARS!  Glad to have you back and hope you can find the time to help us catch up to where you are today.  



Please don’t take this as a lecture or badgering, but what is it about eating creampies or sucking cock that you just can’t get past?  Because frankly, Jaimee seems like a dream cuckoldress for you and knows how to push every one of your buttons.  She has seemingly bent over backward and gone way outside of her initial comfort zones over and over to completely fulfill your fantasies.  She desperately loves you and at least from your telling of it, it seems like all she wants to do is to take you to where your deepest fantasies want to go.



I recall a scene you described that I believe you may have since deleted, where you sucked Wade’s cock for her while his upper half was hidden from you and she came super hard while watching it.  Given that reaction and knowing how happy you could make her, what is it about doing it that would prevent you from giving her that pleasure?  It isn’t like you have not had a cock in your mouth a few times now and that you haven’t eaten somebody else’s cum from her before.  So what is it that stops you from doing it again…and again and again?  



If I had a wife that was so keyed in on what turned me on and was so willing to go so far to make me happy, there is nothing I wouldn’t do if she told me it turned her on.  It is just a cock and some cum…



Again, I don’t mean that as a lecture, I am just honestly curious about what makes those things a step too far for you when you are both so far outside of the norm with this lifestyle to begin with.



Thanks for coming back and posting again, and if you decide the answers above are just too personal, I understand.  But don’t think I won’t keep coming back here every day hoping to find another update from you.  Happy New Year to you and the family and good luck with your career and (hopefully) less traveling in 2024.




Post 996 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 03, 2024 1:18 pm

↳ Replying to: KyGrappler80

Thanks for taking time to comment. I think I once wrote that she looks a little like Megan Fox back before all the plastic surgeries, but that's not really that accurate. I'd say she's closer to a shorter/younger version of Missy Peregrym but with a fuller mouth. And Wade, he's a tough one to compare. Best I could do would be to take the guy that plays Reacher but more of a Nordic look. He's jacked, and with a beard, he looks like he just got off a longboat and is ready to do some raping and pillaging.




Post 997 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 03, 2024 1:38 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

I appreciate the comments, txrockdog. No worries about the lecture. It's nothing I haven't talked about with my wife a hundred times before. Actually, Jaimee would be thrilled to read your comments, and even more so if I listened to them. You're not wrong about her getting excited by those things, and me owing her more of those submissive acts. I don't know... there's probably some deep-seeded psychological reasoning behind it. I don't really have a solid explanation, and it's lead to a number of contentious arguments. Lately, when she does let me watch, she likes to come give me a kiss with her mouth coated with cum. I've accused her of doing it to get me slowly used to it, and she doesn't deny it, just gave me that yeah-what-are-you-going-to-do-about-it looks. I haven't admitted this to her, but I think it's worked to some degree. I'm not as squeamish now as when she first did it. What can I say, I'm a work in progress.




Post 998 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 03, 2024 1:54 pm

In answering Dave’s question above, it got me thinking about one of the crazier experiences I had last year. We made the move to London to be closer to the office I need to report to. It took a lot of time looking, but we finally found a flat that would work for us. Since I was traveling a lot for work, my wife made quick friends with some of the other women that live in the same building complex. Two of them she’s become very close friends with. They’re Lauren and her husband George, and Hannah and her husband Josh. 



I met them in the early days after we moved in, but then didn’t have much contact because of my travel schedule. Jaimee would tell me about various play dates with the kids, and other impromptu get-togethers. After a time, Lauren and Hannah began to say things like, “I don’t know how you can stand to have your husband away for so long,” or, “We’re so sorry your home alone all the time.” 



Eventually, Jaimee confessed that she had a boyfriend, and that every so often, she’d take the kids to a friend’s house so she could visit her ‘other’ man. The two friends thought it was scandalous, but they peppered her with dozens and dozens of questions. It’s one of those confessions where the two women emphatically said they’d never do something like that, but they were endlessly curious about the experience. Well, after Jaimee made the confession, it didn’t take long for their husbands to learn about it too. That meant that the next time I went over for a barbecue, I did so knowing that all the adults in the room knew that my wife cucked me. 



Frankly, I didn’t want to go to that dinner date after I learned that our friends all knew. But, well, I lost the argument, and Jaimee was taking the kids, so I sucked it up and went. And of course, George and Josh both cornered me as soon as they had a chance, and yeah, I coughed up details and answered their questions. Funny enough, after that first Q&A ended, I felt a lot calmer about the whole thing. Something about putting it out there really helped me accept the whole thing. 



Jaimee and I both agreed that we’d tell most of the truth, but we haven’t told anyone that I’m not the bio father of our boys. That’s something that I’ve only shared here, and I don’t plan on telling anyone else. Ever. 



I have at least a dozen stories about Lauren, Hannah, and their husbands, but here’s one in particular I thought I’d share. 



It was a Saturday morning, and I was watching TV in my hotel room, a Doubletree near the Staten Island ferry terminal, when my wife called. We chatted about the usual day-to-day stuff, and then she proceeds to tell me that Lauren and Hannah invited us out for drinks. Jaimee initially declined and told them I was traveling, and she wouldn’t want to be a third wheel. But then Lauren said they’d really like for her to come, and intimated that Jaimee should bring her boyfriend. Needless to say, that had my attention. I was really horny, so my immediate reaction was to approve, but my wife made me talk through it with her for nearly 30 minutes before we decided it was okay to try.   



As you can imagine, the rest of that Saturday was spent in anxious anticipation. My wife ramped it up and sent me several pics of her getting ready to go out with her friends. She dressed fairly conservatively with a solid black blouse, these straight-leg jeans she often wears, and ankle high boots. I was hoping for something more risqué, but It still drove me nuts knowing she was getting ready to go out on the town with her boyfriend instead of me. We’ve gone through this kind of thing numerous times, but the angst and jealousy hit me hard that day. 



Emillia came to the flat to watch the kids, and Jaimee and Matt went out like a regular couple. I got one pic after another of the group posing for various selfies and other shots. It was a trip seeing those pictures. From the pictures, and what I later learned, Matt got along great with Josh and George, and Lauren and Hannah went on and on about how good Matt looked, and how good Matt and Jaimee looked together. They all had a great time.



The pics that really twisted my guts were the ones of Jaimee and Matt kissing. She was smiling, happy, and looked extremely comfortable in his arms. Anyone would have mistaken them for a married couple in love. And at the end of the evening, Matt got to take his girlfriend back to her flat and fuck her until wee hours in the morning. Emilia had the kids in bed and left once Jaimee and Matt arrived. On a side note, that was the only time Matt was with my wife while the kids were home. Even though they were asleep, and Matt was gone well before they woke up, we decided after that experience that it wasn’t a good idea. We didn’t want one of them waking up in the middle of the night and coming into see a stranger on top of their mom. 



But back to the experience, Jaimee did send me some audio recordings she’d taken when they were back in the flat, but they were mostly low quality, and the audio was terrible. They basically just talked about random things for an hour. I finally got one good video at the end of the night. Matt had shot the video. He was laying naked on his back, my wife between his legs with his cock in her mouth. She looked up when prompted, her eyes focused on the camera so that it felt like she was looking straight at me. He lifted her mouth off his cock and gripped it with her hand, stroking him gently as she smiled at me. I looked down her body and her breasts pressed against his thighs. 



“Hello, Ky,” my wife said in the sultriest voice I’d ever heard from her. “I’m just enjoying my boyfriend for the night. His cock feels extra good tonight.” She ran her thumb over its circumcised tip and then teased it with her tongue. I heard Matt’s breath hitch. She never lost eye contact with the camera.



I felt like I was engulfed in an inferno. That night I couldn’t contain my lust any longer. I dropped my pants down and got myself off in seconds. I came so hard, but it didn’t even take the edge off. Watching the video, I came two more times, but even after three times, I was still burning up with lust. I don’t know if I’ve ever experienced it that intensely before. 



I watched intensely as Jaimee made him cum. She giggled and laughed when it hit her cheek before she could get him back into her mouth. It floored me to see her throat move as she swallowed his cum. Matt groaned and grunted as she finished him off, the camera dropped to the bed but didn’t stop recording. 



“I can’t believe how much you love cock,” Matt said, taking in deep breaths. “But I’m glad you do.” 



"It's not about loving cock," Jaimee protested. "If that's all I wanted, I'd never have to leave this room. I've got a decent selection of dildos that generally do the trick... it's about giving someone extreme pleasure that's thrilling. I can feel your excitement, when you're getting close, I can tease you, and draw it out. But it's ultimately about being the one to give my partner pleasure."



“But you don’t seem to mind when I reciprocate the service,” Matt said. 



I couldn’t make out Jaimee’s reply because she started laughing. The screen was only showing me a picture of the room’s ceiling, the video shaking as the bed moved. The two of them kissing and fondling went on for nearly twenty minutes before the call suddenly ended. 



Since the experience above, we’ve gotten together with the neighbors a handful of times. George will occasionally ask me questions, but Josh is the one that peppers me the most with questions. I wondered if he might have some cuckold tendencies, or maybe he was trying to see if he could get with my wife. I haven’t ever pushed either way, and Josh seems harmless enough. I think he just has a lot of curiosity about it. 



It’s so odd to sit and have an open conversation about being cuckolded, but it’s also been liberating.




Post 999 — txrockdog

Wed Jan 03, 2024 3:18 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, txrockdog

Thanks for the attempt to explain it from your end.  I really do understand the idea that you might not even understand why you find it hard to do for her.



My suggestion is to not put so much meaning behind it beyond the fact that it turns her on and makes her cum harder.  Don’t get on your knees next to her thinking “I am debasing myself by sucking this cock for her”.  Get on your knees thinking “I am going to blow her mind with how enthusiastic I am sucking this cock for her and she is going to come SO hard watching me.”  If she showed you a way to manipulate her clit with your tongue or a way to finger her that was guaranteed to make her cum hard, would you hesitate for a second to do it every time she let you?  No.  Well you have that key in your hand and you know how to use it.  Everything else around it is just fluff.  Do it as a tool to make her cum hard in a way that only you can.



Or don’t.  You do you.  But I think you are right that she is working on conditioning you to think of it as just what she does and to enjoy making her happy.  If you want to amp that feeling up for her, go ahead and attack her lips with passion next time she does it.  Surprise her with your enthusiasm.  The positive feedback you get from her will make it that much easier to do it next time.  Feed off of her enthusiasm instead of fearing your own insecurities about it.




Post 1000 — venus-can99

Wed Jan 03, 2024 4:37 pm

Thanks for giving another glimpse of Jaimee and Matt with the neighbors in London. Always look forward to your updates





Post 1001 — Ky_Da

Thu Jan 04, 2024 9:18 am

While there are a handful of things I can still share about the last couple of years, I thought I might skip forward to the present time and share something more current, New Year’s Eve. I just sat down and wrote this in one go. Hopefully I didn’t make too many grammar and spelling mistakes that it makes it hard to read. 



NYE went from a four on the excitement scale to an 11. That’s right, Nigel from one of the greatest bands ever, Spinal Tap, said best when he said, “Yeah, but this one goes to 11.” 



To start, I have to say that Christmas and the following days were amazing. I had my wife to myself, we reconnected, had some great family time, and overall just had a wonderful time. I had taken the week off from work, and it was so nice to be lazy and kick back and watch movies all day long. Then on Thursday before NYE, Jaimee approached me in the evening. 



“Lauren just popped in and invited us to their NYE party they’re planning. Want to go?” 



I shrugged. “Sure,” I said without much excitement. I was happy to sit at home and just hang with the family. Going to the neighbor’s NYE party meant I’d have to be sociable and try to be outgoing. 



“Sure?” Jaimee said, a single brow arching high. “You don’t sound excited.” 



“Because you just sprung it on me,” I admitted. “I thought we were staying home that evening.” 



“We’ve been stuck at home all week. Let’s go have some fun,” my wife said, sitting on my lap and running her fingers through my hair. 



I closed my eyes and nodded. This was one of those things that wasn’t worth arguing about, I would end up frustrating my wife and then neither of us would be happy. It was better to concede quickly and accept my fate. I was glad I did because we spent the next 20 minutes making out in the recliner while the kids played in front of the TV. 



Jaimee gave me one last fervent kiss before drawing back. “Fancy a bit of play on NYE, or would you rather keep things more subdued?” 





“What’d you have in mind?” 



“Lauren asked if Mathew might like to come?” my wife said with a hopeful smile. 



Cough-cough-cough. “Seriously?” 



“Only if you want to. They all know Mathew as well as they know you, they’d like for him to be there.” 



“And you?” I asked. “What do you want?”



“I’m of a mind to play,” Jaimee said, shifting in my lap and pressing herself against my dick. “I can make it interesting for my cuck-boy if he likes.” 



Blood rushed to my face, Jaimee’s smile grew. 



“I think I’ll go as Mathew’s date, let my cuck-boy husband come along if he behaves.” 



I already had an erection from our make-out session, but with the current direction of conversation, it wasn’t softening in the least. 



I had to clear my throat before I could ask, “You mean you’ll be a couple and I’ll be the spare? You’ll let him kiss you in front of everyone?” 



“Ky, don’t be thick. You know I’ve gone to loads of get-togethers with my friends and Mathew as my date. And I assure you they’ve seen me do a lot more than kiss him.”  



I sat up, feeling a little light headed. “Are you serious? They’ve seen you—what have they seen?” I sputtered. 



Jaimee laughed and clapped me on the chest. “I was just having a go. You’re too easy cuck-boy. They’ve only seen us kiss.” My wife waited a moment for me to relax back into the recliner before adding, “But they all know we fuck.”



“Shit!” I swore under my breath. “You’re killing me woman.” 



“You know I enjoy entertaining my man,” Jaimee said, curling back into me. “So we’re a go, yeah?” 



I nodded again, “Sure… and our kids? Do we have to see if your parents can—.”



“—The party’s literally next door,” my wife interrupted. “We’ll go after we put them to bed and leave the baby monitor on. Your job will be to carry the little monitor around all night and come back if one of them wakes up.” 



“That doesn’t sound fun.”



“No moaning,” Jaimee said, kissing me on the neck. “I promise to make it fun for you.” 



The next few days alternated between fleeting rapidly and dragging slowly. For the most part, Jaimee’s attention was on me, but there were a few exceptions when she would be texting her boyfriend about NYE. But she made sure to text when I was sitting next to her so I could read along. I know they text often when I’m not around, but it is kind of fun to read along in the moment. 



One of Matt’s texts read: What about the S-Party? Have you thought about it? 



“S-Party?” I asked. 



“Sex party,” my wife said distractedly as she responded. “An old mate of Mathew’s wants him to come to one, but he doesn’t want to go alone, so he keeps asking me.” 



“How come you haven’t told me about this before? And where is it?”



“Because I haven’t been interested in a sex party with loads of strangers. And I don’t know, I guess they move around—different people hosting them.” 



I sat contemplating that for several long minutes. I was entranced by the idea and for a moment, it was fun to indulge on the thought. An elbow to the side pulled me out of my stupor. 



“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” Blinking, I shook my head a little too quickly. Jaimee was no longer looking at her phone but at me, her eyes wide and her eyebrows both raised “You want me to go, don’t you?” 



“I didn’t say that,” I protested meekly. 



“You didn’t have to,” Jaimee said, shifting so she could better face me. “I can read my cuck-boy mind.” 



“It was just a thought, you know, an erotic thought. If you don’t want to go, I’d never push you.”



“If I don’t want to go,” Jaimee repeated slowly, never breaking eye contact. “And if I did want to go?” 



I moved my leg and tried to shift my dick because it was growing more erect by the second. “You already said you didn’t, so It’s a moot point.”



“Answer my question, Ky.” Jaimee’s voice grew serious but sultry at the same time. “If I wanted to go to a sex party with Mathew, would you be okay with it.” I was about to answer but she continued, “You want more blokes to ruin your wife’s pussy? Would you enjoy knowing your wife’s body count went up a few more. Most guys don’t want there women to have high body counts. But then, you’re not most guys. You know your wife’s body count is much higher than yours, but you still want more.” 



I didn’t answer. I couldn’t answer. My heart was racing by the idea and by the words coming from my wife. I was so amped up and pushed over the edge that words escaped me. 



“You’re hopeless, Ky.” Jaimee giggled and relaxed her form next to me. “Let’s have some fun on NYE and call it enough.” 



I exhaled a slow breath and nodded slowly. Yeah, that sounded like a good plan. Anymore than that was causing my brain to glitch. 



Sunday evening finally came, the pent-up erotic thoughts building through the last days had me literally shaking like I’d chugged a pot of coffee and was suffering from too much caffeine. I put the kids to bed and then joined my wife in the bathroom where she was finishing her makeup and final touches. She looked stunning in a sleek, dark green cocktail dress that hugged her figure elegantly. She wore jewelry that Mathew had given her, and the perfume he preferred. To me she was a Molotov cocktail of lust. 



“Fuck, you look incredible,” I said, taking a seat on the side of the bathtub. 



My wife smiled at me through the mirror. “I like the way you’re looking at me,” she remarked, pausing to apply her lipstick. “Too bad these lips will probably be around someone else’s cock tonight.” 



I couldn’t sit any longer. I stood up and walked to the closet, getting out a pair of slacks. “You keep saying things like that, I’m going to be a walking erection all night.” 



Jaimee’s smile grew. “That’s the idea.”  She turned to me and leaned against the counter. “Once the kids are asleep, feel free to enjoy yourself, but please keep an eye on the baby monitor.” My wife then pushed herself off the counter and came to me. “And remember, I’m with Mathew tonight, not you.”



I so desperately wanted to kiss her right there in the bathroom, tear off that dress, and say fuck the party, but it was at that exact moment that I heard a knock at the door. Her date had arrived. 



I held up the baby monitor screen. “Got it,” I said hoarsely.



It was almost 10:00 PM before I finally had to boys wrestled down and asleep. Once I was sure they were all good, I locked the door and went next door to the party—baby monitor in hand. 



Upon entering the neighbor’s flat, George ushered me into a sensory whirlwind. The air vibrated with the pulse of music, while a heady blend of perfumes, colognes, and the sharp tang of alcohol filled the space. My gaze swept over the lively throng occupying the compact flat, George next to me, his wife Lauren in the kitchen with Hannah. Josh stood next to the television leading a game of Jack Box, a game everyone can play using their cell phones, and four unfamiliar faces were interspersed on the various sofas. 



Amidst the revelry, my eyes quickly located my wife. Jaimee was sitting on Mathew’s lap, laughing and looking at her phone. My angst and lust leveled up quickly. 



“Good to see ya mate,” George said as I gave everyone a wave hello. “You’re a few drinks behind, so feel free to catch up.” He gestured toward a small table that was heavily laden with bottles of hard alcohol. “There’s more options in the fridge if you want.” 



I found a Guiness in the fridge, grabbed a few eats from the table, and did my best to enjoy myself and not look too awkward. I did my best not to constantly watch my wife with her boyfriend, but it took all my willpower not to just stare at them the entire time. I joined in several boardgames and chatted with some of the new commers. Jaimee only looked at me once that I was aware of. When our eyes caught briefly, she ran her tongue between her lips, narrowing her eyes and glancing down toward Mathew. The message was clear, she was with him. 



Once again, I tried to focus on a game of Cover your Assets to pass the time. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. The night wore on, getting closer to midnight. I was only working on my second Guiness when I noticed the lights dim. Someone put on a movie, and the room’s volume fell to a low buzz. Steeling another look at my wife, I tried not to react when I saw her lips locked onto Mathew’s. Other couples were talking and touching intimately, but not quite as passionate as Jaimee and Mathew. 



It was Lauren’s voice I heard over the din of noise in the room. “There’s a free room upstairs you two.” 



Hannah and others giggled as Jaimee’s reaction of surprise at being called out over the public display of affection. The lights were low, but I swear I thought I could see my wife blushing, but a little embarrassment didn’t keep her from standing up and then pulling her boyfriend to his feet. I watched in complete shock as she led him up the narrow stairs to the upper floor, catcalls and whistles following them all the way up. 



I could feel several sets of eyes on me, their intense curiosity seeking my reaction. I did my best not to react, but I’m sure my emotions were plainly transparent on my face. Breathe in, hold for several seconds, and breathe out, I repeated to myself several times, willing my heartrate to slow. It was only ten minutes to midnight, but it seemed my wife was decided to spent the time with her lover. My phone buzzed, new messages with photos, my wife already out of her dress and kneeling in front of Mathew, his cock in her mouth. 



I swallowed and made sure to hold my phone in a way that wouldn’t let others see the image. Most were engaged in the movie, but several frequently glanced upward and whispered and giggled. My wife was upstairs sucking a guy off, minutes away from getting fucked. She was going to begin the New Year with Mathew’s cock in her pussy. 



Around this time, an unfamiliar face joined me at the table. He extended a hand, introducing himself as Sipho. His skin was a deep, rich shade, one of the darkest I had encountered. In his late thirties, he carried the unique blend of his South African heritage and a predominantly British accent. I found it easy to talk to him, he was a natural conversationalist. 



We grabbed one of the decks of cards and started a game of Rummy. Midnight passed with a number of people making toasts and cheers. My wife remained upstairs in the arms of another man. I focused on the card game to keep me distracted, splitting my attention between the cards and the baby monitor where I watched by children sleep, their mother upstairs in the very act that had begun their creation not that many years ago. 



“I met your wife a few months ago—I believe you were in Saudi Arabia,” Sipho said, pulling my attention back to the table. “Such a beautiful creature.” 



“She told you, about us?” I asked, lifting my eyes from my cards. 



“She did, eventually,” he said affably. “I think she found we both had a lot in common.”



I set my cards down, processing what I’d just heard. “You mean… cuckolding, swinging…” I said in voice barely above a whisper. 



Sipho nodded and shrugged simultaneously, “Not specifically those in my case, but the lifestyle in general.” Sipho jerked his head to one of the other men I didn’t know. “I’m here tonight with Michael.”



I followed Sipho’s gaze to the man with sandy blonde hair. The man didn’t look happy and more like he was wishing he could be anywhere else. “Ah, you’re gay,” I said before I could stop the words from spilling from my mouth. 



Luckily, Sipho didn’t take any offence to the question. You never know how people will react these days, and it’s almost impossible to not offend someone what that’s what they’re looking for. “Bi, actually,” Sipho admitted. “I’d happily go home with your wife if she would have me.” 



“I think she’s busy,” I said dryly, looking upward toward the ceiling. 



Sipho chuckled, "Indeed she is. And I can't fault her for it. Mathew's a proper fit bloke.”



I couldn’t help but laugh a little. The way he said it and the subversion of what I expected him to say caught me off guard. “I’m not sure what to say to that.” 



“Well, to be honest, I’d be happy going home with either one, or both, but an evening with Jaimee would be a dream. I’m certainly not going to have any luck pulling the bloke I brought with me tonight.” 



“I can’t speak for Matt or Michael, but Jaimee’s free to do as she pleases in that department. You seem like a good guy, Sipho.  



I chatted with Sipho for another 30 minutes and then decided to call it a night. My wife was showing no signs of coming back downstairs, so I said my goodbyes and returned to our flat. I could see from the baby monitors that the kids were fine, but I still opened the door to their room and checked in on them. Other than the initial photos sent to me from my wife’s mobile, I hadn’t heard anything from her. I scrolled through my phone for an hour and finally went to sleep. I desperately wanted to masturbate and give myself some relief, but I was just tired enough that I let the idea go. 



A sudden noise pulled me from my sleep, and I sat up and looked at the digital clock on the nightstand. It was almost four in the morning. I’d left my bedroom door open, and I could see a faint light coming from the hallway that led to the stairs. 



“Oh god!” I heard my wife cry out. “Slower. It’s been a long time.” 



It took my brain a minute to understand what I was hearing. My first thought was that Matt was fucking her downstairs on the couch. But why would she tell him slower? Was he trying to take her arse again? That didn’t make sense. 



I got out of bed and went quietly to the top of the stairs. I couldn’t go down them without causing one to squeak and giving away my presence, so I was confined to simply listening. 



It was then I heard a voice that wasn’t Matt’s say, “I’m impressed. I’m more than most women can take.” 



My heart seized. It was Sipho. It was the fucking guy I was just playing cards with. I couldn’t believe it. Had Jaimee been drinking too much? How long had Sipho stayed at the party? Dozens of questions poured through my mind. 



“Oh bloody hell you’re stretching me,” Jaimee moaned. “Don’t stop. I’ll be fine. It’s been a long time since—Ky doesn’t fill me like this.” Sipho said something inaudible and then my wife said, “No, Mathew doesn’t either.” 



I listened to the most primal sounds for the next hour. I was so hard that I knew I’d cum if I even sneezed. They eventually fell into a rhythm, and I listened to Sipho’s balls slapping into my wife. She was moaning in a way I hadn’t heard since the days of Wade. I was nervous she was going to wake the kids. 



My wife’s moan’s went from sighs of pleasure to moans of ecstasy, and then transitioned into cries of overwrought emotion. “I need you… to cum soon… I can’t take much more.”



Jaimee cried out for a holy deity for several more minutes before I finally heard Sipho grunt and Jaimee then sigh in relief. I stayed as long as I dared, but once I heard them moving again, I slipped back into bed, my hardon aching for relief. 



A few minutes later, Jaimee entered the room and crawled into bed. She pulled down the sheet and then ran her hands over my body until she found my very erect penis. 



“Oh good, you were listening.” My wife then proceeded to mount me in bed, slipping her well used cunt over my dick. I felt warm liquid seep out around my dick and near my thighs, but I felt no resistance from my wife’s pussy. 



“I can’t even tell if you’re inside me,” Jaimee laughed, her words touched with the slur of alcohol. 



I knew I wasn’t going to last long. I tried to think of something else to stall for time. Even thinking the line from Austin Powers “Margret Thatcher on the cold day”, but nothing worked. I came hard and fast. Jaimee leaned down and kissed me. She had the smell of other men’s cologne on her, and she reeked of sperm. 



“I’ve got cum from three men inside my pussy,” my wife whispered into my ear. “I hear you met Sipho tonight.” 



“I hear you fucked Sipho tonight?” I countered. 



“More like he fucked me.” Jamiee giggled. “He’s bloody enormous. I didn’t expect that.”  



“We have a lot to talk about,” I said, trying to find a clean spot on her neck to kiss. She was covered in sweat, cum, and remnants of perfume. 



Jaimee nodded against my chest. “But later. I need to use the loo and then sleep. Can we talk later?” 



I agreed and she got out of bed. I saw her sway, so I got up to make sure she’d make it without falling. 



“I’m not drunk, Ky. Just out of sorts.” 



I followed her into the loo and to the toilet, shutting the door as I backed out. She was in there for close to ten minutes before I heard the toilet flush and then heard water run in the sink. 



When my wife finally got back into bed, I remarked, “you were in there a long time. Everything alright?” 



“I know. But all the cum just kept dripping out. There was a lot in there.” 



I was going to say more, but she’d already fallen asleep. She’d been ridden hard and put away wet. Yes, we had a lot to talk about.




Post 1002 — venus-can99

Thu Jan 04, 2024 10:19 am

WoW what an erotic read ! Ky looks like 2024 has begun with a bang for you Jaimee. Is Sipho the new Wade ?




Post 1003 — Open2it

Thu Jan 04, 2024 10:27 am

What an intense way to welcum in the new year - for both of you!




Post 1004 — vmb69

Thu Jan 04, 2024 12:02 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

How we missed you and your beautiful stories. Can't wait to read more as to whom had the pleasure of being with Jamie. I could only wish for my wife to push it that far.




Post 1005 — magnus

Thu Jan 04, 2024 1:56 pm

Wow! just wow!



That's about the hottest NYE I could possibly imagine. Just incredible!




Post 1006 — veub

Fri Jan 05, 2024 5:56 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, Ky_Da, Ky_Da, Ky_Da, veub, Ky_Da



Ky,

My question is whether you now feel the same way: did you give up that intimacy for the sexual excitement? Is it a good trade?




Post 1007 — Ky_Da

Fri Jan 05, 2024 7:14 am

↳ Replying to: veub, Ky_Da, Ky_Da, Ky_Da, Ky_Da, veub, Ky_Da

Your question certainly hits the mark. I have a post that I plan to upload soon that dives into this. I've had more time to write since my sleep schedule is so messed up and I'm up most of the night. Cheers.




Post 1008 — txrockdog

Fri Jan 05, 2024 2:22 pm

Sounds like a hot time on NYE Ky!  I can’t remember from the past, but was Sipho her first black guy? How do you feel about her barebacking him?  With regards to your upcoming post about intimacy and cuckolding, I really think you have proven to yourselves that you can make changes needed to maintain that special connection and love when you need to.  You just need to keep communicating your needs, and listening to Jaimee when she communicates her needs to you.  Nothing has to be set in stone with the lifestyle and it is ok if your participation in it ebbs and flows over time.



Hearing Sipho’s background, it also sounds like you might want to practice more on Matt before your wife beckons you over to help her satisfy Sipho’s monster.  Not sayin…just sayin.




Post 1009 — wagonmaker1

Sat Jan 06, 2024 4:14 am

hey kY,  just reading your post about NYE,  i believe that the other post mentioned that Sipho was the first & only,  so far, black guy that Jaimee has had sex with,  isn't that correct? i recall in some much earlier posts that u 2 discussed Jaimee having sex with a black guy but i don't think that it ever happened , did it,  till Sipho,   just curious i have read all of your posts from Dereck, & Wade, Charles & Greg, now Mathew & Sipho, u must have a very strong heart to see & hear all that Jaimee is doing now days, your words are always worth reading, hope u keep it up.   Bob




Post 1010 — Ky_Da

Sat Jan 06, 2024 5:00 am

I know maintaining this writing pace is unsustainable. The past few sleepless nights have given me extra hours to ponder and write. In just three days, an avalanche of events has unfolded, leaving me struggling to sift through a complex web of feelings and emotions. The intensity of it all was akin to expecting a mild beer and instead finding oneself gulping down jet fuel – far more overwhelming and potent than I could have ever anticipated.



The same can be said for my wife. Monday morning came and went, and she continued to sleep. I finally woke her up after feeding the kids lunch, helped her into the shower, and left her alone for a few minutes. When I came back to check on her, she was still sitting on the small bench in the exact position I’d left her. Stripping off my clothes, I jumped into the shower, and helped her wash. I had to wash her hair three times before I could finally call it clean, and her listlessness was starting to freak me out. 



With the water going cold, I got her out of the shower, dried her off, and helped her dress in a pair of loose-fitting joggers and pull over hoodie. Once I got her into the family room, we curled up onto the couch, holding each other but not speaking. Luckily my boys were doing a good job of keeping their younger sister entertained, happy to watch movies and random short videos on YouTube. It dawned on me that we both desperately needed aftercare, yet we were so emotionally drained from the ordeal that our efforts were like two frostbitten hikers attempting to warm each other – a gradual and painstaking process. 



Eventually we started to talk, the facts I learned shocked me as much as the events the previous evening. I was going to write out the dialogue, but a lot of it is very personal and not something I’m comfortable sharing. I’ll just cut to the chase and tell you that my wife had been the puppet master of the NYE experience, or at least she was until she suddenly found herself a puppet with someone else pulling the strings. In other words, most of what I experienced had been carefully orchestrated by my wife. I’ll explain. 



The NYE part was going to happen one way or another, as was the invite to Matt, but that’s as far as it was planned to go until my wife decided to “turn it up to 11.”



Jaimee had met Sipho several months ago, just as Sipho had told me at the party, and they had gotten to know each other. Nothing physical ever happened, but it wasn’t for lack of trying on Sipho’s part. And it was here where Jaimee saw an opportunity to move her husband (me) closer to where she ultimately wanted.



As has been mentioned before in this thread, my wife’s always liked the idea of me sucking a guy’s cock and going down on her after one of her lovers has cum in her pussy, things that seem to come more naturally to other cuckolds out there. Sipho has had past experience acting as a bull with married couples. He’s also not opposed to gay sex at times, though it turns out he much prefers the female form, he’s much more hetero than I was led to believe. The poor guy Micheal that he brought to the party was nothing but a patsy. Sipho had talked him into going to a NYE party, insinuating that if he did, Sipho might make it worth his while. Once they were at the party, Micheal realized he wasn’t getting lucky, and so spent the rest of the evening in a sour mood until he decided to give up and left the party. 



My wife knew she could push my buttons just by putting on a display with Matt in front of everyone, but she’d hoped by connecting Sipho and me, we’d become friends and Sipho might be able to assist her in her quest to help me overcome some of my hang ups, seeing a masculine guy comfortable with handling another man’s cock. The sneaky little succubus... 



The addition of Sipho to the mix, however, was like playing with fire. Sipho had hung out after the party and chatted Jaimee up once she’d come downstairs. He’d told her about his conversation with me, and how it went more-or-less to plan. He then said he deserved at least a blow job for what he’d done. My wife agreed to that and that’s when they both came to our flat.



Jaimee told me that it had started off as a blowjob, but she was still so amped up after being with Matt, that she didn’t put up much of a fight when Sipho moved her up onto the couch and started to press his cock into her. She told herself that she’d let him fuck her for a few minutes and then send him home. The problem was that Sipho really knew what he was doing. From my wife’s description, his cock is very different from Wade’s. Where Wade’s jacked and veiny cock looks like it spends time in the gym and is pumped up on steroids and testosterone, Sipho’s cock is smooth, tapered at the tip and slightly at the base, giving it shape of a football. No, it’s not the size of a football, but that’s the best thing I can think of to describe the shape. 



My wife described it as extreme pleasure and pain at the same time. Once his cock is fully embedded, the tapered base provided some relief to her stretched pussy, but it felt like he was rearranging her guts at the same time. Jaimee admitted that he soon had her cumming over and over. She never intended it to go that far, but Sipho turned her into a blithering mess. She lost all control and let him do whatever he wanted. 



“I didn’t intend for it to go that far,” Jaimee said as we sat in front of the TV, looking as if some life had returned to her. “Lauren and Hannah already thought of me as promiscuous, but now they’re going to think I’m a complete slut.” 



“Well…” I said in a teasing voice. “If the shoe fits.” 



“Ky!” Jaimee snapped. “I have needs. Don’t make me feel bad about them.” 



“Never.” I reassured. “I know my slutty little wife has needs.” 



“Not so little,” Jaimee laughed, hefting one of her breasts slightly. “After nursing three kids, they’ve never quite returned back to the normal.” 



“And I’m a blessed man for it,” I declared. Nursing had permanently bumped her up a full cup size. 



My wife stretched and curled herself deeper into my side. 



“So, Sipho,” is said, my thoughts going back to the earlier part of our conversation. “It sounded like he made you happy last night.” 



“Hmmm… and sore. It’ll be a few days before you can touch me down there, but I’ll be daydreaming about last night for a long time.” 



“That good, eh?” I asked. I felt her nod against me. “So, should I expect to see more of Sipho in the future?” 



Jaimee let a long moment pass before answering, “Perhaps… I haven’t felt this sated in a long time.”



Last night’s events scrolled through my mind, my conversation with Sipho, Jaimee’s mention about Matt wanting to go to a sex party, some of our neighbors knowing my wife cuckolded me. My life had changed so much in the last couple of years, the one constant being my desire for Jaimee to be a hotwife. More than a few times I’ve tried to leave it alone, this desire to have my beautiful wife find her sexual satisfaction in other men stains my soul with a craving I can’t quash. 



My sins are grave enough and weigh heavily on me, compounded by the guilt of having ensnared my wife in this sordid world. Once, she was solely mine, her delights, joys, and pleasures exclusively mine to enjoy. But try as I might, we find ourselves perpetually drawn back to the indulgent excesses, partaking in forbidden delights with an abandon that has extinguished any will to seek a different path. Our codependency has ensnared us in a vicious cycle, where neither of us possesses the strength to steer the other towards choices that are safer and more prudent.



In this way, I feel I’m different than most people that post on this site. To those who are tempted to partake, I say leave it alone and turn away. It’s not the kind of decision you can come back from, you’ll be forever changed. I openly admit I’m a hypocrite. I have no moral high ground that I speak from, only the experience of one having lost the precious jewel that was my wife’s innocence and our shared sanctity. 



Our conversion into this lifestyle feels permanent, a steel beam set in cured concrete. We’re now in a place where our decisions are to how to best manage our addiction, a way we can try and have a healthy family life, an intimate connection, and still satisfy our ever-growing base urges. I don’t mean to get too philosophical, only expressing my thoughts and feelings to try and navigate challenging waters. 



My two older boys I love with all my heart. They will always be my boys, but the fact is they were born because we played a dangerous game. They’re a miraculous blessing in my life, and yet we continue to indulge. Jaimee had fucked Sipho without a condom, had let him fill every part of her womb with his sperm. She was so far gone into a sexual haze that had she known she’d get pregnant with his child, she would have still let him cum inside her. 



I realize I’m feeling a little low today because I have to fly out on Sunday, and it’s been a wonderful time being home. I’ve done a lot of thinking these last few days, and I’m determined to make some changes to be home more. I’ve sacrificed a lot to achieve a level of success, but I have to be careful to pull things back into balance before I lose what I treasure. 



Yeah, okay, that got a little heavy there. Sorry bout that. I know many readers will either skim through those last paragraphs, or skip them all together – and that’s fine. I write what comes to mind and what I’m feeling in the moment. The long and the short of it is, I struggle. While I do share the occasional mind-blowing sexual experience, that’s only a small part of everyday life. I have many days where I struggle with it all. Partaking in this kink has a way of making one look internally only, meaning that everyone else outside of the immediate circle gets forgotten. I have to remind myself all the time to not get so sucked in that I stop looking outside myself, see others that are in need, and help lift their burdens. 



These are extreme sexual experiences, but there’s not much substance to them. None, actually. But they’re so powerful they have a way diluting the reality of daily life around you.  



Take care all. I have loads to share, but that’ll come another day.  



As a postscript to answer a couple of questions, I guess you could say Sipho is technically the first black guy she’s been with. There was one other in the past, but that didn’t work out. They went on a couple of dates, made out a little, but apart from some heavy fondling, it didn’t go any further. 



I do like to read the occasional erotic interracial sex story, there’s something primal and trashy about a woman getting a queen of spades tattoo and getting addicted to black cock that’s a thrill to read, but my wife and I don’t have any real interest in the whole blacked idea, queen of spades, black bull kind of kinks. To each their own, but for us it’s more a matter of finding the guy that’s a good fit, and then we just kind of take it from there. 



It's interesting to me to go back and read experiences I’ve shared in the past. This thread makes it seem like our lives are fun and exciting all the time, but the reality is quite different. There are long stretches of nothing interesting happening, followed by many experiences that start well but don’t pan out, and others that fail to get off the ground. 



So that’s what I have to share today. Cheers.




Post 1011 — mundyman

Sat Jan 06, 2024 6:57 am

Thank you for taking the time to share you and your wife’s hotwife experiences. I appreciate the time and effort it takes to write a detailed post and know that I am thankful for your efforts.

Your experiences somewhat mirror Ocean’s in his thread “Wife and friend acting like a couple-the start”. Amazingly they are also live in England. I am so jealous of you who live there, are English, or are partners with someone who is as their attitudes toward sex are so much more open minded compared to what I see here in the States.

But I digress….

If your sweet Jaimie is indeed becoming as sex crazed as you are describing, then her attendance at a sex party with Mark and his friends would certainly be the entry to a world of sexual indulgence. Could she handle this access to sex with so many others? How would it affect her to be in an environment of like minded individuals who would be able to encourage her to partake in the lifestyle, an echo chamber of sorts where you look forward to the next party, the next fuck, the next new experience which is a little more depraved then the last? 

Would she be able to manage her two personas as mom and burgeoning slutty sex kitten to Mark and whoever she would meet in this sexual universe. Much like Ocean’s wife, would she find a lifestyle and different paths in that lifestyle that she would want to explore as she leaves her old self and becomes someone different?

Would her reasoning be that she wants to experience these things and let this side of her personality grow “to see where it takes me while I’m young enough and healthy enough to enjoy it”?

Much like an alcoholic, drug addict, or sex addict, being around such easily accessible experiences and outlets could this cause her to spiral out of control and lose herself?

Would Jaimie’s eyes be opened to such an extent that she would begin to spend more time exploring this new sexual lifestyle and less time on the old Jaimie?

As your(plural) relationship with Wade has proven, Jaimie can lose her way and lose control. Could this happen again if she takes her sex life to the next level(s)? Especially when you are out of town for extended periods and are not there to talk to her in person?

The last couple of paragraphs of your post are raw and emotional.

I wish and your wife good luck moving forward. My best thoughts that whatever path you two go down, it is done together and for your mutual enjoyment. And I hope Jaimie thinks about you and your reactions and the effect on you and your reputation as she makes choices; especially when she’s sex drunk and not thinking as rationally as might normally.

Safe travels.




Post 1012 — txrockdog

Sat Jan 06, 2024 7:01 am

Ky, I will have more to say later to analyze what you shared, but let me just give the immediate feedback now of saying “thank you” for sharing those thoughts with us.  This kind of post, which you probably feel is “heavy” and “burdensome” to those who are just here for a wank, is exactly why you are my favorite writer at the site, bar none.  And it isn’t even a close contest.  The emotions you share between the two of you and the depth you provide beyond who put what into what hole are what sets you apart is a writer.



I will say more when I have time to digest what you have said, but for now I will just say try not to be so hard on yourself.  Your clearly have a willing partner in crime and while your kinks are outside the norm, they clearly work for the two of you and that is what matters the most.  Please enjoy the time you have left with them this weekend before you head out again and know that while we will always clamor for more from you, we do so because you are an extremely talented writer and have an exceptionally interesting set of tales to share with us.  But beyond all that we really do want the best for you and your family, so take care of them first and foremost and share with us when you can.  Cheers and safe travels.




Post 1013 — venus-can99

Sat Jan 06, 2024 7:28 am

Ky thanks for sharing what you and Jaimee are going thru. Describing the sex that Jaimee gets is a good read but it gives us a better perspective when we read about how you feel - the elation, the guilt, the highs, the lows. Hopefully talking amongst yourselves and expessing them in this forum helps a bit. 

Safe travels and wishing the best in the new year to you, Jaimee and the kids




Post 1014 — DoctorLuv

Sat Jan 06, 2024 12:13 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

I would second txrockdog’s comments & thoughts.




Post 1015 — jay-jenna

Sat Jan 06, 2024 5:38 pm

Hi Ky,



Thank you for being so open and pulling the curtain back on your thoughts, and specifically your fears and apprehensions. I found a sense of solace when reading your last post. Probably because I found it so relatable, knowing that others have the same worries that keep them up at night and questioning if the path they're going down is the right one to take.



As it stands I'm currently in the opposite position from you. I've reflected on these same thoughts and come to the same conclusions about how dangerous this game, and in particular this addiction, can be. However, in my case I've pulled back. Knowing that if I continue down this road it only becomes more permanent and more consuming. I can see that if we wanted to delve deeper that we'd likely have to take our life jackets off and risk the chance of drowning.



Instead we've tried to settle at a happy medium, which can have its odd exciting times but for the most part is fairly vanilla. The idea being that instead of indulging in our vices to achieve pleasure we look towards a balanced approach with small indulgences and personal growth as a substitute.



Although I feel like we're making it work to a certain extent and I think I'd be able to maintain this I still feel a ton of guilt. That's because I can tell it's much more of a struggle for my wife and I can sense and feel the yearning in her for more (I'm sure you understand this feeling). She wants the adventure the excitement and to let herself get lost in feelings she may not be able to control. That's not to say I don't want those same things, maybe I can just hide it better. It really sucks having to be the rational one and have to set limits but like you mentioned ,if someone's not and you go all in, it really can start to dilute reality.



Anyways, I just wanted to share as your post brought up these thoughts and I also wanted to express gratitude for sharing your journey with us. It allows me to get a glimpse into the world and imagine what it would be like without any of the risk. Because of your brilliant writing i can very easily put myself into your shoes and feel a small part what you were feeling. 



....And who knows maybe next year it'll be switched and you'll have pulled back and will be reading a post of mine as your mini indulgence (probably not as well written though)



Cheers,

Jay




Post 1016 — magnus

Sun Jan 07, 2024 1:08 pm

Ky, I really loved your last post and enjoyed reading about your feelings of "addiction" and cautionary thoughts on dipping toes into the cuckold life. To be honest, I enjoyed you sharing your big picture thoughts as much as I enjoy reading about the gritty, sexual details of your adventures. Your personal thoughts help me to clarify my own cuckold tendencies and the experiences my wife and I have had, which are significant, but not nearly as long lasting or integrated into everyday life as your experiences with your wife.



Like you I'm permanently addicted and not sure I can return forever to a vanilla life. My wife and I are currently flying monogamous, but I know the day will come soon where she'll want to find a new playmate or boyfriend and my head will be swimming in full time cuck mode once more. Your thoughts help put some language to how I feel about our impending future adventures.




Post 1017 — ddriver86

Wed Jan 10, 2024 12:50 am

Ky,



Your story has been pretty amazing from the beginning. I don't think I can find your first posts when Jamie had her thing with Derrick. It would be fun for us to go back and reread it. Probably no so much for you.



Every time I think your thread is done it is a Godfather III moment. "I try to get out, but it pulls me back in"



Happy New Year to you both. Please update when you can. Looks like there will be many stories to write. I guess this time it will be the new normal for you for the considerable future.




Post 1018 — David52

Sat Jan 13, 2024 7:27 am

Hi Ky,  I hope this finds you on your way home and thanks again for including us in your story.  No one else here writes with such poignant feeling.



I've started your story "How Way Leads on to Way".  After reading the beginning of your story "How Way Leads on to Way" I can see why you have trouble saying "no" to Jaimee's desire to go.  Perhaps you should tag along?



Any aftereffects from the NYE party from Hannah or Lauren?  Or from Matthew for that matter?  Texts from Sipho?  Again, Best for the New Year to you and your family.




Post 1019 — Ky_Da

Sat Jan 13, 2024 11:09 am

Hey all, 



Amazing how fast time goes by. We’re already into the middle of January. First, thank you for the comments above. I read them and appreciate that they’re sincere. Each comment came with something that caused me to pause and reflect. Thanks. Second, I don’t see myself getting back to writing anything in the Library anytime soon. It’s all I can do to write a little on this thread. Time is something I seem to have less and less of—I guess that statements true for all of us… I do love the writing process, and I enjoy the writing process, but I have to confess that one of the things that keeps me from continuing my story is that I’ve never written a story of any kind before, and it troubles me that the first full story I write is basically a smut novel. 



I’ve been on this kick lately to make more conscientious choices about living a purposeful life. Maybe it’s a part of getting a little older, but I see more and more how easy it is to get wrapped up in things that have little or no substance to them. I know many who have a mantra of “eat drink and be merry for tomorrow we die.” And I’ll admit that I thought that way at one time too. But having kids changes a person. You start to see life very differently—at least I do. I know I’m not going to change the world, or do anything that makes me famous. I have no desire to be remembered by the masses, just by my kids. 



I’ve been thinking a lot about family this last week. I’m extremely blessed to have what I do, and I want to make sure I take the time needed to properly appreciate that blessing. To that end I’ve made some changes at work that will allow me to be home a lot more. I don’t care that I wont make as much money, but I’m feeling like if I fail my family, any other success I have will not overcome that failure. 



Another topic of reflection is the cuckold kink that I seem to have in spades. It’s been interesting since the NYE party. The experience was one of the most intense I’ve ever had. It easily ranks in the top three. And I guess it served to satisfy our kink, at least for a little while. Literally nothing cuckold related has happened since. It wasn’t a conscious choice by either of us. I guess we both felt sated. Jaimee hasn’t been out with Matt since, and no contact with Sipho. I know things will pick back up. They always do. These things ebb and flow, and it hasn’t been that long since NYE. 



I hope everyone’s well. Cheers.




Post 1020 — venus-can99

Sat Jan 13, 2024 2:40 pm

Thanks for sharing your reflections on family and life Ky. Like most readers of this thread I enjoy hearing from you whenever you have the time since they are thoughtful, erotic and bring out your feelings as well. Once again thanks for sharing and the best wishes in 2024.




Post 1021 — DoctorLuv

Sat Jan 13, 2024 4:35 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I very much appreciate your comments. Your love for your wife & family is obvious. I hope you will keep us informed of your life. Your posts need not be as lengthy as they recently have been. However, your eloquence & honesty has created a following that genuinely is interested & even invested in your wellbeing. Therefore periodically even a sentence or two letting everyone know you & your family are doing well would definitely be appreciated. Your most recent absence from this thread caused many of us concern for your wellbeing.




Post 1022 — viking53

Sun Jan 14, 2024 1:43 am

As a longtime follower of your experiences, I really appreciate that you decided to share your life with us once more. You have always been very generous in sharing your thoughts and your and Jaimee's experiences in such a well written way. One of the best things with your posts is that you describe so much of the feelings and thoughts you have, not just a focus on the various sexual experiences. Thank you for the time you have invested in this.



Your previous round of cuckold activities was in a Southern California environment and this current round is in an UK environment. Have you noticed any major social or cultural differences that has influenced how Jaimee and you follow through on your cuckold activities?




Post 1023 — txrockdog

Mon Jan 15, 2024 6:51 am

Ky,



First of all, thanks for taking some of your limited time to talk with us here and relate your story as you go along.  Second, congrats on making that decision to prioritize your time with your family over your work.  That decision takes maturity and I can see you maturing as a father in the things that you have been saying.  Lastly, don’t get too caught up in worry about going too far into or out of the lifestyle.  The word you need to keep in mind is “balance”.  There is nothing particularly wrong with intense cuckold play, as long as you balance it with close emotionally intimate time with just you, Jaimee, and the kids.  There is nothing wrong with emasculating yourself by sucking a cock for her enjoyment if you balance it by doing something masculine for her by fixing her car or building something for her with you hands.  (sorry, had to throw that dig in there, but you get the point). Just keep letting your love for family and your strive for balance guide you.  Safe travels and hope to hear from you soon.




Post 1024 — Ky_Da

Mon Jan 15, 2024 7:27 am

↳ Replying to: viking53

Thanks for the comment, Viking. Your question about social and cultural differences is an interesting one. I could go on about this one for days, but for brevity sake, I'll say that In California, there's a more casual, laid-back feeling to everything. Conversations are easier, getting to know people happens faster, making friends doesn't take a particularly long time, and your friend circles tend to be fairly large. But here in the UK, things have a more formal feel to me, conversations are stilted and often awkward. It takes me a long time to get to know people, and I think generally people have smaller social circles - I don't really have many friends yet, and it's not for lack of trying. It's just hard to break into those friend circles that have existed for a long time - or maybe I'm just the odd duck. 



As far as attitudes towards sex, honestly, I find it fairly similar. People in SoCal aren't so hung up about sex, and I think Londoners are pretty liberally minded. Still, they probably do have fewer hang-ups overall about sex here, especially at younger ages. That one's going to take some getting used to with my own daughter. I'm not going to let her out of the house until she's 24. Or maybe I'll send her to live with some elderly couple in the middle of Ohio or someplace more conservative. If she's anything like her mother, I'm going to die of an ulcer and anxiety way before my time.




Post 1025 — Ky_Da

Mon Jan 15, 2024 7:29 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

Lol, interesting point. I just need to take up engine repair...



Good comments, though. For the most part, I agree.




Post 1026 — txrockdog

Mon Jan 15, 2024 8:11 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, txrockdog

With your wife’s driving record, it might save you a good bit of money if you did…




Post 1027 — txrockdog

Wed Jan 17, 2024 9:50 am

Ky,



Reading another thread here reminded me of a question I was meaning to ask you.  We know Jaimee has wanted to see you going down on a guy and wanted to peg you, but I also remember that she was fond of the idea of your cock in a cage.  Have you guys been playing that game at all since returning to the cuck lifestyle?




Post 1028 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 23, 2024 6:35 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

We play around with it occasionally, but even when we do, it's for short durations. We've both found we need the connection that sex brings in order to keep our relationship healthy. I know others use them for long periods at a time, but for us, we've found that by going too long a time between sex doesn't help either of us.




Post 1029 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 23, 2024 6:36 am

Hey all, 



Dorothy had it right, “There’s no place like home.” 



It’s just so nice not to be in a hotel. I got home a few days ago, and had an amazing reconnection with the wife. We went to bed together, woke up together, enjoyed the days together as a family – just the best. Now, if that’s all that happened, I probably wouldn’t have posted anything because that’s not an exciting read. But something did happen the other day that’s worth posting. 



I was playing a makeshift dodgeball game in the family room with the kids, frustrating my wife that we kept knocking things over, but the kids were laughing so hard she couldn’t bring herself to tell us to stop. Suddenly her phone sounded that she’d received a text. 



She sat on the recliner, and I watched her face as she began to exchange texts. Her little smiles and giggles made it pretty obvious she was texting her boyfriend. I have to admit, I felt a pang of jealousy at that moment. 



After about ten minutes, she remarked, “Ky, I fancy stepping out for a bit. It’s been ages since, well, you know…”



“How long?” 



“Won’t be too long, perhaps a couple of hours.”



I’m still not sure why I said what I did next. Part of it was because I didn’t want her to be gone as long, but there might have been other reasons, too. 



“Just have him come here then. I’ll distract the kids when he gets here and maybe I’ll take them out to the park. It’s not that cold today.” 



“Are you sure?” 



“Yeah, I’d rather have you here, and this way you don’t have to spend the time traveling back and forth.”



She was thrilled with the idea, and an hour later I heard a knock at the door. With the kids in the kitchen eating a snack, it was easy for me to slip out and answer the door before Jaimee could get there. I don’t think Matt expected me to answer. I saw a brief moment of hesitation before he seemed to squash it and entered the flat. 



“She’s upstairs,” I said tilting my head toward the master bedroom. 



“Brilliant. Cheers,” he replied with a curt nod. 



I went back into the kitchen and finished eating apples and peanut butter. Yeah, I have a few jars of Jiff peanut butter, I’ve always like it with apple slices. Unfortunately, we also now keep Marmite in the cupboard. I don’t know how Jaimee did it, but she’s somehow convinced all my kids that it’s actually good. Marmite, nasty…



Once the kids finished up, I took them out to the park and tried to wear them out with a few games of tag and Statue Ninjas – it’s a weird game where the boys try to ‘chop’ each other’s limbs off, but they can only make one move at a time, and the other can only move once to dodge it. They’ll play it for hours, all while their younger sister cries because she gets out right away. 



I kept them at the park for over an hour and then returned home. I knew Matt was still there because the bedroom door was still closed, and Jaimee was nowhere to be seen. I put on an old Disney movie and, once the kids were all into it, went upstairs and ducked into the master bedroom. It was dim, but there was enough light coming from around the window shades that I could clearly see. My eyes took in Matt lying on his back, my wife between his legs, her hair splayed over his stomach and chest. I couldn’t see her face through her curtain of hair, but it was obvious his cock was in her mouth. 



Her muffled moans drifted through the room, followed by his sighs. He wound his hand through her hair and shifted his hips. It was as erotic of a scene as I’ve ever experienced. Seeing my wife’s naked body, knowing another man’s cock had been inside of her, knowing another man had experienced her so intimately, it fueled me with a powerful lust. This was my wife I was watching. But this was also another man’s girlfriend. Those two thoughts mixed together, catalyzing the lust and angst I was already feeling, and heightened the emotions to a point I felt my legs go weak at the knees. 



Suddenly Matt’s hips bucked, cumming in my wife’s mouth, his face and muscles straining as he held her head in place. When he finally finished, his body relaxed into the mattress, Jaimee pulled up and sat back on her feet. She was smiling, her lips and chin glistened with moisture, a churn of her own drool and her boyfriend’s semen. I’ve kissed those lips a thousand times, but those lips have also been wrapped around over a dozen different cocks over the years of our play.  



Despite just having shot his load, Matt’s erection stood proudly, cocooned by my wife’s hands. He’s not nearly as large as Wade, but it’s still a two hander for Jaimee’s small hands. She describes it as being the perfect size and shape, not too long, not too fat, but perfect enough to hit all those pleasure spots. I don’t know how many times that cock has fucked my wife, but I know it’s not a small number. It’s been in her pussy more frequently than mine has over the last year. That thought tugs deliciously at my cuck-strings.  



Jaimee turned to me, her hands released her boyfriend’s cock as she slipped in to lay at his side. “Everything alright?” she asked, pulling the sheet up and over both of them. 



I nodded. “Yeah, just er, checking up on everything.” I felt awkward in that moment and wanted to leave. 



Jaimee looked to want to say something else, but Matt moved over top of her and wrapped her into a deep kiss. She didn’t struggle. With that, I turned, exited the room, and went back downstairs and hung out with the kids. 



About an hour later, I heard the doors open and close, footsteps descend the stairs, and then the front door open and close. A few minutes after that, Jaimee slipped in next to me and curled into my side. Her hair was damp, I could smell her shampoo and skin moisturizer. 



“Thanks,” she said with a relaxing sigh. “I needed that.” 



I put my arm around her, and we watched a cartoon about emotions residing in a kid’s head. I felt so pulled in two at that moment. Sure, of course there was the erotic side to it. My wife had just fucked a guy for over two hours in our bedroom. We had had sex earlier that morning, but apparently that wasn’t enough for her. She wanted more. 



The rest of the day passed as if nothing happened. We enjoyed a nice family day. It wasn’t until we were going to bed and Jaimee stripped and changed the sheets before we laid down that I felt another stab of cuck angst. I was happy that she didn’t seem to want to play. We enjoyed a long session of slow, deliberate love making. It was exactly what I needed.




Post 1030 — txrockdog

Tue Jan 23, 2024 6:50 am

Welcome home KY!  Sounds like a nice balance. Keep doing the things you both need to feel that even keel in life.



But be honest…in that awkward moment after she asked if everything was alright, did the thought enter your mind, even briefly, to go to her and give her a passionate kiss, knowing how much it would turn her on if you did?




Post 1031 — DarrenZ

Tue Jan 23, 2024 7:31 am

Fuck, that is insanely hot. The submissiveness of helping to facilitate it and distract the kids. The mild threat of being caught by the kids. I’ve seen some discussions about integrating boyfriends into family life and how to potentially have it work successfully. Any thought about setting it up so that mom’s friend could stay for visits more frequently and less surreptiously?




Post 1032 — venus-can99

Tue Jan 23, 2024 7:57 am

Thanks for the update Ky. Has Jaimee had any further interactions with Sipho?




Post 1033 — DLD

Tue Jan 23, 2024 8:08 am

Is this the first time she’s had her bf over with the kids home?




Post 1034 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 23, 2024 8:43 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

You know... I did leave the room feeling like I missed an opportunity. I had the thought in the moment, but with my heart beating in my chest, the feeling that I'd already neglected the kids a little too long, and it was only a matter of time before they came looking, and just the intensity of the moment, I chickened out. I think it would have really rung her bell. Yeah, I missed that one.




Post 1035 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 23, 2024 8:48 am

↳ Replying to: DarrenZ

No, not really. It's an erotic thought to be sure, but we play it ultrasafe with the kid - okay, we're obviously not homeschooling crunchy parents, but we try to keep our extracurricular activities away from them. Involving Matt that way feels like more risk than reward. I'm not sure how we would make that work. The last thing I want is some years down the road for one of my kids to say, "Dad, whatever happened to that friend who used to come check mum's plumbing?"




Post 1036 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 23, 2024 8:55 am

↳ Replying to: venus-can99

Not really. He and Jaimee have traded a few texts, but nothing's become of it. My wife ad I talked about the possibility a couple of times, and it is tempting, but we're not sure we want to go down that road. Getting involved with Sipho feels exciting but very dangerous. Maybe that's why Matt's the easy go to. My wife enjoys him, and he's safe. He doesn't push, is respectful, takes what Jaimee will give him. Sipho's geared a little differently. He's an unknown that we're unsure about.




Post 1037 — txrockdog

Tue Jan 23, 2024 9:08 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, txrockdog

Again, that was a mature decision to think about the kids first.  My belief is that there should be a firewall between kids and anything to do with the lifestyle until they are old enough to understand it and have a mature conversation about it.  People who use the kids as pawns to enhance their fantasy are risking a lifetime of difficulty IMO.



But I also think Jaimee’s conditioning is working.  Your first thought wasn’t “Eww gross”.  I think part of that balance is recognizing when you have those opportunities to “ring her bell” like that and letting her pleasure be the first thing in your mind and not the concerns about what other people might think if they knew.  I am sure she will keep giving you opportunities and I hope you find ways to ring her bell that way.  Keep in mind that none of her big cocked boy toys have the chance to turn her on in that way because seeing them do the kinds of things she wants from you just wouldn't have the same emotional or mental impact as seeing you do it for her.  You are uniquely positioned to give her a thrill nobody else can.  Now you just have to be willing to try…



Good luck and thanks for continuing to share and interact here Ky.




Post 1038 — veub

Tue Jan 23, 2024 2:18 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, DarrenZ

Matt didn't visit/stay at the house with the kids while you were away?




Post 1039 — scarlettscuck

Tue Jan 23, 2024 4:41 pm

KY - so envious of your marriage! You are the best, most giving cuck ever. Glad you are home and enjoying the best things in life. Wish you both all the best!




Post 1040 — Ky_Da

Thu Jan 25, 2024 1:56 pm

Hey all, 



This year has already gotten off to a good start. I had a project cancel, so for the next few weeks I have no travel plans. Hallelujah! I think my wife was as excited about her having easier and potentially more access to her boyfriend as she was about me being home. But you know, I’m okay with that. 



We’ve dabbled and played with this lifestyle on and off for nearly what, seven, close to eight years now. Crazy how fast time has gone by. In that time, we’ve moved from California to the UK, my wife’s had a number of lovers, become a mother of three, and currently has a boyfriend that she sees when she wants. 



I’m fascinated by my wife. The other day I was sitting on the floor with the kids draped over my legs and watching a Lego movie, when my wife got up and told me she needed to get ready to go. She’d had a date planned with Matt, and he was coming by to pick her up. I stayed with the kids while she went upstairs to get ready, but when she returned, I couldn’t believe the difference. Thirty minutes before she was wearing her usual ‘mom’ clothes, a pair of ratty leggings and a stretched-out tee shirt, very much looking the part of a wife and mother spending a lazy day at home with her family. But when she came back into the room, she looked fucking incredible. Hair done, makeup complete, and dressed to impress. She looked so good. It amazed me how drastically she could transform herself in only half an hour. 



A knock on the door signaled Matt’s arrival. Jaimee popped up, gave me a chaste kiss goodbye, and was off on her date a few minutes later. How odd it was in that moment that the experience felt almost routine. I wasn’t even concerned about what the neighbors would think because they all know my wife and that she frequently commits adultery on her husband. 



They met friends for dinner, spent a couple of hours at a pub, and returned home about 10:00. I was relaxing on the couch and watching something that wasn’t animated, Deadpool if you’re curious, when the couple entered the flat. Jaimee went to the kitchen to prepare drinks, and Matt plopped down next to me on the couch. We’re not best friends by any stretch, but we get along well enough. 



My wife came in from the kitchen, handed a cup of tea to Matt, turned to me, and said, “Keep Matt company for me while I change, and be a dear and warm him up for me.” 



“Warm him up?” I asked, feeling my brow raise involuntarily. 



 “Yes, Ky, warm him up for me.” An exasperated look crossed her features, and with a sigh, she added, “You know, give him a hand job, a blowjob, I want him hard when I get back.” 



Without waiting for a reply, she turned and went upstairs. An awkwardness settled between us until Matt started to chuckle and broke the tension. 



“Mate, she’s determined to your lips around a bloke’s bell end.” He unzipped his pants and fished out his cock. “You might as well get his over with.” 



I shook my head. “I don’t think so. Jaimee’s been trying to get me to do it for years, and she can just keep trying.” 



“She’ll be well-cheesed off.”



“She’ll get over it.” I thought the situation through for a minute and realized her instructions were to get him hard. She’d thrown out suggestions, but they were just that, suggestions. I took out my phone, opened up my private folder, went back a few years, and showed him a picture of Jaimee when she had short hair and pierced nipples. “Here, this might get you there,” I said, handing him my phone. 



“Fuck, mate!” he exclaimed, his eyes going wide. “I can’t believe this is her.” 



The picture was one of my favorites, Jaimee posing for me by wearing high heels, her feet spread a bit wider than her shoulders, her arms above her head and pressed against the wall as she looked back at camera over her shoulder. The picture clearly showed her pierced nipple, her toned legs, back muscles, and tanned skin. It was when she was heavily into CrossFit and exercising like a mad-woman. Her hair was dyed blonde and up in a spiked pixie cut. 



My wife still looks amazing, but motherhood has smoothed out some of those sharper features, giving her a softer appearance. Don’t get me wrong, she’s done an amazing job to lose the pregnancy weight from a couple of years ago, and she still exercises regularly, but she now has more curve to the hips, a fuller bust, and much longer hair – returning to her natural brunet coloring. 



Matt reached down and began to stroke his cock, zooming in on the picture to get a better look at her pierced nipple. He scrolled to the next picture, taking in another image of my wife as she changed her pose showed both her breasts. I found it extremely erotic that he was getting off by looking at pictures of my wife. And since I was sitting right next to him, I couldn’t help but look at his cock. I’m sure I’ve said it before, but while I don’t have a micro-penis, I’m not nearly as large as Matt. If I’m average, and Wade is on the big size of the spectrum, Matt would fall comfortably between us somewhere. I did take a moment and think about performing the act I knew my wife would love so much. Or more accurately, I wondered what it would feel like to truly commit to the act, to do as I’ve seen my wife do and worship the appendage as if was the bringer of all things joyful. 



I did let the thoughts pass through my mind, but I made no movement to act on them. After a few more minutes passed, Jaime came back downstairs and into the family room. She was wearing a little black teddy, warm slippers on her feet, and a woolen knit cap on her head. I guess she wanted to dress sexy but didn’t want to feel cold. She gave me a look that said, “seriously!?” She looked about to speak but Matt cut off whatever she’s intended to say. 



Matt turned the phone in one hand and held it up for her to see. “I want to experience her.” 



“Her?” Jaimee said with a touch of sarcasm. “That was before she had three children.” 



“The hair, the piercings… god that’s hot,” Matt said, turning the phone back around to peer at the screen again. He then shook his erect cock with his other hand. “Look what you’re doing to me.” 



“I see that,” Jaimee said, a small smile breaking through her lips. 



“Make a hair appointment for tomorrow. I’ll pay. I want this,” Matt said, his voice husky with lust. 



I think seeing the lust in her boyfriend’s eyes had an effect on my wife. Where I thought she’d push back firmly, she looked indecisive, like she was actually considering it. That shocked me because she’s been growing it out for several years now. She knows I like it long. I love that thick mane. 



After a long pause, Jaimee finally said, "That was quite the slutty haircut. But I'm a mum now. I can't really get away with that sort of thing anymore."



“Oh yes you can,” Matt said sternly. 



Jaimee rolled her eyes. “We’ll talk about it,” was all she said. She then looked to me. “Would you mind sleeping here tonight? I’ll make sure Matt’s gone before the children wake.” 



My heart shot to my throat. She’d been 100% mine for the last week, giving me all her attention. The fact that she wanted a night with her boyfriend shouldn’t have affected me so much. But I could feel the jealousy. I think my wife noticed because she gave me a knowing look. She would be mine again in the morning, but tonight she seemed determined to push my buttons. I nodded. 



They went upstairs and shut the door, I took out a blanket from the cabinet under the television and made myself comfortable, it was going to be a long night. I passed the hours flipping through channels, thinking about the possibility of my wife cutting her hair. I pulled up the picture I’d been showing Matt earlier. With the blonde pixie cut, Jaimee barely looked over eighteen. 



I was woken my boys jumping on my chest and stomach, both with a serious case of bedhead and both wanting breakfast. For a moment I panicked, thinking that Matt might still be upstairs, but after a quick check, I saw that his car was gone. I breathed a sigh of relief. To answer a previous question, no, Matt has not met the children. When he’s come over, it’s been after hours when the kids are in bed. For now, this is how we’ve chosen to live. 



Nearly an hour later, Jaimee came downstairs. She looked fresh and well rested despite being up until the early hours of the morning. This time she gave me a not so chaste kiss, but instead of engaging in conversation about the night before, she announced that she needed to run an errand. 



Grabbing her jacket from the closet, she looked to me until I met her eyes. “Watch the children for a couple of hours?” she said in more of a statement than a question. “I have a hair appointment.” 



I think my heart stopped for several long seconds. I was so stunned I couldn’t think of anything to say, and before I could find any words, she was out the door and gone. My daughter started to cry, which is usual when her mum leaves, the boys are almost oblivious to who’s in flat and who’s not, as long as they’re fed and watered, they don’t really care. I picked up my daughter and distracted her by reading one of her favorite books, I felt numb, like my entire nervous system had just been yanked out of my body. The thought of my wife cutting her hair for her boyfriend… it floored me. 



On one hand I was curious to see what she would look like this time. Was she trying to return to that time in her life before we had kids? A thousand questions ran through my mind, an endless negative feedback look that spiraled me round and round with every kind of thought. 



This went on for nearly 45 minutes, until I heard keys opening the front door. That could only be my wife, I knew, but it had been less than an hour. I guessed it didn’t take long to chop off her hair. Jaimee entered the flat carrying one of the reusable grocery bags, her hair just as it had been before she left. She smirked at me as she walked by, putting the bag on the kitchen Island and emptying out its contents. 



“We needed mild and bread,” she said with a smirk, knowing she had just played me hard. 



“I thought you…,” 



“Was going to cut my hair?” Jaimee finished for me. 



I nodded. 



“You’re almost too easy sometimes, Ky,” she said, putting the new milk into the refrigerator. 



We didn’t really need more milk, but it made for an easy excuse, and she ran with it. I was so relieved, but at the same time a little disappointed.




Post 1041 — venus-can99

Thu Jan 25, 2024 4:37 pm

Thanks for the interesting look at the home life with the kids and Jaimee and your interactions with Matt. You have expressed your anxiety and disappointment with Jaimee’s “hair appointment “

Very nicely written




Post 1042 — subtoall

Thu Jan 25, 2024 5:05 pm

Hilarious how that minx played you!




Post 1043 — viking53

Thu Jan 25, 2024 10:36 pm

Another fascinating post. Jaimee really knows how to push your buttons. Her response after getting back after changing shows she doesn't really expect you to get over your lack of willingness to go down on her boyfriend. How do the kids react to finding you sleeping on the sofa? They will soon be at an age when they interpret it as trouble between you and Jaimee.




Post 1044 — antidote2909

Fri Jan 26, 2024 1:16 am

Ky



Had really missed you and your ability to bring events to life with your words. What a fantastic update. Thank you.




Post 1045 — veub

Fri Jan 26, 2024 4:46 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, DarrenZ

Speaking of the kids, the boys are around 5 now. Have you given thought to when, how, you will tell them that you are not their biological father? I only ask because, in my experience with adopted children, it was easier on the kids when they knew early, rather than when puberty hits, that they were adopted. Those that learned late felt they had been lied to for years and have long term resentments, especially when they learn the truth from someone else.




Post 1046 — DarrenZ

Sun Jan 28, 2024 2:59 am

Hey Ky,



I’ve been re-reading your recent posts and was reflecting on your friends being aware of Jamiee’s relationship with Matthew.

Thinking about how it makes you feel being “outed” and how it’s altered your interaction with them. Also interested in what questions George and Josh are asking, especially from Josh if you think he has an interest. Are the questions mostly logistical (how you two make it work) or emotional.

Is it freeing to be around folks who know or does it add to some levels of humiliation that they know? 

NYE sounded intense. Matt being there openly as her date while you were there. And, despite all that, she ended up with Sipho that night. Major head trip. Can’t recall if you’ve said, but is Matt aware she hooked up with another guy? If so, does that bother him? It sounded at one point like things might be winding down with him, but now it seems like he’s still in there. Was this a conscious choice by Jaimee or did it work out that way because of convenience?



Sorry for all the questions. As someone very interested in the reality of such a relationship and a writer, these questions very much intrigue me.




Post 1047 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 30, 2024 5:16 am

↳ Replying to: veub, Ky_Da, DarrenZ

I read your comment the day you posted it, and it has lingered in my mind. This isn't the first time I've considered such matters. My wife and I have spent years reflecting on this, engaging in endless discussions, trying to discern the right path. It's a genuine struggle, and honestly, I haven't found the answer yet.



I'll start with this: we both agree that at some point, the boys have to know the truth – I'm not their biological father. We think they should be at least eight, maybe closer to ten, before we sit down for that talk. We want to do it sooner rather than later, but they need to be old enough to really get what we're saying. It's definitely not going to be an easy chat. 



The bigger worry, though, is how the in-laws will take this news. It's hard to picture a situation where this doesn't eventually get to my mother-in-law, and from there, to everyone else. Sooner or later, one of the boys is going to say something, and then it's out there. My wife's relationship with her mom has gotten better since we moved closer, but it's still not great. Dropping this bombshell would definitely set them back a bit.



A few months ago, my mother-in-law cornered Jaimee with a question. She hinted, noting how the boys resembled Jaimee but bore no likeness to me. If she ever laid eyes on a photo of Wade, the real father, the truth would be unmistakable. Sooner or later, it's bound to come out. 



Jaimee and I have hashed out a dozen ways to break it to her folks. We could play it off like it's none of their business, dodge their questions. But that just leaves them free to cook up their own stories. Then again, maybe that's not the worst outcome. The real story would probably hit them harder than anything they might dream up. They'd likely jump to infidelity, but they'd never guess the true story behind the boys' conception.



While Jaimee leans towards letting them speculate, I'm not a fan of that approach. It casts her in a bad light, making me look like the victim, just trying to make the best of a tough situation. But the truth is, I was deeply involved in everything that happened. So, whenever this idea comes up, I've been quick to shoot it down.



The long and the short of it is that I agree, the kids need to know sooner than later. With today’s technology and DNA testing, the last thing I want is for them to find out through some other means and then have that break in their trust. When it comes to cuckold erotica and sharing experiences, the pregnancy fetish is often teased, but no one ever writes about what happens after the child is born. At least not in a meaningful way, or at least not that I’ve ever read. It’s not exactly a fun, sexy topic.




Post 1048 — veub

Tue Jan 30, 2024 6:47 am

Thanks for the response - I understand that it's not easy. What are Wade's feelings on this? Your parents?




Post 1049 — ddriver86

Tue Jan 30, 2024 6:48 am

Ky,



You are right. The discovery of DNA and the new online companies that track your heritage is very eye opening. I am surprised this has not been a bigger deal in the world.



Just as an example, my grandmother was married to my dad's father and he died in his early 50s. We (kids) all thought this was our grandfather and had a certain medical history. 



Well come to find out through this app that he was not my father's father. My grandmother has passed so we could not ask her about it. But it is correct. Now we have a another view of where we came from.



We saw a picture of the man and he looks just like my father. VERY WEIRD! My dad took it worse than anybody else. 



A new world we are living in.



Thanks for your story,

D




Post 1050 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 30, 2024 7:32 am

↳ Replying to: veub

I group my parents with the in-laws regarding this disclosure. Whichever path we choose, we'll handle both sets of parents equally, sharing the same details.



Then there's Wade. Our contact with him is sporadic. Jaimee occasionally sends him a photo, but beyond that, our interactions are minimal. Wade, in my eyes, is the unpredictable factor. Jaimee's connection with him has been deeper than with anyone else. I'm somewhat relieved we don't live near him now. Proximity would likely reignite old flames, drawing him back into our lives. I'm aware Jaimee misses what she shared with him, the intimacy included. Yet, as for what we'll tell the boys about him, we're still undecided. Yes, we might be procrastinating, but the way forward isn't clear. Perhaps it never will be.




Post 1051 — veub

Tue Jan 30, 2024 7:40 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, veub

The concern would be with your parents suddenly learning that the boys are not their grandchildren. I'm sure that will lead to a lot of internal conflict for them no matter how the situation came about.




Post 1052 — vmb69

Tue Jan 30, 2024 7:54 am

Could just go with the "we had problems conceiving" and tried alternate methods. A lot of women have had to do that and once they had kids that way ended pregnant on their own. It's not that uncommon. You don't have to go all in details




Post 1053 — Lucky Dog

Tue Jan 30, 2024 8:08 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, veub, Ky_Da, DarrenZ

Hi Ky,



I always read what you post but don't often write. My suggestion is that you plan this is the best way for your family. That means first making sure there is no legal question that you are their father given that they are yours in every way but biologically. Hopefully, your wife's status as their mom has already resolved your legal status. 



After that, I think you should start talking with them sooner rather than later. Many of the adopted children I know learned that they were wanted by their parents and brought into the family through adoption. You can substitute any terminology that better fits than "adoption" in your case, given that your wife is their biological parent, as well as their actual mother, and you've been their dad since birth. I've found that children don't always ask further questions until they're ready to do so, and the simplest (truthful!) answers often satisfy them until later, when they ask for more. 



In any event, they need to know before others in the family know. I know, it's potentially annoying if other family members hear it from the children, but it's potentially devastating if the children hear it from other family members (or friends of family members, etc.). Given that your mother in law is an adult, she should be helped to allow her love for you and your wife AND for your children to help her overcome any surprise or even concerns she has about the arrangement. After all, parents love their (adult) children after their children get divorced, which is a more difficult situation, as divorce can alter grandparents' schedule of time with the children. 



In any event, you have so much to be grateful for (wonderful family and love) and so much to be proud of that you should present this information to select family members after the kids have been brought on board. If one of those family members is not initially comfortable with learning about this, they can avoid telling others and minimize their exposure to difficult conversations.



I wish you all the best with your family and with your (hopefully) continued exciting cuckold life.




Post 1054 — MustBeDenied2

Tue Jan 30, 2024 8:16 am

Ky,



You’ve got a few years to decide how you’re going to do it. I’ve seen the full spectrum of children finding out and it seems that the older they are, the worse they take it. One of ours is adopted and she’s always known. She’s in her thirties now and is as well-adjusted as anyone I know. 



Might I suggest that you get professional help with this? You’ve got some time, so you can vet them properly. 



Perhaps explaining that there were some infertility issues with you and you used a family friend as the donor. No one has a right to know who it is. As for your daughter, lots of people have infertility issues that clear up. It legit happened to us. 



Best of luck. 



MBD




Post 1055 — DarrenZ

Tue Jan 30, 2024 8:25 am

“Something happened, but it’s between us and we’re okay with it. Sorry if we felt uncomfortable sharing it before but the kids should know and we wanted you prepared also as we deal with explaining it to them. [Ky] is their father in every sense of the word except biological and that doesn’t change any bit about [his] devotion to them.”



I’ll just add I have experience in a similar, but not exact situation.




Post 1056 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 31, 2024 9:20 am

↳ Replying to: DarrenZ

I think I want to move on from the kid’s discussion. I appreciate the points made, it gave me more to consider, so thanks. DarrenZ sent me some questions and it spurred some things I want to share. 



Firstly, my thoughts on being 'outed' to our neighbors, particularly George and Lauren, and Josh and Hanna. Had I been at the flat more often, it might have been a more significant ordeal, emotionally challenging to navigate. However, my frequent travels meant I wasn't present when Jaimee shared our story. For me, the revelation turned out to be rather anticlimactic. In some ways, it's been liberating not having to harbor a secret. I thought it would be more humiliating to have neighbors know about our ‘other’ activities, but our neighbors accept us as we are, and everything’s worked out well. 



George and Josh love to pepper me with questions, both logistical and emotional. I think they were both surprised to learn how difficult the logistical part of the relationship can be. Honestly, my wife and I spend a lot of time scheduling. That’s not sexy to write about, so I tend to skim over it, or skip it altogether, but we do spend a lot of time and effort coordinating schedules.   



Out of the two, Josh is the one who’s more curious. He’ll ask me every question under the sun he can think of. I don’t think he has a desire to be a cuckold, but more to get his wife to try swinging with him. His wife, Hanna, however, doesn’t seem to like the idea at all, and it’s been a source of contention between them. Josh is a bit of a perv, likes porn, and wants to try a lot of the things he sees and reads. His wife on the other hand, has no interest in going outside of her marriage. It’s funny because one time I actually had the thought, “why does Josh want to fuck around on Hanna? He has a beautiful wife and everything going for him. Why take a chance and screw that up?” Believe me, I know how hypocritical that thought was. 



But let’s shift gears a little and talk about Sipho. I’ve wanted to update more on this topic, but I haven’t been able to make the time until today. Sipho, Sipho, Sipho… where do I start…



Matt remains in the dark about Jaimee's encounter with Sipho. His reaction would likely be one of anger if he were to find out. Jaimee didn't intend to 'cheat' on her boyfriend, yet she isn't deeply troubled by the incident. The reality is, her relationship with Matt has been losing its warmth. He's been a part of our lives for nearly a year, but he lacks the drive and passion Jaimee seems to crave. He doesn't possess the same intensity she experienced with Wade. Wade had a knack for challenging her, standing his ground, yet making her feel valued. In contrast, Matt tends to shrink under Jaimee's pressure, diminishing her respect for him. She’s looking for someone like Wade who would have just picked her up and fucked her in the ass for her petulance. 



Matt has suggested taking Jaimee to a sex party, envisioning it as a unique experience. However, despite its potential novelty, this idea doesn't particularly entice my wife. She likes to 



I believe I briefly mentioned Sipho in an earlier post, but here's a quick recap. He stands around 6' 2", weighs about 200 pounds, yet appears quite slender. His skin is extremely dark, and he keeps his hair cut very close to the scalp. Articulate and evidently intelligent, he claims to be an art dealer. However, I sense he's involved in a variety of ventures – I just hope they're all legal. Our interaction on New Year's Eve was intriguing. When he delved into art, I found myself at a loss for words. As an engineer, my world is defined by numbers and tangible concepts, I’m a lost cause when it comes to the art world.



Regardless, I couldn’t help but like the guy, and it seems my wife does too. They’ve been texting back and forth since NYE. It started off slow, but has gradually picked up as the weeks have passed. Sipho is 180 degrees different than Matt, and I think that intrigues Jaimee. No subject is taboo, no topic off limits, nor is there much he hasn’t tried or done in the past. He’s an experienced bull and is very interested in pursing some type of relationship with my wife. 



We've never ventured into the classic 'bull' scenario before. Our journey through various experiences has been more about carving our own path. Yet, Jaimee seems open to at least considering it. Since New Year's Eve, nothing further has transpired between them, but that could change. In my next post, I'll fill you in on the conversation I had with Jaimee the other night about Sipho.




Post 1057 — txrockdog

Wed Jan 31, 2024 1:01 pm

Great!  Now you will have me checking in more often than I already do hoping to see another post.



Ky, I think you mentioned it before, but am I correct in remembering that one of Jaimee’s desires was to dominate you a bit or at least to “be in charge” because it balances how submissive she feels when treated that way by the right guy?  Sounds like she wants to be a valued “toy” for a strong and demanding guy, while being the valued treasure to somebody like you who would “do anything” for her.  If she starts up with somebody like Sipho, don’t be surprised if her urges to lead you where she wants you to go get stronger to match.




Post 1058 — venus-can99

Wed Jan 31, 2024 4:33 pm

Thanks for finding the to provide some updates Ky. Even though you are not travelling right now you must be busy with the kids and logistics and scheduling. So thank you and looking forward to your posts




Post 1059 — veub

Thu Feb 01, 2024 9:47 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Putting these things together - Sipho a replacement for Wade in her heart? Matt, in many ways seems to be a the poor man's version of you - submissive and not challenging. Sipho comes across as a black Wade - demanding of her and of you. 

You make it clear that you know that if you get into a relationship with Sipho you'll be on your knees and bending over a lot. It's what Jaimee wants and he is willing to do that for her.

I just wish you seemed happier about the whole situation.




Post 1060 — Goodboy66

Thu Feb 01, 2024 10:33 am

This could end up as a great conversation with the parents, the twins aren't mine and your daughters about to give birth to a mixed race which is unlikely mine.




Post 1061 — matador5511

Sat Feb 03, 2024 9:27 am

Great and amazing story.




Post 1062 — txrockdog

Sun Feb 11, 2024 2:38 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ok Ky, we are all trying to be patient, but you are killing us here!  Seriously though, hope things are going well with work and the family.  Please fill us in when you have time.




Post 1063 — David52

Sun Feb 11, 2024 5:41 am

Ky,  I imagine you are off and away again, but hopefully home for the weekend.  I've read your fiction.  Have you thought about turning your story into a screenplay.  You might need to tone down the cuck stuff and make you hero (yourself) a bit more reluctant but perhaps Hollywood is ready along the lines of 50 shades?  You mentioned Jaimee's relationship with her mother is not the best.  I hope the history is not as serious as Samantha's.



I understand that you started in the lifestyle with a difficult experience before Wade.  Because that thread is lost, will you give us a summary of what went down?  Thanks as always.  Your posts are among the most honest.




Post 1064 — txrockdog

Sun Feb 11, 2024 6:25 am

↳ Replying to: David52

If I am not mistaken, their first experience was with somebody named Derek and it was fairly traumatic for both Ky and Jaimee.




Post 1065 — mick_flow

Thu Feb 15, 2024 9:42 am

Hey Ky, home you and Jamiee have a fantastic Valentine’s Day. Hope the work travel has relaxed a bit too.




Post 1066 — Ky_Da

Sun Feb 18, 2024 11:51 am

Hey all, 



I know, it's been a few weeks, but as it does, life happens. I have so much I want to write, but can't do much more than leave a note today. I fly out again Monday night, so maybe I'll have some time on the flight to catch everyone up. 



Long story short, my wife hooked up with Sipho again last weekend, and he seems to have really gotten his hooks in deep. She's completely taken with him. Enough so that things between her and Matt have cooled substantially. 



After Jaimee came home from Sipho's place, she was extremely sore for a couple of days, and complained that it was going to take her a while to get used to such a large cock again. 



I only have time to drop this quick note, but I'll commit to a better post next time. So much to write about, so little time. 



Thanks for all the well wished - much appreciated. Stay safe all. 



Ky




Post 1067 — magnus

Sun Feb 18, 2024 12:33 pm

I'm dying to hear about Jaimee's second go round with Sipho. Your description of their first partnering was epically hot.




Post 1068 — venus-can99

Sun Feb 18, 2024 4:29 pm

Thanks for the update Ky. Look forward to updates when you the time and/or opportunity.




Post 1069 — David52

Tue Feb 20, 2024 1:24 am

Ky,  Should we feel sorry for Matt?  It seems he has invested in his relationship with Jaimee and included her in his life aside from sex.  I guess he knew it would end and probably saw it coming,, but it must hurt.  Thank you for including us in your story and looking forward to hearing from you, David




Post 1070 — wagonmaker1

Tue Feb 20, 2024 4:11 am

hey Ky, it seems like Jaimee  has been having sex with Mat bareback,  & with Sypho on New Years Eve also bareback, does she usually do them bareback,  if so is she on bc?




Post 1071 — txrockdog

Tue Feb 20, 2024 4:17 am

Thanks for the checkin Ky!  As usual, you always leave us on the edge of our seats wanting to hear more.  Can’t wait to hear more about her visit with Sipho.




Post 1072 — Ky_Da

Tue Feb 20, 2024 2:39 pm

Hey all,



 



Have you ever been so horny, you couldn’t think about anything else but sex? I suppose that’s a rhetorical question, most guys have experienced that through those difficult teenage years. I’m reminded of that old Eddie Murphy joke about getting a hardon in class, that all it would take was for the wind to blow and your cock was up and looking around. Thing is, I’ve felt hornier this last week than I’ve been since those teenage years. Seriously, I’m surprised I haven’t popped a zipper on my trousers with as many bullet proof erections I’ve had.



 



It started with a quick visit to see the in-laws. I went anticipating a slow, boring day of chatting about the weather and listening to gossip about the neighbors, but my wife kept it interesting. After dinner, we were sitting on the couch as the grandparents played with the kids. I asked a simple question and got a whole lot more than I expected.



 



“Penny for your thought,” I said, thinking I’d get a mundane answer.



 



“Sex with Sipho is brilliant,” she said in a complete deadpanned voice.



 



If I’d had a mouthful of water, I would have done a spit-take. “Jaimee! You can’t say stuff like that here. Your mum’s got the ears of a bat.



 



Jaimee shrugged, her eyes never leaving the playing children. “I’m not sure it matters much anymore. I think she knows more than we think she does – or at least suspects.”



 



I felt my blood go cold as I got the second shock in less than two minutes. “What do you mean she suspects? Suspects what? Us, you?”



 



“A few weeks ago, she was probing. She asked me if there was anything I wanted to tell her about the boys.”



 



I know my eyes went as wide as silver dollars. “Seriously!? Why didn’t you tell me earlier?”



 



Again Jaimee shrugged. “You’ve been gone a lot. And there’s not much to tell. She asked, I denied.”



 



“But she suspects that they’re…” the words caught in my throat. I didn’t know what to think. “She’s not one to let things drop.”



 



"Well, not typically, no," my wife conceded. "But things have been rather agreeable between us lately, and I don't believe she wishes to disrupt that."



 



“This is too much to process,” I said, closing my eyes and pressing the tips of my fingers to my temples.



 



"Honestly, Ky, stop with the theatrics." My wife shifted on the couch, settling her feet on my lap. "We've debated this secrecy endlessly. Maybe it's time to simply tell the truth and embrace it. No more of this charade."



 



I looked at my wife, and felt my jaw drop. “I know I didn’t just hear those words come from your mouth. I can’t even begin to imagine… your parents would be—my parents… your brothers—.”



 



"Oh, ease up," Jaimee said, a hint of determination in her voice. "We're not having this conversation right here, right now. But maybe it's time for a change. Things aren't the same anymore, and I doubt they ever will be."



 



“You’re scaring me right now. You know that, right?” I said, not expecting a response. “What do you mean you doubt things will ever be the same?”



 



A wickedly teasing smile broke out over my wife’s features, a small alarm began to sound in my head, telling me she was up to something. This was one of her games. She wanted to play. The thought excited and scared me. When she decided to play, she would make it nearly impossible for me to discern fact from fiction.



 



“I’m fucking Sipho now,” she said in a hushed tone. “With the amount he cums, it’s only a matter of time before I’m on the duff again. (Her way of saying getting pregnant).”



 



It was like someone dropped me into an ice bath. I sat there frozen in shock, my brain unable to completely process what I’d just heard. My wife’s teasing smile grew. Deep down I knew she was having a go, but it didn’t seem to mute the overwhelming emotion from passing through me.



 



“Jaimee,” I finally choked out. “You can’t joke about stuff like that.”



 



“What? It’s true, he cums so much. It’s like a full fizzy drink flooding my pussy.”



 



“God woman, you’re killing me. You know that, right?”



 



“It’s all part of the fun,” Jaimee chided, pressing her foot against my erection. “I knew you’d like it. And by the way, I finished the last book on your list.” She was referring to my Kindle library where I had about a half dozen books from Pete Andrews, Kenny Wright, Etc. “So I bought a few more. There are loads of interracial erotic stories for Kindles.”



 



“What else have you been reading,” I said, eyeing her phone. She handed it to me without protest. I opened the Kindle app and scrolled through the library. She’d set up a separate account so that she could keep all the erotic stories separate from her other library, so all I saw was book after book of erotic literature.



 



“The writing’s ghastly, but we rather enjoyed the content,” she said, mimicking the previous Queen’s posh way of speaking and using the Royal ‘we’. I don’t get the humor there, but she makes herself laugh when she does it, which I do find funny.



 



“You’ve got twenty books in here,” I said in astonishment. “I’ve never even heard of some of these.”



 



“Some are trash, and I didn’t finish them, but there are some good ones in there, too. They gave me loads of ideas.”



 



“That sounds ominous,” I said.



 



I was surprised at the amount of Queen of Spades, blacked wife, BBC content there was. That’s never been something we’ve explored much of. Not until Sipho anyways.



 



“It might be,” she smirked. “I’ve been thinking of ways to push you out of this little comfort zone you seem to have found.”



 



“I’m definitely not feeling ‘comfortable’ right now,” I said as I sped read through some of the books’ descriptions.



 



“Most of them have a few common threads, like the wife being owned by the black man, or her being ‘trained’ to love only black cock.”



 



“Is that what you want with Sipho? To be owned by him?” I asked, my voice dry and sounding like driven over gravel.



 



“I’m considering it,” she said as if it were nothing more than a choice of which tea flavor she wanted. “There was a time when I was happy to only have your average penis, but that hasn’t been the case for a long time now. You’ve spoiled me, so now I’m used to a certain… girth on a man.”



 



I had to take several deep breaths as I focused on not cumming in my pants. “And you like the idea of being ‘owned’?” I finally managed to ask.



 



“It does have a certain appeal to it,” she confessed. “Can you imagine, your wife, having only black cock for weeks—maybe months at a time? If I got pregnant, there’d be no hiding it. Everyone would know another man fucked your wife.”



 



“Fuck, Jaimee,” I swore softly. Shaking my head, I tried to calm get control of the lust I was feeling. “Those are just stories to get guys off. It’s fiction, nobody’s really doing that stuff.”



 



“We could,” my wife said, rubbing the arch of her foot over my dick. “We could have Sipho take over pleasuring your wife duties, free you up to focus on work and not worry so much about traveling.”



 



“That’s one of the tropes from those books,” I said, trying not to cum in my pants. The kids and the in-laws had moved into the kitchen, but that wasn’t far away.



 



“It is, but it’s a good one. It might be fun to try.”



 



“What about Matt? We’ve had a good thing going with him for a while.” I could tell I’d thrown a bit of cold water on the conversation.



 



Jaimee sighed, “Well, I’ve had a good thing going on with him. I keep trying to involve you, but your stubborn arse won’t participate.” My wife’s foot paused in its machinations. “We had a big row about Sipho after I told him about the NYE party. I can’t take issue with him. He was right to call me out on it. But if feels like things have run their course with Matt. I’m not getting the reactions out of you like I used to. We’re too comfortable with him.”



 



I didn’t speak, but I nodded in the affirmative to her point. I had grown very comfortable with Matt fucking my wife. It wasn’t the thrill that it used to be.



 



“It’s become just casual sex with Matt,” my wife continued. “But with Sipho, the experience makes my heart pound. It scares me a bit. I kind of miss that.”



 



“So… what? You’re thinking that being with Sipho will bring back the excitement.”



 



“It already has,” Jaimee rebutted quickly. She pressed her foot to my dick again. “I can feel you’re more excited by the idea.”



 



I couldn’t help but guffaw at that. “Babe, you’re talking about the high-octane type of cuckolding here. Of course I’m going to be aroused. But down this path lies danger.”



 



“We’ve made it through alright so far.”



 



“Fair point. But if we keep it up, I can’t help but think it’ll eventually catch up to us,” I said.



 



“You keep sounding like you want to end our play someday.”



 



“I would think eventually. I mean we always talked about playing to get this out of our system, it’s never been a long-term thing.”



 



“Maybe we need to have that discussion. Jaimee sat up a little straighter. “I don’t like the idea of stopping. I don’t think there’s any getting-it-out-of-our system. This is who we are now.”



 



I sat there in silence for a good minute. Her words hit me hard. Was this who we were now? Was she right about this? I’ve been doing a lot of reading about goals, achievements, and becoming a better version of yourself. I’ve learned that you’re always practicing for something, even if that something is sitting at a desk for eight hours a day. Have we been practicing being forever unfaithful in our marriage? Has my wife been practicing being an adulterer, a promiscuous woman, a slut? Was I practicing being a better cuckold, a long-term cuckold? It seemed so…



 



“You’re okay with that idea?” I asked. “That we’ll always be a cuckold couple?”



 



Jaimee didn’t answer me right away, I could tell she was as lost in thought as I was. But finally, she spoke, “This isn’t a one-way-door type decision, Ky, meaning that this isn’t the type of decision that’s permanent. There’s no reason we can’t change our minds, or try something completely new at some point down the road.  I like rush I feel when I cuck you, but I haven’t been feeling that much lately – except for New Year’s Eve of course. That reminded me how fun this lifestyle can be. I miss that excitement.”



 



“I get the feeling that you’ve got a few plans in mind already,” I said, narrowing my eyes at my wife. She was up to something.



 



“Of course I do,” she laughed. “What kind of a cuckoldress would I be if I wasn’t trying to find a way to excite my loving husband.”



 



“Not a good one, I suppose.”



 



Jaimee nodded. “Exactly right. No half measures.”



 



“So again, what are you thinking?” I pressed again. “I don’t think I can handle another man getting you pregnant again, I can’t go that far.”



 



My wife gave me a sympathetic smile. “We’ll call that a hard no then, but I like the idea of getting my sexual satisfaction from another man. There’s something about that idea that just gets me soaking.”



 



I gripped the couch cushion as I tried not to cum, and with a strained voice replied, “Aren’t you basically doing that now. Isn’t that what you’ve been doing with Matt for the last year?” 



 



“I’ve been getting some satisfaction from him, but also from you too. I’m talking about getting all my satisfaction from someone that’s not my husband. The idea is so… wicked.”



 



I knew where this idea was coming from, there were at least two books in my Kindle library that were about this exact thing, but while I’d read the stories for a form of mental stimulation, it seemed my wife wanted to act out the story trope.



 



“I’m assuming you’re talking about Sipho then,” I said in more of a statement than a question.



 



“Probably, but Matt and I aren’t completely over. Things may work themselves out in the end. I’m sure two boyfriends could keep me satisfied,” she said, again with the smirk.



 



“I’m sure they could, if they both played nice in the sandbox. But I’m not sure that’ll happen. You might have to choose.”



 



“You’re probably right, yeah, but that’s for me to work out. All I need you for is to go along for the ride.”



 



I inhaled a deep breath, processing on what I’d just heard. “So then how would this work? No sex for me? Is that what you’re driving at?”



 



A look of frustration passed over Jaimee’s face, “I’d never leave my husband unsatisfied, you know that.” She pulled her foot away and got to her feet. “Come with me,” she insisted, pulling me up to stand next to her.



 



She took my hand and led me to the bathroom down the hall. Entering, she flipped on the light and locked the door. The bathroom isn’t large, there’s enough room for two people to stand next to the sink and toilet, but barely.



 



“Turn around like you’re going to use the toilet,” Jaimee said, using her hands to turn me so that I was facing the porcelain bowl. She unbuckled my belt and had my trousers halfway down my butt before I caught hold of her hands.



 



“What are you doing?”



 



She brushed my hands away and pulled my pants down to my knees. I thought she was going to tell me to take a piss, but before I could protest further, she positioned herself behind me, reached around, and began to stroke my dick. I could feel her breasts press against the middle of my back.



 



“I was curious to see what this felt like. It’s kind of like giving myself a wank if I imagined I had a cock.”



 



“Your parents are going to wonder what in the hell we’re doing in here. They won’t be happy,” I said, grimacing from the too much friction I was feeling from my wife’s hand job.



 



“We’re married. What does it matter,” Jaimee said, trying to find a rhythm. “What wouldn’t make them happy would be if they knew how often their daughter let another man’s cock into her pussy.”



 



“Fucking hell, woman,” I grunted. “Ease up. That’s too hard.”



 



Jaimee’s hand pulled away. She went to the sink cabinet, took out some hand lotion, placed a dollop in her hand, and then resumed her work. This time it felt a thousand times better.



 



“Is this right?” she asked, gripping my dick at its base and giving it a slow stroke.



 



“I’m not complaining,” I said.



 



“Put your hand over mine and show me how you do it.”



 



“You’re doing fine,” I said in response, not wanting to disrupt her. Plus, it made me feel a little embarrassed to do what she asked.



 



“Ky, show me,” she demanded, giving my dick a hard squeeze.



 



“Shit, yeah, alright,” I sputtered.



 



I put my hand over hers and pretended to jack myself off. I was unprepared for how intense this simple act was going to feel. It made my knees weak, and I got incredibly hard.



 



“Oh, I can feel how much you like this,” Jaimee giggled. “Now, teach me how you do it. I want to do it perfectly. You might have to get more used to hand jobs in the future.”



 



It didn’t take long for my wife to bring me to orgasm, or maybe I did it to myself in some weird way. Either way, the results were the same. I came hard into the toilet. We then cleaned up quickly, exited the bathroom, and made our way back to the family room where her parents were now sitting on the couch. Her mother shot us a disapproving look, but didn’t say anything. And her father just acted like nothing was amiss.



 



That ended that particular visit, but my wife’s teasing button pushing continued. Every day last week she found ways to escalate the idea of her getting her needs met elsewhere. She started to read aloud the latest chapter she was reading from one of her erotic stories, and then pull up an interracial video or two for us to watch together, asking me what I liked most about each one. By the end of the week, despite having a lot of sex each night, I was a walking, raging hormone.



 



Then came Saturday night. Jaimee had asked if she could invite Sipho over for a late dinner after the kids were in bed. I agreed, but when I asked her if she had more planned than just dinner, she wouldn’t say.



 



Sipho arrived, my wife served an amazing meal of roast chicken and vegetables, of which I noticed she ate very little. I know my wife well, and I’d pretty much assumed that she would be fucking Sipho before the night was over, but seeing her eat very lightly only confirmed this in my mind. She never eats a heavy meal if she knows sex is on the menu.



 



After dinner, we sat on the sofa, played a couple of card games, and chatted. There were a few minutes there where I thought maybe sex wasn’t going to happen. But I needn’t have worried. It was getting late, we were sipping wine when Jaimee laid across the couch, resting her head on Sipho’s thigh and making me feel like a third wheel. I hate moments like those because I don’t know what to do with my hands, where to look with my eyes, or what to talk about. Do I just sit there and watch? Do I try to pick up a conversation, or pull out my phone and start scrolling news articles.



 



Luckily, it was Sipho who picked the conversation back up, asking me what project I was working on lately. I began to tell him a few details of some of the more interesting projects, and to his credit, he actually listened and stayed engaged. A lot of times I can see the moment their attention wanes as soon as I say anything even remotely technical.



 



My wife, however, was not listening at all. She was focused on Sipho’s lap, running her fingers over a substantial bulge in the mans trousers.



 



Sipho let out a pleased sigh at one point. He then looked up at me and said, “Jaimee here tells me you two have some experience in this lifestyle, but she also tells me she’s looking to raise the stakes. I can help with that if that’s what you two both want.”



 



Jaimee’s hands went to Sipho’s fly, and after a moment, she had it out on full display, Fuck me. It was big. Very different than Wade’s, smooth instead of veiny, tapered at the tip and slightly at the base, and of course jet black. It’s been a while since I’ve seen Wade’s cock, so I couldn’t be sure, but if Sipho was smaller, it wasn’t by much.



 



“It’s really up to her,” I finally said, eyeing my wife. “She’s got the power this time, so it’s her call.”



 



“Brave man,” Sipho said, running his fingers through my wife’s dark hair. He caressed her temple with the side of his thumb. This was a man who was comfortable with what was playing out and had all the confidence in the world. “From what your wife has shared with me, she’s got a devious mind. I hope you’re ready.”



 



“That makes two of us,” I mumbled, wondering what Jaimee had told her new black lover.



 



Jaimee worked her mouth over his cock for nearly 20 minutes. He was erect, and I could tell my wife was growing more and more excited. She finally stood, stripped off her clothes, and straddled his thighs. It took a long few seconds of her standing over him, guiding his cock into her opening, but she eventually had the tip in her pussy and she slowly began to descend. I was expecting her to pause, to need to adjust to his size, for her to have some difficulty taking in his size, but she simply slid down his shaft until it was nearly two-thirds inside her.



 



“Oh,” she gasped, “the rest might take some effort.”



 



“That’s just fine. We’ll get there.”



 



“That feels so good,” Jaimee moaned, lifting herself back up, leaving a black cock that was now glistening with her wetness.



 



This was the first time I’d seen something like this. I’ve read so many stories – seen so many pornos, but nothing could have prepared me for what I was now witnessing. That dark black cock entering my wife pushed me to a whole new level. 



 



Jamiee looked at me over her shoulder. She held her lower lip between her teeth, and I could tell her thoughts and mind were turning away from me. She looked incredible. He breasts pressed up against Sipho’s chest, her dark hair splayed across her back. To me, she looked like a work of art, something beyond words of beauty.



 



It didn’t take long for her skin to begin to glisten with sweat, nor for her legs to give out and for him to flip her over and take control. He fucked her slowly in that position for longer than I’d probably fucked her in the last two months combined. He just kept going. Her pussy began to froth, producing a white foam around the base of his cock. She came several times before he finally let loose and flooded her pussy. Yes, she’s on birth control, but her comment about how much he cums stuck in my mind.



 



I thought I’d gotten used to seeing another man fuck my wife, but the experience of watching Sipho fuck my wife was unlike anything I’d experienced before. Even after he came, he didn’t stop, didn’t take a break to rest and recover. No, he kept slowly pumping his fat cock into her over and over again. I know they say a woman’s vagina is only so deep, but it must stretch too because he eventually bottomed out. The tip of his cock had to be around her belly button somewhere.



 



Jaimee came again, and her skin was soon completely soaked with sweat. Even her hair was matted against her temples. Physically she was in the room, but in every other sense, she was miles away, floating on a sexual high somewhere in the stratosphere. Several times she told Sipho she needed a break, but he would tell her just to relax and let him take care of her. It wouldn’t take long for her to be on the edge of another orgasm. Sipho’s cum slowly leaked out as they fucked, spreading all over her inner thighs and adding to her slickness.



 



At one point, Sipho gestured for me to approach. My wife was on her back, her legs straight up in the air, supported by Sipho’s large hands that gripped around each ankle. As I neared, Jaimee’s eyes looked at me, but I doubt she could see me. Her eyes were glazed over and looked close to rolling up into her head like she was going to pass out. Sipho backed out, pulling his cock from my wife’s pussy, revealing a gaping wide hole, cum liberally coating it’s perimeter and puddling inside. I could have fit my whole dick in the gape without touching the sides. That realization almost made me climax. It only stayed open like that for a brief moment before collapsing down again. Sipho pushed himself inside of her and resumed.



 



How was I ever going to satisfy my wife again? It was a question that’s come to mind in the past, but never with the impact it did in that moment. I was now at best a bit of nicotine, and Sipho was the heroine. There was no way she’d ever be satisfied with nicotine again. She would be forever addicted to the heroine. But still, I felt some level of intense satisfaction. I loved seeing that look of utter bliss on my wife’s face. It filled me with a joy that was nearly as powerful as the lust pumping through my veins. This is what I knew I could give her.



 



I sat back and watched the show for another 20 minutes before suggesting they might be more comfortable in the bed. Sipho carried her upstairs where he resumed his work. I stayed downstairs for close to an hour, flipping through the TV channels and letting my thoughts go where they might. Several times I went to the bedroom and checked in on my wife, each time finding similar scene. Sipho finally left the house at four in the morning, leaving a very sexually satisfied wife.



 



I dropped a towel onto the bed and laid down next to my wife. The wet spots were massive and in several different locations. The room reeked of sex. Jaimee was passed out cold, sleeping like the dead. She wouldn’t rise until nearly noon, and when she did, she looked like she hadn’t slept in days. I made her a cup of tea and made sure the kids gave her some time. For her part, Jaimee simply sat on in the recliner and stared at the television. She was comatose like that for several more hours before she looked like life was seeping back into her.



 



This brings me close to current. There are so many things I had to skip over and condense, but I’ll say this, these last weeks have been a hell of a ride. I’m on another plane, headed back to NY for a couple of weeks. I’m sure Sipho will be making a few visits while I’m gone. My wife’s already sent me a number of texts wishing me good luck at work and making sure I knew that she would be very sexually satisfied while I’m away.



 



So I bookend this post as I began, with the question about being so horny it was hard to concentrate. I’m feeling that way now. I have so much work to do, but I’ll be in the office tomorrow trying to conduct meetings and knowing that my wife is scheduling her next session with Sipho. Things have definitely escalated.



 



This is all I have time for today. Stay well everyone.




Post 1073 — txrockdog

Tue Feb 20, 2024 3:01 pm

Incredible Ky!  Nobody does it like you and Jaimee and nobody I have seen anywhere on the internet does such an exquisite job recounting the experience.  I can’t wait to read more, but please take all the time you need.   We will be here to read any time you are willing and able to write about it.




Post 1074 — venus-can99

Tue Feb 20, 2024 4:00 pm

WoW - thanks for the update Ky. It was pretty intense and mind blowing. Looks like Jaimee has taken this to next level. I guess she is going to be a sexually sated woman in your absence.




Post 1075 — Open2it

Tue Feb 20, 2024 9:34 pm

No wonder you’re constantly horny!  Jaime certainly knows how to push all your buttons and obviously loves leading you into hotter experiences. Do you really think she will out your shared lifestyle to her family?




Post 1076 — Bnc63

Tue Feb 20, 2024 11:37 pm

Sounds like you better hold on tight Ky!




Post 1077 — vmb69

Wed Feb 21, 2024 1:20 am

Hi KY,



Does that at all entail that Jaime may want to start using a chastity device again?

 Sipho being bi, do you think this will inch towards Jaime wanting you to be more open to trying more in that area?



You are both going towards such an existing relationship and I would say we all believe in you two.




Post 1078 — DarrenZ

Wed Feb 21, 2024 2:04 am

Wow. Just wow.



Do you think you would enjoy her teasing about impregnation while still having a hard line at actually doing it again?




Post 1079 — user322

Wed Feb 21, 2024 5:11 am

Wow, ky is back with yet another extraordinary adventure!

Your posts are truly among the best on this site!




Post 1080 — veub

Wed Feb 21, 2024 5:34 am

↳ Replying to: DarrenZ, vmb69

Assuming this is real, I doubt that there will be a hard line against doing it again. She decided to get pregnant with Wade without telling him, why should Sipho be any different.

I doubt that she would hesitate for a second in deciding to do this no matter what Ky's feelings might be. She knows it would excite him to be totally outed. 




She already wants both of these and I'm pretty sure that both of those are a given at this point.




Post 1081 — vmb69

Wed Feb 21, 2024 5:46 am

↳ Replying to: veub, DarrenZ, vmb69

I still believe Jaime takes Ky's feelings into account, and while having a pregnancy with Wade was one thing and MIL is figuring it out, having a kid with Sipho is not tempting fate on outing it would simply be the same as getting a 25 feet billboard on the side of the road saying "KY is a proud cuck"




Post 1082 — Magellanic29

Wed Feb 21, 2024 6:52 am

Wow what a surprising update this was! I'm shocked at how she is taking control of things but at the same time she cares about Ky's feelings too. The whole BBC stuff is super hot! I can't wait to see where that ends up going. Thanks for sharing all this with us Ky!




Post 1083 — txrockdog

Wed Feb 21, 2024 8:47 am

The one thing I have taken away from all of Ky’s writing is just how much Jaimee loves him and cares about making sure he enjoys what she is doing for him and to him.  In some ways she knows him better than he does or at least understands things about him that he would rather not admit to himself.  While the idea of getting pregnant from Sipho is hot in the fantasy world, they both are responsible enough to understand the real world impacts of it.  I don’t believe Jaimee getting pregnant by Wade was in any way intentional, and given the pain and soul searching it caused in their relationship at the time, I can’t imagine her wanting to put Ky through it again.  Now using the possibility as a way to torment Ky?  Absolutely, I expect her to do that for sure.  But I would be quite shocked to see it actually happen.




Post 1084 — magnus

Wed Feb 21, 2024 11:45 am

Christ on a bicycle, I felt like I was in the room for every stroke. Ky, the vivid picture you paint with words is some of the best erotica I've ever had the pleasure of reading. I the love for you the life you're living right and I'm definitely a little envious, but more than anything appreciative of you sharing the adventure. The mental image you create is truly sexually mesmerizing.




Post 1085 — veub

Thu Feb 22, 2024 4:04 am

↳ Replying to: vmb69, veub, DarrenZ, vmb69

We see the whole progress of their relationship differently. If Ky is being truthful about his feelings, her actions since the being have been designed to drive him deeper into the well of his addiction. Would you consider it caring and loving for a person to tempt and encourge an alcoholic or drug addict with a drink or fix? That's what she does - and then humiliates him for giving into his addiction. Throughout this thread he claims massive shame and depression for his actions and in return gets only sexual excitment, excitment that is fleeting. 

To keep up that level of excitment, he has to continually increase his level of humiliation. "Friends" and neighbors already know he is a cuck. Everyone important to him will soon know that he is a cuck - he has said that he will reveal that to the children and family. What could be better than her having Sipho's child? That would tell the whole world. 

Now, if he expressed that he was happy with the situation, it would be different, but the thread is replete with regrets, not joy.




Post 1086 — veub

Thu Feb 22, 2024 4:05 am

↳ Replying to: vmb69, veub, DarrenZ, vmb69

We see the whole progress of their relationship differently. If Ky is being truthful about his feelings, her actions since the begining have been designed to drive him deeper into the well of his addiction. She gets off more on the power and humiliation than the sex. Would you consider it caring and loving for a person to tempt and encourge an alcoholic or drug addict with a drink or fix? That's what she does - and then humiliates him for giving into his addiction. Throughout this thread he claims massive shame and depression for his actions and in return gets only sexual excitment, excitment that is fleeting. 

To keep up that level of excitment, he has to continually increase his level of humiliation. "Friends" and neighbors already know he is a cuck. Everyone important to him will soon know that he is a cuck - he has said that he will reveal that to the children and family. What could be better than her having Sipho's child? That would tell the whole world. 

Now, if he expressed that he was happy with the situation, it would be different, but the thread is replete with regrets, not joy.




Post 1087 — vmb69

Thu Feb 22, 2024 4:24 am

↳ Replying to: veub, vmb69, veub, DarrenZ, vmb69

I guess I do see this way differently. Being in the same style of marriage, I can honestly say that what you view and compare to being an alcoholic or drug addict is not at all the case. 



What I see is a couple that communicates and has made through some hard work to get where they are, but Jaime is taking a more leading role, which KY has been giving her more and more. 



What comes off as her wanting to out him more, is really her being more assertive, and wanting to stop having to hide who she is and who they are as a successful couple that have a different way of thinking than the "norm". 



I could very well see them moving away from the "cuckold" arrangement to a more poly relationship where someone like Sipho would be the leading person, most poly I would assume have a person that is the main, and have a happy relationship. 



I also understand your view, but we are not alladenthe same, for instance I truly appreciate and love my wife for being in charge and doing what she does, and like KY I have had my dought and down turns, jealousy, and what not. But there comes a point where those rough seas make way to clear skies and everything becomes clear and smooth sailing. I do see where others may think "his wife is this or that" but we are happy, there is no jealousy and just new adventures. 



I believe sometimes these conversations don't portrait the real message, and while I think you are having a conversation and seeking conversation, sometimes these come off a bit harsh and result in the OP saying "fuck it" and never wanting to share how they feel.



I for one think that Jaime and KY are being successful and moving into their true self and like some of us that reach a level could care less how others feel about it.




Post 1088 — veub

Thu Feb 22, 2024 4:35 am

↳ Replying to: vmb69, veub, vmb69, veub

What you missed is my caveat at the bottom: "Now, if he expressed that he was happy with the situation, it would be different, but the thread is replete with regrets, not joy." 

You seem happy in your arrangement, fine: he seems, throughout this thread and in his other stories, not to be happy with what he is doing.




Post 1089 — veub

Thu Feb 22, 2024 4:38 am

.




Post 1090 — Pecannut

Thu Feb 22, 2024 4:44 am

So hot update Ky! Thank you very much! Maybe you could give a try for Jamie to be black owned and that she would have a temporary Queen of spades tattoo if there are such things available?




Post 1091 — txrockdog

Thu Feb 22, 2024 5:49 am

I think you misunderstand the level of enjoyment Ky gets from their lifestyle.  The fundamental cause in my mind of all of the angst is that what he finds the hottest are also things he thinks he shouldn’t want.  There is inherent danger in letting your wife go as deep as Jaimee does with her boyfriends, and an inattentive or negligent husband could easily lose his relationship.  Ky and Jaimee have worked their way through a number things over time and I see their level of communication about what they both want as very healthy relative to what some of the other threads here portray.  Jaimee clearly adores Ky and wants badly to lead him through the stumbling blocks he places in the way of truly letting go with her.  She knows that Ky craves that humiliation at the same time that he hates it and I think her most recent comments about no decisions they make now being permanent means she understands that there may come a time when they both want to pull back again.




Post 1092 — DarrenZ

Thu Feb 22, 2024 3:01 pm

↳ Replying to: veub

I never read anywhere that Jaimee planned pregnancy with Wade. Fairly certain it was accidental, although fate might have been tempted.




Post 1093 — user322

Thu Feb 22, 2024 4:55 pm

Hello, I have the impression that you are completely wrong. I think you really don't understand Ky's situation, nor the cuckold lifestyle in general......



I don't know if you're new here, but you should know that Ky and his wife have been in this lifestyle for years, and they have always acted the same way as they do now. Jaimee always increases Ky's level of cuckolding because she knows he likes it. And it regularly happens that she says things that she is not going to do just to create the feeling of cuckolding in Ky..... They have always communicated and everything has always gone well. Considering how many things they have experienced in this lifestyle, if Ky didn't like it he would be totally depressed today   



In short, but I think Ky will answer you himself.




Post 1094 — ddriver86

Fri Feb 23, 2024 1:47 am

Ky,



You should know what is coming and prepare. It seems like she is going to have you fulfill her fantasy this time and won't be denied.



You prepare by getting a black dildo the size of Sipho and take it with you on your trips. That way you can practice your oral skills and get your jaw used to the size.



You know its coming. And last time you did a piss-poor job of it. If it is going to happen you might as well surprise her with your new practiced skills.



Thank you for keeping us updated. Always a pleasure reading your story.




Post 1095 — vmb69

Fri Feb 23, 2024 3:23 am

↳ Replying to: ddriver86

Omg, that may be a bit much, while I had a good laugh. But ya KY perhaps be open minded about it.




Post 1096 — mundyman

Fri Feb 23, 2024 7:06 am

And in the next discussion Ky exclaims

“BUT HONEY, THOSE STORIES ARE MAKE BELIEVE!!!!”



LOL. 



Good luck Ky and thank you for taking the time to share your journey.




Post 1097 — veub

Fri Feb 23, 2024 8:34 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog, user322

I'm not new here. As far as understanding: I do understand that there are a small percentage of people who crave the type of sexual excitement being a cuckold provides. That's fine for them.

I do question the comment that "she knows he likes it." From his comments (which I am taking at face value) he doesn't "like" it anymore than alcoholics "like" being alcoholics. They "like" the high they get, they hate the results. 

As to:"And it regularly happens that she says things that she is not going to do just to create the feeling of cuckolding in Ky," when has that happened? It seems to me that she has always carried through with everything she has said she will do.




Post 1098 — txrockdog

Fri Feb 23, 2024 10:08 am

↳ Replying to: veub, txrockdog, user322

There is far more that Ky has shared here than just this thread.  He had a couple of them deleted that I think would give you a much better understanding of their relationship were they still up and readable.  Jaimee is a very playful cuckoldress.  Her playful and mischievous nature pairs very well with Ky’s more cautious and deliberative tendencies IMO. 



I think Ky can easily disabuse you of your doubts, but I would rather see him spend his limited time telling us more about what is going on in his life than rehashing unnecessary concerns for him.




Post 1099 — Ky_Da

Fri Feb 23, 2024 12:11 pm

Hey all, 



Spirited discussion! It was fun to read. I appreciate some of the comments more than others – Veub, as they say in the South, “bless your heart”, but your take is a bit off. Both my wife and I have made our share of boneheaded moves over the years, but I don't get what you're trying to achieve here. Sometimes it feels like you're giving a fire-and-brimstone sermon, and frankly, I doubt you're going to convert anyone in this crowd.



But, for anyone easily swayed by bad decisions, let me reiterate: don't try this at home. This lifestyle is a minefield, and it messes with your head and your relationship. My wife and I have had more talks on this than I can count. We swear it's over, and then...well, let's just say willpower isn't our strong suit. So, in the interest of full disclosure, I'm ultimately responsible for my own questionable choices – don't blame my wife's irresistible charm. Alright, that’s all I’ve got to say about that.



As far as some of your other comments go… fuck, you guys went in an interesting direction. I have to admit, the part about taking a dildo with me while traveling to ‘get used to it’ made laugh, but only for a second because while the suggestion’s on the extreme side, I know my wife will continue to tease and push in that direction. I have my kinks, and she has hers. 



Once again, thanks for the comments, and thanks for understanding that I can’t respond to each one. The little time I have I need to spend writing on the main part of the thread, but I will try to tie in answers or thoughts to your comments as I go along. 

So back to the subject at hand. I have to tell you all, I suffered on Monday. After spending the weekend on a lustful high, I was saturated with dopamine and endorphins. My brain was in a fog most of the day, and sex was all I was able to think about. Luckily, I had an extremely busy day, and it forced me to suck it up and focus on work, so as Tuesday came around, I was feeling back to normal and felt like I could think more clearly again. The same went for my wife, she didn’t hook up with Sipho again, needing to focus on kids and other responsibilities. It’s good that real life forces us to stay grounded. 



One thing I’ve been thinking about this week was something my wife said recently. It ties to one of the comments that says, “but honey, it’s make believe.” For some time now, Jaimee’s been reading erotic fiction. I thought it was just the half dozen books I had on my Kindle, but when I logged into her Kindle library the other day, it had a lot more erotic books than I’d expected. I think she’s read over 20 books, and many of them from the interracial, black owned, BBC, QOS tropes. This surprises me because it’s never been something we’ve seriously explored before. Sure, I’ve read the stories and enjoyed the erotic thoughts, but that’s all I thought it would ever be, just imagination. 



When I asked her about it the other night, she admitted that she’s really gotten off reading them, and there are a number of things she really wants to try. When I asked her for specifics, she said she wanted to talk about it in person. That should make for some interesting pillow talk.




Post 1100 — residueS

Fri Feb 23, 2024 12:23 pm

Most of these books kind of sucks, they often lack emotional depth. You write way better stories to be honest.

KT Morrison's books probably an exception, but they are also not particularly kinky.





Post 1101 — vmb69

Fri Feb 23, 2024 12:44 pm

Thank you for your reply KY and love the "Bless your heart" use that so often. I would 98% of us believe in your relationship and can't wait to read more from you. Jaime and You are in for a wild ride.




Post 1102 — veub

Fri Feb 23, 2024 5:18 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

KY, I'm not trying to convert anyone. If someone if happy and emotionally fulfilled with this lifestyle, I glad for him and wouldn't comment. But, you have to acknowledge that many, many of your posts give the opposite impression.




Post 1103 — mundyman

Fri Feb 23, 2024 11:17 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Well, I’ve read my share of that typemof erotic literature. I can’t wait to hear about how she:

1) is dressed up like a slut and taken to a black club as Sipho’s woman, then passed around to his friends,

2) in the same vein of #1, taken to the club where she mingles with his buddies other white girlfriends and then having lesbian or bi sex with them,

3) shown off and used at a house party,

4) dominated by the black wife/girlfriend of one of his buddies,

5) whored out in the club,

6) kept in a bathroom stall at a club or bar, or a bedroom at a house party to be used as a party favor by whatever man or woman or woman wants to get off,

7) I doubt if she would go permanent, but some type of marking of body modification to indicate Sipho’s ownership. Tattoos, piercings, change of hair color, hair style, makeup, losing weight, gaining weight, bigger breasts or ass, etc…

8) wearing more revealing clothes when in his presence,

9) keeping you caged and your releases controlled by him,

10) public sex and other forced(?) acts of public humiliation to show Sipho’s ownership of her.



And not to mention how she wants you included in their relationship.



Thank you again for taking time to share your journey. Good luck!!




Post 1104 — txrockdog

Sat Feb 24, 2024 4:17 am

Sounds like maybe you need to look into putting all those frequent flyer miles you are getting from work travel into a vacation to Jamaica Ky!




Post 1105 — user322

Sat Feb 24, 2024 4:54 am

↳ Replying to: veub, Ky_Da



Your messages probably come from a good intention for Ky, but when the person concerned themselves tells you that it's okay, you have to know how to step back and tell yourself that you may have been wrong about the diagnosis.



To answer a question you asked me above, not long ago Jaimee made Ky believe that she was going out to cut her hair as one of her bulls had asked her, leaving Ky in a fear of being cuckolded, when in fact she had gone out to buy some products..... she has never had her hair cut.......jaimee often does this thing, she says things to provoke Ky, but don't take action. And yet it was well written, so you have to read the story as it is, you don't have to interpret it the way you want.



And finally, most of the testimonies on this site show men who are both in the desire to be cuckolded, and at the same time in a certain anxiety/suffering, and this is what creates the excitement. It's something that you have to know how to manage, it's true, some people get burned with fire, it's true, but others manage to find a balance and enjoy it.....

​




Post 1106 — user322

Sat Feb 24, 2024 4:56 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I think the sequel will still be interesting




Post 1107 — DoctorLuv

Sat Feb 24, 2024 1:32 pm

↳ Replying to: veub, Ky_Da

It’s amusing to me that previously respected psychiatrists lost the respect of their colleagues & even had their licenses threatened when they analyzed Presidents Reagan, Trump, & Biden without performing a prior good faith & comprehensive exam. Instead these flyby shrinks felt they were qualified to make their definitive diagnoses from a distance. I wouldn’t presume to either analyze or or give advice about Ky & Jamie’s relationship based solely on Ky’s posts. Frankly, veub, I don’t think you should be so presumptuous either. None of us has even heard from Jamie regarding her thoughts about their relationship.




Post 1108 — scarlettscuck

Sat Feb 24, 2024 2:45 pm

Wow. Ky you are my idol. I’m often in awe of you and how you articulate Jaime’s adventures. Big brain says WTF and little brain says MORE!!!!!!! That’s a cuckold reality.



Don’t get too worked up by the negative folks here. They are probably jealous that you’ve figured it out and they want the same. The negative thoughts of doom aren’t always warranted. Folks with an opinion… why we are all here. 



The others are just living vicariously thru you and just want to contribute and enhance their own fantasies and desires whatever they are. It’s all good. We are all kinky and that’s life right?



I’ve always felt that, in reality that cuckolds are stronger than Bulls because we risk more, give more, want more and have few limits when it comes to our wives sexual freedoms. We give to a fault (non-believers would say). 



In some ways we’ve won the closeness / relationship / strength aspect of a marriage so sharing a wife is easier (but it’s not always). 

Bottom line… DAMN it is sure a fun spark in our unbreakable marriages and sure makes life fun! Thanks for listening to my POV.



Wishing you the best. Thanks for always sharing!




Post 1109 — alan137

Sun Feb 25, 2024 2:01 am

↳ Replying to: elina

Elina that is a very wise post.




Post 1110 — Ky_Da

Tue Feb 27, 2024 7:22 am

Hey all, 



Where to start, where to start, where to start…



I finally got home and back to the family. When I walked through the front door, my wife immediately told me we were going out for dinner, she had no desire to cook. So where does my wife choose to go when she wants something quick? Some here might guess it, yes, that would be Nando’s. 



I have to admit, Nando’s has grown on me. I’ve always been a Chick-Fil-A fan, but Nando’s has some good spice to it. While we were waiting for our food, I sat at the table with the kids, my wife stood nearby, not wanting to have a seat yet. I paused a moment and looked at her closely. She looked like the tired mom, dressed casually, no makeup, and hair slightly disheveled. Still, she looked gorgeous. I felt myself stir as I snuck a glance the swell of her breasts under her jacket. I wanted to get her in bed and reconnect after over a week away, and after thinking about her last experience with Sipho still seared into my brain. 



Pulling my eyes away, I looked around the restaurant at the other customers. There were a number of other couples in the eatery, and I wondered if any of them participated in the kind of kinky sex games we’ve indulged in, was my wife the only one of the patronages who regularly cheated on her husband? Maybe not. Was she the only one who did so with her husband’s permission, encouragement even? Likely. The thought hardened me further. 



No one would know to look at my wife, she looks so innocent of such things, no one would imagine that just over a week ago she was being drilled by a giant black cock; that she was grabbing onto the bed sheets with such as grip one would have thought she was scared gravity would suddenly end and she’d fall off the face of the earth; that her pouty lips were stretched around the girth of another man’s cock. 



I wanted her desperately in that moment. Fuck the chicken. But I knew I had some groundwork to lay if I was going to get lucky that night. She’d had a busy few days, tending to kids and managing the home. She needed a break, a chance to relax and decompress before I’d have much luck getting her warmed up for later… or so I thought. 



We ate, my boys consuming an unreal amount of chicken, and then just hung out at our table for a while. It was nice to have a simple family moment. I listened to my kids as they chatted with us and each other. It’s so crazy to hear them taking on the British accent. I imagine they’ll be able to switch back and forth easily as they get older. I imagine the longer we stay in the UK, the harder it will be to leave. 



Occasionally, I let myself wonder what it would be like to make the UK our permanent home. My wife loves it. She would return to the States if I really pushed it, but I can see how much she loves living back here, I don’t think I could ask it of her. Plus, my career has really taken off since we moved. I’ve had opportunities here that I never would have imagined. 



Later that night, after the kids were in bed, I laid in bed waiting for my wife to finish her nighttime routine. I had visions of sex and naughty roleplay in mind, but when Jaimee came into the bedroom, I was suddenly feeling like I was on shaky ground. 



“Ky, I want to talk before it gets too late.” Jaimee crawled onto the bed and sat crossed-legged, facing me. 



“Uh oh,” I said aloud before I could stop myself, and to which Jaimee just rolled her eyes. 



“I want to talk about Sipho,” she said. 



I guess I wasn’t surprised that she wanted to talk, but I was hoping to have that about 30 minutes later than she was planning. I sat up and leaned against the headboard, asking, “What’s on your mind?” 



She took a deep breath, looked at me, looked down at her hands in her lap, and then looked back up at me. “He came over a few days ago and we talked—we didn’t have sex,” she quickly added, probably noting my surprise. “He asked for a few minutes to talk, that’s all. He’d like to have another chat with you, too.”



“Alright,” was all I said. 



She took another deep breath and continued, “He wanted to know how serious we were, wanted to know our intentions – to see if we wanted to play a few times with him, or if we wanted more of a long-term thing. In his words, he wants to know if this is something casual where we just hook up once in a while, or if we’re looking for something a bit more… exciting.” 



“Exciting?” I asked, my heart increasing it’s speed. 



Jaimee nodded, “He’s hoping for that. He told me candidly that he hopes we’ll let him take the lead. He said that the latter takes a lot of emotional and time investment, so if we chose that, then we have to commit to it. Basically, I think he’s looking for a proper return on his investment.” 



“It sounds weird when you say it like that, but I guess I see his point. He doesn’t want to get involved too deeply with us if it’s only going to be sex every once in a while.” 



“That’s right,” Jaimee confirmed. 



“And what do you think?” I asked. “Is this something you want to commit to?” 



Jaimee hesitated for a long moment before giving a slight shrug of her shoulders, but then evolved into a timid head nod. “I think so… last time was, well, it was very satisfying. I know I shouldn’t want it, but it’s all I’ve been thinking about lately. I can’t get it out of my head.” 



I half snorted a laugh, “Yeah, same. But I’d like to know what Sipho has in mind.”



“A lot of that will depend on us. He has loads of suggestions and ideas, but he wants to know how far he can push things. He wants this to be good for all of us.” 



“Sounds reasonable,” I said. 



“I think so, too,” Jaimee agreed but then made a sort of derisive/sarcastic laugh, “but some of his ideas, his suggestions… they’re definitely ones that would push me way out of my comfort zone. To be honest, I’m terrified just thinking about them.” 



“Oh really?!” I sat up a little straighter. “Like?” 



Jaimee’s face reddened a deep scarlet, the color going clear into the roots of her hair. She looked away, unable to hold my gaze. She took another deep breath, as if she were struggling to find enough oxygen in the room. 



“Many of them are what you might expect—what you read in the stories, but Sipho likes a bit of bondage. He likes to push boundaries in general, but he likes bondage to be a part of it – it’s kind of his thing.”  



I sat and studied her face for a moment after she stopped speaking, but I felt like there was more. I pushed, “You blushed pretty hard there, what else did Sipho want? Something’s causing quite the reaction.” 



Jaimee had a hard time meeting my eyes, “What he really likes is transforming a housewife into a…” 



“…A cock slut?” I finished for her after she paused for a long few seconds. 



“A black cock slut,” Jaimee added. “It’s ridiculously cliché, but the way Sipho talks about it…” my wife stopped speaking, pulling her knees together and hugging her legs. “It’s not a game to him—or maybe it is—but it’s not the way we think of a game. He enjoys provoking that transformation, orchestrating it.” 



“Okay, there’s a lot to unpack there… but why’s it causing you to blush like that though?” I asked. “You’re not exactly a novice to this.” 



“This wouldn’t be like anything we’ve done before,” my wife began to explain. “He’s not into breaking up a marriage, but he absolutely believes he would make me his…” Jaimee paused, bit her lower lip briefly, but finally said, “cock slut.”



“And what? You’re worried he might actually be able to do it? Like he’s some magical sex wizard?” 



Jaimee laughed and shook her head, “No, he’s not a hung black Gandolf.” Her features then grew more serious. “But he is into the psychology of it all, using the brain’s reward system. As in releasing dopamine, creating associations between interracial sex and feeling pleasure… it’s basically behavior modification.”  



I leaned back against the headboard and sighed, “Fuck,” I swore softly, feeling a wave of cuckold lust. What she was describing was, and has been, one of the things that never fails to get me off. The thought of my wife only desiring someone else’s cock, a black cock. “And you’re worried it might actually work?” 



“I’m sure it would if I allowed it. If I really let myself fixate on it… dwell on it… want it. Probably, yeah.”



I sat there in silence for a time, imagining my wife addicted to a black man’s cock. The images saved in my memory of her last hookup with Sipho came to mind, seeing the intense look of pleasure on her face, watching as perspiration dripped from her skin, as her pussy stretched around another man’s cock. It twisted me up in knots but the feelings and emotions it generated were so powerful.   



“You like the idea?” Jaimee asked, one brow arched high on her forehead. 



“You know I do,” I admitted. “It’s basically what you were teasing me about, you, getting your satisfaction from your lover instead of me.” 



“No,” Jaimee declared forcefully. “This isn’t just a game. This is serious, it’s behavior modification. You really want me, your wife, to be addicted to black cock?” 



I tried to stifle the laugh that boiled from my throat. She shot me a very cross look. “Addicted seems a little overstated, but fuck if it doesn’t turn me on,” I said. 



“Ky, this is serious,” Jaimee said again. “I can see it turns you on, but I don’t know if we can do this without hurting you, like really hurting you.” 



“I’m not made out of paper mâché,” I said defensively. 



“I know that,” Jaimee said, a frustrated edge to her voice. “But this… it’s pretty extreme, even for us.” 



“We don’t have to do this,” I reminded her. “If you’re feeling uncomfortable—.”



“—That’s just it,” my wife interrupted. “Part of me wants to be uncomfortable, to feel that excitement. Part of me wants to do this—for a time anyway.” 



“Last time was pretty exciting,” I admitted. I studied her face carefully, looking for any tales that might not align with her words. “So… are you looking for me to give you a push?” 



“Or talk me out of it,” she said quickly. 



“I get the feeling you don’t want me to do that,” I said. 



Another shrug. “Maybe,” she said, and then added, “Sipho overwhelms me, and what he wants definitely pushes my boundaries.” 



“This is probably one of those pivot points where I should say let’s tap the brakes, but fuck if I don’t want to do that. I’m so turned on by the idea that it’s impossible to get out of my head.” 



We sat there in silence for a long moment, each processing what had just been said. Finally, I said, “Let’s meet with Sipho and talk.”




Post 1111 — vmb69

Tue Feb 27, 2024 7:48 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

This is a serious topic. My wife and I had the same talk and agreed that I would no longer be allowed to have sex with her. Is that something you are willing to commit to? Also can get into my little jealousy mood if I feel like she is spending more time with him than me. Plus she really wants that cage on more. All things to consider once you go to that level. Do you Sipho will want it more knowledge that she belongs to him, meaning that her family may also get to know.




Post 1112 — setv4

Tue Feb 27, 2024 8:14 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



I just read the whole posting, so my comments that I had posted here was way off...



...Sipho is now leading the way. Just make sure that you know as much about the 'Route' of that journey along with the final destination, as you two can. Best of Luck on your Wild journey!




Post 1113 — venus-can99

Tue Feb 27, 2024 8:18 am

WoW… saying that this is an interesting post is putting it mildly  looking forward to reading about how your meeting with Sipho goes.




Post 1114 — DLD

Tue Feb 27, 2024 11:25 am

Wow.  Intense update.  I guess you have to hear out what he means.  Is he thinking a more poly situation where it’s you two and him, or where he “owns” her and can pass him around to his buddies?  And where/how do you fit in?




Post 1115 — mundyman

Tue Feb 27, 2024 11:47 am

Why am I thinking that at sometime during their meeting with Sipho, he is going to have Jaimee admit to loving black cock, loving his black cock, admitting black cock is better than Ky’s cock, and he will make her look at his cock but withhold allowing her to touch it or have it.

The beginning of her behavior modification.




Post 1116 — vmb69

Tue Feb 27, 2024 1:18 pm

↳ Replying to: mundyman

I rather wait for an update and see where it goes. I do think KY is ready for something like this. But it is also a big step, and once started hard to stop.




Post 1117 — DarrenZ

Tue Feb 27, 2024 2:13 pm

I like where this seems to be going. We’re with you on this journey, Ky!




Post 1118 — mundyman

Tue Feb 27, 2024 3:00 pm

↳ Replying to: vmb69, mundyman

Oh just a little prediction.they will of course move at their own pace and hopefully comfort level.

Awaiting the next update.




Post 1119 — mick_flow

Tue Feb 27, 2024 4:51 pm

Wow Ky, that’s a hot update. It’s hard to imagine that the conversation finished there though.



All that pent up desire for Jaimee, and now this erotic talk? - how did that not progress to some physical reconnection?



I know, for me, one of the hottest moments has been while we’re making love to talk about my wife’s desires for others. I wonder if you guys explored that together as you physically reconnected? - it would certainly set the scene for the conversation your about to have.



Love your updates as always Ky, stay safe, enjoy, and looking forward to when you can share more.




Post 1120 — David52

Wed Feb 28, 2024 12:31 am

Ky, Why would you trust this guy?  How did Jaimee meet him?  You implied he had done this before with “a housewife”.  Can you talk to her (and/or her husband), check references?  How would this even work with you gone all the time?  Who will watch your children?  Your mother in law is already suspicious.  Quite a few red flags.




Post 1121 — viking53

Wed Feb 28, 2024 2:11 am

In the beginning Jaimee almost went over the boundary with Derrick but you managed to pull her back and since then you have, more or less, had things under control. However, if you go down this path i think there is a risk that Jaimee will have difficulty pulling back.




Post 1122 — vmb69

Wed Feb 28, 2024 5:17 am

↳ Replying to: David52

I would venture to say once you get into the "owned" aspect that mum will be in the know also. But that's not so bad my mother knows and it went better than we thought




Post 1123 — user322

Wed Feb 28, 2024 5:47 am

You are the best !




Post 1124 — Goodboy66

Wed Feb 28, 2024 8:00 am

↳ Replying to: David52

Ky and Jaimee seem happy to play the game with kids sleeping in the next bedrooms with the risk of one waking up and needing Mummy.

They will soon be having their bedtime drink sitting on the sofa with Uncle Sipho impatiently looking at his watch.




Post 1125 — Guhunkadorn

Wed Feb 28, 2024 8:15 am

No matter how far or deep into the game you play, which we desperately want to hear about every step of the way, your wife will not ever totally deny you access to her pussy because you provide beautifully for her and the children.




Post 1126 — ResponsibullCummings

Wed Feb 28, 2024 4:14 pm

My I have been following your story since the beginning and not surprised the kink had pulled you back in after moving to London. I was going to post years ago to get Jamie back on birth control if she was going to be having sex again with Wade while you were trying to conceive. You have handled the consequences of that well but a part of me wondered if she was getting of on the chance that Wade would knock her up and that she may have been playing a Russian rollete and letting him cum in her. 



That's in the past but I am questioning why she had the talk about becoming a black cock slut with you before having sex with you knowing you'd be really horny and it would turn you on. It's a really hot in both fiction and non-fiction and she's been reading the fiction. She seems to be ra ally turned on by it and wanted you also to be turned on by it. She knows it is going to hurt you and it will if you go done this path. She knows he is going to essentially brain wash her into being a black cock slut and that she's not likely going to ever be satisfied with you again and possibly cut you off. She wants to be ab,e to say she gave you the chance to talk her out of it so that when the time comes that she knows she is hurting you that she can live with it by claiming it was your choice to talk her out if it. Based on how you felt at the party the night she set you up to meet Sipho it seemed based on what you wrote that you weren't really happy with her going upstairs all night and leaving you out of things. On top of that at the end of the night Sipho convinced a drunk Jaime to give her the m what was supposed to just be a blow job and then just started fucking her. It was his intention all along to fuck her when he asked just for a blow job. Can you really trust this guy to fuck with your wives mind? You might want to put the brakes on and find another guy with a huge cock to fuck her if that's the road you go down.



That being said there are going to be a lot of guys whacking off reading your story if you go doe that path but if you want a lot of guys to whack off reading your story you can always go back to finishing your fictional story n the library.




Post 1127 — wagonmaker1

Thu Feb 29, 2024 1:03 am

there seems to be some people wanting u  to talk her out of this move, it is a very big move, do u really want to be denied access to Jaimee's beautiful body & Sipho be the only one fuckng her, & from the stories i have read he will want to not just own her but control her & want to share her with his other black friends, if she gets really hooked on black cock she may never let u touch her again or even be satisfied with u love making,  under Sypho's orders, since he will own her. i have read every post of your story from the very beginning,& i feel that this may be something u may well  never be able to stop, talk her out of it, how much excitement do u both need?




Post 1128 — vmb69

Thu Feb 29, 2024 2:33 am

As a fellow cuck addict I can say that for most outside the perspective of this level of cuckolding it all seems bad. But in honesty you reach a level where the communication and honesty between the 2 individuals in that relationship that is entirely different. So instead of trying to recommend what they should do, why not just trust that they are good and let them be who they are.



KY & Jaime do what you do, be happy and we support you. Honestly that is all that is needed.




Post 1129 — michey

Thu Feb 29, 2024 4:47 am

↳ Replying to: vmb69

Very true.




Post 1130 — user322

Thu Feb 29, 2024 6:37 am

I see that some people are worried about what's next for Ky Mai at the same time I wonder if it's not more of a fantasy than anything else since Jaimee has already known Wade for a long time who already had an extraordinary cock... ...

​




Post 1131 — venus-can99

Thu Feb 29, 2024 7:00 am

↳ Replying to: vmb69

Well said vmb69....

Based on  his posts Ky and Jaimee seem to be open and honest with each other, so I am sure they will make the best decision for themselves.




Post 1132 — txrockdog

Thu Feb 29, 2024 7:05 am

My question is what is Sipho going to expect out of Ky?  Sipho is bi.  He knows Jaimee wants to see Ky involved with her partners.  Is Sipho going to want to use reward based psychology to condition Ky to crave cock too?  Deny him access to Jaimee until he does what is demanded of him?  Then reward him with what he wants?



I remember SubGuy80’s experience with his wife and her black boyfriend.  He ended up caged and denied access to his wife until he was able to deepthroat her BF’s cock to his satisfaction.  Subguy80 was into that kind of thing more than Ky has shown so far, but I do wonder if that is part of what Sipho wants to talk to him about.



Ky, good luck with your decision.  I am not going to tell you what to decide because I have no clue what is right or wrong for you two.  I will just say that you both need to have a long clearheaded talk about safe words, triggers that would pause or halt things completely, and maybe schedule a few timeouts.  The timeouts would be where both of you will step away from Sipho together to clear your heads and make sure you are both enjoying where things are going and feeling safe with the status of your relationship.  Scheduling them ahead of time will let both of you immerse yourselves in the feelings without feeling like there is a point of no return coming.



Either way, please update us when you can.  You are the only poster here that I come here specifically to look for every single day (usually multiple times).  Good luck with your talk with Sipho!




Post 1133 — cyw

Thu Feb 29, 2024 10:24 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

Can't agree more. I have been following your journey for so long,  eventhough I am looking forward to your next adventure, I hope you take precautious step because now you are no longer two persons in love but a family with three children.




Post 1134 — tfx

Thu Feb 29, 2024 1:11 pm

Kye,

Have some fun going down the rabbit hole.

Just explain to Jamie and Sipho the priorities.

Kids first always without exception, they get their mom and family time is sacred.

Jamie is in control now. If she wasn't such an intelligent woman then there should be pause for concern, but I think Kye can trust her.

This BBC brainwashing thing is absurd... I think its more a mind fuck for Kye to get him primed for the rollercoaster ride he's gonna get on. Kye they're playing chess and you checkers. You still don't 100% trust Jamie, even after everything? I think this whole conversation was just another "gotcha"... something Jamies done plenty of times and then you chicken out and she ends up getting annoyed.

You can always say NO, especially to the gay stuff and anything else you don't want to be part of.




Post 1135 — Crusty1969

Thu Feb 29, 2024 4:41 pm

What two consenting adults do with their lives, it's their business.  Consequences be damn! - (ie Curiousdave or Chrislydi) But small children they have no say. You are their guardian, their protector, you and your wife. But it's mostly you, Ky.  You're the man. Sorry I'm ancient. This online bullying is merciless. I hope you know the consequences of adult behavior on your children. And maybe you know exactly what you're doing; what you're going to tell them; not if your children find out; but when they find out your LS.  Children are little sponges you put them in water they soak it up. To paraphrase: you try to keep a secret but it's only secret if two people know and one is dead and hopefully it's not saved in the cloud. Consult a child psychologist regarding your situation. This issue is not new. Men and women have affairs and children are raised by the husband's even though he is not blood related. They're fathers, not cuckolds. We have blood family and family we make. Live long and prosper Ky.




Post 1136 — Midnight Joker

Fri Mar 01, 2024 5:25 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, I've had the privilege of reading your years of living inside of one day.   Simply amazing.  I make no claims about knowing you, other than my understanding of what I've read.



I have so much I'd like to say, but I'm just going to get to my point.  You need to say no to Sipho's proposal today and tomorrow and the day after.  In fact, Sipho should be out of the picture immediately as he is not a good influence on your wife.   I guarantee that he's been working this idea on her for some time.



There is a big difference between your wife having a boyfriend on the side, versus once again heading down the path that almost destroyed your marriage before.  Although you've the beat the house before, the odds are low that you or your marriage will escape this one intact.  



She admits that Sipho overwhelms her, which means she isn't capable of thinking rationally around him.  She wants you to say no. I recommend that you Jerk off until you can't even bear to touch your cock anymore and then maybe you'll think rationally about what's being asked...and the warning she is giving.  You have so much more to lose this time around.



I say this with the utmost respect and simply give you my view from the outside.



Cheers, Midnight Joker




Post 1137 — mundyman

Fri Mar 01, 2024 11:12 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky,

I’ve followed the story of you and your sexy wife’s journey from the very start. Thank you for taking the time to share your story and I’m glad you’re back to sharing.

Since you’ve moved to England and you and Jaimee have re-established your hotwife lifestyle things have definitely moved to the next level.

My guess is you’ve probably met with Sipho, but if you haven’t I would strongly suggest that you tell Jaimee that as a condition to meeting Sipho she has to share with you everything her and Sipho have talked about. That she must share those things he would want her to do and what he would want her(and you) to become, and most importantly what she wants to do and become. How far is she willing to go, how does she want you to be included and what does she want you to do.

It would be so disadvantageous for you to be the only person in the room not knowing what the hell is going on and what they potentially have planned for both of you, when you have a discussion on his possible entry into her life as her primary lover and master.

Jaimee must put all her cards on the table. You must be allowed to make the best informed decision for yourself, your relationship, and your family. This decision has far reaching consequences for not only the two of you, but also your extended families as her submission Tom Sipho would eventually become common knowledge.

Good luck and I can’t wait to hear about your next steps.




Post 1138 — mundyman

Fri Mar 01, 2024 11:28 pm

I also forgot to mention, it sounds like Jaimee is already addicted to black cock. I don’t think Sipho is going to have to work very hard on her desire to have all the black cock she needs and desires. 

Rather, I think your discussion with her and him is how submissive to him is she willing to become and what are her hard nos if there are any. And what are your hard nos. In all her extramarital relationships there has been a strong dominant/submissive quality with Jaimee pretty much becoming her lovers play thing and sexual object. 

It sounds like she really wants to ‘give’ herself to Sipho and lose herself in a BBC black cock slut led lifestyle.

Make sure you stake out and defend your place in your relationship with Jaimee.




Post 1139 — txrockdog

Sat Mar 02, 2024 12:58 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman

That is a great way to put it.  There is another poster here whose thread I no longer will post on because I feel like the BF is unhealthy and not a friend of their relationship.  He has consistently done things that interfere with their ability to function as a couple.  Some of it is obviously hot for them and they enjoy it, but some of it seems clearly designed to disrupt their planned time together.  The wife is fine with it because she is addicted to the NRE, but the cuck won’t even talk about whether he actually enjoys it and is given no chance to speak up and communicate to his wife whether he is enjoying what happens or not.



Ky, regardless of what comes out of your talk with Sipho, please carve out personal time for you and Jaimee and the kids to just be a normal couple.  Those times should be sacrosanct and nothing Sipho can demand of Jaimee should be allowed to interfere with them.  There is a time to “play the game” and there is a time to “be a family”, and nobody should be able to call at the last minute and demand that Jaimee abandon you as a couple or your kids as a family just to generate some cheap sexual thrill for him or for the three of you.  Chemical and emotional bonding is real, and it is essential to the health of your relationship that Jaimee still be allowed to connect with you physically and emotionally, even if she is still getting her “satisfaction” from somebody else.




Post 1140 — mundyman

Sat Mar 02, 2024 1:46 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog, mundyman

I think they both need to think about how they both would react to a demand by Sipho that Jaimee go with him for a weekend of Black Cock slut debauchary in London, or elsewhere in Europe. 

How would they manage, how do they feel about the demands that will be placed on their family time and their connection as man and wife, as a couple??




Post 1141 — txrockdog

Sat Mar 02, 2024 2:48 am

I think that is where planning ahead and drawing some red lines comes in.  No reason she cant go away with him for a time.  Jaimee and Ky have supportive friends and family that will help with the kids if needed.  But something that needs to be considered is the potential for STDs including HIV.  If Sipho is bi and playing with others, HIV is more prevalent in certain communities and demographics.  Is he going to be willing to make anybody else who gets involved get tested or use a condom?  If not, is Jaimee going to be coherent enough to stop the action and enforce it happening?  



I would be more concerned with things like taking a day Jaimee had planned to spend at the zoo or going out for fun with Ky and the kids and suddenly Sipho calls an hour before they plan to leave and demands Jaimee to come to him and plan to spend the rest of the weekend.  She would undoubtedly find it hot at some level to be forced by her “addiction” and submissive nature to go to him.  But such things can be damaging to her relationship with Ky and the kids if it leaves them feeling abandoned.  That is why I think they need to think hard about what boundaries can be set and who can call a timeout.




Post 1142 — Mrbigbull

Sun Mar 03, 2024 11:47 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Hi Ky,



Well, where to start.

I know this all may sound very exciting for you, but I think you do not see the dangers and implication.

I get the feeling you have been given a false reassurance by Sipho.

He stated that his intention is not to endanger the marriage and does only what the couple wants.

Well, the problem is right there, what if the couple doesn't know what they are getting into.

And I believe that is in your case, I think you did not think this over very clearly, maybe I could say you only thought 

about this with your little head, not your big head.

This because it may sound very reassuring, but your marriage is in danger. No, Sipho won't break it up, you or Jaimee will.

Do I know this for sure? Of course not, I do not have a crystal ball, but there is a giant risk.

Let me try to explain.



They are talking about changing her behavior. One giant red flag already is that other people will see this change also.

There is even a big chance your children will notice this too? Do you really want that?

She already warned you that you might get hurt, but I can tell you, you will get hurt, and not in a pleasant way.

First of all, she will become addicted to black cock, or big cock. This would mean Sipho will be in control of her, if she

doesn't do as he says, she will not get any. We all know what addicted people do when they want their drug, they will do

anything for it. So what would happen if Sipho would say "You will only get black cock if Ky sucks me first.".

She will order you to do it, she will do anything to make it happen, she doesn't care if it will hurt you.

She can do it all kind of ways, kick you out of the master bedroom, not allowing you to touch her or even see her naked,

deny you intercourse with her. Or even more hurtful, denying you to speak to your children if you are on a trip.

You think that will not happen? Then you have no idea what addicted people are capable of doing to get their rush.

We all know addicted people always make the right and best decisions..... right? (far all, if you do not get the sarcasm in

this last statement, I am sorry for you...).





Then you have the danger of appearance modification. What if Sipho decides she needs a QOS tattoo, on her upper arm, or an

other place fairly visible to see for others. You think she would draw the line there? Think again, she is addicted, she will

do it at some point. And guess what, your protests will not do anything, she does not care about your feelings anymore, her

behavior has changed, your needs and wants are not important anymore.



You have made it clear to her you do not want to raise an other man's baby, and she confirmed that it would be a hard no.

Guess what, it is likely that this statement is out of the window. Again, she is addicted, her behavior has changed, she

doesn't care for your feelings anymore. If she wants to have the baby, she will have it, planned or unplanned.

And then everybody will know what has happened. But she does not care about that, she has what she wants, she gets her

rush.



There is a very big chance she will cut you of. No more sex for you, at least no penetration anymore. You will be lucky if

you get handjobs. The cutting of can be ordered by Sipho, or she will do it on her own. Her behavior has changed, she only

wants black cock, well, yours isn't, so..... Are you really up for that? No more sex for the rest of your life?

Of course you think that will not happen, and of course you will think when Spho is out of the way it will all change back..

Guess again, her behavior has changed, she has been conditioned. She only wants black cock. Doesn't matter if Sipho is in

the picture or not. If she sees a black man, she immediately links that to great sex, maybe she can hold if of a few times,

but she will give in at some point. Did you ever smell something that would get you back immediately to a certain point in

time or place, remembering something. This is kind of the same thing when Jaimee sees a black man. See is conditioned, and

that will not go away ever.



Maybe at some point Jaimee does not want to keep Sipho a secret anymore. Maybe she will go out publicly with him, acting

like a couple. Maybe she has him over when you are on a trip. Would be fun to hear from your children "Uncle Sipho" was

over and that they did a lot of fun things, and they are looking out for him to come over again.

Again, you think that won't happen, but again, Jaimee has changed, she is not the woman you married anymore.

She does not care anymore if you agree to this or not. Remember, she told you that you will get hurt.



Maybe Sipho decides that his friends can have Jaime too. Or decides that Jaimee should pleasure other man, while Sipho earns cash from her

services. You think she will draw the line there? Remember, her behavior has changed, and she is addicted. If she doesn't comply, she doesn't

gets her rush (the black cock). She will comply, and you what potentially will happen, she will be recognized on the street.

People start to know what she does, they know you are her husband, and will wonder if you know.



Are you really okay with all of this? Do you really want to stay married with her if she doesn't want to have sex with you,

if she doesn't care about your feelings anymore, if she has another baby by another man, if she changed her appearance in

a way you do not like (a visible QOS tattoo for example), if everybody knows she is fucking other man and not you anymore?

Are you really up for this?

Maybe you will file for divorce at some point, but you can not blame Sipho, he didn't do anything wrong, he did only what

you both agreed to. He did not break the marriage, you did, you agreed to all this.



I know, you all think this is all over the top, that will never happen.

Well, maybe some of it will not happen, but there is a real big chance it will. And maybe there is other stuff that will

happen that, you Ky, do not like.

One thing is certain that will happen if you continue, you will suck cock, and I even think you will be fucked too.

Remember, Sipho is bi, and he will get his way through Jaimee.



Just to give you an example out of my experience with changes in behavior.

I have had more than one couple where the woman first stated she had the best husband in the world, letting her sleep with

other man. The fasted woman needed only three months to change that to her husband is a whimp and she wants a "real" man, so

she is divorcing him. The mindset can change very quickly.

Another one that happened more than one time is where the wife started to deny the husband. Most of the time is was all fun

in the beginning, but then it would get to a more permanent character, when all of a sudden the husband cheated on her.

Point is, the behavior of the wife changed, she did not care for the husbands needs anymore, even after more than one

warning from him.



I you want to take my advice, then do not do this, it is very dangerous to go down this path, it is set to self destruct.

Remember you thought you were in control with Derrick as well, you could turn that one around, whe you go down this path,

there is no turning back, there is no stopping, there is no change after, the changes made are permanent, she will not be

the same woman anymore, she has changed, and not for the better for you.



But guess what, I really do think you already made your mind up and will step into this.

Why? Because I think this is where your story needs to go, all planned out.... And if not.... then be smart, don't do it.



And if you do want to continue, make clear and solid boundaries like for example :



- I will not suck cock, have my cock sucked by a man, fuck a man, or be fucked by a man.

- No pregnancy

- No drastic change in appearance, changes will be discussed with me first, I will have say in this.

- No cutting of sex for me, I will have penetrative  vaginal sex with Jaimee, at least xx times per month on average.

- No outing this to others, this all stays hidden.

- No whoring out Jaimee



This is just an example.



And one last thought, what about your children? What will they pick up from all this? Will they see daddy getting hurt? Will the see daddy getting grumpier and grumpier? Will they notice you getting grumpier and getting to dislike you more and more, and maybe liking "uncle" Sipho more and more? Maybe mommy gets grumpier and grumpier towards them, because she needs to attend to their needs, while she wants black cock.

Again, think clearly, there is so much at risk.




Post 1143 — wannabecUKold

Mon Mar 04, 2024 1:45 am

Very powerful warning from Mrbigbull. 

Personally I wouldn't go down the path, because Sipho intends to dominate and once done it could be difficult to get out of it.  



If you do try it out, then another boundary might be that it continues only for one month.  After that you make sure that you and Jaimee have a planned holiday away, to get her back to normality.  If she gets very taken with the lifestyle, maybe have a substitute for Sipho ready, so she can get black cock without his domination. 



Any active domination of either of you should be time-limited in the week eg two overnights a week. At other times he leaves you both alone to get back to normality, though he could impose denial and other submission such as being caged that continues through the week.  



He should have nothing to do with your children apart from being present in from of them.




Post 1144 — Mrbigbull

Mon Mar 04, 2024 4:42 am

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold

Yes, a big, very big warning to him.

He (and maybe also she) have no idea how this all works.



It is basically just as an alcohol or drug addiction. Combine this with behavioral change.

You get someone who will do anything for the rush, combined with not caring for the other anymore, or be totally okay with crossing boundaries. And this behavioral change is permanent, it cannot be undone because it is wired in her brain. There is no way to unlink seeing a black guy and associate that with sexual pleasure. Even if Sipho is not a part of their lives anymore, she will have that link. and it will only be a matter of time before she either cheats, divorce or wants to start again (if they decided to break it of at some point).



And what is even more of a worry, the behavioral change has already begun.

Jaimee wants to do this, even if it would hurt Ky, even worse, she knows he will get hurt and still want to go through with it. What wife wants to see her husband get hurt? She knows it is not a pleasuring hurting, it is real hurting hurting. Yet she wants to do it. She is already under his spell. She knew Ky was horny, and did not give him sex before talking this over, she denied him the post nut clarity so to speak.

I am almost sure she will talk about this again, and make sure he is horny again, so he would agree with it all.

The manipulation has already started.



He almost lost Jaimee to Derrek, my best guess is, he will lose Jaimee for sure if he will continue with this. In the best scenario they will stay married, but one thing will be certain, Jaimee will never be the same, it will never be as it was, not even the same as with Wade or the last guy.

All because her behavior has changed, she is not the same anymore, and most likely, she has not changed more to the liking of Ky.



And think about the children, mommy and daddy are thinking about starting to do something that very potentially could end in divorce, so they will be children of a broken family. And to make matters worse, there could potentially a third baby daddy coming in the picture. How messed up is that?



But of course, there will be people on here downplaying it all, just because they want a good read, to get them off.

They do not care about Ky or his children, they do not care what happens, as long as they get off.




Post 1145 — vmb69

Mon Mar 04, 2024 5:05 am

Ya all these warnings are exactly why OP keep wanting to post their stories. So many experts on these sites. You all should open a psychology office.



KY do you.




Post 1146 — funfortwo

Mon Mar 04, 2024 5:16 am

IMO, family and marriage should be regarded as the highest priority.  If they, as a married couple, decide to venture down this road, hopefully they keep this in the forefront.  If you lose family/marriage, what's the point?  If they can manage this, and their journey has been filled with a lot of excitement and struggles, then do whatever they want.  A lot of "vanilla" people would never envision that this lifestyle can be handled successfully and would be giving a lot of advise based on their perspective.  But looking at this site, we continually see a lot of marriages that become stronger.  As long as nobody gets hurt, I don't see the issue.




Post 1147 — user322

Mon Mar 04, 2024 5:26 am

I think we need to take into account what people write here, and it's nice to sound the alarm, but I find the messages very alarmist.



Ky's suffering is part of the cuckold lifestyle (according to what I read in the testimonies it is the fact of pushing the limits which creates anxiety and therefore suffering for the cuckold, but it is also what create excitement), and I think ky must be pretty well placed to know that......



It still seems to me that Ky and Jaimee are not novices in the field, they have children from another man.... not everyone on this site has gone this far.. ..



Some seem to predict that Jaimee will leave Ky, and that she is already starting to manipulate him.....why would a woman need to manipulate her husband into leaving him?? Divorce is allowed these days.....





Jaimee has already tasted Sipho's cock, she knows what it feels like.....if because of this cock she wouldn't want to fuck Ky anymore, it's already too late.....



I don't know what they mean by "change in behavior", we'll have to see ky's report after the conversation with sipho.

When ky announced all this in his last post, I didn't see any manipulation on Jaimee's part, nor a completely newbie couple who doesn't know what they're getting into, nor a situation in which the goal is to destroy a couple, I rather saw a couple quite experienced in this lifestyle who wants to have a more extreme experience than usual, KNOWING that this experience is extreme. They are AWARE that it is extreme. And being aware changes everything, there is much less risk of making mistakes.



Zero risk does not exist, but there are couples who have done much less than that and who have broken up simply because the woman falls in love with the bull.....

There are vanilla couples who break up even after several years of couples with children.....zero risk does not exist

As long as there is love between them, and the fact that they are aware that this is all extreme, things can be managed.

​




Post 1148 — Mrbigbull

Mon Mar 04, 2024 6:16 am

↳ Replying to: funfortwo

And that is just the point. You remember this part he wrote?



“Ky, this is serious,” Jaimee said again. “I can see it turns you on, but I don’t know if we can do this without hurting you, like really hurting you.”

“I’m not made out of paper mâché,” I said defensively.

“I know that,” Jaimee said, a frustrated edge to her voice. “But this… it’s pretty extreme, even for us.”



This is exactly the problem.

She KNOWS he is going to get hurt, but still wants to do it.

She is saying that they will continue, even if it hurts him, really hurts him.

In my opinion, a wife wanting to continue, even knowing her husband can get hurt, or will be hurt, or knowing they will continue even if they see he is hurt, is not a loving wife. In my opinion, the behavioral change and addiction has already started.

She knows when to ask him, when he is horny, so he would agree sooner.



And even a more stranger thing, why didn't she tell him what the plans are? Why not tell Ky what parts she think he would get hurt. That way he can decide if he wants it. Therefore I said if he wants to make the stupid decision to continue, then at least set boundaries with thing you absolutely do not want to happen.




Post 1149 — Mrbigbull

Mon Mar 04, 2024 6:54 am

↳ Replying to: user322

I can see your point, but in my opinion, you are way off.

Are Ky and Jaimee experienced? Yes, that is true. Do they know what they are getting into? No.

Yes, suffering is part of of the cuckold lifestyle for some cuckolds, not all. There are a lot of different types of cuckolds.

But suffering is something else than hurting. 



“Ky, this is serious,” Jaimee said again. “I can see it turns you on, but I don’t know if we can do this without hurting you, like really hurting you.”

“I’m not made out of paper mâché,” I said defensively.

“I know that,” Jaimee said, a frustrated edge to her voice. “But this… it’s pretty extreme, even for us.”



Do you remember this part? You see the "like really hurting you"? That is not suffering, that is real hurting which could lead to emotional damage or maybe physical damage. A wife willing to do that and go through with it, is in my opinion not a loving wife.



Some seem to predict that Jaimee will leave Ky, and that she is already starting to manipulate him.....why would a woman need to manipulate her husband into leaving him?? Divorce is allowed these days.....



Yes, she is already starting to manipulate him. Remember when he got back from his trip? She knew he was horny, but didn't give him anything, instead started to talk about this. Knowing he would be more agreeable when he is horny, mare willing to accept things. That is already a form of manipulation. Personally I do not predict that Jaimee will leave Ky, I only made a point that it is a potential danger when they go down this road



Jaimee has already tasted Sipho's cock, she knows what it feels like.....if because of this cock she wouldn't want to fuck Ky anymore, it's already too late.....



This is a statement which is too simply said. You did not take into account the addiction and behavioral changes.

Clearly you do not know how that works. If she gets addicted to black cock and her behavior has changed, then Sipho has her in his power.

What if he said she will not get any, unless she denies Ky. What do you think would happen?

Tell a alcohol or drugs addict to steal something simple for you, like some candy or whatever, and as a bonus they will get alcohol or drugs from you. What do you think will happen? They will do it. And in this case Jaimee will do it too.

It is not about the cock, it is about not getting it anymore. And together with her behavioral change, she will be wanting it, needing it, and do anything to get it, even hurting Ky as mentioned above.



Are they newbies? No, they have experience. But that does not mean they know what they are getting into.

I do not know if you have read everything, but Ky almost lost Jaimee to Derrek at one point because of this lifestyle.

You so not see the manipulation, well, I just explained it above, she is already doing it, and my best guess is she does it knowingly.

You can be aware all you want, but when you mind and behavior is changed, there is no way knowing how this will end, and there are a lot of dangers ahead.



If you want to know what behavioral change is, then maybe the movie serie about Jason Bourne is something for you.

Of course it is a movie, but it gives a good indication what it entitles (Bourne is more extreme, more brainwashing, but it give you an indication) .



I know there is no such thing as zero risk. Even with vanilla couples, you are very correct with that.

But this is something else. And as a "old" bull, I've seen a lot of marriages fail. Not only purely to the lifestyle, but it did accelerate. But also a lot would have made it if they didn't got into the lifestyle.




Post 1150 — mick_flow

Mon Mar 04, 2024 11:51 am

There is an old saying “there ‘ant no such thing as ‘no-news’, when folks don’t hear any thing, they’ll just make it up”.



We’re all waiting with bated breath for an update from Ky. as we do speculation runs, and we offer our advice.



Only Ky knows what’s been happening and I for one am excited to hear.



Ky - as always, I hope everyone is first of all, safe, well, and healthy. Next I hope whatever happens has brought you and your wife excitement and joy, and joy full loving parents are what bring kids excitement and joy. 



Stay well, stay safe - and I can’t wait to hear from you when you can.




Post 1151 — magnus

Mon Mar 04, 2024 12:55 pm

Yup, sometimes I wonder why all these pop psychologists are even on this site. In case the title of this sub forum has eluded a few people, it's the "Cuckold" sub forum. Most of the people who populate this place share a cuckold fetish and most people who engage in their cuckold fetish understand there are inherent risks and certainly anyone, like Ky, who's been engaging in this fetish for some time with his wife, understands those risks better than many or most.



Those of us who act on our fetish understand there are no guarantees, but then there are no guarantees in any marriage regardless of sexual fetish engagement, with better than 50% ending in divorce without any cuckold fetish influence.



Life is inherently risky, a cuckold marriage is inherently risky, a non cuckold marriage is inherently risky, relationships of all kinds are inherently risky. I'm sensing a theme here.



I wouldn't blame Ky if he stopped sharing his adventure here simply because some of the responses of the self arbiters of the cuckold lifestyle take long winded judgement to an art form.




Post 1152 — user322

Mon Mar 04, 2024 4:17 pm

↳ Replying to: Mrbigbull, user322



You say that ky and jaimee don't know what they're getting into...well that's the essence of a new experience, not knowing what's going to happen, if it's known , this is not a new experience.

Plus, when Ky and Jaimee first started this lifestyle, they didn't know what they were getting into either.....when they played with Derrek they didn't know what was going to happen. , when they played with Wade they didn't know what was going to happen and that there were going to be children....... and yet they are still there.



You explain how Jaimee manipulates Ky, but it seems to me that the logic doesn't hold. If jaimee wants to manipulate ky, it's because she knows she wants to go with sipho, if she already knows she wants to go with sipho, why manipulate ky, when all she can do is leave him?

In addition you say that she takes advantage of a moment of weakness of ky to talk to him about it... except that this moment of weakness is not eternal. They've been sleeping together for a while I think, so Ky's hormones have had time to come down......so he's had time to ask the right questions.

And for those who have followed their story from the beginning, remember that Jaimee has done this a lot: she teases Ky a lot, pushes his buttons a lot, and often pushes the limits knowing on both sides that when limits are pushed there is always a part of suffering for ky, and ky is aware of this suffering and has accepted it for a long time as part of the game, that's why for the moment I don't see any particular problem.

If Jaimee wanted to manipulate Ky, she would not have had this conversation, she would have continued to see Sipho while reassuring Ky that it's just a lover, that everything is fine, that there is nothing to fear, gradually leading one to submit and accept no longer having sex, accepting the change in behavior etc. Ky is also addicted to all this, Jaimee knows it, and she would use Ky's addiction to manipulate him and force him to accept the situation. Except from the start she wants to talk about it, for me it's not the characteristics of the manipulation.....



You also say that Ky and Jaimee almost left each other for Derrek, and quite rightly, that is part of their experience in the field. They know better than anyone here what almost happened at that moment. They know very well to what extent this can get out of hand.... and what's more, they were still much more novice than today when this happened.... in the meantime they have matured....





And there are a lot of things you say that are assumptions, the feedback we've had so far is just a conversation under the covers. They have time to talk about it again and think about it, to plan it all and to agree on everything that needs to be agreed.




Post 1153 — Mrbigbull

Tue Mar 05, 2024 7:41 am

↳ Replying to: user322, Mrbigbull, user322

Okay, lets start with the first part. You are confusing surprises with new experiences. A surprise is something where you do not know what is coming, with a new experience it is perfectly normal to know what is going to happen, or have some sort of idea what is going to happen.

Like if you have never been swimming with dolphins, and decide to do it. That will be a new experience, but you already know what you are going to do.

What really surprises me, is that you did not pick up my next point. Didn't you find it odd that it looks like Jaimee already knows what is going to happen, at least in bullet points? She already knows what the new experiences will be, she gave a very little glimp with talking about BDSM.

But she also mentioned that there is a real big chance Ky will get hurt, with this, she already knows what the plan is, or else she wouldn't know he will most likely get hurt. So she knows what the plan is, she knows what is coming, but just does not tell Ky. Maybe she doesn't tell him because she is afraid that if he knows he will say no? 

Point is, not knowing what is going to happen is not the essence of new experiences, it is the essence of surprises.

Then my third point in this. My point of telling them they do not know what they are getting into is all about creating an addiction and behavioral changes. You just do not create addictions for fun. You just do not change someones behavior for fun. You just do not play with someones mind on that level. Cuckold angst is fine, pushing some cuck buttons is fine, changing a person is not.



Yes, they played with Derrek. You stating that they are still here, so it is all fine is way off. That was just a roll of the dice, it could have easily gone the other way. This is most certainly not a measure of succes, it is a measure of pure luck.



Yes, she is already manipulating him, I find it strange you cannot see it. Yes, she could go with Sipho right now. She wants his approval to do all this, so she can say he agreed to it. He then never can say I didn't want this, or I do not want to  do this or that, or I do not want you to do this or that, because she will hold it against him that he agreed to all of this. That is why she manipulates him.

And his arousal state is not eternal like you stated, but I think she will keep him horny all week, or kept him horny. She can simply do it by not giving him sex, or pushing some cuck buttons, like telling him she is going to see Siphos and if he will be so kind to watch the kids.

And then they will have the talk with Siphos, Ky is entering that talk very horny, and on top of that Jaimee will sit with Siphos, maybe dressed very sexy and getting Siphos cock out and play with it. So in fact the manipulation continues, it would be likely he will agree because he is in a very horny state by then. This is what I can imagine would happen.



Again, that kind of suffering in a cuck lifestyle is completely different than willingly hurting someone. In a cuck lifestyle the suffering can be a, in a weird way, pleasuring for a cuckold. Like suffering with a hard one in a cage, seeing your wife getting fucked by an other man.

Hurting is destroying something, physically or mentally. While I guess it will not be physically, it would be I think mentally. There is a very big risk that this will leave scars. 

One thing I can be almost certain of, they will make Ky suck cock, and maybe go even further, they will have him fucked by a male, all whether he likes it or not. And with your logic we all know he doesn't want to do this, because if he wanted to do it, he would have already done it, Jaimee is pushing for this since Wade, so he had opportunity enough.

And because Jaimee wants this, and Sipho is bi (and I guess he has a lot of bi and gay friends), they will force him to do this, even if it will hurt him.

All marks of a loving wife, forcing a husband to do something he doesn't want to do. And mind you, he can not protest, because he agreed to all this.

How are they going to do this? Very easy, they can go the physical way, BDSM, so tying him up and force it in. Or mentally (most likely), Jaimee not getting any Sipho, unless Ky suck Sipho first, then Jaimee gets her reward. Guess what an addicted behavioral changed someone would do.



Again, yes it is the characteristics of manipulation. Yes she could just keep on seeing Sipho, and trying to get Ky to do things. But he would still have power to decline or say he doesn't want to do it, because he didn't gave the agreement to let them do whatever they want. He could even call for a full stop. So she needs his agreement so he cannot refuse or stopt it all. If he agrees to it all, then the only power he has to stop it is to threaten with divorce, and that is a route you do not want to go, because her behavior and addiction could tell her that would be a good idea.



Yes, they had experienced almost a break up with the situation with Derrek. But again, that was just a roll of the dice, it was pure luck. This will help them zero in this situation because it is completely different.

You do not realize Jaimee will not think and act that way anymore, she is addicted and her behavior has changed, remember? So she could make complete different decisions now. So that with Derrek has zero value in this situation.




Post 1154 — Mrbigbull

Tue Mar 05, 2024 7:58 am

↳ Replying to: magnus

Thank you for the compliment, you think I have psychological skills, while I have in fact none. I do have life experience and cuckold lifestyle experience though. And I can see common logic and danger.

O yes, the divorce rate is high, also in non-cuck marriages. But out of experience I know there are also a lot of divorces because of the lifestyle, or where the lifestyle has speed up the proces. So yes, there is always a risk.



Funny remark about being an arbiter. I never forbid someone to do this, I just gave a warning, with an explanation what could happen, I never mentioned something will happen (okay, the sucking I did mention it will happen, and we all know it will, because Jaimee wants it and Sipho is bi).

I gave a warning because I know a few things about addictions, behavioral changes (and no, I am not a psychologist) and things going south in the cuckold lifestyle.



You can read back the Derrek situation, that was also a kind of behavioral change and addiction, be it light. Guess what could happen if you would really push that way.



With all this, I would find it very strange if he doesn't want to post anymore, just because someone is looking out for him, warning him for the possible dangers and how he can in some way manage them by setting clear boundaries upfront.

I just do not understand why people are against these kind of warnings, looks like those people want to see him get hurt like Jaimee mentioned.

Very strange.




Post 1155 — txrockdog

Tue Mar 05, 2024 8:09 am

I think you dramatically underestimate the level of connection, communication, and empathy that exists in the relationship between Jaimee and Ky.  You seem wrapped up in and have written at least a page and a half by yourself twisted around about two lines of something written by Ky.  Perhaps wait for him to post again before getting so far out over your skis.  They have played in the past with a safeword involved to allow either of them to stop everything (without causing a divorce) and there is no reason to think they wouldn’t be smart about how to structure  such things if they decide to go forward with Sipho.  I do share some of your concerns, but do not think they are as insurmountable as you do.  Either way, it is not our lives to live and I doubt all of this back and forth is going to get Ky to update us before he is ready.  So maybe just be patient to see where the next step leads.




Post 1156 — Mrbigbull

Tue Mar 05, 2024 8:46 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

I do get your point. To start with the last, KY is free to update whenever he wants. These remarks should not hold him back in anyway, why should it? Just because I gave a warning? The warning was placed with a gesture of good will, to look out for someone with kids.

And those few lines, well those were one of the most important ones (together with the words addiction and behavioral change), because those lines implies that a safeword wouldn't help. She knows they are going to hurt him, really hurt him. She knows it upfront, so I think a safeword wouldn't stop them, because he agreed to all this. I would guess he would have mentioned that they talked about a safeword, or at least him asking her if he then at that point could use the safeword. None of that.

And again, it looks like people really do not know what addiction and behavioral changes implies.

Can you imagine Jaimee and Ky agreeing on a safeword, they agree on this in Jaimee's current state. But.... that will change. There is no way of knowing if she then stills respects the safeword. If she does, great, but there is a really big chance she doesn't, and then what? People fail to see she is a different woman by then.



And yes, it is their lives, I will gain or loose anything if they honer my warning, but I also do not gain or lose anything if they continue this way.

I was just looking out for them, specially the kids, would hate if this would end up in divorce. I would feel sorry for the children, they are innocent in this, sorry, but if it came to that, I would not feel sorry for Ky and Jaimee, because they had it coming.




Post 1157 — veub

Tue Mar 05, 2024 9:06 am

↳ Replying to: Mrbigbull, txrockdog

Whatever her attaction to the sex might be, I think Jaimee is already addicted - not to sex, but to the power and control she has over Ky. It's a cliche but true: power corrupts. She knows she can do anything she wants and he will submit to her - she is thrilled by knowing that she can abuse and humiliate him anyway she wants and he will beg for more. I used the term "abuse" and that's what I meant. Ky is no different than the abused wife who takes a beating from her husband and goes back to him when he claims to love her. You get used to and accepting of the abuse - it's a sign of love and concern. Actually, Jaimee is different: she tells him that she intends to hurt him knowing that he will accept that.

They are so far down the road that the situation with Derrick is just a fleeting memory. If the same situation happened today, Ky wouldn't do anything except go home and jerk-off: he no longer is the same person after the training he has gone through.

Outing him at the NYE party and setting up the encounter with Sipho are just a taste of what he has to look forward to. I don't think the prior guys were very interested in the humiliation aspect - hey just wanted to fuck her and wouldn't give a shit about Ky unless he had interfered with their access to her. On the other hand, Sipho is interested in that humiliation, and possibly using him sexually. he conspired with Jaimee BEFORE the NYE party. The whole NYE "I just got overwhelmed" story was just bullshit.She knew him for a few months; how long was she involved with him before Ky knew anything about it?

Something I found interesting was the bondage. She claimed Sipho was into bondage - she never mentioned who was going to be tied up?




Post 1158 — Johng1953

Tue Mar 05, 2024 10:34 am

I hope the moaning Minnie's don't put you off continuing your tale Ky. There are too many people on here who despite it being a cuckold forum feel the need to point out blindingly bleeding obvious possible pitfalls that make this exciting lifestyle what it is!




Post 1159 — michey

Tue Mar 05, 2024 7:38 pm

↳ Replying to: Johng1953

Exactly




Post 1160 — user322

Wed Mar 06, 2024 7:41 am

↳ Replying to: Mrbigbull, user322, Mrbigbull, user322



For me, surprise is part of a new experience. When there is a new experience you don't know anything about it. You may think you know something, because you are imagining and projecting what the experience might be like, but these are just ideas in your head, theory, not reality. An experience can only be known through what is experienced. Until you experience it, you don't know what it is.



If Jaimee already knows what's going to happen, it's because she talked about it with Sipho, that's obvious. But she rightly explained to Ky that the experience that Sipho offers is an extreme experience. You can say that if Jaimee talks about it to Ky it is to manipulate him and force him to accept the experience, but we can also say that if she talks to him about it it is on the contrary to warn him of the danger that this could entail. . She may honestly be attracted to Sipho's proposal, but at the same time she is aware of the extreme aspect of the proposal, and she wants to talk about it with Ky because this proposal may be a problem for him.

And perhaps that's why ky defended himself by saying that it was not made of "papier maché". He had this reflex because he felt that Jaimee wanted to protect him, it piqued his ego and he wanted to affirm that he is not weak and does not need to be protected. And Jaimee adds that even for them it may be extreme. If she says this it is perhaps to warn ky well, precisely so as not to take him by surprise, she wants him to be well aware of what is going to happen, of what the consequence of the siphon proposal entails. , so that ky can think carefully and make a real decision.

Plus, ky needs to chat with sipho to find out more.



When you say ky and jaimee don't know what addiction is, maybe you mean they don't know what extreme addiction is, but sex game addiction they know very well what it is. The proof is that they have not managed to stop the cuckold lifestyle: because they are dependent on it.....

And what's more, addiction is often part of the cuckold lifestyle....



You say that for Derreck it was luck, firstly I'm not sure, I think they managed not to make the mistake of separating. But even if it was a stroke of luck at the time, they can still learn from it afterwards...... it sometimes happens like that in life in any field: let's say that I'm going to walk in the mountains. I walk to a dangerous place without paying attention, and I slip.... but luckily I manage to catch myself and everything is fine. This experience, in which I only escaped thanks to luck, makes me understand that in the future I need to be more careful when I walk, this can make me understand that this type of terrain is dangerous, etc.



When you talk about Jaimee's manipulations I find that you say that without any connection with reality. We almost never saw behavior in their stories where Jaimee clearly manipulated Ky. You speak as if you know exactly how Jaimee thinks, but I don't see what you are basing this on.....

You also seem to reduce ky to a dick that doesn't think...... as if it's just a donkey in front of which you only have to wave a carrot to manipulate it.... it seems to me that ky thinks anyway a minimum despite sexual urges......



What you describe about Jaimee is that she manipulates Ky to be able to completely dominate him without any compassion or interest in Ky. But in all their history I have never seen Jaimee have this kind of extreme behavior.....



What you say about this whole situation may not be wrong, but you talk about it as if you know everything that is in everyone's minds (jaimee, ky and even sipho who we don't know almost nothing) in the smallest details and without ever making a mistake..... but I don't think you are omniscient......



When I read your vision of the situation, I have the impression that you are telling a calibrated scenario, a sort of mathematical calculation, that Jaimee, Ky and Sipho will necessarily adopt, without taking into account that all humans are different, sometimes very different, which means that the same situation is never experienced in the same way depending on the people involved........

You seem to absolutely want to apply your mathematical formula, to the point where you do not take into account the life of Ky and Jaimee, their past, everything they experienced together, their love and their experience..... it would seem that you want to reset everything so it can work with your theory.....



Next time I don't know if I'll answer you, we shouldn't pollute the ky thread, we're here above all for these adventures!

I think it will make Ky laugh if he sees all these conversations and theories




Post 1161 — alan137

Wed Mar 06, 2024 9:45 am

↳ Replying to: Johng1953

Ky I agree. Please don’t let these people put you off posting. They do not know the full story and, as you have said, you and Jamie have many in depth conversations. You are the only two who know the content of those conversations and that is as it should be.




Post 1162 — alan137

Wed Mar 06, 2024 9:48 am

↳ Replying to: Johng1953

I agree. Only you and Jamie know where you’re at. Yes there is a risk. I took the risk when my wife lived with her BF for 5 months. She came back to me.




Post 1163 — vmb69

Wed Mar 06, 2024 10:16 am

Too late?!?!? Seems this is exactly part of reason he decided to stop posting last time. I hope not and will miss him again.




Post 1164 — mick_flow

Fri Mar 08, 2024 1:30 am

I’m I the only one who is checking in a few times a day to see if Ky’s shared an update?



I’ve tried on occasion to transcribe some of mine and my wife’s adventures and it’s a lot of work, and I’m no where near as good a writer as Ky.



Ky reached out to me via DMs years ago when I shared some of the heart ache I was going through at the time. I still remember and really appreciated his advice and concern. There are some amazingly awesome people in this community, and I’d say Ky is definitely in that group.



I miss his updates and writing, like many of us here do. But most of all I just hope the lack of update is just down to being busy with life. Ky, if you read this hope you, your wife and your family are doing well and everyone is safe and healthy.




Post 1165 — vmb69

Fri Mar 08, 2024 4:20 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

You are not the only one. I sure hope he still shares his adventures with us. I suspect there might be a lot going with work, life, and potential new situation




Post 1166 — user322

Fri Mar 08, 2024 9:45 am

Ky sometimes takes a little time to respond, he will come back I'm sure!




Post 1167 — vmb69

Fri Mar 08, 2024 9:49 am

But when he does it is always so epic.




Post 1168 — Rover68uk

Fri Mar 08, 2024 11:00 am

It is always wonderful when we get an update from any real couple that allow us tovicariouslty share their lives and loves. I can only as ever, thank Ky for continuing to keep us updated with his and Jaimees journey.



the whole ride with wade was incredible and it does seem as if that adrenaline rush is being sought out once again by the lucky lady. With Sipho it certainly looks like they have found a "bull" to lead the way and give Jaimee everything she needs to feel that rush again.



there was an early indication when ky shared with us the details of that NYE, when Sipho mnetioned that he had been a Bull previously and loved the role. Now coming up with the mental conditioning idea it does seem that he loves the whole rush of changing a wife.



Some time ago on another board I used to chat with a wonderful cuck/couple (Peachy & Jax) who went down this very route that the stars of this thread appear to be on the cusp of. It was some of the incidences that Peachy/Jax went through that I used in my story in the fiction section....and indeed Jax's ass in the final scene (with full wonderful permission from Peachy). However, that demonstrated to me the magic that a cock well used alongside a skilled and determined mind can shape and change a woman/wife. I wonder if Sipho is indeed the man to work that magic.



No matter what, I thank Ky for the updates and perhaps very selfishly, I hope they continue for a long time to cum!




Post 1169 — veub

Wed Mar 13, 2024 4:06 am

.




Post 1170 — entropia

Wed Mar 13, 2024 4:30 am

Ky, why do you keep us on tenterhooks?

did you two had the talk with Sipho?




Post 1171 — vmb69

Wed Mar 13, 2024 5:06 am

↳ Replying to: entropia

With all the negative comments he probably said fuck this.




Post 1172 — r_h_nc

Wed Mar 13, 2024 6:10 am

He's had comments like this before.  He knows what to take to heart and what to ignore.




Post 1173 — txrockdog

Wed Mar 13, 2024 3:06 pm

With tongue firmly planted in cheek, I offer my guesses in order of how likely I think they are (most to least) about what is going on with Ky:



1). He is just busy.  Busy with work, busy with travel, busy being a dad, busy with whatever and just hasn’t had the time and mental energy to sit down and write to the quality he knows he is capable of, so he hasn’t…yet.  He may not even have had to time to meet and talk to Sipho yet.  Be patient, he eventually will.



2). He has already met with Sipho and the conversation blew his mind. He is torn between his desire to be cucked hard by Jaimee and wanting to feel that edge of seeing her thoroughly addicted to another man’s cock and wanting to be the good and careful husband and dad.  I remember the thrill Ky got from Wade telling him he planned to “custom fit” Jaimie’s holes to his cock.  He wants it, but he isn’t sure he should want it and he is agonizing over how to talk about it.



3) They have talked, and dove head first into the deep end with Sipho and Ky has done things he isn’t sure how to even talk about, much less how he feels about the fact that he did them…and liked doing it.  It will take him time to internalize things and he will let us know what he wants us to know when he wants us to know it.  Jaimee isn’t going to slow down and let him catch his breath either because she is having the time of her life with it all.



4) Ky is pissed the people insulted his wife’s intentions toward their relationship and accused her of abusing him.  He isn’t sure he wants to even continue posting for a group that is so misunderstanding of the depth of their affection for each other.



5) Jaimee’s mom forced the issue and sat her down and point blank asked her who the father of the boys is and won’t take “Ky” for an answer.  The resulting family turmoil has put the kibosh on anything else happening for the time being.



6) Jaimee is pregnant with Sipho’s child, Ky is pissed, nobody knows what to do and the whole thing is a mess.  Updating us is the last thing on his mind.



Who really knows…but I don’t think Ky would ghost us without saying so if he decided to pull the plug again. I didn’t list it in my possibilities, but it is always there given past performance.  Y’all just be patient.  Ky will let us know when he lets us know.  Or he could be preparing to post an update as a type this…who knows!?




Post 1174 — vmb69

Thu Mar 14, 2024 3:04 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

All possible outcomes




Post 1175 — tojanman

Thu Mar 14, 2024 3:57 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

Ultimate twist #7 - Sipho is really Ky’s father and will have to duel him for the fate of the rebell-…. Jamiee




Post 1176 — vmb69

Thu Mar 14, 2024 4:08 am

Lol




Post 1177 — FamilyCuckold

Thu Mar 14, 2024 7:20 am

As one of Ky & Jaime's many fans on here, I can agree with txrockdog's summary, lol.




Post 1178 — Tryagain

Fri Mar 15, 2024 12:46 am

This thread picks up a story already posted. Where can i find the beginning of this story?




Post 1179 — WatchinginNJ

Fri Mar 15, 2024 1:18 am

↳ Replying to: Tryagain

Search function, and wayback machine.  It can be tedious though.




Post 1180 — vmb69

Fri Mar 15, 2024 2:03 am

Honestly KY should turn this into a short story and sell it on Amazon. It would be so much better than some of the junk that passes for cuck stories




Post 1181 — txrockdog

Fri Mar 15, 2024 2:34 am

↳ Replying to: WatchinginNJ, Tryagain

Not sure of anybody else’s experience, but anytime I try to use the search function or click to view a users other posts, I get a message saying the search function is unavailable due to high load.  I know Some of Ky’s earlier threads were either deleted by him or lost to inactivity, but you may find them in the wayback machine.




Post 1182 — offendedgame

Fri Mar 15, 2024 5:48 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog, WatchinginNJ, Tryagain

I get the same message as well, it rarely works.




Post 1183 — Ky_Da

Fri Mar 15, 2024 12:17 pm

Hey all,



Damn. I usually get a handful of comments, so I was shocked to see so many. The comments definitely run the gamut. Thanks for being patient on an update, and for those who left sincere thoughts in comments and PMs. I’ve wanted to update for a few days now, but to be honest, I’ve just been enjoying the experience and not thinking about what I should update.



So, shortly after I left off last time, my wife and I decided to take a time to ourselves before we talked with Sipho. We both realized that we were so high on lust that we weren’t thinking straight. We’ll call it a sex fast, or maybe a lust fast, either way, we wanted to purge ourselves of those emotions before we went any further. I have to say, that was harder than I thought it would be, or at least the first few days were. But after a few days, we both started to feel more grounded, better able to think clearly. Then after those first days, it got awesome. For a couple of weeks we were into each other like we were newlyweds. I took some time off work, and we had some amazing time together. To anyone in the throws of lust, I’d recommend the occasional stop and abstain approach, refrain for a time to purge the system. It felt healthy.



Then a few interesting things have happened. One, Matt really worked hard to stay in Jaimee’s good graces. We’ve had many a long conversations with Matt. Jaimee has some real feelings for Matt. I guess how can she not, right? They’ve been fucking for a year pretty steadily. On a quick aside, I had an experience recently I wasn’t expecting. I was at the park near our flat with my wife and kids when Matt pulled into the car park. This was a planned date, so she hugged and kissed the kids, and slipped away while I distracted them. I watched as she got into Matt’s car and gave him a kiss. It burned something fierce to see that. It was such a simple thing, a quick kiss in her boyfriend’s car, but it stoked the cuck fire like I hadn’t felt in ages. And yes, she still considers him her boyfriend. There were a few weeks where things got a bit rocky, but they worked through the issues – more on that later.



I forced myself to focus on the kids, but my thoughts went to my beautiful wife and what I knew she would be doing once they got to Matt’s place. I’ve watched them many times in the past, so my imagination had a lot to work with. Jaimee and Matt make a good looking couple, and when they’re in bed, it’s plain to see that they know each other’s bodies, sensitives spots, likes, and preferences. Matt knows her little cues, her subtle signals. He’s become very adept at bringing her to the edge and then keeping her there until she cries out in frustration, only then granting her the pleasure of pushing her over the edge. They’ve developed their own dance when making love, and it both kills me and excites me.



Returning to the relationship issues between Matt and Jaimee, there were several things that were causing drama, the obvious being the hookups with Sipho. Matt felt we had an understanding that we would keep the sex between the three of us – I kind of have to give it to him on that point. He was a bit bent out of shape that Jaimee was looking for a new, adrenaline pumping experience, but she wouldn’t consider going to one of the sex parties he’d proposed. Again, I understood his point. While it was ultimately Jaimee’s decision, Matt was at least open and up front about what he wanted. And Jaimee did fuck Sipho behind his back. There’s an argument that can be made that it’s none of Matt’s business, but he has kept up his end of the agreement. Jaimee did concede that she would not have been happy if he'd been going around fucking other women. This is an oversimplification of everything, but the boiled down point is accurate.



In the end, Jaimee agreed to go with Matt when he goes to visit his parents for their wedding anniversary. It’ll be a three day trip and will surely have some crazy drama that comes out of it, but it is what it is. Matt agreed ‘reluctantly’ that Jaimee may occasionally hook up with Sipho. He wasn’t going to accept it until Jaimee then agreed to attend one sex party. She specifically said she wouldn’t participate, but that she’d go with him. So that’ll be interesting!



Now, let’s move on to Sipho. We did finally call him and arranged a time to meet him. He invited us over for dinner at his place. He cooked, the food was next level, and all-in-all, it was a nice evening. I appreciated that Sipho didn’t push us, he was respectful and seemingly very sincere and genuine. What can I say, I like the guy. 



I did, however, come away with the impression that Sipho knows a world way beyond the one I live in. I don’t know what kind of money he has, but he lives well. He’s not ostentatious, doesn’t flaunt the things he has, and at times can be very self-effacing. 



We explained that we’re interested in a couple of introductory experiences, that we weren’t looking to go to any extremes, and that our family was our priority. I made the point that we weren’t new to the lifestyle, going so far as to explain that our boys were a result of participating in the lifestyle. I thought that would serve as a type of proof to show that we’ve already gone to some extremes, but Sipho laughed it off, stating that we’ve barely scratched the surface on living the lifestyle. I get the feeling that from his perspective, he’s probably right. 



As the evening wore on, I stole glances at my wife. She went from looking mildly anxious to highly manic over the course of about an hour. Her knee was bouncing rapidly, she shifted constantly in her seat, squirming and wringing her hands. This was unlike her, I began to understand the affect he had on her, what she meant when she told me that he overwhelms her. 



Sipho said, “I’m happy to have spent the evening with you. I’m curious… is dinner and engaging conversation all you came for, or would you like to stay a touch longer, perhaps have a new experience?”



I looked at my wife. It was the first time I saw her sitting still. I think she felt our eyes on her because her skin tinged red around her cheeks and temples. She looked away from Sipho and her eyes found mine. But she only held my gaze for a moment before she looked down at her partially eaten meal. 



The silence stretched to the point of awkwardness, but Sipho made no attempt to break it. Finally, I spoke, “I think my wife would like to… have an experience.” Then before he could speak, I quickly added, “But we’re only looking to test the waters right now. We can’t make any long-term commitments right now.” 



Sipho nodded. “Perfectly understandable,” he said, his words precisely enunciated. “As long as we have a mutual understanding, I think we can all have an enjoyable experience.” 



I don’t know Sipho’s history or formal education. He doesn’t strike me as an academic type, but I’m always impressed by his vocabulary and east speech. 



Sipho then turned toward my wife. “What kind of experience are you looking for, Miss Jaimee?” 



My wife started at the question, and it looked like it took some effort for her to meet Sipho’s intense gaze. Finally, she spoke, “I’m open minded.” 



Sipho leaned back into the dinner room chair, he rested his arm on the table. “That’s not good enough, Miss Jaimee, I need you to tell me what you want. I need you to be specific.” he said, his voice resonate and calm. “But perhaps I can help get us started. Are you open to bondage?” 



My wife flushed, and I could tell that she didn’t want to answer. This was already out of her comfort level. But Sipho seemed intent to wait for an answer. “To an extent…”  she said at last. “Nothing that would leave permanent marks; no tattoos or other markings; and no piss, and you know, feces.” 



Sipho’s lips pulled into a smile. “I wouldn’t dream of marring such a beautiful body,” he agreed, his smile grew a bit wider. “Speaking of which, how about showing me your body. I would like to admire those perfect breasts while we talk.” 



Jaimee’s eyes darted to mine, as if looking for help. But she only looked at me for a moment before returning her attention to Sipho. My heart was pumping. I’ve seen her nude in front of a number of other men, I’ve seen her get fucked by other men, but something hit differently there with Sipho. 



Jaimee’s chest rose and fell rapidly, seconds ticked by like minutes, but she finally removed her blouse and then bra. I was instantly sporting a hardon and had to adjust myself in my trousers. My wife’s blush traveled from her cheeks to her neck and chest. 



“Very good,” Sipho said. He remained in his chair, which was positioned facing Jaimee’s and about five or six feet away. “I can see your apprehensive—I like that—but allow me to put your mind partially at ease. The bondage I have in mind is light and part of the play. I don’t have a dungeon—or even a dedicated room for that matter. I refer to gags, blindfolds, and perhaps wrist and ankle restraints.”



Jaimee gave a jerky nod. 



“Good girl.” Sipho sat up and leaned forward. “How about submission? I know you’re strong-willed. Your husband might be the head of your household, but I can see that’s only because you allow it. When we’re together, will you fully submit to me?” Waring emotions crossed my wife’s features. Sipho added, “For me, this is a chance to practice my craft, indulge on a hobby of mine. I will enjoy extracting pleasure from you, and I promise that I will, but for it to work, I need you willing… submissive.” 



I was a bit incensed by what felt like an insult, but the tension was climbing to be next-level and I didn’t want to interrupt. I’d never seen my wife in such a state. Again I was seeing what she meant when she said that he overwhelmed her. There was something to the man’s bearing, his way of speaking, his presence that demanded a level of respect. If I’d acted and spoken the way Sipho did, my wife would have just laughed and told me to stop ‘messing about’. From me, it would have come off as cheesy cliché, and probably melodramatic, like I was acting out a fantasy. But with Sipho it was different. Jaimee’s large nipples became hard flesh and protruded farther than I think I’d ever seen before. 

 

Sipho again waited for an answer. My wife swallowed and again nodded. 



“Very good,” he said, standing from the chair and taking a step closer to my wife. “What else are you willing to let me do to you?” 



“What do you want?” Jaimee said in almost a whisper. 



“To make you scream in pleasure… make you feel things you didn’t know were possible… make you think only of me when your pussy’s wet with need.” 



I noted how Jaimee pressed her legs together, her hips twisting in the chair. She looked like she was going to speak but then stopped herself. Sipho moved to stand next to her, reached down and gently caressed her right nipple. Jaimee’s breath caught. 



As I adjusted my trousers again, the site in front of me seared into my brain. My wife looked stunningly gorgeous with her breasts exposed as they were. Her necklace rested against her chest, and when Sipho brushed back her hair from her shoulder, her hoop earing caught my eye. Seeing the necklace and earrings drove my lust up a notch, those pieces of jewelry being what she typically wears when she goes to hook up with her boyfriend. Especially the necklace, she knows I love to see it swing from her neck as she takes another man’s cock into her sex. 



Sipho led my wife from the dinning room to the other side of the house where the master bedroom was located. I followed from a distance, my pulse feeling like I’d just sprinted a hundred meter dash. The bedroom was much like the rest of the home, nicely decorated but with a minimalistic elegance. My shoes sounded abnormally loud against the hardwood floors, and I wondered if I should have left them at the front door. 



Upon entering the bedroom, Sipho wasted no time in removing the rest of my wife’s clothing. I spotted a cushioned bench between two large houseplants against the far wall. I stepped carefully not to draw attention to myself and took a seat. It probably wouldn’t have mattered if I’d walked on my hands around the room, I doubt it would have drawn my wife’s attention. She was fully enraptured with her evening’s lover. 



Jaimee attempted to move closer to Sipho, but he grasped her by the forearm and led her onto the large bed. Once there, he told her to stay. He then went to a wide dresser, opened the bottom drawer, and removed a number of items. I watched as he put a blindfold over her eyes, bound her hands together, and then tied those hands to a center wooden slat in the headboard. Next, he took long lengths of a silky looking material and tied her ankles to the bedposts. The bindings were lose enough that she could get to her knees and elbows, but short enough to keep her more-or-less centered on the bed. I couldn’t help but wonder how many other women had been in this same position. 



The necklace hung between my wife’s breasts as she shifted to her knees, and for the next 30 minutes, Sipho used a variety of objects to run over my wife’s skin. He started with a large feather, using it to touch her breasts, her shoulders, and her rear buttocks and thighs. He then ran the leather strips from a Cat O’ Nine tales over her ass, giving her the occasional smack with the instrument. Slowly, very slowly, Sipho began to touch the areas closer to her pussy. He was not interested in rushing the experience. Had it been me, I would have nutted twice already, and probably would have been fast asleep by now. 



Jaimee was writhing on the bed, trying to find a way to find friction against her vagina. She was growing more and more desperate to be touched, to be fucked. Eventually, Sipho got closer to her and began to run his hands over her breasts, her stomach, and between her thighs. My wife looked ready to start climbing the walls. I looked at my watch, 45 minutes had passed since we entered the bedroom. 



Finally, Sipho worked his way to Jaimee’s pussy, using his tongue and fingers to drive her closer to the edge. My wife was nearly beside herself. She kept pushing back, trying to get Sipho to apply more pressure, but Sipho was only interested in teasing. I could go on for two more pages about how he teased her, but I have to eventually post this update, so I’ll just say that he kept her on the edge for nearly 20 minutes before he finally gave her the orgasm she sought. 



When she finally did cum, my wife let loose with a bellowing yell I’ve never heard before. Sipho was kneeling behind her, only touching her with his tongue when she finally went off. Jaimee’s body arched and then jerked like she’d just been possessed by an evil spirit. Sipho knelt back onto his haunches and watched the result of his work. 



Sipho chuckled, seeming to break character as he looked at me. “Fuck, she’s louder than I expected.” He climbed off the bed, went to the same drawer as before, and removed a gag. “Don’t want the neighbors being concerned.” 



It was a ball gag, I realized. I’ve always wanted to see what Jaimee would look like wearing a ball gag, but I’ve never had the stones to ask her to try one out. I thought my dick was hard before, but it got painfully hard as I watched Sipho begin to put it into her mouth and around her head. Jaimee struggled against him, but only for a brief moment before accepting the red ball into her mouth. 



I can’t begin to describe what that site did to me. I’ve never seen something so erotic. I hurriedly tried to undo my trousers, but I didn’t do it in time as I came into my boxers. But even having cum, I was still bulletproof hard. 



Sipho knelt next to my wife, resting his hand on her back as her body twitched and spasmed through the last of her orgasm. He gave her several more minutes, caressing her back and telling her all the things he planned on doing to her. Finally, he moved in behind her, lined up his cock with her entrance, and slowly entered her. 



My wife moaned against the gag, her hands grasping the sheets of the bed. Sipho paused frequently, letting her get used to his size. She was so wet and ready, that it didn’t take her long to accept his full length. I’d seen it before, but it still amazed me that he could bury himself completely into my wife. He fucked her gently for some minutes, but eventually picked up his pace. 



My wife’s strength seemed to leave her, and her body sank into the mattress. Sipho continued, however, grabbing her by the hips and continuing his onslaught. Jaimee’s legs pulled against the restraints, and it looked like she was nearing another orgasm. Not being able to see her eyes, and only hearing her moans, I felt like I was losing my mind as much as she was. 



Sipho suddenly grunted, pulled back, and shot load after load of cum onto my wife’s back. But instead of stopping as I would have done, he pressed his cock back into her and continued, returning to his slower pace.



Again, I could go on and on with details if I had the time, but I have to wrap this up if I’m ever going to get out an update again. Suffice it to say that we were at Sipho’s house for almost three hours. My wife lost count of how many times she came. They fucked in every position I think exists, and I got to sit and watch the entire show. 



Later, when we returned home and entered the house, I could still see the faint outline of the ball gag against the skin of her cheeks. I very nearly had to carry her into the house, she was so tired. It was everything I could have hoped for in an evening, but at the same time I felt a mix of turbulent emotions. My wife never be satisfied with my dick again, I would never be enough for my wife sexually, and more than likely, she would forever want to chase the sexual high she’d just experienced. 



The above experience happened about a week ago, and life since has gone on as usual. We don’t have a return date to see Sipho again, but I’m sure Jaimee is thinking about it. We had some fantastic reconnection time a few days later, or at least I think we did. I have to admit, I wonder if she’s thinking about Sipho when we’re having sex.




Post 1184 — Bovary2012

Fri Mar 15, 2024 1:39 pm

What a night! Thanks for the update, Ky.




Post 1185 — txrockdog

Fri Mar 15, 2024 2:22 pm

Sounds like an amazing night Ky.  It also sounds like you two are finding a nice way to balance the extreme side of the lifestyle with the deep care and affection for each other that your timeouts provide.  Please keep letting us know how things go.  And don’t feel like it all has to be action.  Some of your most fascinating writing is about the conversations you have with your wife.  Thanks again!




Post 1186 — vmb69

Fri Mar 15, 2024 3:59 pm

If ever there were an alter to praise a cuck couple you 2 would be the idols on it. As usual the way you describe your adventures are nothing less than epic.




Post 1187 — venus-can99

Fri Mar 15, 2024 4:09 pm

Thanks for posting this wonderful description of your evening with Sipho and the pleasure Jamie was able to experience with him. I love that you both took some downtime to think through clearly before meeting with Sipho. When is the trip with Matt planned?



Have a great weekend and again thanks for taking the time to write this




Post 1188 — Midnight Joker

Fri Mar 15, 2024 4:15 pm

We were worried about you...but it looks like your wife is really the one that's going to be taken on a magic carpet ride!  Can't wait to hear how deep this rabbit hole goes.




Post 1189 — Johng1953

Fri Mar 15, 2024 6:11 pm

Thank you for continuing to tell us your story.  I too am interested in hearing how you and your wife interact as your journey continues.




Post 1190 — DarrenZ

Fri Mar 15, 2024 7:51 pm

Hot update and I’m similarly relieved that you both found a sweet spot that seems to be working for you.




Post 1191 — wannabecUKold

Fri Mar 15, 2024 10:04 pm

Gee that was hot, Ky_Da. Jaimee being required to remove her bra. And conceding. Sitting there half naked in compliance. It’s the mindfuck. It’s the fact that she obeys his sexual orders. Repeat with blindfold, cuffs and leg restraints, and then, yes, the ball-gag and receive his cock. What else will she agree to, I wonder.




Post 1192 — mundyman

Fri Mar 15, 2024 10:16 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Thanks for the update, and what an update it is!!

While your wife was the center of attention, could Sipho really been using the evening to send a message to you?

He knows he has your wife wanting his cock, but perhaps he’s driving the point home that she will only receive true pleasure and satisfaction from his cock.

As her time away from the pleasure of his cock, and her submission to him increases, and she becomes more needy for his cock, I wonder what she will be willing to do for him and let him do to her?

“Welcome to my web” said the spider to the fly.

Good luck and consider me waiting for your next update.




Post 1193 — Ky_Da

Sat Mar 16, 2024 6:40 am

Love the comments. Thanks. This post I wrote on the airplane last night...



The other day I walked into the flat to find my wife vacuuming. The boys were wrestling on the couch—as usual, and their younger sister was happily playing with a large puzzle on the floor. It was a picturesque family moment. And then I noticed Jaimee wasn’t wearing a bra—very unusual. I think I mentioned this before, but her breasts went from a nice B-cup to a very nice D-cup through the process of nursing three kids. They especially got big with the twins. It was a real struggle to produce enough for them and she’d frequently have to supplement. But the experience left her with significantly larger breasts. Yes, there are a number of stretch marks, but now you can only see the faint whitish streaks. 



Anyway, I’m getting off topic. It caught me off guard to see she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts moved easily under the tee shirt she wore, and her nipples protruded under the fabric, making them very easy to see. Jaimee caught my gaze and blushed. She motioned for me to follow her out of the room, out of earshot from the children. 



“It’s Sipho’s doing,” she said, glancing downward at her chest. She then took out her phone and showed me the text that Sipho had sent her in the morning. 



It read: Jillian, (Sipho’s taken to calling my wife by her real name and not her nickname. I think she’s torn. She’s always hated her name, but I don’t think she minds when Sipho uses it) a woman’s breasts should be free to move naturally and breathe. Remove your bra now and only wear one when doing strenuous activity. I expect to see pictures throughout the day.



My felt my brow raise as I looked at the three pictures she’d sent him. The first of her bare breasts after she took off the bra, and the other two of her wearing only a thin tee shirt. I couldn’t help but reach out and run my thumb across the fabric of her shirt where it covered her thick nipple.  



“I could get used to this,” I said, feeling her nipple harden under my touch. 



Jaimee rolled her eyes and pulled back enough to brake contact from my thumb. “Don’t get used to it. I can’t go around all the time without a bra. They’ll get all saggy.” 



“I don’t mind saggy. I’ll still love them.” I reached out to reengage, but Jaimee turned her shoulders. 



“Ky, stop. I have to finish hoovering and I don’t need my nipples popping out like this.” 



“Let’s go upstairs,” I said hurriedly. I had an instant hardon after reading Sipho’s text and seeing that she was obeying his command. “I’ve been horny all day.” 



Jaimee laughed and once again slapped my hand away. “Not right now. We can’t leave the children down here on their own that long.” 



“It won’t take long. I promise,” I said, taking her by the hand and pulling her toward the stairs. “I can be done in less than five minutes.” 



“Ky, no. You can do me later,” my wife said, pulling her hand away. “Or maybe not if you keep being a prat.” 



I groaned aloud. “I’ve been so fucking horny this week.”



“Go take care of yourself in the loo then.” My wife turned the vacuum back on and then added. “But don’t use my good lotion.”



I let out a heavy breath in defeat. I’d already jacked off once at work, and I didn’t really want to do it again. 



Later that night, after the kids were in bed, my wife finally relented and let me enter her. I tried as hard as I could to not cum quickly. I even stopped thrusting completely and just held myself there. But she’d been driving me crazy all day with her boobs bouncing all over the place. And remembering her wearing the ball gag, and getting fucked by Sipho. I lost it. 



“I told you it would be less than five minutes,” I said, sighing in satisfaction. 



“Cuck-boy, seriously?” Jaimee complained. “You better use that tongue of yours and get me off, or I’m going to have to replace you for a time.” 



I made some faux complaints but slid down her body until my face was nestled below her pussy. “How many cocks have been in this pussy?” I asked, giving her a light kiss on her lower lips. 



Jaimee looked down at me with a frustrated expression on her features, her breasts partially blocking the view. “Why are you talking? Get to work.” 



“I will. Be patient babe,” I said, and then asked again. “How many?” 



My wife blew out a breath and looked up at the ceiling. “I don’t know. I don’t carve notches in the bedpost.” 



“I don’t believe that,” I said. I then licked her cunt like an ice cream cone, my tongue nice and flat against her outer vagina. “I mean, I know you don’t notch the bedpost, but I think you know your body count.” 



Jaimee sighed in contentment at first, but quickly followed it with a groan of irritation when I didn’t continue my work. “I’m really not sure,” she began, then gave me a teasing look. “I just know it’s higher than yours.” 



“Oh fuck,” I said like I’d just been kicked in the gut. I’d started the line of questioning to buy myself time. I’ve learned that if I let cum rest in my wife’s pussy for a time, I can’t even tell it’s there after a while. But her response kicked me right in the cuck-plexus as they say. “Yeah… like three times my number.” 



“That’s only because your number is so low,” Jaimee said with a giggle. “I think you’re hopeless, Ky. We started playing this game years ago to get it out of our system, but I think you’re into it more now than ever.”



“I’m not the only one,” I argued back. “I saw how much you loved being with Sipho the other night. I see how Matt rings your bell. You’d miss it as much as I would if we quit.”



My wife was quiet for a long moment but then said, “Perhaps. But a woman needs more than five minutes. It’s probably better you’re my cuck-boy. This way we’re both happier.” 



I processed what she’d said for a minute. She probably had a point, but what struck me was that she said it so matter-of-factly. She didn’t appear to be joking. It was like that was just a fact, and she was stating the obvious. 



“It’s 17 by the way,” I said, focusing once again on my task. 



“That you know about,” my wife said, again in a voice that betrayed nothing. 



“What do you mean that I know about,” I asked, lifting my head once more. Jaimee grasped me by the hair and tried to push me back down, but I resisted. “Have you fucked someone that I don’t know about?” 



Jaimee shifted up onto her elbows so that she could look directly down at me. The light from the loo providing more than enough illumination for us to see each other. 



“Don’t start a row with me about this. It was you who wanted to play the whole cheating-behind-your back game.” 



“But that was a long time ago,” I said. “Like back in California. And I never thought you actually did it.” 



“It started in California, but you’ve never said you wanted to stop playing that game. No get back to work and stop messing about.” 



“Are you telling me you’ve fucked someone that I don’t know about?”



Jaimee sat up and pushed me off. She then used her legs to pin me to my back as she lifted her leg and straddled my face. She ground her pussy over my chin several times and then moved herself over my mouth. She sighed in relief as she ground against me. 



“You have to catch me if you want the answer to that,” she said, her eyes closed in bliss. 



I finally broke down and did as I was told, eating her out and pressing my tongue as deeply into her opening as I could. However, I couldn’t help but wonder if she was intentionally pushing my cuck buttons, or if she’d actually had sex with someone I didn’t know about. This woman’s tying me in knots1




Post 1194 — user322

Sat Mar 16, 2024 7:09 am

Hello, welcome back, your adventures are still extraordinary!!




Post 1195 — txrockdog

Sat Mar 16, 2024 8:43 am

Ky, 



Do you ever sit and wonder how terrible your life must have been in a past life to have been dropped into this life with a woman like Jaimee as your wife to balance your Karma?  Of course she was mashing on your cuck buttons, and you love that she is doing it!  Although I do recall a time back in the states when she was going out without telling you where she was going that must look awfully suspicious right about now.  And she certainly isn’t lacking in opportunities with you travelling for work.  Maybe plan to get home a day early next time and see which of your neighbors is shagging her?  Or maybe it is all of them…taking turns…;)



Thanks again for sharing with us and travel safe!




Post 1196 — vmb69

Sat Mar 16, 2024 9:05 am

KY would it upset you if she had and not told you? I would assume knowing some day you could come home and find her in bed would be rather hot. Or find some evidence. If we are anything alike I would assume you would get an instant hardon if you did.




Post 1197 — txrockdog

Sat Mar 16, 2024 1:04 pm

↳ Replying to: vmb69

If you read way back in his posting history, I think early in this thread, he and Jaimee swapped their biggest fantasies for each other, and one of Ky’s was for Jaimee to cheat on him and not tell him about it.  So I don’t see how he could be mad if she did what he wanted her to do.  If anything, she has more right to be mad at him for not really embracing the ones she told him she wanted in the same conversation, because if she did cheat, by my count she has now gone through with all three he asked for.  



But there has been a lot of water under the bridge of their relationship since that conversation, so I don’t know what the status of those desires and their fulfillment really is, given that Ky has only talked about a fraction of he and Jaimee’s interactions with Matt.  It may be that he and Jaimee’s desires have changed over the years since then…her interactions with Sipho suggest that may be the case.




Post 1198 — venus-can99

Sat Mar 16, 2024 3:50 pm

Thanks for the wonderful post Ky - so sexy that she is pushing your cuck buttons… safe travels




Post 1199 — magnus

Sun Mar 17, 2024 6:11 am

That was an incredible couple of updates and again, some of the hottest adventure I've had the pleasure of reading on this site.



As for a little breast sagging and stretch marks, I have to admit I actually find it more of a turn on than a pristine pair of firm breasts, and I loved your description. There is something magical about the natural hang of the breasts of a beautiful woman who's birthed and nursed her children.



Ky, I can only imagine how stunning and sexy your lovely wife looked braless under a thin t-shirt, especially knowing it was at the suggestion of her dominant bull.




Post 1200 — Pecannut

Sun Mar 17, 2024 8:31 am

Jaimee and you are so awesome! Thank you for sharing your experience with us!





Post 1201 — Ky_Da

Sun Mar 17, 2024 8:36 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

I have a bit of time tonight which is rare. Jaimee's out with a couple of old girlfriends from school, and the kids are in bed, so I thought I might catch up on some responses. 



To txrockdog: I've been driving myself up the wall recently, remembering all the times she might have been fucking some guy behind my back. Yes, she's had opportunities, but I haven't suspected a thing. I did tell her that it was one of my biggest fantasies, but I didn't think she took me that seriously when I said it. I honestly have no idea right now if she's just stringing me along, or if she's actually done it. I highly doubt it would be one of the neighbors. Their wives wouldn't stand for it, and Jaimee wouldn't betray them because she really likes them, and they often help her with the kids. 



I do count myself lucky everyday to have Jaimee in my life. Things aren't perfect. We still have our flareups and fights as all couples do, but I love her.




Post 1202 — Ky_Da

Sun Mar 17, 2024 8:54 am

↳ Replying to: FamilyCuckold

I got a kick out of that summary, and I have to say, a few of the points have been and are fairly accurate. 



On a different subject, I don't very often read other threads these days because what ever time I have, I tend to use it to write. But I did stumble across yours the other day, and fuck me, you left me with my mouth hanging open. I've read about half of the pages on your thread, so I'm not caught up to the current day, but as soon as I get caught up I'll be sure to leave a comment. Take care, Ky.




Post 1203 — Ky_Da

Sun Mar 17, 2024 8:56 am

↳ Replying to: offendedgame, txrockdog, WatchinginNJ, Tryagain

Yeah, I think those early posts are history. That's too bad. I never saved any of those, but it would be interesting to go back an reread them from today's perspective. We were so naïve in those days. We made every mistake possible and had to work through so many things.




Post 1204 — michey

Sun Mar 17, 2024 9:41 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, offendedgame, txrockdog, WatchinginNJ

Guessing that there is only so much room on the servers, "out with the old" unfortunately.




Post 1205 — Ky_Da

Sun Mar 17, 2024 9:57 am

↳ Replying to: Mrbigbull, magnus



I wasn't sure how much I wanted to weigh in on this one... but when you distill it all down, the arguments above mirror my own thoughts. I do remember our experience with Derrek. It was our first and it went terribly wrong. And while we've grown and learned from it, I'd be lying if I said I'm 100% confident that we're immune from the same potential dangers ensnaring us again. Actually, I think it's healthy to always be a little worried that your marriage is in jeopardy. It keeps you from taking it for granted. I read all the comments, and I put a lot of thought into most of them, weighing them out and making my decisions accordingly. 



One of the biggest dangers I see now is that we still need to get to know Sipho much better. It's easy to be deceived by someone if you're only with them occasionally. Anyone can put up a facade for a time. If this is going to work, we both need to know Sipho much better than we do, so to that end, we're taking it slow and taking time to get to know each other better. That won't eliminate the danger, but it should help us communicate properly and thus, help us avoid situations that will trip us up. At least that's the hope. I know things will happen, occasionally feelings may be hurt, and forgiveness sought, but for a time, we're going to explore this road.  



I do have to concede one point, however. I find myself justifying in my mind that this kink is something we just have to get out of our system. Even now, I still find myself thinking that we'll only play a little longer, and then we'll hang it all up. It's crazy that I still let myself believe it, but it also reminds me that we can all be easily deceived. I should probably put more thought into sharing the things that don't go so well. I tend to curate the good and fun things, and downplay the bad. For instance, there's still a lot of drama going on with Matt, and I haven't wanted to share that. I thought we had it worked out, but that's not the case. There's still more work to do. I deal with the drama because I have to, but I don't find writing about it very fun at all, so I've avoided that. Still, some of it might go a long way to helping some avoid potential pitfalls. 



I'm rambling a bit now, so I'll wrap it up. Everyone stay safe and make the best decisions you can. Ky,




Post 1206 — WarrenOldcuck

Sun Mar 17, 2024 10:22 am

Your'e amazing Ky, I hope you and Jaimee make the right choices. You are such a wonderful couple.  Look forward to hearing how things progress




Post 1207 — FamilyCuckold

Sun Mar 17, 2024 11:06 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, FamilyCuckold

From one cuck using writing as catharsis to another, you're too kind, Ky. Your story is hands-down my favourite thread on here, just as much to do with your writing skills as the subject matter.



Looking forward to reading about the deviant road down which Sipho will be leading you both.




Post 1208 — venus-can99

Mon Mar 18, 2024 1:30 am

Thanks for the update Ky. Hope you and Jamie make the best decision with regard to Sipho. I know you both care about your family so I am sure you will have the best experience you can




Post 1209 — mundyman

Mon Mar 18, 2024 2:15 am

I don’t think a more cogent or more honest statement has ever been made on this board.



One of the biggest dangers I see now is that we still need to get to know Sipho much better. It's easy to be deceived by someone if you're only with them occasionally. Anyone can put up a facade for a time. If this is going to work, we both need to know Sipho much better than we do, so to that end, we're taking it slow and taking time to get to know each other better.



They’ve already established that Sipho can take Jaimee to a place physically and emotionally that few can, and definitely Ky doesn’t. Remember orgasms trigger a chemical reaction in the pleasure center of the brain similar to addictive drugs.

Because of the inherent danger of Jaimee losing herself to the addiction of her experiences with Sipho and how he makes her feel. Ky and Jaimee both sense the danger Sipho presents to Jaimee and her easily manipulated mindset when it comes to large cock, sex, and daring types of sexual experiences she enjoys, while also seeing the exciting ride he can take them on.

Sipho is obviously putting on a good front as he sees a woman and her partner that are ripe targets (too strong of a word?) for his next adventure. That he sees a woman and her willing(?) partner that are open to what he has to offer, and can possibly be manipulated into doing the things they’d rather not do but that he enjoys. 

Perhaps his fetish, his turn on isn’t just the kinky sex he enjoys, but really is breaking the physical bond between a wife and her husband. I believe he may have even said something like that in a previous update by Ky. That Sipho’s greatest satisfaction comes not from the type of sex he has with the wife, but in the changes he makes in the wife, the transformation he makes in her, and then separates her physically and emotionally from her husband. That’s how he really gets off.

So kudos to you two both for slowly dipping your toes into the Sipho pool.

Do you have anyway to talk to the people, the couples he has played with before?

I just hope you both have the ability to say no and pull away if you see things that you don’t like about Sipho.

Otherwise if things continue to check out I wish you good luck and happy travels down the hot wife journey. 

Thank you for taking time to share in detail the experiences you and Jaimee are having and just as importantly, your reactions and thought to them.




Post 1210 — veub

Mon Mar 18, 2024 2:53 am

Hasn't Jaimee known Sipho for a fairly long time and fairly intimately? At least well enough to fully discuss her and Ky's relationship and for them to plan a scenario to entice KY to suck someone's (Sipho's? Matt's?) cock? Certainly that implies a fairly open and close relationship.




Post 1211 — Ky_Da

Mon Mar 18, 2024 5:46 am

Hey all, 



I thought I’d share another little interesting experience. I find It’s often the little things that push my buttons the most. Sure, the hours long, multi-orgasm sessions with Sipho was a mindbender, but there’s something about the casual, small things that seem to often hit me the hardest—and stay with me the longest. 



The other night we were just sitting down for dinner when the in-laws suddenly showed up. They were in our area and decided to pop in and say hi. They came in like a hurricane, giving my wife no time to slip upstairs and change her shirt or put a bra on. My mother-in-law instantly saw that her daughter wasn’t wearing a bra, more than that, the MIL saw that the blouse her daughter was wearing left little to the imagination. 



Jaimee’s mom’s eyes went wide, and in front of all she said, “"Honestly, Jillian, have you lost your marbles? That top's barely covering you – it's more see-through than a lace curtain! You're not an early twenty-something auditioning for an episode of Love Island. Put a cardigan on, for goodness sake, and spare us all a spot of bother!"



I could see my wife’s jaw clinch as she took several deep breaths. “Mum, for goodness sake, I'm in my own home! And anyway, Ky likes it," she said, shooting me defiant glance to make sure I backed her up. She then added under her breath, “Welcome to the fashion police, 1987 division…” 



Needless to say, the in-laws didn’t stay long. They invited us over for an Easter dinner and then were on their way. 



Once they left, my wife plopped onto the sofa, her breasts moving freely as she did. Fuck, I’ve always loved her tits, but now I swear that’s all I’m looking at when she’s around. 



“That woman’s a menace,” Jaimee said, adjusting her breasts under her shirt. “Bloody hell, they’re supposed to get back closer to normal after your done nursing. But it’s been almost two years, and I swear, I think they’re even larger.” 



“Maybe it’s in the genes,” I suggested, sitting next to her on the couch. “Your mum’s, well… not small.” 



Jaimee’s head turned toward me slowly, one brow raising slowly as she looked at me. “Oh, have you been perving on mum? Hoping to have a go are we?” 



“God no!” I protested instantly. “But you can’t help but notice—and you know as well as I do that she barely tolerates me.” 



Jaimee’s look softened and she laid her hand on my knee. “Relax, I’m just taking the piss—and she loves you in her way. That’s just mum.” She then squeezed my knee and said, “I’m not sure I can keep this up though,” she said, referring to her sans bra experience. “I feel like everyone’s looking at me, and it constantly reminds me of our time with Sipho the other night.” 



Jaimee paused and looked around the room. The kids still in the kitchen, but I knew they weren’t going to stay in there for long. My wife suddenly said, “Put on a movie for the children. I’ll be right back.” 



I obliged, not thinking much of it. I put on a movie they’ve watched a dozen times in the last few weeks. It’s the Phineas and Ferb Star Wars movie if anyone’s curious. 



My wife returned to the family room a few minutes later, carrying a large blanket. I noticed she’d changed from the leggings she had on early to a short skirt. With the kids’ attention on the movie, Jaimee snuggled down in front of me, her back to my chest, and spread the blanket over us. Without saying a word, she wriggled her butt into my crotch, telling me in no uncertain terms what she wanted. I pushed down the trousers I had on, reached around her waist, and dropped my hand down to her pussy. The blanket providing us sufficient cover and the movie distraction. 



I’m not sure if I’ve ever wrote about this, but my wife had her pubic hair lasered off when we lived in California. She went in for multiple sessions over a couple of years, as the occasional hair would regrow. But now that skin is as sooth as a newborn’s bum. For my part, I love it. But I know she regrets doing it now. She thinks it makes her look like a prepubescent teenager, and she’d like to have a little something to grow back. I love how slick the skin is when I smear it with her natural lubrication, which is what I started to do. 



Jaimee reached back and fished out my dick, but in the position we were in, I could only enter her with the tip. I wasn’t nearly long enough to get the job done. I’ve seen Matt, Sipho, and others over the years have no problem fucking her in that position, but my biology was falling short of the task that day. To make up for it, I used my fingers to tease her clit. And it wasn’t long before she was gripping my arm tightly. 



I know my wife’s pussy well, so it didn’t take me long to give her a mild orgasm. She used her hand to stroke me, squeezing my dick with a powerful grip as she came. We were quiet and managed not to attract the kids attention. I came somewhere between Jaimee’s thighs, but she seemed content to simply lay there together for a while. I wasn’t going to complain. 



“I needed that,” she said, putting her hand over mine but not pushing it away. I knew she’d be sensitive after her orgasm, so I kept my hand still. “With the children being more and more self-sufficient, I have more time during the day to think about sex.” 



“Is that what’s going on with you lately?” I asked. 



“What do you mean?” 



“I mean just that. You seem as amped up and randy as you ever have. Ever since the night at Sipho’s, you’ve definitely been a lot more on edge.” 



I felt her vagina twitch when mentioned Sipho’s name. Jaimee knew I felt it too, because she laughed as she said, “Traitorous girl.” 



“You’re really into him,” I said in more of a statement than a question. I felt her shrug against me. 



“I don’t know how to explain it,” Jaimee began. “I’m not ‘into-him’ as if he was someone I was crushing on, but there’s something about him I’m drawn to. It’s like I’m terrified and thrilled at the same time, and each experience is so… euphoric.” “How do you feel about continuing to explore this with him?” 



I used my index finger to rub a small circle over Jaimee’s lower abdomen, leaving a smeared trace of her juices that coated my finger. 



“After that last visit, I figured we’d be taking another step down that road.” 



My wife shifted, turning slightly toward me. “And you’re alright with it? I won’t do it if we’re not aligned.”



“Your comment about being terrified and thrilled at the same time really hits hard. I feel the same way,” I explained. “I want to see where it goes, but it definitely feels like we’re in the danger zone.” 



Jaimee chuckled. “Okay, Top Gun,” she teased. “



“Oh, we should watch that movie next,” I said. “I love that movie.”



“I know you do. That’s why I know you have secret homoerotic tendencies.”



“What are you talking about?” I sat up slightly so I could look my wife in the eyes. “That’s the most alpha movie ever.” 



Jaimee rolled her eyes. “Oh, okay, if you say so. You keep thinking that, and I’ll keep working on helping you get over some of your hangups.” 



“Not this again,” I moaned. “I did it once—.”



“Don’t try to sell me that. I already said I wasn’t buying. I’ve fulfilled with all your fantasies and then some, but you still owe me.” 



I sighed and sunk back into the sofa. “I’m scared you’ll see me differently if I do it.” 



This time Jaimee fully turned so that her front was against mine and she could look me in the eyes. “I would look at you differently. I’d think you were finally comfortable enough with your masculinity that you’d indulge your wife with her fantasy. I nearly wet my knickers thinking about it.” 



“You said you’d fulfilled all my fantasies. You really have cheated on me behind my back, haven’t you?” 



Jaimee smiled like a cheshire cat. “Maybe. But I’m not confessing until you catch me. That is if there’s anything to catch.”




Post 1212 — venus-can99

Mon Mar 18, 2024 6:27 am

Thanks for the update Ky. I love this banter - visiting in-laws, comments on Jamie's braless state, the impromptu sex between you and Jamie with kids distracted by a movie, Jamie still pushing your buttons  - it feels so "normal". Looking forward to reading what small steps you take with Sipho.




Post 1213 — txrockdog

Mon Mar 18, 2024 6:59 am

Ky, 



You are absolutely right about how hot that laser bare look/feeling is.  You are living the dream, man.  I have been trying to talk my wife into getting lasered down below and nipple piercings for years and no dice.  I am pretty sure I recommended a 4 part story to you in the past, that directly goes into that exact subject of a guy hanging onto his masculinity while fulfilling his girlfriend’s desire to see him suck cock and be “her cum slut”.  If you haven’t read it, you should.  It is called Loving to Like by Bucky Duckman on Literotica.  That author has several stories on a similar theme, but that is his best IMO.  All the best to both of you and good luck catching her…




Post 1214 — Pecannut

Mon Mar 18, 2024 5:41 pm

Thank you KY so much for your updates. So amazingly hot  . It so sexy that Jaimee was following Sipho's request and was braless. All the best and eagerly waiting to hear how things advance with Sipho.




Post 1215 — false-abroad

Tue Mar 19, 2024 1:45 am

I'm reading the thread from the first page and I'm on page 24 now. I also read this page. Anything I will say maybe was said many times over earlier as I also only focused on your posts Ky.



I would like to tell you that the angst level I get from the read is similar to when I read some stories from Literotica. I envy you, that you managed to make a slut out of your wife, even if that was just a correct push. But maybe the same can be said about a rocket sending Voyager or other probes into space. Those were big rockets, but gravity assist is then a thing that makes it happen. Maybe it is the same with you and your wife.



I would be on the same boat as you - I enjoy a thought about my wife being a almost complete and hopeless slut to other men. I like to think of her degradation and my own is something I may enjoy, but in a very limited fashion. Cages, creampie eating, cock sucking - those are things that can excite me in the context of a story, but too much focus on that and I'm lost. It is something that I do not ever fantasize for myself to happen. Now I don't think my wife will ever humour me and play with another man, but I understand there are lots of things/societal programming a woman has to overcome to enjoy her slutdom. Your wife did that for you and now she enjoys it immensely herself. I think she wants the same for/from you and she thinks that you will have a similar journey as her - overcoming some hang ups and enjoy the result. I understand why that is not up your alley and how you don't have the hang ups to overcome - you just dislike it, though I also understand your wife.



I thought about your wife's relationship with Brooke. Brooke, as you may very well know, doesn't and didn't have a dick or a cock for that matter. I could imagine an alternative version of your wife's life, through a perverted lens of course (though here we are on a forum about wives having sex with other men besides their husbands), where Brooke is bi and is Jamiee's wife and they happily fuck other men together, but afterwards love themselves no less. Your wife would like to share this with you on a different level from you. You wanted for her to be a slut and she has become a slut for other men. Now she wants the same from you and enjoy together. That's the part I do not envy 



You are also not alone loving soft tits being free.




Post 1216 — Ky_Da

Tue Mar 19, 2024 7:06 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

So I read the story Loving to Like... It took me a few minutes of reading, but I finally remembered reading it before. But it had been a while ago, so I reread it. I think I just skimmed it last time, and I dismissed it pretty quickly. Maybe I'm in a different place now because it hit me differently this time. I don't think it's a perfect analogy of what my wife is looking for, but it's close enough. The story eventually goes into complete-slut mode there at the end, which isn't what we're necessarily looking for. Still, the overall thread of the girlfriend wanting her boyfriend to be gay for her, but still do it because he wants to, feels a lot like what my wife is trying to convey. It's something of a dichotomy, right? 



I do think about doing it because I know my wife would instantly soak her panties, but there are still some things that hang me up. I have one more comment below that I'm going to respond that seems to dovetail with this subject - maybe stick around and read that one to see if it hits the mark.




Post 1217 — Ky_Da

Tue Mar 19, 2024 7:26 am

↳ Replying to: false-abroad

I love the analogy! How a small, well-timed action (the gravity assist or a push) can have a significant impact on trajectory. But, "making a slut out of my wife," is a little overstated, or at least it is in my mind. My objective was never primarily to 'make her a slut'. Although, an argument can be made for it depending on the meaning one puts behind the term slut. Today it's a fairly broad term, and in the cuckold circles it's not exactly looked at as derogatory. I do admit I've always been turned on by the idea of my wife getting fucked by other guys, but part of that has been, and is, to see her reach higher heights of pleasure. Yet, your statement about one's wife being a hopeless slut to other men hits home. As I think about it, I do find some enjoyment in that thought, that my wife is subservient to her libido, that her sexual drive becomes so strong she's helpless to do otherwise. Fuck, yeah, that's an erotic thought there. 



Later you state, "but I understand there are lots of things/societal programming a woman has to overcome to enjoy her slutdom. Your wife did that for you and now she enjoys it immensely herself. I think she wants the same for/from you and she thinks that you will have a similar journey as her - overcoming some hang ups and enjoy the result." This is something I haven't really considered, and it's made me pause and think. Is it more about overcoming social hang ups. To a degree, yeah, I have to say it is. It's not all that, but I need to noodle that one out for a minute because there's some truth to it. Is my wife hoping to free me of those social constraints so I can enjoy the physical as much as her? Maybe. 



You gave me a few things to think about... I like the idea of making my wife cream in her knickers, but to be thought of as a cocksucker is something that is deeply engraved into my conscience as something one does not want to be. I might have grown up in California where such things were more socially acceptable, but the friends and acquaintances of my youth were not so openminded, and the nature of that environment left its mark. 



Thanks for the comment. It's given me a few new things to consider. 



Ky,




Post 1218 — Southernman

Tue Mar 19, 2024 7:48 am

Ky,



When is the next meet with Sipho planned or do they happen organically?  



Also, you told me of a celebrity that Jaime looks like years ago and I can’t remember who you said. Would you care to share it again?  



Your posts are so well thought out and I always look forward to reading about your adventures. 



Southernman




Post 1219 — txrockdog

Tue Mar 19, 2024 7:57 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, txrockdog

I agree with you that it isn’t a perfect analogy for you two, particularly at the end, but the first two chapters really drove home the concept you took away from it that she didn't just want him to “go gay” for her reluctantly and hate every minute of it.  She wanted him to do it for her, but enjoy it along the way.  Much like Jaimee was unhappy about your lackluster effort with Bennett because she could tell you were trying to “just do the minimum” to satisfy her request.



I totally get that there are just barriers internally that take a lot to overcome and I hope you don’t feel like I am just your wife’s apprentice here trying to browbeat you into doing something you don’t want.  It is just a kink of mine (having an eager wife encouraging bisexual action) that I would love to live out, but almost certainly will never get the chance to.  So I end up living it out vicariously through others.



I do agree completely with the other poster that you replied to that Jaimee really thinks this is something you would greatly enjoy sharing with her if she could just find a way to get you beyond the hangups (societal or otherwise).  I think what turns her one is the taboo of it all.  Women aren't suppsed to have pierced nipples…or have a boyfriend they fuck in front of their husband.  Good girls don’t do those kinds of things so the thrill of “being the bad girl” really gets her going.  And the same could be said for men sucking cock.  Guys aren’t supposed to like that…or eating creampies…or getting pegged.  So she assumes if she can get you to fully commit to going for it, you will eventually understand the thrill she gets from doing what you are not supposed to want to do.



Take some time to think about it Ky.  Talk to her about the why too.  I remember her saying something to you once about how if you would just trust her and let her lead you she would take you where you want to go in your subconscious.  She has some insight into what you are like and has a reason she thinks you would like it.  Talk to her about the angle the other poster brought up and see what she has to say.



And lastly, just consider one thing and I will shut up.  Just think about the opportunities that have been presented to you in the past where you had the choice to dive in to a fresh creampie or walk away.  To suck a cock fresh from inside her and sat back instead of leaning in.  You will never really know what could be unless you lean in to one or more of those opportunities.  If you got the idea in your head that “I want to blow Jaimee’s mind the way she always does to me”, and the next time an opportunity came up you went for it wholeheartedly, you might be shocked at how it all turned out in the end.  Or maybe you will hate it.  But at least you will know.




Post 1220 — Ky_Da

Tue Mar 19, 2024 12:31 pm

Hey all, 



Life continues as busy as ever. I flew out today and will be gone for a few days, but little by little, I think I’ve arranged it so that my travel demands will drop drastically. At least I got bumped to first class, that’s always a bonus!



This update is intended to be more about Matt, but first, let me update something on Sipho. Jaimee’s been obediently going without a bra, and it’s driving me over the edge. I fucking love it more each day. 



My wife’s said it’s taken some getting used to, but she’s getting there. The hardest part for her is that her nipples are always easy to see through the fabric. I’ve mentioned before that she has very large nipples, even at rest, they poke against her tops. And when she’s turned on, or she hits a bit of cold weather, they can be seen by someone standing clear across the room. Jaimee’s one that doesn’t like to attract public attention, so this is a much harder demand for her to comply with than she’d first thought.



More, Jaimee just sent me a screenshot with Sipho’s next demand. She had text him that she had a hair appointment to get a few inches cut off of the length. She’s recently been keeping it longer, usually to where it drapes over her shoulders a bit. But life has been busy, and it’s grown down to the middle of her back. Her hair is really thick, so it’s a lot of work to take care of, and keeping it a little shorter helps. But Sipho didn’t like that idea, and told her to grow it out until he decides it’s long enough. 



I have to admit, I kind of like the direction this is going. I don’t know how long he wants it, but I’d love it if it were long enough to cover her breasts completely. Jaimee calls that porn star hair, but I think she’d look amazing. 



Finally, we have an appointment to meet with a woman who worked as Sipho’s personal assistant for six years. In our conversations with Sipho, I said I’d like to meet with someone he’s been with in the past, so he made the request. Her name is Zara, she’s now in her early forties, happily married, and has two children. I’m sure Sipho’s confident he curated someone who’ll give him a good recommendation, but I think it’ll still help us to have a question and answer dinner date with her and her husband. I’ll update next week with how that goes. 



Next subject: 

If you recall, Matt’s been my wife’s boyfriend for a year now, and Jaimee’s grown very close to him and his family. Recently there’s been a fair amount of drama, which I haven’t gotten into much on my updates. It’s not something I find enjoyable to write about, and some of it’s pretty personal and my wife wouldn’t want me sharing it. 



Despite the sexual high we experienced with Sipho, I still get hit with a case of extreme angst when it comes to my wife and her boyfriend Matt. I think a lot of that is the nature of their relationship more than the actual sex. I’ll scroll through the pictures in my wife’s phone and see pictures of her with Matt and his two teenage kids, or pictures with other extended family around. Jaimee doesn’t wear her ring 

when she’s Matt, it would trigger too many questions. For me, seeing her in those pictures still causes me some of the strongest angst. In some ways, it’s like she has a double life, and I wonder how far she’ll go with that other life. I wonder if that’s part of the reason she’s been pulling away from that 

relationship. As much as she’s enjoyed it, she’s in uncharted waters that are more and more challenging to navigate. 



The other night my wife went to a piano recital for Matt’s kids. They’ve taken lessons for some time, but they’ve really progressed since Jaimee started supplementing lessons. Jaimee’s an amazing pianist, something she learned from her time in school since the arts were so heavily pushed. Jaimee’s developed real relationships with Matt’s kids and a number of extended family members, and it’s getting 

more and more difficult to manage bouncing back and forth between two families. Again, I think that’s why Jaimee’s been trying to pull back, but it’s proving harder to do than she anticipated. 



I haven’t touched on much of the relationship between Jaimee and Matt, so I thought I might fill in the blanks so that what I’m going to share next has some context. 



When they first started hooking up, it was just for a fun date and for sex. There was about a two month period where they were basically friends with benefits. As time progressed, it was natural that she’d occasionally meet a family member, a neighbor, or a random friend, so little by little, she became emersed more into his life. It’s always been tricky to balance, because Jaimee’s got three kids of her own to care for, and a husband that travels way too much for work. Yet, little by little, she’s become more 

emersed into Matt’s life, and the lives of his kids and extended family. 



If things could remain status quo, I suppose it would be an easier decision to continue with Matt, but with the ubiquitous use of social media, we’re worried some of Matt’s family might figure out Jaimee’s other life, and then it things could get really ugly. Looking back on it, we definitely see where we made some bad decisions. Jaimee should have avoided any further family engagement, but when it happened one small instance at a time, we didn’t really see it until it became a potential larger issue than we were 

ready for. 



My wife showed me a picture Matt had sent her via mobile phone. It was of the wall of pictures at his parents house. I’m sure you know the wall, the one that has an array of framed pictures of various family members taken over the years. Well, one framed picture was of Matt, Jaimee, and his two kids. It was a nice picture, taken at random on an afternoon when they were together. The picture looked just like any other, like a loving husband, wife, and two kids. When I first saw the picture, I nearly had to sit down. It 

hit me with such an overwhelming wave of angst, that it nearly doubled me over. It was one thing for my wife to have a boyfriend, it was quite another for her to have basically a second family. 



I don’t want to get into too many details, but that’s where some of the drama lies when it comes to Matt. Jaimee knows my mind on this one. I’m fine with the relationship if it’s just a simple boyfriend/girlfriend thing, but it’s gone much further than that, and she needs to find a way to divest 

herself. 



I mentioned earlier that Jaimee had agreed to go to Matt’s parents anniversary that’s coming up as part of his agreement for her seeing Sipho, and I didn’t really go into details, but that’s been the source of more tension in the house. We’re working through it. I get the position my wife’s in. It’s not easy to end things with Matt without there being some kind of hurt feelings, but at this point, I don’t know how she can manage to do otherwise. In other words, I don’t think there’s the soft landing my wife’s hoping she can pull off. And I think there’s a part of her that’s having a hard time coming to grips with it. She cares for Matt and his kids, she has real friendships with some of his extended family, but it’s all going to end in an epic disaster if the full truth comes out. 



Anyone out there ever faced anything like what I’m describing?




Post 1221 — txrockdog

Tue Mar 19, 2024 1:39 pm

That is a tough nut Ky.  I don’t envy you guys trying to work through that.  Definitively a cautionary tale about how far to go on the emotional side with relationships involving people who don’t and shouldn’t know the full story.



Regarding the meet with Sipho’s former assistant.  Is this a couple he used to or still plays with?




Post 1222 — mick_flow

Tue Mar 19, 2024 3:33 pm

Hey Ky, and yes. No one’s position is 100% identical, but a similar one. Actually one you posted on. I wrote a while back about “rowing back from the edge”. 



My wife, E, found R on tinder, a guy she really liked. After meeting him for this first time she came home an announced that she thought he was “the one”. This wasn’t our first rodeo, and this time around I was really keen to explore the emotional as well as the physical aspects of cuckolding. – Yes, I know, more fool me – and we know this because of the title of my past posts. 



R was divorced and single, no kids. But a large local friend network, and of course family. This did mean his house was free for when the met, and she’d often go over to his. Most of my wife’s previous experiences had been at hotels and with married or otherwise “busy” guys. The combination of cost and logistic placed a natural limit on when they could meet. A free house on the other hand opened a world of possibilities.



Both E and R are partial to a drink, and then this requires not driving and staying over. I love this, and wanted to encourage more of it as a way for them to become emotionally closer. 

So, I started pushing, I suggested she leave a tooth brush over at his. Then perhaps a hair brush, some makeup. Soon she had her own cabinet in his bathroom. Then I suggested clothing, I wanted her to buy stuff to leave over, and bring undies over to his place. She did both. The end result was she was with him 3 sometimes 4 nights a week. Not only did E meet his family, but he met me of course, our kids, then both my family and my wife’s. He was “just a friend”, but ended up at a lot of family functions. 



The old adage of learn from my mistakes applies – and I screwed up. But things went wrong. It started with those 3 – 4 nights a week at home. When we first started the journey I’d stay awake in bed waiting for her to come back. The angst and excitement running through me. I’d be checking my phone every few mins, and too horny to think straight. A heady mix of porn, edging, my imagination and anticipation keeping me entertained. But, all of that started to fade. The realities of in affect being a alone kicked in. The arousal vanished. Seeing him became routine, expected, the details being shared dropped, no real  reconnection. At the same time I started pushing my wife for letting me see someone else, and I did find an amazing lady, M. We even had all 4 of us meet up at some points, my wife going to bed with R and me with M. 

R started pushing for more, as did M. I turned M down, but R kept pushing, and my wife started asking about “co-parenting”. That was my tipping point. It was time to “row back from the edge” and put a stop to everything. – It was ugly, but she had to break it off with R. However the relationship with R, his mum and step dad, sister, friends was deep. So E didn’t want it to end completely she wanted to remain friends with R. 



It took a heart to heart with R, and supporting him as he searched for a new partner. He came to understand that a long term relationship was never on the cards with E. But we worked though it. Even afterwards there was the occasional hook-up and a 3 sum with another women at a bar, as much as I was turned on by, I tried to pass on. But we did it. 



Her and R still text and occasionally call, but they don’t see each other. We are friends. It’s still weird when someone asks how we met, in a way R has a unique insight into our relationship that few others know. But it is possible.



All this taught me that the people we invite into our lives are themselves important, what starts as a fantasy can quickly become more, and mean more to others. Being sympathetic to that is so important. Including when you try to wind down a relationship.




Post 1223 — venus-can99

Tue Mar 19, 2024 3:59 pm

Ky thanks for the write up about Matt and Jamie. I wish her lots of luck on extricating herself from Matt’s family while making sure friendships remain. 

IMO mick_flow’s post above may offer some pointers.




Post 1224 — false-abroad

Tue Mar 19, 2024 9:25 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

With the Matt situation it is above my pay grade. It has an erotic component to it, but there are a lot of people involved, that are outside of it. There is no scenario I can imagine where it can end without any pain. That's the play. It went to deep. Even going poly, which is not an option, would not necessarily make it easier. She can only try to gradually go away, but it will not go like boiling the frog. Even boiling the frog doesn't go like boiling the frog - in the reality the frog jumps out of the water when it gets too hot even if it is gradual.



Back to perving. Does your wife now goes without a bra at all times? Even with Matt for example? Did she get some comments about it other than her mother and husband? Does she still wear her nipple rings?




I meant it in this complimentary sense. A woman that is free in exploring her sexuality.




I think that is the key. Having your wife to be so turned on to do things that are not considered proper for a married wife (and a mother). You do love to see her forgetting about the whole world (including you - her husband, love of her life) in the pursue of pleasure from other men. I would argue that seeing her reach higher heights of pleasure is directly related to being a voyeur. You absolutely love the sight or the sound of her being in throes of passion. For me seeing her eyes getting big or rolling back and especially hearing my wife moaning is my favorite thing in the world. I would like to see it from a spectator point of view. Then I wouldn't need to balance my own arousal to not end too quickly and her sexual excitement that will trigger me earlier then I would want for both of us. There is also physical strain of sex, that I like and do not have too much problem with, but it also doesn't fully allow to focus on witnessing the concert of her pleasure. But then that wouldn't be all, would it? What about her being with her lover alone? When you sometimes would only get her story, not even pictures. It is about her pleasure, but there is also this pull to her doing things considered dirty. Slutty. We like this contrast. Love of our live doing something dirty.




I think it is for her not only about you enjoying the physical. Same as for you it is not only about her receiving physical pleasure. You are turned on by her doing dirty things, she is turned on doing dirty things, but she is also turned because her doing dirty things is turning you on. Her turn on is your turn on, your turn on is her turn on. You have a feedback loop here, that spins in one direction, she would like to create another that would spin in the other direction as well. That is getting complex and I almost think about doing a flow chart.




Were your or her friends and acquaintances more openminded to a thought of a wife having a boyfriend? Or a wife getting her arse stretched regularly by another man's bigger cock? Or her cervix getting painted by another man, walking with his cum sloshing around her cunt, seeping through her panties and dripping down her thighs? Is this socially acceptable in California or the UK?



I am not saying it is something you will ever get to enjoy doing. I would also have my doubts and I'm not sure I would follow. I think it is a bit of hypocritical of husbands (myself included) to want our wives to be sluts. Like a fish in the water she is, spreading her legs for other men, but I can't ever go so low. Of course it is more complex than that.



When I was mentioning my wife that I would like to see her with another man she thought I must not love her or that it makes me less of a man. You are in a different situation. In your situation I think I would eventually make your wife's wish, but I would prefer for this to be a different man altogether. Not her favorite lover so I wouldn't feel it shifts even more power to him, but a separate thing that would be to explore this thing only. Then I would like for her to do something for me/with me when I'm in a position of power again to fix the balance. Then you observe how it was and is afterwards and act accordingly. I wouldn't want ever to be a diapered sissy husband (cheers to all that want it).



I wanted to add something else. I like your use of the expression "playing the game". That's how I always wanted it to be. A game we play, that we can pause or stop at any given time. Our live is ours and the game is part of it, but it is still a game. I don't know if you are familiar with Thadsgood from Literotica. I love his stories, but he did remove some of his best IMO stories like Michelle and My Co-Workers (I have it archived on my side). But at least on Asstr there is Games We Play in four parts. He never goes by ultimate cuckold elements (though the husband will get a lot of angst, some denial and concealed humiliation) and he likes the fantasy of the wife giving herself to guys the husband doesn't like (I also like the fantasy, would probably not like the reality). But what they do is playing the game and tightening the screw until some great finale. Usually the couple in a story have a clean exit, which is not as available having a family.




Post 1225 — offendedgame

Tue Mar 19, 2024 9:31 pm

↳ Replying to: mick_flow






Post 1226 — offendedgame

Tue Mar 19, 2024 9:42 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I actually found your previous thread when I used waybackmachine, it's name was "I don't care anymore. I like what I like" or something.

I'm sure we can find the first one as well.




Post 1227 — DarrenZ

Wed Mar 20, 2024 12:52 am

I have zero experience with what you're going through with Jaimee/Matt.



From a realistic perspective, yes, it sounds like things will need to end. Especially if her sexual attention is pulled towards Sipho, what remains is a relationship that competes too much with what you all have. Unless somehow polyamory is an interest to the both of you.



From a storytelling/kink perspective, for amping up the cuckold angst of "being replaced" this is an ideal situation. I've read posts on here about wives moving in with boyfriends, even yours when Jaimee moved in with Wade while you were travelling before kids. Those are always particularly hot to me with living a double life, all the unwitnessed moments of intimacy, and the fear of exposure.




Post 1228 — veub

Wed Mar 20, 2024 1:26 am

↳ Replying to: offendedgame, Ky_Da

https:// web DOT archive DOT org/web/20180118002657/http:// ourhotwives DOT org/forum/viewtopic DOT php?f=6&t=47368



Remove the spaces after //

The earlier thread returns a message that the page isn't found.




Post 1229 — veub

Wed Mar 20, 2024 1:41 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, false-abroad

I could be wrong, but I find it interesting how the humiliation game seems to be playing out here. It's my sense that you know you will, and want to, start sucking cock for her but know it won't be nearly as exiciting for her if she doesn't believe that you are humiliated by doing it. You want to give her that thrill. So you ramp up the refusal to a high point before finally getting on your knees. You know that every time you do in in the future will not have that same level of excitement for her - it will become routine and expected.   To get back to the same level for her will take something more.




Post 1230 — veub

Wed Mar 20, 2024 1:59 am

↳ Replying to: false-abroad

All their friends already know, and have known for a long time that Jaimee has a boyfriend and that Ky is a cuck. At least amoung their UK friends it's acceptable. I'm sure they find it amusing.




Post 1231 — false-abroad

Wed Mar 20, 2024 2:05 am

↳ Replying to: veub, false-abroad

I guess it is acceptable now. But I was asking about the childhood and young adulthood as defining time for both - for Ky and for Jamiee.



Edit: I don't want to push this offtopic with veub further, so I will only add an edit here instead of a full comment. I meant this all in context what Jamiee had to overcome as a woman in contrast to Ky's current hang ups.




Post 1232 — veub

Wed Mar 20, 2024 2:05 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I know you said that there is no contact between your kids and Matt, but if she is so deeply involved with him, how could their not be? Certainly there are at least social events they attend together that involve the kids.




Post 1233 — veub

Wed Mar 20, 2024 2:26 am

↳ Replying to: false-abroad, veub, false-abroad

They dove into this in young adulthood and it's been a constant thoughout their relationship. I'm sure that there are very, very few people they knew as children or teens that would find this acceptable - there are very, very few people who find it acceptable now. I am sure that few of their current neighbors or friends would find it acceptable in their own relationships even if they find it intriguing to watch from the outside.




Post 1234 — txrockdog

Wed Mar 20, 2024 4:28 am

↳ Replying to: veub, false-abroad, veub, false-abroad

While the UK is not continental europe, there is still much more of an acceptance of consensual non-monogamy over there.  It happens more often as a man taking a mistress with his wife’s knowledge.  But I don't think most people over there are as likely to look down their nose at anybody for doing something outside the marriage as long as both parties are aware and seem happy with it.




Post 1235 — veub

Wed Mar 20, 2024 4:43 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog, veub, false-abroad, veub

Surveys on attitudes toward extra-marital sex would indicate otherwise. Strong majorities in all countries except France consistently find extra-marital 

sex morally unacceptable. An obvious cuckold - humilation relationship would, I expect, would receive greater condemnation.




Post 1236 — wannabecUKold

Wed Mar 20, 2024 5:03 am

When there are articles in the newspapers about open relationships, the comments columns tend to be largely hostile, not from a religiously moral point of view, but along the lines that couples should make do with each other.  That said, It seems to be becoming rapidly mainstream And it is not seen as  shameful in the way it used to be.  Long may this progress continue




Post 1237 — txrockdog

Wed Mar 20, 2024 5:13 am

↳ Replying to: veub, txrockdog, veub, false-abroad

Do those surveys distinguish between cheating and open marriages?  I would not be shocked that everybody despises cheaters.  But it would surprise me if they had strong opinions against a consensual non-monogamy situation.




Post 1238 — veub

Wed Mar 20, 2024 5:22 am

No. But neither do they distinguish between people who are: 

- unmarried and have no experience in a marital relationship

- people who in the abstract who don't find and objection, but would not be happy with it themselves

- people who don't condemn an affair or even an open marriage but wouldn't be happy with the obvious humiliation in this situation where the husband is thought to be an object of amusement or pity




Post 1239 — txrockdog

Wed Mar 20, 2024 8:52 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

Another thought just popped into my head Ky.  Will the husband of this couple be the first other cuck you have ever talked to about the lifestyle in person?  Seems like maybe the two of you ought to have a side conversation about what being cucked by Sipho is like.  There are probably topics of interest to you that he might be reluctant to talk about in front of his wife or that you might not want to discuss in front of Jaimee or the other wife.




Post 1240 — David52

Thu Mar 21, 2024 1:05 am

Hi Ky,  You have described how Jaimee slipped into a relationship with Matt’s family.  But what about Matt?  What could be his motive for allowing a situation to develop that no one could see ending well.  I don’t think you came out and said it, but it appears Jaimee and Matt have not told the family Jaimee is married.  Do they think she is single and available?  When the truth comes out, Jaimee can come home, but Matt will be the one left to try to explain.  Why do you think he has allowed this to develop?



I look forward to hearing about your dinner with Sipho’s former assistant.



Thanks for delving deeper into the dynamics.  I am still in awe of a woman who can manage 3 small kids and 3 grown men, simultaneously.




Post 1241 — mick_flow

Thu Mar 21, 2024 1:40 am

Hi David,



That’s a good question. I can’t speak for Ky, obviously. But in our case R just well… fell in love. With it came the impossible dream.



I do think, we’ve all a tendency when we are with someone to suspend reality. We live in that moment and revel in the impossible dream.



I don’t know about other folks here who are in long term relationships, but I didn’t start out dating my wife with the expectation of getting married and spending the rest of my life with her - at least not initially. It’s something that developed naturally. 



Back to R and my wife E.  What started to get to my wife was a sense of guilt for not being at home more. She missed our kids and wanted to be there for them. The separation of the two “lives” was getting too much. We almost broke up with the co-parenting talk. It’s the closest we’ve ever come to that.



After a while in the lifestyle, I started to feel guilty. Unless you find someone who is already in the lifestyle it just felt like I and by extension we ended up causing too much collateral damage. Damage both to the other guy, and as I saw with the competing feelings my wife experienced with her too.



Don’t get me wrong, the thrill of seeing your wife “taken” or at least complete infatuated with another guy is amazing. Loved it. But the hard reality of the situation is not something I’d wish on anyone. If you can pull off a balance - your doing amazing.




Post 1242 — DarrenZ

Thu Mar 21, 2024 2:42 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

I can imagine so. I can't fathom a wife's lover having the nerve to even suggest doing this.




Post 1243 — mick_flow

Thu Mar 21, 2024 5:01 am

↳ Replying to: DarrenZ

Yeah. I guess looking back at it, R had at that stage been introduced to the kids, was involved in birthday parties as a family friend, would buy gifts for them, etc. my own mother met him, and he stayed with my father in law.



You could say, it was almost (but not completely) a polly like situation. He was so intertwined with our family, and E with his. But this flimsy cover stories for both.



Sounds like Matt and Jamiee are practically at the stage too. It’s hard to untangle that emotional spaghetti.



For us, the conversation with my wife was hard. I’m not proud nor pleased at how I handled things. I don’t apportion blame to anyone but myself here. 



I ended up coming here for advice. Many of the commentators highlighted the need for me to fight for my family and keeping it together. So, I did. It wasn’t a pleasant experience.



I ended up playing out how co-parenting would work in practice with my wife, explaining that this would not be a smooth transition. That if she chose this path, then I’d as hard as I could for the kids, my rights as a father. There was a lot of harsh words, a I guess hard truths - the naked reality of marital separation and all the raw unbridled heart ache that goes with that. If there was a lever I could find, I pulled it. Even ones that resulting in “low blows”. I hate myself for some of what was said, and for the sake of the marriage and my family I take the blame for encouraging my wife to arrive at this scenario in the first place.



While we are out of it now, it’s left its wounds behind. After R she did engage with other men, and I think that was good - a distraction too. However E has had, and I think it’s lifting as time goes on, a lingering sense of guilt for being away from our kids. And she’s also had a hard time imagining getting involved with anyone else. I don’t blame her at all.



Things continue to improve, which is great - I’m very thankful for that.



I think for Ky, Jamiee is wired differently than my wife, so I’m hopeful Ky can navigate this one without the wounds. I just know it’s not fun.




Post 1244 — David52

Fri Mar 22, 2024 6:55 am

Mick.  I get what you are saying, but decisions are made along the way.  Like inviting your married girlfriend for an intimate, long family weekend likely attended by Matt's children, siblings, and parents.  Could Matt and Jamiee be thinking of coming out?  Jamiee seems to be growing tired of the secrecy and drama.  There is just so much more at stake here for Matt.  I wonder what Matt is thinking...




Post 1245 — veub

Fri Mar 22, 2024 7:25 am

↳ Replying to: David52

Who else is to to come out to? Everybody, except possibly Ky's parents, already know.




Post 1246 — txrockdog

Fri Mar 22, 2024 7:38 am

↳ Replying to: veub, David52

The impression Ky gave was that Matt’s friends and relatives know Jaimee as Matt’s gf, not as the married lady Matt is dating/fucking.  I doubt Jaimee wants to bring them into the secret of her and Ky’s lifestyle.  Too much chance to blow back to her family or otherwise negatively affect her and Ky and the kids.  Not to mention how embarassing it would be for Matt to have to tell his mom she wasn’t getting more grandkids from his new girlfriend because she was already married to somebody else.  All good reasons why no matter how strong the draw is for a cuck to have his wife in a relationship with another man, there are reasons to keep some boundaries intact to avoid a much larger set of issues that will come up.




Post 1247 — veub

Fri Mar 22, 2024 8:53 am

What Matt hides from his family, surely his friends know, is up to him. It sounds like Ky doesn't know Matt's family so they're of no significance to him. All Jaimee’s friends and family know, so there is nothing to hide from them.




Post 1248 — txrockdog

Fri Mar 22, 2024 9:29 am

↳ Replying to: veub

I am pretty sure you are mistaken about Jamiee’s family knowing.  You can ignore the human relationship angles on this if you want, but Ky and Jaimee are the ones who have built the relationship with Matt, and in Jaimee’s case with his kids.  If it is hard for them to untangle that web, then it is hard.  And no amount of oversimplification of that on your part will change that for them.




Post 1249 — veub

Fri Mar 22, 2024 12:15 pm

Unless Jaimee's family is completely oblivious, how can they not know? Matt has been her primary sex/love interest for more than a year. The person she spends very extended time with. How does she explain this time away from home when speaking with her family. Her mom already knows the kids aren't Ky's. Kids, including her kids, talk - do the grandparents not spend time with their grandchildren?




Post 1250 — txrockdog

Fri Mar 22, 2024 1:26 pm

↳ Replying to: veub

Her mom THINKS the twins aren’t Ky’s but she doesn’t know.  I will let Ky explain the logistics of how they have kept Matt hidden from her family if he chooses, but Ky posted a significant amount about what the families do and don’t know recently, so I would suggest refreshing yourself on that.  What the neighbors and Jaimee’s close friends know versus what her family knows are two different things.




Post 1251 — FamilyCuckold

Fri Mar 22, 2024 6:43 pm

Hi Ky,



As a semi-retired old man, I'm enjoying your story the most out of everything on this discussion board (no offense to everyone else).



We have different situations obviously, but I can tell you that having even 1 other cuck husband to talk to, commiserate & hang-out with has been invaluable for me.



Yes, in my case it's one of sons-in-law, but it's still an incredibly-cathartic process to be able to talk about our shared experience.



Ky, I think you have an incredible psychological & emotional strength that most people wish they had. I genuinely hope your chat with Sipho's previous hotwife can give you some additional insight & comfort.



My cuck SIL & I meet for drinks weekly to chat, & he & I & my other SIL who's cucking both of us meet to talk once a month, minimum, as insurance that he's moving us in the same direction.



Cheers Ky.

H.




Post 1252 — entropia

Thu Mar 28, 2024 5:21 am

still checking everyday, sure you know how to keep us on spines ;-)




Post 1253 — Ky_Da

Thu Mar 28, 2024 12:44 pm

Hey all, 



I thought I'd update to let everyone know all is well. I'm afraid I don't have much to update though. Life has been busy, and my wife just hasn't been feeling the itch as much lately - she's been pretty tired, and the kids have all had colds, coughs, and stuffy noses. We canceled the dinner date with Sipho and have just been focused on us and our family. I was looking forward to chatting with another cuck, but I'm sure we'll reschedule at some point. Sorry for the lame update, but nothing has really happened worth writing about in the last couple of weeks. 



Take care all,




Post 1254 — venus-can99

Thu Mar 28, 2024 2:56 pm

Happy Easter Ky to you and the family….




Post 1255 — Magellanic29

Thu Mar 28, 2024 8:33 pm

Hey Ky, thanks for the update. Sorry everyone is sick. I hope everyone feels better soon.




Post 1256 — user322

Fri Mar 29, 2024 12:18 am

No problem bro, thanks for the update anyway




Post 1257 — txrockdog

Fri Mar 29, 2024 12:53 am

Thanks for the checkin Ky.  As much as we love being entertained by your adventures, sometimes life just has its ebbs and flows.  If you guys were going balls to the wall all the time, the peaks would just start to blend in and become normal.  Sometimes it is the abrupt departure from “normal” that makes things that much hotter.  Hope y’all get to feeling better.




Post 1258 — andyupnaway

Wed Apr 03, 2024 10:19 am

Have been following OHW for many years, generally in the “Library” section where I first became acquainted with your writings.  Have read your personal story from the beginning.  I rarely post but feel compelled to speak out at this time.



There are times in life when you do not walk away from a situation but flee as fast as you can.  If what you have written about Sipho is accurate, then would strongly urge you to completely abandon any relationship or future contact.  What he is proposing is dangerous and wrong on so many levels.  In one of your earlier postings, you posited that perhaps you and Jaimee were being naïve.  That is an understatement.



Behavior modification and the techniques involved are a very serious matter and should never be entrusted to anyone other than a professional trained therapist and / or performed except in highly controlled situations with agreed upon outcomes.  This is not a party or sex game.  It is the neurological rewiring of how your body and emotions respond automatically to certain stimuli.



I believe Jaimee and you are being seduced by an evil man who wants to permanently change Jaimee for his personal pleasure or merely for sport with little or no regard for her future, your marriage or the welfare of your family.   He has to have your willing participation so I can only guess that he believes the two of you are so addicted and invested in the lifestyle that you will be open to experiment for the next thrill.  The risk is that once you have allowed these changes, it is not an easy process to reverse and maybe never completely.  



You barely know this man but you have mentioned on different occasions that something doesn’t add up.  You are not even sure how he earns a living.  Yet, it sounds as if you are seriously considering entrusting him to permanently change Jaimee psychologically.  This is insanity.  



Run, don’t walk, from this and never look back.




Post 1259 — viking53

Wed Apr 03, 2024 6:31 pm

I agree entirely with andyupnaway. This is not a man you want to engage with.




Post 1260 — DoctorLuv

Wed Apr 03, 2024 11:49 pm

It was great to hear that you and your family are doing well. I agree that it’s best you don’t bring Sipho into your life. I fear he’s a sociopath. He took too much delight in his date’s pain at the New Year’s party the night you met Sipho.



BTW there is a great story on Literotica about operant conditioning in a cuckolding relationship. It’s called “SHE OPENED MY MIND” by B_Couric.




Post 1261 — veub

Tue Apr 16, 2024 1:52 am

.




Post 1262 — vmb69

Tue Apr 16, 2024 3:42 am

KY, how are you doing? What is happening? We miss you.




Post 1263 — leander99

Tue Apr 16, 2024 7:31 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ouch, that is way way to close for comfort... 



This probably means either she, Ky and Matt become openly poly, or Jaimee may have to chose between Matt and Ky. As is, it does not sounds sustainable. I am honestly wondering how anyone can allow things to go this far, and not be aware of future consequences. Some though choices may be coming, I fear.



Are Ky, Jaimee and Matt prepared to become fully and openly poly? With family and friends knowing about the relationship status of Jaimee with both Matt and with Ky? If not, Jaimee may have to decide: pull out, or jump ship. Whichever scenario, there will probably be complications and questions to answer. And some people may end up getting hurt in the process.




Post 1264 — funfortwo

Fri Apr 26, 2024 4:04 am

Hoping all is well with you and your family!!




Post 1265 — venus-can99

Fri Apr 26, 2024 4:48 am

Ky hope things are well with you, Jamie and the kids. I had mentioned that you were cutting down on travels so hopefully you are spending more time with the family.




Post 1266 — txrockdog

Wed May 08, 2024 1:28 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, Hope things are going well and Jaimee and the kids are on the backside of all the colds.  Even if nothing special is happening, maybe you could talk to us a bit about where your mind has been going over the last month or two if you have the time?  Sounded like you had been given some thoughts to chew on by some of the posters.  Any revelations or conclusions come out of those lines of thought?  Missing your writing…




Post 1267 — user322

Wed May 08, 2024 6:30 pm

Hi Ky, is everything okay with you?



What's new with sipho?




Post 1268 — mick_flow

Wed May 15, 2024 5:42 am

It’s been a while. Kinda getting worried. Hope all is ok?




Post 1269 — veub

Wed May 22, 2024 6:18 am

.




Post 1270 — Guest

Wed May 22, 2024 9:53 am

↳ Replying to: veub

Such a compelling comment!  So introspective!  



Rascal




Post 1271 — tojanman

Wed May 22, 2024 1:42 pm

Such bump. Much effort. Wow.




Post 1272 — txrockdog

Tue Jun 04, 2024 5:54 pm

Hey Ky, how are things?  Coming up on 2 months since you last logged in.  Hopefully you have just been busy with other things and a changing role at work to allow you to be home more.  Any resolution to whether Jaimee travelled with Matt for his family’s party?  Did you ever get a chance to meet with Sipho’s other couple?  Or have you pulled back from the edge again?  Still checking in pretty much every day hoping to see another installment from you.  Even if nothing is going on, or things have gotten messy, we would still love to hear from you!




Post 1273 — ResponsibullCummings

Sun Jun 23, 2024 1:51 am

Bump




Post 1274 — txrockdog

Sun Jul 07, 2024 5:36 am

With it being 3 months since Ky has signed in or posted, I can only conclude either he is having another go at giving up on cuckolding, or something else has gone wrong.  He was hinting at some discord over the level of Jaimee’s non-sexual involvement with Matt and his family.  Hopefully everything is still good in their relationship.  I do wonder if many of the strong reactions to Sipho’s desired course reinforced Ky’s fears about the risks of the lifestyle.  Oh well…Ky or Jaimee, if you are still reading, best of luck to both of you and with your family.  Hope things are going well for both of you.




Post 1275 — hotpastdawn

Mon Jul 08, 2024 2:46 am

This thread is one of the most captivating and erotic texts that I've ever read about a cuckolding relationship. Equally enjoyable are all of the suggestions and opinions of the respondents. Ky, I hope you are doing well. I am now "invested" in your situation and I hope we all hear from you again soon with updates.




Post 1276 — veub

Thu Jul 25, 2024 1:14 am

Bump




Post 1277 — offendedgame

Fri Aug 23, 2024 4:06 am

Bump




Post 1278 — venus-can99

Fri Aug 23, 2024 6:52 am

Ky hope you, Jamie and the kids are doing well and the your work schedule allows you to spend more time with your wonderful family.  Hopefully we hear from you  soon




Post 1279 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Fri Aug 23, 2024 7:05 am

He may be suffering from writers block. We need to give him space.




Post 1280 — DLD

Sun Aug 25, 2024 3:09 am

No updates since the spring. I’m hoping things didn’t go south.




Post 1281 — Ky_Da

Sun Sep 01, 2024 4:08 am

Hey all - it's been a minute - sorry 'bout that.



Life happens, you know. I've been meaning to update for a while now, but damn it's been hard to make the time. I got put onto a very stressful project for a while at work that just sucked the life out of me. But that's only part of my excuse. The wife and I went hard into the paint with Sipho and the game in general. It’s been such an overwhelming whirlwind of an experience that it’s been hard to collect my thoughts. 



I won’t have time to catch up on everything that’s happened, so I’ll note some highlights. Despite numerous warnings, Jaimee and I decided to give it a go with Sipho – and it turned out to be a roller-coaster ride far crazier than I could have imagined. I don’t even know where to begin with that whole story. It’s a fucking book in itself. About a month ago we decided we needed to take a break and get off the ride for a time. We both knew we were way out of our comfort zone, and we needed to get back onto safe ground for a time. 



We had a trip planned back to California, it was my parents wedding anniversary, and they paid for one of those Carnival four-day cruise packages for me, my siblings, and our spouses. We thought it would offer a good chance for us to have some ‘us’ time. The cruise turned out to be another crazy experience. 



The only thing my parents asked is that we eat dinner together at one of the cruises dinning halls, so on that first night we all gathered there and had some nice family time. It was good to catch up and chat with everyone. We spent hours there just talking and enjoying the time. As dinner wrapped up and everyone started to go to their various activities, my wife gave me a small box. When I opened it, I found it was a watch that I’d been admiring for years. It’s a spendy watch, and if floored me that she’d saved up and bought it for me. 



As I was taking a closer look at it, I found that she’d had the back engraved. On the back I saw a pair of horns with the words ‘forever my cuck-boy’ engraved on the back. Something about seeing that and reading those words made me feel lightheaded enough that I sat back down for a minute. It was quite the gift, giving me something I’ve always wanted, with a reminder of how my wife sees me now. 



We made our way to the upper deck to an area on the bow of the ship where almost no one goes. We had the place to ourselves. 



“I hope you like it,” my wife said as she caught me looking at the watch. It was a bit loose on my wrist, needing at least one link taken out of the bracelet. 



“I love it,” I told her. 



“And the engraving?” 



“Yeah… I’m not sure what to think of that. I both love it and hate it,” I admitted. 



“Kind of like our game then,” she said with a wry smile. 



She looked incredible, wearing a very revealing dress that I’m sure my family was now talking about behind our backs. 



“Kind of like our game,” I repeated in agreement. My voice sounded hoarse in my ears. 



“What do you want to do tonight?” Jaimee asked me. “There’s a marriage show of some kind that supposed to be fun. Or we could just go back to our cabin.” 



I didn’t answer right away. I just looked at my watch, letting a dozen thoughts pass through my head. We were supposed to be on the cruise to have some us time, but as I turned the watch over again and looked at the engraving, I couldn’t help but think of what else we might do on the cruise. 



Of course Jaimee noticed me looking at the engraving. “Do you want to play?” When I didn’t answer for a long moment, she asked, “Are you sure?” It still took me a few long seconds, but I finally nodded my head. “What are the rules? How do you want to do this?” 



I felt blood rushing through me at the thought of what we were about to do. My family was on the ship, somewhere. This could blow up on us big time. But it also made it exciting. I reached for her hand, took off her wedding ring, and told her she only had a mission to get laid. I didn’t care how she did it, as long as she was careful. She knew what I wanted. 



Jaimee then took my hand, and led me to one of the louder bars on the ship. It was filled with college age guys. I took up a seat at one end of the bar and ordered a drink. Jaimee moved away and started to mingle with the crowd. It didn’t take long for her to attract attention. I watched, thinking about the time we’ve been playing our game. It’s been almost ten years since we first started down the road of her cuckolding me. We’ve had our highs and our lows, but somehow, we’ve managed to work through them and stay together. 



Over the next couple of hours, I kept a look out for my family in case I needed to intervene, but I never saw any of them. Then as the hour was getting late, Jaimee left the bar with a tall young man. She gave me a quick look and a smile, and then disappeared. I eventually retreated back to our cabin. I didn’t even masturbate. I just laid down and enjoyed the feelings of jealousy, and lust. 



Jaimee came back to the cabin about six in the morning, and slept like the dead for several hours. She had been well-fucked. We finally emerged from the cabin, and found some of my siblings and their spouses. My sister-in-law gave us a look like, ‘we know what you’ve been doing all morning’. She has no idea that her guess was only half right. 



My wife hooked up with that same guy the following night, and then spent the rest of the time with me. We managed to have some extra fun and not get caught. It was a thrill and got us thinking about going on other types of cruises we’ve heard and read about. 



Anyway, that’s a very abridged version of an experience from the summer. I’ll try to make some time to go back and fill in some details. We’re still hanging in there and going strong. We’ve had some ups and downs to be sure, but that’s part of the territory when you’re a cuckold.




Post 1282 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun Sep 01, 2024 4:49 am

KY! You're alive man. Glad to hear all is well with you and Jaimee. Looking forward to hearing about your adventures with Sipho.




Post 1283 — DLD

Sun Sep 01, 2024 5:11 am

Ky!  Glad you’re doing well!  Welcome back!  Hopefully this is a return to regular posting. Would love to hear more about how deep you guys got with Sipho and if Matt is still in the picture.




Post 1284 — venus-can99

Sun Sep 01, 2024 6:10 am

Ky glad to hear from you. Great description of Jaimee and her activity aboard the cruise as always. Looking forward to your post about Jaimee you and Sipho. 

Wonderful to hear that you, Jaimee and the kids are doing well. Belated best wishes on your parent's anniversary.




Post 1285 — realcucklife

Sun Sep 01, 2024 7:01 am

My so great to hear you’re both well and going strong.

Can’t wait to read about how the sipho adventure  played out, I just went back over the lead up and thoughts on where it could go.




Post 1286 — Johng1953

Sun Sep 01, 2024 7:11 am

So glad you haven't abandoned us. Or worse! 

Welcome back.




Post 1287 — elina

Sun Sep 01, 2024 7:55 am

Dearest Ky



So glad to see you posting again, 

and so happy to see how Your Wonderful Wife still twitces you around Her little finger...



Sincerely

elina




Post 1288 — txrockdog

Sun Sep 01, 2024 9:14 am

Welcome back KY and thanks for the update and proof of life!  Can’t wait to hear more about the time on the roller coaster with Sipho.  Did you end up getting to meet with the other couple before you dove in?  If so, how was that?




Post 1289 — lockedhappyhubby

Sun Sep 01, 2024 10:20 am

Great to hear from Ky! It is definitely a ride. My sweetheart has been lovingly cucking me for over twenty years, slowing now but... Can't wait to hear more of your updates for the past few months.

Cheers.




Post 1290 — vmb69

Sun Sep 01, 2024 11:54 am

Thank you Ky. Nice to have you back.




Post 1291 — Oneillfranko

Sun Sep 01, 2024 12:11 pm

Great to hear from you. We missed you




Post 1292 — mattyg_2671

Sun Sep 01, 2024 9:32 pm

Amazing to hear from you.  I can’t wait to read about your adventure with Sipho.  Just from the little you’ve said, it seems like it was quite the ride.




Post 1293 — scarlettscuck

Mon Sep 02, 2024 4:05 am

Great to hear from you Ky… it’s amazing that a cucks thirst for angst can never be quenched. I can totally relate! The wives can’t ever fuck enough! Lol Love the watch btw…




Post 1294 — wannabecUKold

Mon Sep 02, 2024 5:55 am

Phew. Great news to see you back. 

You are back and all is well, very well judging by Jaimee’s cruising. 

Keep posting when time.




Post 1295 — DarrenZ

Mon Sep 02, 2024 7:29 am

Super happy to hear things are going well, Ky!




Post 1296 — offendedgame

Wed Sep 04, 2024 7:26 am

we missed you like crazy!!



I'm glad you're alive and well tbh.




Post 1297 — Ky_Da

Thu Sep 05, 2024 10:19 am

Shortly after I stopped posting back in March, my wife and I decided that we wanted to have a heightened experience with Sipho. We knew there would be dangers. We knew there would be ups and downs, but we both felt like it was something we wanted to experience. We recommitted to use our safe words if we needed, and we recommitted to each other that no matter what happened, we would come back together and that the experience wouldn’t pull us apart. 



Like many vices in this world, the problem with cuckolding, or being cucked, is that what seems extreme one day can quickly become your new normal the next. For example, in the past, the idea of my wife specifically looking for black cock didn’t seem all that appealing; nor did cream pies, chastity, and a dozen other things. But over time, I found I liked a light amount of humiliation, I liked to play with chastity in short durations, and I didn’t mind cream pies under the right circumstances. I’m still not down for giving a guy a BJ. That’s still too far for me. 



With that in mind, Jaimee called Sipho and the three of us went out for dinner to talk about the details. Sipho’s rules for playing his version of the game were fairly simple. His goal was to give us all a fun experience, as well as satisfy his curiosity on just how far he could heighten Jaimee’s sexual appetites – he wanted to know just how big of a slut my wife could become. And of course he wanted to chance to bed her as frequently as she would let him. For her part, Jaimee had to commit to doing what Sipho wanted as much as she could. Family would come first, but to the extent it was possible, she was to follow Sipho’s lead. 



The game started that night when Sipho asked my wife to join him on his side of the table. He then spent most of dinner with his hand on her thigh. But the start of the game didn’t go anything like what I was anticipating. To start, for the first month after we agreed on the rules, he spent a lot of time toying with her emotions. At time’s he’d be very attentive, and other times very standoffish. He’d be around frequently at times, and then gone for several days with no word, but he’d still somehow occupy space in her head – it was like he had a constant presence. Then at times he’d give her little attention, focusing more of his time with me. He’d find ways to make her hot and ready for action, and then he’d come off as distant. 



While this was, as-my-wife-would-say, ‘driving her spare’, it was having an effect. Her emotions were all over the place. Also during this time, we were asked to read a lot of erotic stories together. My wife isn’t fond of actual porn – it’s not something she enjoys watching, but give her a good book, and she’ll enjoy every word of it. The challenge was finding well-written stories. Jaimee’s a bit of an English lit snob, and a lot of the real hard erotic porn isn’t exactly wining writing awards. Be that as it may, we did find a rhythm that worked for us. We spent a lot of hours getting off by reading stories together. That in itself was a lot of fun. 



For the first month and change, the game was growing at a slow-burn rate, and we were enjoying the ride. We had no idea what was instore for us. After a few weeks, I started to notice some stark changes. For one, Jaimee was reading a lot more than she had previously – rereading some of her favorite stories, and almost always with her fingers slipped down the front of her panties. She was reading a lot of different types of stories, but to Sipho’s request, she did try to find and read more that were about women being seduced and dominated by black men. 



Seeing my wife masturbating more often like that was wild. As time went on, I’d even catch her reading and pleasuring herself in the middle of the night. She was definitely revving her engine more and more. We were about a month-and-a-half into things when Sipho planned what I guess I’d call Phase 2. He began to come around more often, usually in the late evening after the kids were in bed. The first few nights we watched movies together, Jaimee snuggled into his side, me in the recliner nearby. Sipho would caress her arm, her neck, her breasts, but didn’t let things progress to far too fast. 



This went on for a little over a week before he finally asked Jaimee to pull his cock out and suck it. Sipho has a South African accent, and a very deep basso sounding voice. The way he speaks has an almost hypnotic rhythm that makes you focus on what he’s saying. I wish I had that at work. I think it would come in handy. 



Then, finally, after a long slow start, we had Sipho over to the house. Jaimee and I were celebrating our wedding anniversary, so we’d dropped the kids off with the grandparents, so we’d have the weekend to ourselves.  Over the course of the evening, Sipho had warmed up Jaimee to the point where she was growing more and more desperate for relief. They’ve had sex in the past—a couple of times—but it had been a while, and with only my average size penis to satisfy her, she was looking for some adventure. 



The three of us were sitting on the sofa when Sipho had my wife sit next to him, pulling her down so that her head rested on his thigh. We were having drinks and listening to music, and Sipho’s hand started to roam over Jaimee’s body. It was an erotic site just watching that. He run his hand under her blouse, caressing her breast. He ran the back of his hand along the side of her neck, gently touching the skin behind her ear. 



Little by little, Sipho removed her clothes, eventually dropping the blouse, bra, skit, and panties to the floor. For her part, Jaimee began stroking Sipho’s cock through his trousers. It was easy to see why she was so taken with him. The guy’s packing a horse cock. I experienced one of those surreal moments where I realize I’m having a normal, everyday kind of conversation with someone, but this someone has my nude wife next to him. So crazy. 



Sipho gestured toward his zipper, and my wife quickly complied, fishing out his cock in an efficient motion. For several long minutes, she laid there admiring it, stroking it slowly with her petite hand. Looking at it from my vantage, I found it hard to believe that cock had been inside my wife before. I think I mentioned it before, but Sipho’s every bit as big as Wade, but unlike Wade’s veiny cock, Sipho’s is smooth and shaped a bit like a football, fattest in middle and tapering slightly at the ends. 



Jaimee was entranced. I wasn’t even a thought in the back of her head. All her attention was on the black cock in her hand. She licked her lips several times, anticipating her prize. If she was feeling anxious about anything, she didn’t show it, she looked like she only had one thing on her mind. Opening her lips, she stuck out her tongue and slid it along the bottom of Sipho’s cock. He sighed in contentment, giving a casual nod of satisfaction. 



While Jaimee did her best to suck his cock, Sipho and I carried on our conversation, him asking me about some of my latest projects, and showing just enough interest to make me wonder if he actually found what I was talking about interesting. My wife did the best she could, but Sipho’s cock is just too big, and her ministrations are more like a slobbering handjob. 



“That’s enough teasing,” Sipho said, placing his hand on my wife’s side and lifting her up. He positioned her so that she sat on his lap, her back against his chest, his cock jutting out between her legs. With one arm he gripped her around her torso, and with his free hand, he guided his cock to her entrance. 



For a long minute, he swiped the head of his cock between her slit, gathering her wetness. Jaimee’s breath grew shallow and rapid. She held onto his arm like it was a floatation device as he probed at her pussy. Little by little, Sipho pressed the head of his cock into her sex. The interesting thing about the shape of Sipho’s cock is that since it doesn’t have a fat head on the end, the first couple of inches slides into a pussy’s opening with relative ease. 



This is what happened with Jaimee. Sipho had a couple of inches of his cock in her, and she was blissfully enjoying it’s deceptive ease. But as Sipho’s thickness increased, and my wife’s grip suddenly tightened on the man’s forearm, there was no escaping the large cock that was slowly spreading her lower lips. 



“Ah fuck,” Jaimee swore as the thickest part of Sipho’s cock was penetrating her. “I thought I was more ready for this.” 



"We'll take it slow, hey, baby girl," Sipho said with a soft, gentle tone. "Your body will remember this in no time, for sure."



Slowly at first, Sipho raised and lowered Jaimee’s body, using her as a living fuck toy, prying his way deeper inside with each stroke. Jaimee’s eyes were clamped shut, her breathing growing heavier and faster, small gasps of surprise escaping her lips. 



Sipho glanced my way. "I'm chuffed you both chose to go ahead with me, but just so you know, your sex lives, they won't ever be the same, hey."

“I feel like we already crossed that bridge,” I said, feeling like my ego had been challenged. Who was he to say this? Jaimee and I have been playing our game for years. My boys came about precisely because we were playing our game. 



"Check in with me in a few months," Sipho said, easing himself deeper into my wife's pussy. "Or even years down the line. Not many can just walk away once they've had a taste, you know."



“Aaahh,” Jaimee grunted as Sipho was nearly completely inside of her now, only about two inches remained, but it looked like Sipho had bottomed out. Her pussy lips were stretched to the extreme, Sipho’s fat black cock wedged deeply inside her. 



"You need a proper thick one, don't you, babe girl. More than what Ky can offer you," Sipho remarked. When Jaimee didn’t answer right away, Sipho pressed his hips up and squeezed her around the waist. “Don’t you?” 



“Yeah,” my wife whispered, her head tilted back, her grip somehow even tighter on Sipho’s arm. 



"I want you to look at your husband and tell him," Sipho said, giving a firm thrust. "We've chatted about this. It's time you start treating Ky like the cuck he's wanting to be. It's not right, you keeping one foot in and one foot out."



Jaimee opened her eyes and slowly turned her head to look at me. Sipho was now fucking her in long slow strokes. Her juices were beginning to drip down his balls. 



“I need this, Ky,” my wife said quickly, as if it was a single word. 



"Now's the moment," Sipho nudged when Jaimee didn't say more. "This is when you need to lay it out for Ky, what you really want. Don't skimp on the details. I'm telling you, it'll only make things better for him. You've got to trust me on this one."



Jaimee took in several deep breaths through her nose. It was apparent that she’d surpassed the pain phase and was settling in nicely to the pleasurable part of the evening. 



“Ky,” my wife began. “We’ve played these game for years.” Jaimee had to pause and to take a few quick breaths. “But each time we stop when you want to stop—but this time will be different. I don’t want to stop.” 



Jaimee bit her bottom lip, indecision filling her features. 



“Keep going, baby girl,” Sipho said. 



My wife gave a nod, her eyes locking onto mine once more. "I reckon I can't stop, yeah," she admitted, her voice thick with truth. "I don't think I can go back to how it was—this is who we are now, Ky."



…




Post 1298 — magnus

Thu Sep 05, 2024 11:37 am

Oh my, what an incredibly erotic and vivid update. Unbelievably exciting and I can see the whole scene in my mind.



You have an art for creating an incredibly hot mental image with your words, Ky. Thanks for taking the time to post those words.




Post 1299 — subtoall

Thu Sep 05, 2024 1:09 pm

Wow. Sipho, the artist at work, creating his latest masterpiece on the canvas of Ky and Jaime.




Post 1300 — venus-can99

Thu Sep 05, 2024 2:27 pm

Wow - what an erotic picture you paint Ky. Thanks for sharing this update





Post 1301 — wannabecUKold

Thu Sep 05, 2024 6:59 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky



You know this is true.  She needs this. You need it. (You’ve actually only drawn back when it was heading in the wrong direction, of marriage break-up.)



Thanks for a superb update. That image of Jaimee impaled on a massive black cock stays fixed in my mind.  She is where she should be, needs to be.




Post 1302 — elina

Thu Sep 05, 2024 8:03 pm

WOW,



Thanks Ky,



How long ago did this happen?

Is it still just a game now, or is Jamie fully committed to keeping Her new Dream-lover?



Sincere regards

elina




Post 1303 — lockedhappyhubby

Thu Sep 05, 2024 8:35 pm

Oh My! 

Can't wait to hear more Ky. Finding a man like Sipho who completely understands you and Jaimee is definitely a rare find.

Having been my wife's cuck for many years I'm jealous, we've never had the good fortune to meet someone like him.

Once more you've had me reading and my cage getting rather tight.

Cheers.




Post 1304 — kenlonely

Thu Sep 05, 2024 10:55 pm

Sipho , he has no shortage of women.



After not seeing you for months, I thought you were dead. I thought he ended your relationship in a way we will never know.



He will always put his own feelings first, and he will definitely push your wife to the limit.



I don't believe you know where you've ended up. You're exploring uncharted territory.



by the way, what are some good true cuckold storybook recommendations in amazon?




Post 1305 — Bsod83

Fri Sep 06, 2024 12:15 am

I have been lurking, reading about your adventure without comments. Your writing is excellent and your story is so interesting to follow.



 You really should write this and sell on amazon kindle or similar. This is so much better than what i can find in the bookstore.




Post 1306 — David52

Fri Sep 06, 2024 3:45 am

Ky,  I was one who expressed concern that Sipho could damage your marriage or family and I have to confess that I’ve been concerned since March.  Thanks for getting back to us.  I know many are anxiously waiting to hear how it is going.



I think I saw evidence of change in your first recent post.  It seems Jaimee may not have been asking if you “wanted to play” that first night on the boat.  Had she not already dressed for dinner expecting more than a time with your family?  It was my impression that decisions like that were made together.  Is she now deciding for you both?



Thanks again for rejoining.  Your posts are the most intense and resonant here.  Best for you and your family, David




Post 1307 — pixmangurn

Fri Sep 06, 2024 4:39 am

He's back with a bang!




Post 1308 — Wistful

Fri Sep 06, 2024 5:06 am

Enjoying your Sipho saga. 



He encouraged you and Jaimee to read erotic stories together, but it was a challenge to find well-written material that would excite Jaimee? You are such an expert writer of erotica in your own right, might any of your own work have done the trick? Have you ever written erotica specifically for Jaimee? Does she enjoy reading her own story as you present it here on OHW?




Post 1309 — realcucklife

Fri Sep 06, 2024 6:50 am

Thank you Ky for sharing your adventure with us.

As above your writing continues to amaze, and so much better than fiction books.

Can you tell us any of the books that you both enjoyed with your research/indoctrination?

Can’t wait to read the progression, hope work is quiet for a while so you have time to write.




Post 1310 — Ky_Da

Fri Sep 06, 2024 7:18 am

I hope to have a minute soon to answer some question and reply to comments. I do love to get some comments back. But I've been focused only on writing and trying to catch you up on recent experiences. Honestly, I avoided posting for a while for a couple of reasons. One, there was too much chaos and emotional ups and downs to process. It took everything I had just to stay on the ride. And two, I didn't think I could articulate what I was feeling at the time. I appreciated the warnings and even some of the negative comments. But I got to a point where I needed to put all my time into what was happening day to day. I don't know if that makes much sense. I hope it will as I write more and catch you up on things. What I'm writing now took place back in late March and through May-ish. The game is still basically going on, but things feel more manageable lately. Without further delay, here's the next part: 





My heart pounded furiously as I watched my wife with Sipho. It had been ages since I experienced such intense emotions. Yes, Jaimee had been involved with Matt for over a year, but their relationship had become increasingly complex. Deep feelings were at play, complicated by external pressures from Matt's family, who were pushing for a deeper commitment, unaware that Jaimee was already married. The secrecy added layers of tension, but we couldn’t figure out a way through it without hurting people in the end – it was an emotional rollercoaster, but more on that another day. 



With Sipho, it was all about raw, unfiltered desire. Jaimee straddled him, her breath growing ragged, her skin sheening with a fine layer of sweat. She was pushing her limits, teetering on the exquisite brink where agony melds into ecstasy. I found myself fixated on the sight of my wife's most intimate part. Familiar as it was to me, the vision of it stretched around Sipho's girth sent a surge of heat through my veins. I had brought her to climax before, though seldom with such intensity. But never had I seen her clutch at someone with the desperation she now displayed, her fingers digging into Sipho's arm, her knuckles white, every muscle taut, her breasts undulating with each thrust, the sinews in her neck starkly defined against her flushed skin.



Sipho slowed his pace, his eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that was almost palpable. “Ky,” he said, his voice a low, seductive drawl, “I need you to be straight with us, hey. Tell me, what really gets you going more: feeling your wife around you, or watching her go wild with me?”



My throat was parched, each swallow a struggle against the dryness. This wasn't just different; it was an immersion into a reality so vivid, it blurred the lines between fantasy and truth. My wife's head lolled to one side, her expression one of utter surrender to pleasure. It wasn't merely the sight of another man's substantial girth inside her that inflamed me; it was the serene ecstasy etched across her features. I couldn't deliver that depth of satisfaction, not in the way Sipho and a select few before him had. No, that look of sublime fulfillment was reserved for those who could stretch her limits, flood her senses, and coax from her the most intense orgasms.



“Watching,” I finally managed to say, my voice hoarse. 



“Your wife, she’s something special,” Sipho remarked, his hand sliding around my wife’s waist, fingers finding her mound with practiced ease. With her nearly fully impaled on him, he started to stroke her clit with a gentle touch. “She’s made for this, you know. Her body, it’s like it was crafted to give men pleasure. You’ve had your time with her, but she’s changing, becoming something more. Pleasing other blokes is going to mean more to her than anything with her husband, and I reckon that’s just what you’re after, isn’t it?”



“…Maybe,” I finally admitted after a long, heavy pause.



“No maybe about it,” Sipho shot back, his voice firm yet not unkind. “But don’t get it twisted, hey. I’m not here to steal your wife or dim her love for you. My aim is to open your eyes to a bigger picture, a whole new playground you’ve only dipped your toes into.”



I let out a scoff. “Sipho, my boys are walking proof of my wife’s adventures with other men. I’d say we’ve been deep in that playground for some time now.”



Sipho just grinned at me, that knowing smile as if he knew something I didn’t. Then, my wife's body convulsed, her back arching as she let out a piercing cry, her eyes wide with shock and ecstasy, her mouth gaping in a garbled scream. Her climax was so intense, her fluids cascaded down Sipho’s hefty balls in glistening streams. After what felt like an eternity, she gasped for air, her moan a testament to the overwhelming pleasure. “Oh god, it’s so good, so good,” she murmured, her legs trembling as Sipho held her, supporting her through the aftershocks of her orgasm.



Sipho let her rest, her body still impaled on him, and with a gentle touch, he brushed the sweaty strands of hair from Jaimee's face. “What do you think, babe?” he whispered, his voice carrying just loud enough for me to catch every word. “Do you want your husband to have a go? Or should he keep watching?”



“Keep watching,” she gasped out, her voice a mix of exhaustion and thrill.



Sipho's smile widened, a gleam of satisfaction in his eyes. “And what about tomorrow, hey?” he continued, pushing further. “Do you want him inside you, or should he be out there, scouting for more guys for you to satisfy?”



Jaimee's response came out in a whisper, her voice thick with the remnants of her climax. “Let him find others,” she murmured, her eyes half-closed, lost in the haze of pleasure. 



Sipho chuckled, the sound deep and resonant. “You hear that, Ky? Your wife doesn’t want your dick, but she trusts you to deliver.” He shifted slightly, adjusting Jaimee on him, making her moan softly again. “This isn’t just about playing your game. It’s not a game at all really. It’s just a different way of life. I’m going to train and condition your wife as if she was an Olympic athlete, and you’re going to help me choose her training partners.”



I exhaled a long, shaky breath, my gaze fixed on the floor. "Fuck, this is intense," I muttered to myself, my arousal palpable, throbbing with an intensity I hadn't felt in years. My eyes flicked back to Sipho, a man whose age belied his vigor; he exuded the raw sexual energy of someone half his years.



"This is just the start, Ky," Sipho declared, his voice cutting through my thoughts. With a sudden, fierce motion, he plunged into my wife, his thrusts quick and deep, eliciting sharp cries from Jaimee. Overwhelmed, she instinctively reached down, trying to temper the overwhelming sensation, but Sipho was quicker. He withdrew, guiding her with a firm hand to kneel between his legs. His fingers wove through her hair, positioning her mouth just at the tip of his glistening cock. Jaimee, ever compliant, took him into her mouth, her hands working in tandem, stroking his length with practiced ease.



The sight was stark, almost primal—the contrast of her fair skin against his deep, rich hue was striking. I'd never sought out interracial porn, never felt the pull towards it, but now, witnessing it live, I began to understand. There was something undeniably erotic in the way their skin contrasted, the way her lips stretched around him, the site igniting something primal within me. I was beginning to see, to feel, the deep-seated appeal.



Sipho's eyes fluttered shut, his body tensing as his cock pulsed rhythmically. With a deep, guttural grunt, he climaxed, the first spurt catching Jaimee at the back of her throat, prompting her to recoil slightly. The subsequent jets painted her chin and then her neck in thick, white streams. If I claimed Sipho's release was ten times more voluminous than mine, I'd be selling it short. The sheer quantity was staggering, but then again, with testicles damn near the size of ripe peaches, it was no surprise he could produce such an abundance of cum.



"Oh my," Jaimee gasped, her voice a mix of awe and exhaustion as she sat back on her heels. She tilted slightly to the side, carefully positioning Sipho's now softening cock so that the last few drops of his sperm trickled down onto her breasts, marking her with his final release.



The air was thick with the scent of Jaimee's perfume, now interwoven with the musky aroma of sex and sweat. If there was a scent for pure lust, this was it.



"Have you thought about what I asked for?" Sipho asked after giving Jaimee a moment to recover, his focus entirely on her.



Jaimee glanced my way, her expression composed, then gave a nod. This topic had sparked numerous debates between us, as we navigated the delicate balance of our desires while safeguarding our family and marriage. “Ky only needs to be at the office on Mondays and Thursdays, which means he can look after the children on Tuesday and Wednesday. So, I could dedicate four hours at your office on those days.” Her voice carried the crisp, refined tones of her boarding school accent, making even the most intimate arrangements sound somewhat formal.



To provide some context, Sipho had made it clear from the outset, as we were laying out the terms of our arrangement, that he desired more than just the sexual escapades he was offering—as if regular intimacy wasn't incentive enough. He maintained a small office space about thirty minutes away and had requested Jaimee's assistance with internal document control. Essentially, it was a lot of administrative busywork to help him organize his business affairs.



“Excellent,” Sipho said with a smile. “And the rest?” 



Jaimee swallowed hard, her voice steady despite the weight of the conversation. "We're at your disposal as you direct, but we can only allocate so much time to..." She paused, choosing her words with care, "...these encounters each week. We must consider our family obligations."



“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Sipho said, his tone reassuring. “I want this to be enriching for everyone involved. But remember my caution, Ky.” He waited, ensuring he had my complete focus. “There might come a time when your wife prefers not to have your dick inside her. It’s one of those clichés in cuckold porn, but there’s genuine truth to it. Her body might start craving, shall we say, a more substantial girth.” 



I realized that a lot of what Sipho was saying was for my benefit. He knew from talking to Jaimee that these comments really got to me. Having been in this position with other men, he was naturally good at pushing my buttons. Even though I could see through some of his drama, it still turned me on in a way that was hard to ignore. A rush of excitement swept over me.



Sipho reached down, lifting Jaimee from the floor with ease, guiding her onto his lap until she was straddling his thighs, her back now to me, her long, dark hair flowing like a dark waterfall. His hand gently cupped the back of her head, drawing her into a kiss. It began tenderly, a mere brush of lips, but swiftly escalated into a fervent embrace. Their bodies melded together, the kiss deepening into something raw and consuming. Watching that kiss was as torturous as it was thrilling; Jaimee's need was palpable, her desperation for Sipho's touch was equally as palpable.



For a fleeting moment, Jaimee broke away, turning her head to lock eyes with me. With a deliberate motion, she reached down, her fingers wrapping around Sipho's hardening length, pressing it teasingly against her buttocks. “I hope you’re ready for this,” she declared, her voice thick with desire and challenge. “For making me take another man on our wedding anniversary, I’m going to show you exactly what you’re missing out on.”




Post 1311 — Oneillfranko

Fri Sep 06, 2024 10:32 am

What a roller coaster! Love your writing




Post 1312 — vmb69

Fri Sep 06, 2024 10:46 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I would feel safe in saying most of us were waiting patiently and thinking about the roller coaster you must have been going through. Getting to this level takes on a life of its own and needs dedication from all parties. Myself hope the best for you, your family and your continued happiness with Jaime and what is sure to be an exciting time.



Waiting patiently for your updates.




Post 1313 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Fri Sep 06, 2024 12:16 pm

Oh this is getting interesting... again.




Post 1314 — venus-can99

Fri Sep 06, 2024 3:21 pm

Thank you for taking us along on this new roller coaster journey with Jaimee Sipho and you. You certainly have a with words that paint an erotic picture of Jaimee and Sipho.




Post 1315 — elina

Fri Sep 06, 2024 8:16 pm

Thanks Ky,



The thing here is NOT that you are back,

The thing is that you are back posting things beyond what I think any of us had dared hope for,



Thanks for sharing.



Sincerely

elina




Post 1316 — false-abroad

Fri Sep 06, 2024 8:18 pm

I have written before that I find your recollections highly erotic. It is among the most exhilarating things I have ever read and you lived through it. We now on this forum have a little comfort to have your recollection in portions, but in a relatively quick succession. You did not have this comfort.



Does she still go around braless? The mentioned scandalousness of her dress says to me that she does.



I really want to underline my uttermost respect for you to live it. I have some similar desires, but I am not sure if I could do it to the extent you are doing this. But the thing that is great is your relationship with your wife. You two seem to always have a dedication for one another to make it work. It is extreme many times, but it doesn't mean you are not there for each other. She may induce anxiety in you from what she does, but it there are some constants in this.



I also think that Jaimee is special, but not as special as your relationship makes her. It is meant to be a compliment to you as a couple. I don't think she could do it, or even enjoy it as much as she is enjoying it without you. If she would be single I don't think she would go to those extremes. She is enjoying the physical - it is clear - but without you she wouldn't allow herself to the abandon of desire.



Take care!




Post 1317 — wittol

Fri Sep 06, 2024 11:07 pm

You and Jaimee practice cuckolding at an extraordinarily advanced, intellectual and emotional level.  You are both Grand Masters at the game of cuckolding. A "game" that's not just a game, it's as real as it could be, and yet, it seems so wonderfully playful between you two.  



And only a writer with your exceptional talent could convey with both clarity and nuance the excitement and delight, and yes, the anxiety and sometimes the pain of it all.  Please know that you have an appreciative audience for your art, as long as you are inclined to share it.  Thanks so much for your effort.




Post 1318 — Ky_Da

Sat Sep 07, 2024 9:34 am

Thanks for the comments all. Here's the next chapter in our saga. 



Jealousy surged through me like wildfire as I watched Sipho effortlessly maneuver my wife from one position to another, his cock never fully leaving her. I could never manage that; even a slight shift required me to withdraw, reposition, and then find my way back in. With Sipho, it seemed her body was molded to him, an airtight seal until he chose otherwise.



There's an undeniable thrill in watching another man take my wife, seeing the sheer ecstasy in her eyes, a rush that words can't capture. I revel in the fact that by allowing this, I transform this intelligent, educated, sophisticated, and formidable woman into a quivering mass of pleasure. I've come to understand that we all have our domains of expertise, and while I consider myself a decent lover, I'm leagues away from Sipho's caliber. He possesses the equipment, the experience, and the finesse to elevate Jaimee to heights of pleasure I could only aspire to reach.



It's akin to hiring a specialist. I might manage basic car maintenance, but for anything complex, I need someone with the right skills, tools, and knowledge. That, in essence, is Sipho. Yes, life encompasses more than sex, but witnessing Jaimee in the throes of such profound pleasure with Sipho forces us both into the now, stripping away the clutter of daily concerns. Ultimately, it's an escape, a way to unwind and recharge, much like a skilled massage that leaves you revitalized. Oddly, this benefit extends to both Jaimee and me, enhancing our lives in ways we hadn't anticipated.



I shifted on the sofa, moving closer to where my wife's head rested. Sipho had positioned her on her stomach, taking her from behind. "Is he ruining your pussy for me?" I asked, my voice a mix of curiosity and arousal, as Jaimee seemed entirely absorbed in her breathing and the sensations Sipho was eliciting. "Will you still want me inside you?"



Jaimee's eyes fluttered open, locking onto mine. A knowing smirk played on her lips as her body rocked forward with each of Sipho's thrusts. "He just might be," she teased, biting her lower lip suggestively. "But isn't this what you want? To make me crave other men's cocks— black men's cocks?"



I shuddered at her candid admission. Again, the racial dynamic of the scene before me struck a chord deeper than I had anticipated. Was this some primal, perhaps ancient, instinct at play?



Jaimee reached out, seizing my hand with surprising strength. “It’s almost too much,” she groaned, her voice thick with arousal. “He’s stretching me so much.”



Somehow, my arousal intensified, a feat I thought impossible. Jaimee's words weren't scripted for my pleasure; they were raw, uttered in the heat of her passion.



Although we hadn't labeled Sipho as our 'bull', that's precisely what he had become. As I watched him take my wife, my mind wandered into the dark corners of fantasies I'd encountered in literature over the years. What if she conceived with a black man's child? How would we navigate that? Would we finally admit to our families that we were nothing more than sex-crazed deviants, abandoning the pretense we'd maintained for so long?



No, that scenario was too extreme, even for my wildest fantasies. A sharp slap snapped me back to reality, followed by a piercing shriek from Jaimee. Sipho had delivered a forceful smack to her right ass cheek. It wasn't a playful tap; the impact left an immediate, deep red imprint that spanned her entire cheek.



“Oh daddy!” Jaimee exclaimed, her voice a mix of pain and pleasure. “That bloody hurt!”



Daddy? The word echoed in my mind. I'd never heard her use that term before.



From the corner of my eye, I saw Sipho's hand rise again, and I turned just in time to witness him slap her other cheek. Jaimee's body tensed, and she let out another cry, this time a string of expletives, “Ah fuck! That sodding stings!”



I hadn't noticed the subtle shift until my wife's swearing morphed into a deeper, more primal grunt. Her hand slipped from mine, reaching back to press against Sipho's lower abdomen. As I looked up, I realized Sipho had capitalized on the sting of the slap, driving himself an inch deeper into her. He wasn't fully sheathed yet, but the gap was closing. He was venturing into depths that only Wade had previously claimed, and his intent was clear: to erase any lingering memory of that man.



"Oh, daddy, you're so deep," my wife gasped, her breath now coming in ragged, desperate pants. "I need a moment."



Sipho relaxed slightly, his breath a slow exhale. "We're not in a rush," he murmured, savoring each sensation of being enveloped by her. "We have the entire weekend to claim this pussy as mine."



"Daddy?" The word escaped me, my pulse thundering in my ears. Each passing moment intensified the cocktail of emotions swirling within me, the thrill of being cuckolded mingling with a raw, visceral lust.



Jaimee's eyes fluttered open, locking onto mine with a mix of defiance and desire. Her lips, slightly parted, curved into a knowing smile. She had no idea of the power she wielded over me.  



"I'm sorry, love," she whispered, her voice laced with a desire that made it clear she felt no remorse. "But you see how much I need this, don't you? How much I need him?" Her words weren’t a surprise, but they further cemented in the idea that this was the life my wife wanted. 



Years back, I opened a door for Jaimee, encouraging her to explore beyond our usual boundaries. She did, multiple times, but each time I felt uneasy, I'd shut it. Now, though, things were different. Watching her with Sipho, I realized something had fundamentally changed. 



This wasn't just about her stepping out anymore; it was about us both stepping into a new phase of our relationship. The door wasn't just open; it was off its hinges. I couldn't close it even if I wanted to.



Her body moved subtly against Sipho, a silent urging for more, even as she maintained eye contact with me. There was a wildness in her gaze, a freedom in her actions that suggested she was reveling in the forbidden, in the act of being desired and taken in such a raw, unfiltered way. Yet, beneath the surface, there was a flicker of something else—perhaps a question, a silent plea for my understanding. 



As her eyes locked onto mine, they were ablaze with a fierce intensity. Her body moved with an uninhibited rhythm against Sipho, each motion a clear, silent demand for more. There was a freedom in her movements, a wild abandon that I hadn't seen with any other lover. This wasn't just pleasure; it was pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Jaimee wasn't merely experiencing pleasure; she was undergoing a transformation before my eyes.



In the past, such moments would trigger a desire in me to slow things down, perhaps even stop them altogether. This time, however, I found myself captivated by the change unfolding. I wasn't willing to jeopardize our marriage, but I was weary of resisting what seemed inevitable. Why not let it unfold? Why not witness what Jaimee might become if given the freedom to explore without constraints? 



Of course, a part of me would remain vigilant. I was responsible to protect our family and her well-being. Yet, to the extent it was possible, I was compelled to see this through. I wanted to discover the depths of her desires, to understand the new facets of her identity that were emerging. This wasn't just about her pleasure; it was about our journey together, exploring the uncharted territories of our relationship with a mix of trepidation and excitement.




Post 1319 — Southernman

Sat Sep 07, 2024 11:18 am

Ky,



You guys are amazing!  Thanks for posting your story. I have followed from the beginning. 



Southernman




Post 1320 — Southernman

Sat Sep 07, 2024 11:19 am

Ky,



You guys are amazing!  Thanks for posting your story. I have followed from the beginning. 



Southernman




Post 1321 — vmb69

Sat Sep 07, 2024 12:21 pm

Hi KY,



My wife and I have been on the denial train going on 2 years and in our talks she has the intent on only having sex with her permanent regular fwb.



Are you and Jaime talking about doing something similar? Will you become or have you become a denied cuck? And Jaime sex only for black cock.




Post 1322 — venus-can99

Sat Sep 07, 2024 2:25 pm

Thanks for the latest update Ky. I love how you explore the “mind fuck” as well how Jaimee takes  Sipho.




Post 1323 — elina

Sun Sep 08, 2024 5:21 am

Thanks Ky



It is mind-blowing to follow your adventure,

I don't think any of us just reading can fully relate to your experience. 



To me the interesting thing now will be to see how this impacts yours and Jaimees relationship. Hopefully you will grow stronger toghether, what seems certain is that it will be different than what you had before....



Take care of yourself and Jaimee,

Thanks for letting us follow.



Sincerely

elina




Post 1324 — lockedhappyhubby

Sun Sep 08, 2024 9:45 pm

Sounds like you two are really evolving! Have to say ditto to what elina just posted. Hope you're ready, I see a chastity cage in your future...




Post 1325 — livinginsin

Mon Sep 09, 2024 5:18 am

Another incredible chapter in your narrative.  Thank you for writing this up, you've become a phenomenal writer over the course of your experiences with Jamie and her lovers.




Post 1326 — silky nylons

Mon Sep 09, 2024 7:02 pm

Wow.  Your account is really breathtaking.




Post 1327 — viking53

Tue Sep 10, 2024 6:34 am

Hi Ky and thanks for getting back and bringing us up to date. There were many of us that were getting quite concerned about how things were developing.



It has been very interesting to hear about how Sipho has been developing this. First he focused on getting in Jaimee's mind, then he focused on your relationship and then first thereafter he focused on the sex. He has clearly stated that he has no boundaries - he wants to see how far he can push Jaimee. Jaimee's boundaries will continuously expand as he develops things which is already apparent from what you have written.



The big question is - what are your boundaries (and here I am being deliberately provocative):

- Cutting you off (not sure if that hasn't already happened from what you write)

- Demanding more exclusive time with Jaimee - nights, weekends, longer periods

- Sharing her with friends or others of his choice

- Exclusively black

- Whoring her out

- Impregnating her



I think, as things develop your boundaries are also going to expand but not nearly as fast as Jaimee's so this is something you need to continually be aware of and revisit.




Post 1328 — txrockdog

Tue Sep 10, 2024 10:33 pm

Incredible series of posts so far Ky!  Can’t wait to read what happened next.  This feels like just the tip of the iceberg…




Post 1329 — bradisalpha

Wed Sep 11, 2024 3:34 am

↳ Replying to: false-abroad

false-abroad is point on in his statement that Jaimee would not enjoy the physical sexual intensity and arousal as a single person. Yes, of course,, she would enjoy it.. and be sexually overwhelmed by it.. and beg for more.. BUT, the mental arousal to go along with it would never reach the heights she is reaching as a part of a couple in the lifestyle. 



Sipho is seducing Jaimee down a path of ownership. He is becoming her “Daddy”. He is also using Jaimee to seduce ky down a path of total submission to her. Jaimee’s reactions to Sipho’s Dominance leaves her with no choice other than enforce Sipho’s wishes on ky. Jaimee’s heights of arousal are now driven between total submission to her Daddy and the dominance of enforcing total submission on ky. It is like one bolt of lightning flowing through all three of them at the same time… and neither of them can control their own situation without the other.. they are all three feeding off that same bolt of lightning.. their minds are in turmoil taking all three of them to extreme heights of desire and wanting MORE !!



Sex is sex.. and a fuck is a fuck.. but a hotwife/cuckold couple with an Alpha Dominant male is a concoction that is addicting. 



I know a few in this forum have gone to this extreme and are fully aware of this concoction and how strong,  exciting and addicting it is.. and how far a couple will go with an Alpha Dominant BF. 



From my experience…..



Brad




Post 1330 — David52

Mon Sep 16, 2024 4:29 am

I guess we are left with questions:



What has gone down with Matt and his family?  That was the current issue in March.



Has you MIL made more inquiries about the boys?  It seems the families may be asking questions?



Was Jaimee working on Sipho’s instructions when she cucked you on the boat?  I’m wondering if Sipho instructed Jaimee to cuck you on the boat? 



Were you ever able to connect with Zara and her husband?



It seems Jaimee (and Sipho?) has more of a D/s model in mind for you.  She has warned you repeatedly that the “game” has been over for years.  What control do you have now as things have moved along. 



I know many are looking forward to hearing from you soon.  Thank you and all the best, again.




Post 1331 — mick_flow

Thu Sep 19, 2024 12:57 am

Great to see you back Ky! 



Phew, I think a lot of us were worried about Matt, it appears you guys over came that situation! - that’s amazing by the way.



Now, I think we’re all hanging in your next update. As always your writing is epic, and I know we are all keen to hear how the journey with Sipho developed… 



lol!! - Tell your boss he needs to give you less demanding projects because your OHW community needs your next update 



Take care!




Post 1332 — Ky_Da

Fri Sep 20, 2024 12:06 pm

↳ Replying to: bradisalpha, false-abroad

Love these comments. I think they're so accurate. We've talked about this so many times. The game is only fun and pleasurable because we have what we have. She get's what she needs, and I certainly get what I need.




Post 1333 — Ky_Da

Fri Sep 20, 2024 12:07 pm

Hey all,



I started this on Saturday, but didn't finish it until Friday morning when I woke up in the middle of the night and couldn't sleep. 





It's a lazy Saturday evening, and here I am, manning the front porch, trying to keep our two little Houdinis from making a break for it while their mom's out. Seriously considering one of those high-tech door alarms to give me a heads-up on their escape attempts.



I've been wanting to catch up with everyone, fill you in on the past few weeks or even months, but life's been playing fast forward. The comments you all leave, I devour them, reading some several times over for the insights you share. There's been a lot of questions I've left hanging, so I figured I'd give you a quick rundown of the highlights. I'll circle back later with more details on the juicy bits.



When my wife dipped her toes into erotic literature, it wasn't long before she was diving in headfirst. Even the poorly written stuff seemed to do the trick, all about letting her imagination run wild. She's probably read just about everything by now, or damn close. Someone asked about her reading list, and while I don't have a catalog, maybe I should start one.



Those early days, with her reading while I worked my magic, were electric. Watching her lose herself in fantasy, feeling her excitement build, it was a high like no other. Then, someone suggested I write something for her, a story. That idea's been rattling around in my skull.



If I wrote something for her to read, she'd jump at it. But my posts, they're more reflective, about what's already happened. What if I spun a tale of what might be, something we could both escape into? Would she play along, or would it feel too staged, like kids pretending, where the magic's gone once you see the seams?



Or maybe I'd go too far, write something wild, something dangerous. My head's a mess of ideas that should probably stay there. Self-control's not my strongest suit when it comes to our bedroom adventures.



The whole Sipho saga started slow, then it hit like a wildfire. The dynamic between us, it's evolved, deepened. It's been trial by fire, mistakes, fixes, and more mistakes, but these last six months, they've changed us, changed our marriage. I'm more at peace with Jaimee's escapades, with her taking charge, deciding what happens without needing my okay.



Jaimee's got this knack for balancing family life with our wilder side, but it's a tightrope walk. We've had to tap out with our safe words a couple of times, even took a week off once to recalibrate, make sure we were still on the same page.



The in-laws, they've cooled it. There was a spell where Jaimee avoided visiting because of her mom's grilling, but they've called a ceasefire, and things are back to a semblance of normal. Matt's chapter is mostly closed too, though it's been tough. We knew it couldn't last forever, but disentangling was no picnic.



Jaimee keeps in touch with him, helps with his kids now and then, but it's tapering off.



And then there's Zara and Oscar. We finally met up with them. They're in their 40s, doing well for themselves, happy with life. Oscar's got this Spanish flair about him, adds a layer to their already interesting life. We don't see them much because they're globetrotters now, taking in the warm, cheap locales. But when they're back, they still play the game, just not as hard as with Sipho. Oscar laid it out for me, what being with Sipho would mean. And yeah, he was spot on. Sipho loves pushing limits, gets off on it, but he's not looking to upend lives or start a new family.



But let's circle back to Sipho. A couple of months ago, things got intense. He'd pushed Jaimee to the brink several times, leaving her legs like jelly.



I was in my spot, the usual chair in the corner, when Sipho asked, "Jillian, if I asked Ky who owns your pussy, what would his answer be?"



She took a moment, then, "I imagine he'd say his, if I'm honest. He's still my husband."



Sipho, behind her, fully inside her, asked me, "What about it, Ky? Whose cock has been in your wife's pussy the most?"



From where I sat, I could see her, knew she'd be swollen and tender. Despite our continued intimacy, I'd felt a change. Her usual grip, gone. Had she become looser, more accustomed to another? The thought was there, erotic, fleeting.



When I hesitated, Sipho pressed, "It's a question every cuck faces. But it's not enough she knows. I need you to know too."



"Yours," I graveled out, my voice rough.



Her face, lustful, as Sipho worked her clit, her moan low, pleasured. My arousal was palpable, a bulletproof hardness, as I watched, the scene crystal clear: her gasps, her cries, the shaking of her body. Nothing got me off more than this, watching another take her to heights I couldn't.




Post 1334 — venus-can99

Fri Sep 20, 2024 3:00 pm

Thanks for the update Ky - as always very reflective and thoughtful about the game with Sipho and the changes in your lives




Post 1335 — funfortwo

Sat Sep 21, 2024 12:27 am

I can't wait until you "circle back later with more details on the juicy bits!"  I would love to hear how you both are handling they dynamic and how it pushes limits while keeping your  marriage in the forefront.  Love your writing style and how you both are feeling.  Thanks again for the updates!




Post 1336 — mundyman

Sun Sep 22, 2024 1:02 am

What are those extremes that he has taken you two?

What situation caused you to stop and recalibrate??




Post 1337 — DLD

Sun Sep 22, 2024 1:21 am

I know it’s a lot to process and write but would love for you to fill in the blanks of the details, especially this:



The whole Sipho saga started slow, then it hit like a wildfire. The dynamic between us, it's evolved, deepened. It's been trial by fire, mistakes, fixes, and more mistakes, but these last six months, they've changed us, changed our marriage. I'm more at peace with Jaimee's escapades, with her taking charge, deciding what happens without needing my okay.



Jaimee's got this knack for balancing family life with our wilder side, but it's a tightrope walk. We've had to tap out with our safe words a couple of times, even took a week off once to recalibrate, make sure we were still on the same




Post 1338 — vmb69

Sun Sep 22, 2024 1:25 am

I would assume that at this point Sipho owns Jaime's pussy and Ky is denied access most of the time. But that could be me transposing our own life with what they are doing. Still very hot assumption




Post 1339 — false-abroad

Sun Sep 22, 2024 4:13 am

It is his, because it is given away. It is his as a limited time offer. He will pass, you will not. I would say it is still your pussy even if he rents it for long stretches (wink, wink) of time.



I wanted to add one thing and a little analogy.



Our life on this world is finite. It sometimes can consist of multiple different "lives". Part of what makes up love is the shared time and experiences - after some time it is irreplaceable. Your wife could have a different life, she could be happy with a different man, but she chose and keeps choosing you. This is love. He doesn't really "own" anything out of her. You both are letting him. But I understand that saying that he does is a mind-blowing sentence.



I often don't like car analogies, but my car analogies are good  Your wife's body is a sport car. You are not a race driver, you can ride it good, but maybe you will never learn how to really make it roar. Her lovers are race drivers and you like the show. But! You co-own the car with your wife. If someone else drives it he complies with his contract or he will be terminated. If you find a different driver that you want to see drive the car you may replace the driver. Does the driver really own the car?




Post 1340 — michey

Sun Sep 22, 2024 11:31 am

↳ Replying to: false-abroad

I being a motor engineer i kinda like that analogy,  when servicing i like to do more than just kick the tyres




Post 1341 — lockedhappyhubby

Tue Sep 24, 2024 1:15 am

"I was in my spot, the usual chair in the corner, when Sipho asked, "Jillian, if I asked Ky who owns your pussy, what would his answer be?"



She took a moment, then, "I imagine he'd say his, if I'm honest. He's still my husband."



Sipho, behind her, fully inside her, asked me, "What about it, Ky? Whose cock has been in your wife's pussy the most?"



From where I sat, I could see her, knew she'd be swollen and tender. Despite our continued intimacy, I'd felt a change. Her usual grip, gone. Had she become looser, more accustomed to another? The thought was there, erotic, fleeting.



When I hesitated, Sipho pressed, "It's a question every cuck faces. But it's not enough she knows. I need you to know too."



"Yours," I graveled out, my voice rough.



Her face, lustful, as Sipho worked her clit, her moan low, pleasured. My arousal was palpable, a bulletproof hardness, as I watched, the scene crystal clear: her gasps, her cries, the shaking of her body. Nothing got me off more than this, watching another take her to heights I couldn't."



Ky, You definitely hit the nail on the head here, it's like heroin to a cuckold's thought process. Just reading it had me reliving some of our cuckold experiences. Rock hard in my chastity cage.




Post 1342 — Jacko

Tue Sep 24, 2024 6:50 am

↳ Replying to: false-abroad

I like this analysis, but I'd suggest that it belongs to Jaimee. She was born, it belonged to her. In marriage, she promised her body to Ky. Now, as a result of their play and Sipho's pushing, Ky and Jaimee have accepted that she deserves to explore her physical and emotional boundaries. So she has claimed it back. Now, it's likely at some point the "game/new reality" may end, and it will become Ky's again ...




Post 1343 — txrockdog

Thu Sep 26, 2024 9:34 am

So Ky, it seems like you have made a kind of peace with this being “who you are now” as a couple and I sense that you like that the issue is somewhat settled between the two of you.  Has that balance extended to anything else Jaimee has wanted from you?  I know you have an affinity for “the edge”, but has the involvement with Sipho gotten you any closer to what she has been wanting…for you to let her lead you to the edge as she sees it?  Has Sipho been making any effort to push your boundaries while in the process of having you both admit the reality of your relationship to each other?



Can’t wait to read more.  But I also can’t help but feel happy for you two already with what you have told us because from your writing so far it seems as though your latest experiences have really brought the two of you into sync with one another even as she gives control of her body (and her mind?) to Sipho.  Thanks as always for bringing us along for the ride!




Post 1344 — Southernman

Sun Oct 06, 2024 8:25 am

Bump! Hoping for an update. We miss you KY.



Southernman




Post 1345 — michey

Sun Oct 20, 2024 9:31 am

Bump




Post 1346 — steel4u0987

Mon Oct 21, 2024 6:39 am

Come on get to the cream pie eating and cock sucking part of the story!




Post 1347 — michey

Tue Oct 29, 2024 9:31 pm

Bump




Post 1348 — michey

Wed Nov 06, 2024 9:40 pm

bump




Post 1349 — Seattlepie

Tue Nov 19, 2024 5:23 pm

Bump!



I check this thread constantly :-)




Post 1350 — michey

Tue Nov 19, 2024 8:14 pm

Bump




Post 1351 — swe_cuckold_wannabe

Sat Nov 23, 2024 10:16 am

This is so hot.

Thanks for sharing!

/D




Post 1352 — michey

Sun Dec 08, 2024 6:51 am

Bump




Post 1353 — txrockdog

Sun Dec 08, 2024 8:44 am

Ky,



We are dying here!  You can’t tease us about the roller coaster you and Jaimee went on with Sipho and then just leave us hanging!  You are going to force us to do another round of speculating on what has gone on during your absence here.




Post 1354 — venus-can99

Mon Dec 09, 2024 4:39 pm

Ky with holidays approaching I am sure you, Jamie and kids must be very busy with family and friends. Wishing you the best of the holiday season and a very happy 2025




Post 1355 — txrockdog

Sat Dec 14, 2024 10:24 am

Ok so while we wait for Ky’s return, lets each make 3 (humorous) guesses at what has kept him away from us this time just for fun.



I’ll start:



1) Jaimee forgot she had a temporary queen of spades tattoo on for some play with Sipho and Ky, and her mom saw it (and knew what it meant) when she went to pick up the kids.



2) Ky got pulled in for private screening during an international flight due to his chastity cage showing up on the scanner.



3) Ky came home to find the boys having a sword fight with two dildos Jaimee had bought to go with a strapon she wanted to surprise Ky with.




Post 1356 — citms2022

Sat Dec 14, 2024 1:49 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

Those are some amazingly humorous guesses.




Post 1357 — wannabecUKold

Sat Dec 14, 2024 9:43 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

1. The manager of the Queens Hotel, Cheltenham spots the reference to his hotel (“the one that looks like the White House”) in this thread and offers Jaimee, plus a male or female partner of her choice, and Ky-Da a free weekend in a suite at the hotel, in thanks for opening up a new market for hotwife weekends at the hotel. 



2.  Glubricant.  The boys fill up the lube tube with superglue. Jaimee and her latest lover find themselves sticking close to each other. Jaimee ends up in the casualty ward getting her vagina unsealed. 



3. Ky-Da’s thread on OHW wins the Booker Prize. He goes on a world promotional tour, topping the sales charts ahead of Harry Potter and 50 Shades.




Post 1358 — Southernman

Wed Dec 25, 2024 8:30 am

KY,



We are ALL hoping for a Christmas Miracle and getting an update! You are missed! We hope to hear from you soon.



Merry Christmas,



Southernman




Post 1359 — venus-can99

Wed Dec 25, 2024 9:24 am

Ky - wishing you and Jamie a wonderful Christmas with family and friemds and very happy and fun-filled 2025.




Post 1360 — Ky_Da

Fri Dec 27, 2024 7:04 am

What a year 2024 has been…



Like so many of you, life has taken its toll, and I've neglected updating for far too long. So much has unfolded; it's daunting to know where to begin.



First off, Jaimee and I, we're still together, still making it work. We've hit some rough patches this year, had our share of arguments, and more than a few nights filled with the kind of anxiety that knots your stomach. But here we are, still hanging on.



I've wanted to share so many times, but the thought of spilling the details of what we've been up to sends my heart racing faster than watching Jaimee with another man. Isn't that wild? I've always tried to keep our real life separate from our play life, but this year, we've tipped the scales. We've both come to realize we've ventured too far down this path—at least for our marriage. I'm not here to judge others; I'm only wrestling with my own demons.



The truth is, knowing it's too much is one thing; doing something about it is another beast entirely. We both revel in the thrill, but our lives have become unbalanced, and this pace isn't sustainable. When I first delved into the world of cuckolding, there was this heavy, gnawing doubt that whispered, "This is a bad idea." Yet, I silenced it again and again, pushing forward into the fantasy. I was the one who drew Jaimee into this, sharing my desires until she was not just a participant but a disciple of the hotwife lifestyle.



Now, nearly ten years later, she's all in. She admits we need to pull back, yet her heart isn't in stopping, not completely. She revels in the embrace of another, in the raw, primal connection. She thrives on being desired, on being made to feel like the very embodiment of lust. In our bedroom, she's the one in control, dictating the tempo of our sexual narrative.



And me? I'm torn between the dark, intoxicating allure of watching her with someone else, and the cold, creeping fear that this might be tearing us apart. I love the rush, the jealousy, the forbidden thrill, but I hate how it might be the very thing that unravels the love we've built. It's this maddening dance of ecstasy and dread that keeps me up at night, wondering if we can ever find our way back to balance.



Sipho remains my wife's main man, but he's generous with his time, or rather, with her. The frequency with which they share has skyrocketed, and with it, my wife's body count has just exploded. It's a whirlwind of passion and bodies, leaving me in a tangle of love, jealousy, and a bizarre sense of pride in her desirability.



About a month ago, an event unfolded that made it crystal clear we'd crossed a line. We decided to hire a nanny to manage the kids and the house when Jaimee and I are both swamped with work. Jaimee's been dipping her toes into part-time work under Sipho for a while now, and to my surprise, it's not just some charade. It's a real job, demanding real effort. Initially, I thought it was just a ruse to keep her near him, to indulge in their daytime dalliances. But no, she's clocking in about 20 to 30 hours a week of genuine labor. Sure, there's the occasional blow job or quickie thrown in, but mostly, Sipho's focus is on his business. And another shocker? He pays her well. So well, in fact, that we could afford a nanny, and this extra income has significantly upgraded our lifestyle.



Jaimee and I have had these intense, sometimes heated discussions about her paycheck. Yeah, it's mostly for her work, but there's this part of it that feels like payment for her sexual favors. It echoes that old Seinfeld episode where Jerry was sleeping with the maid he hired. 



I've been staring at this screen, my cursor blinking like a silent judge, for what feels like an eternity, wrestling with what to share. I fear the judgments that would rain down if people knew the depths we've explored, but if I'm truly honest with myself, it's not external judgment I dread—it's the mirror I'll have to face. Writing this out forces me to reconcile our actions with the boundaries I once thought were unassailable, now blurred into a landscape I used to find too extreme, too distasteful.



Well, here’s to it…



When Jaimee first started her affair with Sipho, we dove headfirst into the deep end. We decided she'd channel all her sexual energy into him, her new bull, making him her primary source of satisfaction. I know this might sound like a cliché in the cuckolding community, but for us, it was uncharted territory, and damn, was it thrilling. It didn't take long for Jaimee to become utterly enamored with Sipho. We knew we needed to keep some time for us, but this time around, we were playing for higher stakes, so we agreed to give up our intimacy for a month, letting her focus solely on her lover.



The strategy was more potent than I could've predicted. Our own sexual encounters dwindled to near nothing, yet paradoxically, I found myself in a perpetual state of arousal, my erections harder, my climaxes more intense than ever. Jaimee was glowing with contentment, her sexual needs met in ways that left her fulfilled in a way I hadn't seen before. Initially, there were days when she'd be sore, but over time, her body adapted. Now, she takes him with ease, her body having molded itself to accommodate his size, her pussy as if it had been custom-made for him, permanently altered by his presence. 



This transformation was both a source of pride and pain for me. Watching her embrace her sexuality so fully with another was a heady mix of eroticism and self-doubt, of living out fantasies that both fueled my desires and fed my insecurities. It's a complex dance, one where every step forward in pleasure seems to take us a step back in our traditional roles as husband and wife.



More and more of the household duties began to pile up on my shoulders, which led us to the necessity of hiring Joanna as our nanny. But that's a story for another time down this thread.



Sipho, with his flair for orchestrating, began hosting what can only be described as swinger parties, though they were far more than that. The ones I attended were a rollercoaster of intense jealousy, frustration, and undeniable eroticism. I'd observe from the fringes as Jaimee would arrive on Sipho's arm, only to become the center of attention, shared among various men throughout the night. With Sipho's influence, her body count escalated into the dozens, not confined to any one race. Sipho's social circle spans the globe, introducing Jaimee to an eclectic mix of people, far removed from the circles I've known and felt at ease within.



These gatherings were like stepping into another world, where my wife was not just a participant but a celebrated figure. The sight of her enjoying multiple partners, each one adding to her list, was both a testament to her sexual liberation and a stark reminder of my own complex feelings about our lifestyle. Here, in these rooms filled with laughter, lust, and the scent of sex, I was both spectator and participant, caught in the whirlwind of emotions that such a scene could evoke. 



Little by little, Jaimee began to transform; her wardrobe shifted to tighter, more scandalous attire, her earrings grew into large, dangling hoops that caught the light, and her hair flowed longer than I'd ever seen. One evening, she walked through the door, and something was instantly different. Her nipples, always prominent, now pressed boldly against the thin fabric of her white blouse, but there was more; the unmistakable outline of large nipple rings pushed through, making their presence known with an almost defiant boldness.



“Jaimee,” I gasped, my voice a mix of shock and curiosity, “What did you do?”



My wife winced, a moment of vulnerability crossing her face, but it was quickly replaced by a mischievous, almost wicked smile. “Sipho asked me to go larger,” she confessed, her voice a sultry whisper.



Without a word, I took her by the hand, leading her swiftly to the bedroom. The door closed behind us with a soft click, and I pressed her gently against the wall, my heart racing. “Let me see,” I urged, my voice thick with a cocktail of emotions.



With no hesitation, Jaimee shrugged off her jumper, letting it pool at her feet. She then lifted her blouse and bra in one fluid motion, revealing her new adornments. The rings weren't like the ones she used to wear; these were of a thicker gauge, the steel gleaming with an almost sinister promise. They stretched her flesh, the skin around them slightly reddened and tender, a testament to the newness of her daring choice. The sight was both shocking and strangely alluring, the rings making her nipples stand out even more, like they were both an offering and a challenge.



Her eyes met mine, not with defiance but with a silent plea for acceptance, for understanding, for my support. There was no need for words; in her gaze, I saw her hope that this wouldn't turn me away, but instead, pull us closer in this dance of desire and exploration. Her look was a question, wrapped in vulnerability, seeking my approval, my arousal, my love.



“I want you,” I rasped, my voice more like the crunch of gravel under tires than the sound of words.



My wife smiled, a knowing curve of her lips as she reached up, her fingers tracing a line down my cheek. “Then you shouldn’t have let Sipho mark me,” she whispered, her voice a velvet caress.



My heart stumbled, missing a beat, and when it found its rhythm again, it was with a surge of ice-cold blood. My eyes were drawn to the mark Sipho had etched into her skin two months ago. Near the areola of her right breast, there it was: a black spade, roughly the size of a golf ball, stark against her pale skin. This wasn't just any tattoo; it was a symbol, universally recognized in the cuckolding community, a cliché yet powerful statement of her new sexual identity. It signified her preference, her openness to black men, a declaration that was both erotic and a punch to my gut.



The spade tattoo wasn't alone. Another adorned her ankle, a matching symbol of submission and desire, a silent broadcast to those in the know. Seeing these tattoos, the ink black as the darkest night, felt like watching her soul being claimed by another, filling me with an angst that was as intoxicating as it was painful.



But the marks didn't stop there. Sipho had recently added a third tattoo, one that was less about the cuckold cliché and more a testament to her transformation into something mythically seductive. This new ink was a cartoonish figure, a provocative, three-inch-tall depiction of a woman, but not just any woman. She was bent over in an inviting, almost obscene pose, her back arched, presenting herself. From her pert rear end, a long, sinuous forked tail rose, curling suggestively in the air. Her hair was wild, framing a face that was both mischievous and malevolent, with sharp, devilish horns protruding from her forehead. She was an evil Tinker Bell, minus the wings, a little succubus come to life on Jaimee's skin, promising sin and pleasure in equal measure.



This tattoo was more than just art; it was a visual manifestation of the seductive demon within my wife, an erotic figure that seemed to beckon, to tease, to corrupt with her mere presence. The spade tattoos were a known language in our world, but this succubus was a personal emblem of her newfound sexuality, of her embrace of the darker, more primal desires that Sipho had awakened in her. 



The sight of these tattoos, each a story of her sexual rebirth, was both a torment and a turn-on, an emblematic journey of our relationship into uncharted territories where love, jealousy, and lust intertwined in an ever-tightening knot.



I remembered that night, the night the tattoos were introduced. Until then, the idea of Jaimee getting inked was beyond our wildest games. That was a hard no, a boundary we never dared cross. But something strange and powerful took hold of us that night, of me. In my defense, I was drunk, not just on booze but on lust, watching my wife in the throes of ecstasy with Sipho and one of his friends, two large black men giving her pleasure that seemed almost too much for her body to contain. Her face, beautiful and contorted in pure rapture, was a sight that seared into my soul.



Sipho, always the provocateur, leaned close, his voice a low rumble, "You like seeing her like this, don't you? So lost in pleasure?" 



I could only nod, my own arousal evident, my voice lost in the heat of the moment. He pressed further, "Would you like to see her taken to new heights, completely immersed in this pleasure?"



My wife, her eyes glazed with lust, barely coherent, nodded eagerly when Sipho asked if she was ready to deny me her pussy completely. I knew this game, these were just words, playful and provocative—until they weren't.



Sipho turned to me, his gaze piercing, "Ready to take our game up a notch?"



"What do you mean?" I asked, my voice betraying a mix of curiosity and fear.



"It's time for Jaimee to receive the mark, to show she's dedicated to her craft of pleasing other men. A tattoo, a spade, the symbol that she's ours, that she's a true hotwife."





I hesitated, my eyes drawn to Jaimee, studying her features as if seeing them for the first time. Her face was a battleground of emotions, each one fighting for dominance. Apprehension was etched deep into her furrowed brow, a silent testament to her fear of the unknown, of what this tattoo would truly mean for us. A flicker of fear flashed across her eyes, like lightning on a stormy night, showing her vulnerability, her silent plea for me to be her protector, to perhaps save her from this step into the abyss.



Yet, beneath that fear, there was something else, something that burned brighter - lust and desire. Her pupils dilated, not just from the dim light but from an inner fire, an eagerness that contradicted her fear. Her lips parted slightly, not in protest but in anticipation, betraying the part of her that wanted this, that was curious about how far she could go, how much she could feel.



She looked at me, her gaze a complicated mix of hope and dread. There was a silent entreaty in her eyes, a question without words, asking if I would step in, if I would be the one to halt this moment, to keep her from crossing this line. But there was also a counterforce, a subtle defiance, a challenge in her stare that seemed to say, "Don't you dare stop this, don't you dare deny me this experience."



Her body language was a dance of contradictions; one hand slightly raised as if to stop the proceedings, while the other rested provocatively on her thigh, inviting, suggesting. She was torn between the safety of our known world and the thrilling, terrifying leap into this new chapter. Her indecision was palpable, her features a canvas of conflict, desiring the protection I could offer, yet silently wishing for me not to provide it, to let her dive into this dark, erotic unknown.



"But what does this mean?" I asked, my voice a whisper, my heart pounding with both dread and desire.



Sipho leaned in, his breath hot against my ear, "It means commitment. It means you won't touch her for six months. You'll watch, you'll desire, but you won't have her. Not in that way."



The room seemed to spin. "Six months?" I echoed, the weight of that time frame heavy in my mouth.



"Yes, six months. But think about how much you'll want her, how you'll watch her become even more of a sexual being. Think about the intensity of your desire."



I looked at Jaimee again, her body glistening with sweat, her eyes locked on mine, silently asking if this was what I wanted, if this was what we wanted. The stakes were high, the decision monumental.



My mind raced with the implications, the eroticism of it all, the denial, the watching, the slow burn of increasing desire. My cock was already hard, aching with the thought of it, the lust overriding my better judgment.



Sipho pressed, "So, what will it be? Do you want to see her marked, claimed?"



I couldn't speak, my throat tight with conflict, but my desire made the decision. I gave a slow, tortured nod.



A new fear flickered in Jaimee's eyes, but she did not say her safe word. She was as drawn to this as I was, perhaps more. I was then escorted out, left to grapple with my thoughts in solitude.



The night was long, filled with torment as I imagined what was happening, the needle pressing into her skin, marking her as theirs, as someone else's pleasure. 



When Jaimee stepped through the door the next day, the tattoos screamed their story - the spade on her breast, another on her ankle, and the seductively detailed succubus on the soft curve of her ass. But the real transformation was in her essence; gone was the shy, innocent, chaste, conservative woman, replaced by a creature of pure, uninhibited sexuality.



Her very presence now pulsed with an erotic charge, her every movement a silent invitation to gaze, to desire, to possess. Her eyes, once demure, now flickered with the delight of a woman who knew she was born to be an object of pleasure. She moved with the confidence of someone who had been awakened to her true purpose, her body a temple dedicated to the worship of male desire.



The air around her was thick with the scent of her newfound liberation, her skin almost glowing with the joy of her surrender to this role. She was no longer the woman who hid her desires; now, she was a siren, reveling in the power of her sexuality, her every gesture an offer, every smile an invitation to indulge in her.



This new Jaimee was not just accepting but exulting in her identity. The conservative shell had cracked open, revealing a woman who was now her own deity of pleasure, her body a canvas of her sexual awakening. The sight of her, so openly embracing her role to please men, was both a shock and an aphrodisiac, stirring within me a tumultuous mix of jealousy, pride, and intense arousal.



The dynamic between us had shifted into something raw and primal. She was mine, yet she belonged to her desires, to the world of men she now served with such joy. Her acceptance of this new self was not just visible; it was palpable, her happiness radiating from her like heat from a flame, inviting anyone who dared to come closer. This was my wife, reborn, unashamed, and provocatively, deliciously happy in her new skin.



I have so much more to share, but this is all the time I can carve out today. One would think that not being able to fuck my wife would give me all kind of extra time, but somehow life is busier than ever. I have one more month to go before I'll be able to sleep with my wife, but we've kind of found a groove that works for us. Loads more to come, and I'll have to try and tell you about 'anal only November'.




Post 1361 — venus-can99

Fri Dec 27, 2024 7:48 am

Thanks for the breathtakingly erotic update Ky describing Jaimee’s transformation and the evolution of your relationship. Looking forward to more…

Hope you both have a wonderful erotic 2025




Post 1362 — vmb69

Fri Dec 27, 2024 8:38 am

Thank you for the update. So thrilling and full of emotions.




Post 1363 — realcucklife

Fri Dec 27, 2024 8:39 am

Thanks for making the time to share some of your adventure.

I had to put it down, then come back and re-read. 

I love your commentary on the transformation of your relationship, so many things nor said, so many gaps I fill with my own mind, so many questions I want to ask, but I don’t want to distract you from having time to detail more of the journey.

You’re actually living the more extreme dynamic, that we fantasise about, we live through your narrative, but don’t know if we’d have the courage to live it.

Look forward to your next update.




Post 1364 — viking53

Fri Dec 27, 2024 8:41 am

Thanks for the update Ky.

Wow!

You have certainly stepped over the threshold in a big way and I wonder where Jaimee wants to go with this. You say it is one month until you can sleep with her but I am guessing the boundaries are moving all the time. What will you say or do if Sipho and/or Jaimee say at the end of the month that this period is now extended without limit?




Post 1365 — Southernman

Fri Dec 27, 2024 9:00 am

Ky,



Thank you for the wonderful update. You and Jamiee are what a lot of us aspire to on OHW. I believe that your relationship with Jamiee will continue to grow stronger no matter what Sipho has in store for you.



Thanks for the update. We look forward to the rest of the story!



Southernman




Post 1366 — offendedgame

Fri Dec 27, 2024 10:20 am

what an update!



Welcome back and merry Christmas!!




Post 1367 — David52

Fri Dec 27, 2024 3:39 pm

Ky, Thanks for coming back.  Many here have been concerned about you, apparently for good reason.  I assume that much of your fear  concerns with the stability of your family.  Have Sipho (and Jaimee) respected the boundaries you agreed to at the start…that your arrangement would not interfere with your family?  Is this your red line and the source of your recent disagreements?



If you have a month left on your six month sentence, the “marking” discussion must have been in March, around when you last posted.  But, you also mention an event about a month ago that “crossed the line”.  



Thank you for sharing your erotic and brave story of your love and devotion to Jaimee.  It’s truly amazing




Post 1368 — ColoCuck75

Fri Dec 27, 2024 7:40 pm

Wow! Just wow! You're living my deepest fantasy now too. I like it and can't wait to keep reading more updates from you.




Post 1369 — elina

Fri Dec 27, 2024 9:12 pm

Dear Ky,



Thank You very much for your honest, in-depth account of some of the recent developments. 

I truly appreciate this and can very much relate to your struggles with the conflicting emotions here. 



Also, Jamie is to me very much a reflection of my own increasing belief in the sexual superiority of the Woman. 

Once a Lady gains the courage to fully explore Her sexuality and enjoy Her new found freedom to enjoy, Her capacity to take on a number of males and satisfy all of them is unparalleled. 

Males may dream about satisfying several ladies but in reality there is only a few males who can fulfil the sexual desires of one fully lliberated Lady.



I admire your love for Jamie and your willingness to allow Her to pursue this path. I hope I would have made the same chocie for my Wife if I had been in your situation; allthoug I think that the context in which Jamie's bull forced that question to you with Your beloved Jamie in heat and lust in front of you made it as difficult to say no as to accept it.



As a romantic, I still believe there should be strong intimacy between you and Your beloved Wife, in particulat I hope that You are allowed to orally whorship Her even if you have accepted that you will not be allowed to have full sex with Her for another month. 



I hope that all of you are enjoying the vacation period and that you will have a happy new Year. 

If you are able to find the time for more updates, I for one will be truly grateful.



Sincerely

elina

(submissive male)




Post 1370 — wannabecUKold

Fri Dec 27, 2024 10:31 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Wow! 



What a momentous decision by Jaimee to let herself be branded.  But the right one.  She has been in this lifestyle for years and now particularly with black men. It must have felt so right to her to confess who she is, with this permanent undeniable sign. And your decision as well, since it impacts on you when it is seen in public.  



There comes a point when one is tired of hiding one’s personality and you just want people to know who you are. If they don’t like it, they don’t have to stay.  



Ky_Da, thank you for this post, so well worth the wait. Magnificently written. We look forward to the next instalment.




Post 1371 — David52

Sat Dec 28, 2024 2:11 am

Six months back from February would be August as the denial chronology would have it.  My apologies to all for the carelessness.  



Ky, all the best for the new year to you and your family.




Post 1372 — lockedhappyhubby

Sat Dec 28, 2024 2:18 am

So good to hear from you Ky_Da! I'm sure I'm not the only one who wondered often how you and Jaimee were.

Wow what an update! Honestly I'm jealous, my wife loves black men and has been with many I wanted her to get a small hidden Queen of spades tattoo But she declined. 

Six months is a long time. Has Sipho brought up chastity for you? 

Can't wait for your next post.

Thanks again!




Post 1373 — scarlettscuck

Sat Dec 28, 2024 5:13 am

Wow. Your words are so powerful and erotic. Crazy what this lifestyle can bring. Cucks can’t get enough!!! Love it. Happy new year to you Ky and Jaimee!




Post 1374 — BigHotMess

Sat Dec 28, 2024 10:01 am

Dude.  You have kids.  You need to re-calibrate.  I understand that erotica is a thing here and I don’t mean to put you on the defensive, but there was very little hot things to read here for me.  



Sorry for being a dissenting voice, my intention is not to troll.




Post 1375 — Johng1953

Sat Dec 28, 2024 1:27 pm

Thanks for the update Ky, very erotic and very intense. I definitely  want to hear more.




Post 1376 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sat Dec 28, 2024 1:44 pm

↳ Replying to: BigHotMess

Dood. What he just posted already happened 6 months ago. They've already recalibrated. Chill out. Wait for him to finish the story.




Post 1377 — ticklemang

Sat Dec 28, 2024 2:04 pm

Ky, have you been back into the cage?




Post 1378 — mick_flow

Sun Dec 29, 2024 8:32 am

Awesome that you guys are making it work Ky! And what a heck of a journey!! 



No, condemning words, but perhaps only envy and some admiration that you’ve been able to take things so far.



Wow, 6 months ! And now Jamie’s primary sexual partner is Sipho. Her body marked and moulded to another man. Wow.



So how’s your sex life been ? Are you guys still sexually connecting in the mean time? The bit where she showed you the new gauged piercing was hot. It hinted that you guys are still so close.





It’s going to be awesome to be with her again after so much time without that sexual connection. From my experience it’ll feel odd, like being with a new partner again, she’ll be expecting different moves as will you. Her sexual body language will have completely changed. Not to mention how she’s now used to someone bigger.





Honestly, I think we are all as excited as you are , can’t wait to hear how that goes!



Has Jamie been primarily with Sipho? - how did it finish up with Matt?




Post 1379 — DarrenZ

Mon Dec 30, 2024 9:53 am

So glad to hear back from you, Ky. Your updates always floor me.



“She revels in the embrace of another, in the raw, primal connection. She thrives on being desired, on being made to feel like the very embodiment of lust.”



Fucking epic lines.




Post 1380 — Ky_Da

Tue Dec 31, 2024 9:02 am

Thanks for the comments all. I do enjoy reading them, and I'll do my best to respond as I can. 



As I scrolled through my previous post, I realized there were nuances I hadn't fully captured. While Sipho is black, and many in his circle share that heritage, the spade tattoo doesn't strictly signify an exclusivity to black men. My wife has ventured beyond this boundary, exploring her sexuality with men of various races.



The tattoo, in Sipho's eyes and those of his friends and acquaintances, symbolizes more broadly her status as a hotwife, with a notable preference for black cock, but it's not a 'black only' sign. It's as if the spade has become a flag of her sexual liberation, her willingness to explore and please across all lines of color. 



In essence, Sipho’s desire is for Jaimee to see a cock as a cock; it's to be her calling, her pleasure, to serve and satisfy. He would have her take this role with a sense of duty and delight, embodying the spirit of a true hotwife, where the joy of giving pleasure transcends racial boundaries. And my wife seems all to pleased to fulfill this Sipho’s desire. 



This takes me back to a recent night and an experience to share. 



The aroma of roast chicken filled our quaint kitchen, where Jaimee was busy preparing supper for me and the kids, her apron dusted from the meal preparation. The evening was setting in, the light dimming through the windows, casting a warm glow across the room. 



Then her phone buzzed on the countertop, a stark interruption. Jaimee glanced at the screen, her face shifting subtly. "Ky, I’m needed at work tonight," she said, her British accent wrapping around the words, making the request sound almost polite.



I felt a surge of frustration. She'd been out several nights this week, and I had hoped for an evening where we could just be a family. "Again?" I asked, the disappointment clear in my voice.



She turned to me, her expression apologetic, "I know, but this is what we agreed to, isn't it?" Her tone was soft, conciliatory, yet firm in its resolve.



She handed me the phone to show me the text, a simple message from Sipho: "Need you tonight, love. Be ready." 



With a resigned nod, I watched as Jaimee ascended the stairs to our bedroom, her figure disappearing into the shadows of the hallway. My heart was a tumult of emotions, the familiar mix of jealousy, pride, and raw desire.



Upstairs, I trailed behind, pausing at the threshold of our shared closet, entranced as she shed her 'mum outfit' - the homely jeans and cozy cable-knit jumper - like shedding an old, familiar skin. As she peeled off her bra, her breasts were unveiled, full and teardrop-shaped, a sight that was both familiar and newly exotic. They moved with a gentle sway, each step she took causing a hypnotic effect to my senses. 



Her nipples, once a focal point of our private moments, had transformed; they were now stretched, elongated by the thick, gleaming rings that pierced through them. These rings were no longer just adornments but symbols of her transformation into something more public, more shared. They served as a constant reminder that my wife was not solely mine anymore but was often the center of other men's pleasure. The metal caught the light, reflecting back not just the room's ambiance but the reality of her new role - her breasts, once intimate markers of our connection, now bore the signs of being enjoyed by others.



Watching her, I saw not just the woman I loved but an object of desire for countless others, her body a canvas of sensuality, her every movement broadcasting her availability, her willingness to be more than just a wife, but a muse, a fantasy come to life. Each sway of her breasts was like watching a silent declaration of her sexual liberation, a dance of flesh that whispered of the hands, mouths, and eyes that had worshipped her, marking her as something beyond the ordinary, something to be coveted, to be used for pleasure.



She selected lingerie from the wardrobe, a set of black lace that was both slutty and gorgeously sophisticated. The bra pushed her breasts up, showcasing the spade tattoo on her right breast, the symbol of her hotwife status. As she stepped into a matching thong, my eyes were drawn to the succubus tattoo on her cheek, the little devilish figure that seemed to mock me with its provocative stance, its tail curling up teasingly. 



She then slipped into a dress that was a masterpiece of contradiction - it hugged her body in all the right places, the neckline plunging to reveal just a hint of those new piercings, the hemline daringly short but made of a silky, rich fabric that whispered of class. It was the kind of dress one might wear to a high-class event if the event was held in a seedy, erotic club. The fabric clung to her, revealing the tattoos, making her look like a high-end escort in the best possible way.



As she applied her makeup, I watched the transformation complete. Her lips, now a deep shade of red, matched the flush of my own arousal. I could feel my desire for her, the urge to take her right there, to reclaim her in some primal way, but I knew she was preparing herself for another man's pleasure.



The tattoos, the lingerie, the way she moved - all of it was a sensual narrative of her new identity. I was both proud and pained by it, my cock hardening as I watched her, knowing she'd soon be in another's arms. 



"I know you're frustrated, love," she said, catching my eye in the mirror, her voice carrying that comforting British lilt. "But this is part of us now."



With a final spritz of perfume, she turned, her eyes meeting mine, a mix of guilt and excitement in her gaze. "I'll make it up to you," she whispered, her lips curving into a smile that was both an apology and a promise.



As she walked past me, her hand brushed against mine, a fleeting touch that spoke volumes. I was left in our bedroom, the scent of her perfume lingering, my thoughts a chaotic dance of lust, love, and the complex beauty of our life here in England.





I followed Jaimee out the front door, watching her walk to the street where Sipho waited, opening the car door for her. He gave me a friendly wave, my emotions churning with lust and jealousy as I watched her slide into the car, her dress teasingly lifting.



The next morning, while working from home, I saw Jaimee return earlier than expected. She was still clad in that same dress, now wrinkled from the night's adventures, her hair a wild cascade. She had been growing it out for a while, but when she started seeing Sipho, he insisted she keep it long, and now it flowed past her shoulders, reaching the small of her back. Once a lustrous, thick, dark brown mane, it was now disheveled, tangled with the evidence of the night's passions - strands of her hair held traces of dried cum. She drank a glass of water with eagerness and then sat at the kitchen table, her makeup smudged. 



"Good night?" I asked, trying to mask my feelings.



"It was... intense," she replied, her British accent softening the word. "But I'm here now, love. With you."



The signs of her night were evident - the marks on her neck, the slight redness around her lips. The tattoos seemed to belong to a different person, someone who lived for these moments.



"Will you tell me about it?" I asked, both curious and apprehensive.



She nodded after a pause. "After I've had a moment, yes. But first," she extended her hand, "come here, love. I need you close."



I sat beside her, feeling the warmth of her body, her scent now mixed with the musk of sex and other men’s cologne. She leaned into me, her head on my shoulder, reaffirming our connection despite the complexities of our arrangement. 



She informed me that she had the next few days off, free from the pull of 'work'. I filled her in on the family affairs and the plans we had lined up, her attention fully on me, her touch warm and loving, filling the void left by her recent absences. We shared a moment of needed intimacy, her presence like a balm to my restless heart.



I followed her upstairs again, watching as she stepped into the shower, the steam rising around her like a veil. As she lathered up, the soap creating suds that cascaded down her body, it was clear the tattoos were indelible, a permanent record of her transformation. They were there, stark against her skin, the spades, the succubus, each a declaration of her new status, her new purpose.



Deciding to join her, I slipped into the shower, the water warm against my skin. From behind, I wrapped my arms around her, my hands exploring her familiar curves, but when I brushed against her pussy, she whispered, "Careful." She was sore, a reminder of her night's exertions. We kissed, our touches gentle, caressing each other with the intimacy of long-time lovers, rekindling our connection amidst the steam and water.



Her hand found my dick, using the soapy water to glide over me with ease, her touch both comforting and electrifying. It didn't take long for me to succumb to the pleasure, my orgasm a release of all the tension, the jealousy, the desire that had built up.



Post-shower, we dried off, and I helped tuck her into our bed. She needed rest after the night's adventures, and I let her drift into sleep. I left her to nap, knowing the familial obligations would soon call, but for now, she was mine to watch over, to protect in her vulnerability, a small reclaiming of normalcy in our crazy life.



Later, I was on the sofa, my eyes locked on Jaimee playing with our kids on the floor. Dressed in her 'mummy attire', the soft fabric of her jeans hugged the curve of her hips, while her jumper clung to the swell of her breasts, the outline of her new nipple rings visible beneath. Her thick, dark hair fell over her shoulder, the same hair that last night was tangled with the evidence of passion. She was in her element, laughter filling the room, her touch nurturing. The contrast between this and her nocturnal escapades was a dichotomy that fed the cuckold in me.



As the kids got lost in the movie, Jaimee moved to sit beside me on the couch, her thigh brushing against mine, her scent enveloping me. 



"Christ, you're something else," I said, my voice thick with desire as her hand inadvertently grazed my thigh.



She smiled, her eyes glinting with mischief. "You like seeing me play the doting mum, don't you, love? After last night's antics?" Her voice had that comforting British lilt.



"I need you, Jaimee. I need to feel you again," I admitted, the urgency in my tone clear, the need to reclaim her palpable.



She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear, "I know you do, darling. I'll try to involve you more, give you what you need, but remember," she paused, pulling back her blouse to reveal the black spade tattoo, "you agreed to this when you let Sipho mark me."



The tattoo was like a brand, a constant reminder of our deal. "For six months, he's your primary, or those he shares you with," I said, the words bitter on my tongue.



Jaimee's eyes met mine, a flush creeping up her neck, hinting at the night's activities. "How many others have there been?" I pressed, needing to quantify her pleasure.



She bit her lip, looking slightly embarrassed. "You sure you want that number, luv? It's a bit... high."



"Tell me."



Twenty-eight," she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction, "twenty-eight men have fucked me, been deep inside me. There's no denying it; I'm a complete, insatiable slut. No way to brush this off as just the whims of a horny housewife, not with that tally of cocks stretching me, filling me. There's only one word for what I've become, for who I am now. You're married to a certified, cock-loving slut.



The number hit like a gut punch, stirring something primal within me. "Jesus... that's more than I thought."



She nodded, understanding my turmoil. "Once the six months are up, will we go back to normal?" I asked, hoping for some return to the past.



Jaimee took a moment, her eyes dark with contemplation, her body shifting slightly, making her jumper outline her curves more provocatively. "I don't think we'll ever be 'normal' again, Ky. I crave it too much... and you, you revel in the experience, don't you? You don't want to give this up any more than I do. You love the thought of me being a total slag for them, don't you, love? It gets you harder than steel, imagining me on my knees, their hands roaming over me, their cocks not just stretching but reshaping my pussy, tailoring it for their use, custom-fitting me for their pleasure. Each thrust, each moan, they're not just taking me; they're altering me, turning what was once yours into something designed for them, making me less yours with every inch, every moment."



I couldn't deny it; my arousal was evident. 



"I'm happy being used for pleasure, for sex. I'm bloody good at it, making men... well, you know," she said with a smirk, "Even Sipho can't hold back with me. It's empowering, isn't it? Knowing all those blokes are knackered from my touch, but I come back to you, to your bed."



Her words were both a balm and a challenge. "If you really wanted to stop, we could," she continued, her tone sincere yet laced with sadness, "but it would be hard to give this up. Next time, maybe you could watch, see how they can't resist me, how I make them beg with just a flick of my tongue."



I looked at her, the woman who was both my love and my torment, and knew that our 'normal' had been redefined. The cuckold in me was both pained and exhilarated by this reality, by her admission, by the life we had chosen together. She was my rock, and I was hers, the foundation that allowed her to soar in her sexual liberation.



Jaimee's gaze was steady, her voice soft as she reminded me of our earlier conversation. "Remember when I offered you that free pass a couple of months back?" she asked, her tone probing. 



I nodded, the memory fresh. I had declined then, feeling that accepting would be cheating, but the idea had lingered, growing more tempting with each passing day. 



"What do you think about Joanna?" Jaimee continued, her eyes flicking towards the kitchen where Joanna was sitting at the table typing away at her latest assignment. Joanna, recommended by Sipho, had become more than just our nanny; she was a friend to Jaimee and a familiar presence in our home. Her dark red hair, often braided, added a unique allure to her innocent, cute appearance. At 5'6" with a slender frame and smaller breasts, she was undeniably attractive, and her naivety in the realm of sexual experience only seemed to heighten her appeal. 



"She's grown on you, hasn't she?" Jaimee teased, knowing the truth. Joanna, despite her lack of deep involvement in the lifestyle, was aware of our dynamics. She had even confessed to having a bit of a crush on me, though puzzled by our choice of lifestyle. Her dedication to our children and her uncertain future post-university made her presence in our lives even more significant.



"It's a dangerous step," I admitted, my mind racing with the possibilities and the implications. I'd discussed this with other couples in similar situations - cuckolds, swingers, all navigating their own versions of this complex dance. 



Jaimee leaned in, her hand on my knee, her touch reassuring. "I've told you before, if you want that hall pass with Joanna, take it. You deserve it, love. I feel bad, leaving you out of the fun so often." Her suggestion to try swinging was not new, but it carried more weight now. 



"But what if it changes everything?" I asked, voicing my deepest fear.



"It might," she conceded, "but remember, we're not about going back to 'normal'. This could be a new chapter for us, exploring together, sharing new experiences. Maybe it's time for you to feel the thrill, the rush, of being with someone else too."



The room was quiet, save for the distant hum of the TV. The idea of being with Joanna, of experiencing the other side of our dynamic, was both terrifying and exhilarating. Jaimee's encouragement, her understanding, made the forbidden fruit seem within reach, yet the potential consequences loomed large.



"Think about it," Jaimee said, standing up to join the kids watching the movie, leaving me with my thoughts swirling around the implications of this next step. The cuckold in me was curious, the husband in me cautious, and the man in me undeniably attracted to the idea of exploring with someone like Joanna, all under the loving, if unconventional, umbrella of our marriage.




Post 1381 — venus-can99

Tue Dec 31, 2024 10:20 am

What a wonderful erotic update Ky... I love the way you use words to paint a picture of how Jamie transforms from her mom/wife-mode to Sipho's "wanton slut". Looking forward to your updates...

IMHO you can actually write a novel and probably publish in sites like smashwords




Post 1382 — Southernman

Tue Dec 31, 2024 11:15 am

Ky,



Thanks for the update. I hope you have had a great Christmas and looking forward to a Happy New Year. I always look forward to your updates.



Can you please tell us have the inlaws seen or reacted to Jaimee's new tattoo?  I know her mum was suspicious from your previous updates. 



Also, with the 6 month denial, have you been caged at all and what does the denial look like on a daily basis? 



I don't think the hall pass is what you desire. I think that as a true cuckold, you enjoy Jamiee's pleasure more than you wish to experience someone else. I think you are correct being cautious.



Hope to hear a reply soon,



Southernman




Post 1383 — David52

Tue Dec 31, 2024 11:29 am

I guess we need to wait to hear if you accepted the hall pass, but I don't think it's a good idea.  Is the offer is coming from Jaimee's lingering guilt at her neglection of husband and family responsibilities?  That guilt, shown to you as compassion, may be a part of what is holding you together.  While Jaimee gets off on the sex, you are different and may want a relationship with Joanna that will tear you apart.  Stick out your six months.  Or, better yet, demand a reprieve.  You msut find some balance.   



All the best for you and family in the New Year.




Post 1384 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Tue Dec 31, 2024 1:56 pm

↳ Replying to: venus-can99

I believe KY has written more stories in the library. Not sure which ones.




Post 1385 — subtoall

Tue Dec 31, 2024 2:24 pm

The asymmetry of the cuckold marriage dynamic is exquisite: She plays, he does not.  If you get with Joanna, you will lose this precious and exquisite treasure.




Post 1386 — venus-can99

Tue Dec 31, 2024 4:47 pm

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1

The one I know of is “To the Edge and Back”. I first read it in Lit, but it stopped after 4 chapters or so. Then I saw his name referenced in one of the posts so I was able to locate this thread and the other one.




Post 1387 — false-abroad

Tue Dec 31, 2024 5:54 pm

Your posts are always very exciting, devilishly intense and carefully written. Thank you for that.



I am just a wannabe. I will write this from the perspective of a guy that would not want to go that deep into the rabbit hole. I am sure that after 6 months will be complete there will be another deal, another milestone awaiting. Maybe another 6 months to make it a full year, maybe till she gets to 100 men, maybe something entirely different like not even being able to see her naked. I don't know, I am sure it will be very erotic and gut wrenching. That's what excites you both and Sipho as well. What I would like to recommend is not to go through with it. You are already on a very deep level of cuckoldry, you can always go deeper, but I am quite sure you will never regret getting there faster. Take it slow and enjoy the time between "games". I know that it is not like before and probably it never will. But you can and I believe you should take a vacation from this once in a while. For sanity, for your intimacy, for yourself as a man, for her as a human and not a cock receptacle.



I am sure you will manage and prevail. I think I have written this mainly for myself, but aren't we all?



Just do never get completely and utterly lost in this.




Post 1388 — elina

Tue Dec 31, 2024 9:35 pm

Dear Ky,



Thanks for providing yet a thought-provoking and very stimulating update. 

You are very much continuing your process an elaborating to all of us what it means to be a "cuck-oholic".

Keep loving Jamiee whatever you decide to do or not to do with Joanna.



Since my understanding is that you are still reporting on what happened in the past, I will refrain from asking questions now.



Happy new Year to You, Jaimee and your kids and nanny



Sincerely

elina




Post 1389 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 01, 2025 7:31 am

I'll try to give an update about the in-laws in the next post. I've been thinking about what to share about them that doesn't put everyone in a bad light. Things have been a bit 'tense' on that front for a while now. Also, I'm jumping around a bit and sharing some of the highlights from the last number of months, so please understand that what I'm sharing isn't exactly in chronological order. I'll try to get everyone caught up in the next few weeks, but as always, life happens, so no promises. Thanks for following along and sharing your thoughts. 



A week drifted by without another word about Joanna. I'd hoped Jaimee would let the idea fade, and I fought to keep my thoughts from wandering too often to the allure of the younger woman. She was a burgeoning temptation, one that I knew could easily lead me astray if I indulged my fantasies too deeply. This Friday night, I walked through the door from work to find Jaimee in the kitchen, her eyes gleaming with a spark of mischief. She had something planned, and the anticipation in her gaze sent a shiver of both excitement and unease down my spine.



"Ky, I've got this plan," Jaimee began, her voice smooth, her accent making the proposition sound almost comforting. "A double date. You, me, Sipho... and Joanna."



My heart skipped a beat, my mind immediately conjuring images of Joanna - her innocent allure, her dark red braid, and that slight, curious smile she often gave me. "A double date?" I echoed, my reluctance evident. 



"Yes, love," Jaimee continued, leaning forward, her blouse dipping slightly to tease with the sight of her spade tattoo, a constant reminder of her double life. "I've already spoken to Joanna, and she's... eager. She wants to go with you."



I felt a rush of heat, my body reacting to the thought even as my mind wrestled with the implications. "What does Joanna expect at the end of the night?" I asked, my voice a mix of curiosity and caution.



Jaimee's lips curved into a knowing smile, her eyes sparking. "That's all up to you, darling. She knows about us, and she knows Sipho. She's curious. She wants to understand why it turns you on, why it excites you. And," her voice dropped to a sultry whisper, "she's not opposed to finding out firsthand what it's like to be the focus of your attention."



The image of Joanna, her youthful innocence contrasted by the dark, teasing undercurrent of our world, made my pulse quicken. "And what about you and Sipho?" I asked, knowing the answer but needing to hear it.



"We'll be there, enjoying each other, as always," Jaimee said, her hand sliding up her thigh, drawing my eyes to the smooth skin. "But this time, you'll have Joanna. You can show her what it means to be with you, or simply enjoy her company. It's your choice, your night."



The thought of Joanna in my arms, of exploring her body, of perhaps even sharing her with Jaimee in some twisted, beautiful dance of desire, was intoxicating. The room seemed to close in, the air charged with the possibility of new pleasures.



"But remember," Jaimee added, her tone softening, "you're in control. If you just want to dance with her, or if you want to take her home, to feel her beneath you, moaning your name... that's your call. She's willing to learn, to experience... with you."



The explicit nature of Jaimee's words, the promise of what could be, made my trousers uncomfortably tight. The idea of Joanna, so close to the lifestyle but never quite in it, offering herself to me under the watchful, approving eyes of my wife and her lover, was like a drug, potent and seductive.



"Okay," I found myself saying, my voice rough with anticipation. "Let's do it."



Jaimee's smile was triumphant, her eyes glinting with excitement. "You won't regret this, love. It's going to be a night to remember."



As she stood to make the arrangements, I was left with visions of Joanna - her shy smile turning into one of pleasure, her braid undone, her body against mine…



The following week: 



The club was a den of sin wrapped in velvet and steel, where the air was thick with the scent of leather and the promise of forbidden pleasures. The walls flickered with shadows and art that whispered of dark desires, the music a throbbing pulse that seemed to dictate the rhythm of everyone's movements.



Joanna was a vision, her dress a sheer temptation, the fabric clinging to her young form, her red hair now loose, a fiery contrast to her pale skin under the club's moody lights. She radiated excitement, her eyes wide with the thrill of the unknown.



Jaimee and Sipho were like living art, their affection an open theater of desire that both beckoned and taunted those around them. "You two are a sight," Jaimee would purr, her voice dripping with implication as her eyes lingered on Joanna and me, a knowing smile playing on her lips. Sipho, with his deep, resonant voice, would add, "Look at them, a perfect match," his approval almost a challenge to the night's possibilities.



Dancing with Joanna felt like stepping into a dream, her body warm against mine, fitting into my hands with an ease that felt both right and forbidden. Her scent was intoxicating, a blend of sweet vanilla with an undercurrent of something darker, more seductive. Her touches sent electric currents through me - her fingers tracing down my back, her breath a warm whisper against my neck, her laughter like a melody.



But my eyes kept stealing glances at Jaimee, my wife transformed into a siren of the night. She moved with a seductive grace, her body language an invitation to all. As she danced with other men, their hands roamed freely over her, a possessive claim that stirred both jealousy and arousal within me. Each touch on her seemed to highlight the tattoo on her ankle. The marks of her nipple rings were visible against the fabric, teasing me with their presence.



Jaimee was a sight that almost seemed to belong to another world, not the woman who cooked dinner or read bedtime stories to our children. She was a creature of lust and seduction, her movements fluid, her smile wicked, as if she was reveling in the power she wielded over these men, over me. It was hard to reconcile this version of her with the Jaimee I knew, this wild, uninhibited being who seemed to thrive under the gaze of others.



My attention would then shift back to Joanna, her youth and inexperience a stark contrast to Jaimee's seasoned allure. The attention she gave me was like a fresh breath, a reminder of what it felt like to be pursued, to be wanted simply for being me. Her eyes held a mix of curiosity and desire, her touches tentative yet eager, exploring the boundaries of what could be. It was a nice change, this feeling of being the center of someone's world, if only for a moment.



Yet, I was torn. Joanna's youth, her innocence, represented a line I was hesitant to cross. She was not part of our pact, our lifestyle; she was an outsider looking in, her interest in me perhaps born from fascination with the life she'd glimpsed through us. My loyalty to Jaimee, to the strange, twisted bond we shared, pulled at me. Even as my wife acted as the ultimate slut, I felt a compelling need to remain faithful in my own way, to honor the terms of our marriage, even if those terms were far from conventional.



The night was a dance of shadows and desire, with me caught between the allure of the forbidden and the comfort of the known, my heart and body at odds, each glance at Joanna and Jaimee stoking the fires of both lust and loyalty.



Later, searching for Jaimee, I found only Sipho amidst a group of men, their laughter a sharp contrast to the club's dark ambiance. "She's indisposed," he said with a grin that spoke volumes.



Insisting to see Jaimee, I was led down a hallway where the walls seemed to pulse with the shadows of the club's dark heart. At the end, a window framed a scene so vivid it felt like peering into another dimension. There was Jaimee, naked, her skin bathed in the harsh light of the office, every curve and line of her body accentuated. Her hands were pressed against the glass, the palms flat, fingers splayed as if to claim the barrier between us. Each thrust from the large black man behind her sent ripples through her flesh, her hips swaying in a primal rhythm, her breasts swaying with each impact. Her face was a masterpiece of pleasure, eyes closed, mouth open in silent ecstasy, her expression one of total surrender to the moment.



The sight was like watching the most vivid, live pornographic film, the reality of it hitting me like a tidal wave, stirring desire, jealousy, and pride within me. I wondered if other men would follow this path, if they were friends of Sipho, or strangers drawn by the call of sex with my wife. The thought sent a thrill through me, imagining her as a communal pleasure, a goddess shared among men who appreciated her. 



Sipho, standing beside me, broke the silence, his South African accent grounding his words. "She's really coming into her own, hey? Jaimee's turning into one hell of a slut. She's got this knack for living two lives - the normal wife and this wild, sexual beast."



His words set my mind ablaze, each one stoking the fire of my own desires. "What'll she be like in six months?" I asked, my voice rough with the mix of emotions churning inside me.



Sipho's eyes gleamed with a knowing look. "In six months, she'll be the talk of the scene. She'll have new ink, maybe a snake around her leg, showing off her power. She'll start throwing her own parties, where she's the star, where everyone wants a piece of her."



"And in a year?" I pressed, the vision of Jaimee's future both terrifying and arousing.



"In a year," Sipho continued, "she'll be a legend. Her appetite will be something else, her skills in bed will be the stuff of legends. She might even write a bloody book about it all, teaching others how to fuck like she does. She'll be leading the charge, all while coming back to you, her anchor."



I couldn't help but ask, "And in five years?"



Sipho leaned close, his voice a conspiratorial whisper with that distinctive South African twang. "In five years, who knows? She could have her own spot, a place where the big shots come to let loose, where she's the queen bee. She'll be known for more than just her body, but for her mind, pushing limits, making sex an experience. She'll be a myth, mate, a story told in places like this, living in two worlds, and you'll still be her rock in all this madness." 



The images he painted were like fuel to my already burning fantasies, each scenario more raw, more daring than the last, setting my mind and body alight with the possibilities of my wife's transformation.



I left, pulling Joanna with me, the cool night air a shock after the club's heat. At home, in the quiet of our kitchen, Joanna's curiosity was palpable. "Why does it excite you, watching her?" she asked, her voice a whisper, her eyes searching mine.



"It's... complicated," I admitted, feeling the weight of my own desires. "I suppose I'm a bit fucked up."



Her beauty in the dim light of our kitchen was almost painful. "You're lovely, Joanna. And I had a great time tonight," I said, my voice thick with regret, "but I can't be with you. I hope you understand."



Her smirk was both playful and knowing. "Even though your wife cheats on you?"



"It's a strange dynamic," I confessed, the complexity of it all laid bare. "But it works for us."



She nodded, understanding dawning in her eyes, and I felt a twinge of relief mixed with disappointment. Alone in our bedroom, the images of the night played like a vivid film in my mind - the memory of Jaimee, her body pressed against the office window, illuminated like a stage actress. Her face was a mask of lust, eyes closed, mouth slightly parted in a silent moan, her expression one of surrender to the pleasure. She held herself against the glass with an almost defiant display, her body moving with each powerful thrust, her breasts bouncing with the rhythm, her skin glistening with sweat. The sight of her, so exposed, so lost in her ecstasy, was both an erotic vision and a stark reminder of our lifestyle.



Then there was Joanna's allure, her youthful innocence contrasting with the night's darker pleasures. My hand slid beneath the sheets, the touch of my own skin a poor substitute for what I'd seen and felt, but the release was intense, a culmination of the night's desires. As I climaxed, it was with the image of Jaimee's lustful face, her body's movement against the glass, and Joanna's gentle touches that I found relief, leaving me both sated and restless.



Lying there in the dark, Sipho's words echoed in my mind like a prophecy, painting images of Jaimee with more tattoos, each one a testament to her journey into her carnal self. The thought of her becoming an even more uninhibited version of herself was both thrilling and daunting. Could we really walk this path without losing the essence of who we are? Was this the future I envisioned for my wife, for us?



The vision of Jaimee leading her own hedonistic gatherings, her body a map of her desires, her reputation preceding her in the world of pleasure, stirred something primal within me. I felt the beginning of a new erection, my body responding to the fantasy before my mind could fully process it. My lizard brain wanted this, craved the intensity, the taboo, the transformation. But somewhere beneath the lust, a voice of reason whispered, urging caution, reminding me of the balance we once cherished. Was this the moment to resist these urges, to reconsider the direction we were taking?




Post 1390 — venus-can99

Wed Jan 01, 2025 7:59 am

As always, Ky, another erotic update on your ongoing saga with Jaimee




Post 1391 — vmb69

Wed Jan 01, 2025 12:54 pm

Based on your comment I would assume that the in-laws are more aware of what is going on. Would this be a fair assessment?




Post 1392 — michey

Wed Jan 01, 2025 1:20 pm

↳ Replying to: vmb69

Couldn't have asked that question better myself.




Post 1393 — Mycall

Wed Jan 01, 2025 10:52 pm

I am going to wager a bet that at the end of these 6 months just as Ky is about to get Jaimee back he will be put in a situation where he is led into temptation and surrenders control for at least another 6 months.



I have played dominance games before and this is the exact strategy I would go with. Build up the expectation and desire over the period of denial and just as release is imminent you raise the stakes and use their inner desires against them. Ky won’t be able to step back from the edge and will end up willingly giving away what he was about to get back.




Post 1394 — elina

Thu Jan 02, 2025 12:30 am

Thanks Ky,



It is wonderful to follow your story.

I think the fact that you elected not take the opportunity to be with Joanna speaks volumes of how infatuated you are with Jaimee. 



I am not going to opine about whats to come. The only thing I know is that it is not straight forward to predict. Maybe Sipho is correct, maybe not....



I am really looking forward to see your next updates.



Sincerely

elina




Post 1395 — mick_flow

Thu Jan 02, 2025 4:45 am

Wow, your writing is amazing. It is perfectly capturing what I think a lot of us feel, the taught tension between desire to have our wives and the desire and allure of sharing her. Watching her sexuality bloom, the confidence in her eyes as she transforms, the fear of loss, and the aching desire to push further.



I’ve re-read your last post a number of times. Love it. Please keep the writing coming.



I know you are catching us up, but like many here, I’m dying to know how you Jaimee and Sipho, and Joanna are now and how things evolved.



Having Sipho and especially Jaimee push you toward Joanna, are they getting you ready for the next stage of your wife’s transformation ? - At the moment while Sipho is Jaimee's primary, she is still being intimate with Ky, I wonder if by pushing Ky toward Joanna, they plan on breaking that. Leaving Jaimee only for Sipho and who he chooses? - Ky is able to watch and lust, but his only relief is under the tender touches of Joanna... I wonder if Joanna is as much into Jaimee's transformation as Ky is?



I also saw you updating on New Year’s Eve. What did Jaimee get up to for new years ? What did you get up to?



Wishing you all the best for 2025!




Post 1396 — viking53

Thu Jan 02, 2025 8:06 am

Thanks for the updates Ky. As always, you write incredibly well, stimulating in so many different ways and leading us in totally unexpected ways. I think your journey is unique and has been fascinating to follow, especially as it is a journey I could never experience myself. You have been very generous in sharing everything with us and I hope that the interaction here has been of benefit to you as well.




Post 1397 — FamilyCuckold

Thu Jan 02, 2025 7:12 pm

Ky, this latest phase of your cuckolding is red-hot. BBC cuckolding is definitely one of my own (and my wife's) hotter fantasies, but due to our unique situation, we haven't really explored that avenue (yet). I'm definitely excited to see where this goes for you.




Post 1398 — DarrenZ

Fri Jan 03, 2025 4:11 am

Both love that Ky resisted Joanna and that Jaimee is keen for it. Portends to tougher stuff coming. Love periods of serious denial.




Post 1399 — mick_flow

Fri Jan 03, 2025 9:21 am

Just thinking back, it was last new years that Jaimee and Sipho initially hooked up. If I was a betting man, I’d say we got some awesome updates from Ky as Jaimee and Sipho were out celebrating their 1 year “anniversary”. I guessing Ky is caught up between getting his head around what’s been happening, family, and work.




Post 1400 — David52

Fri Jan 03, 2025 10:34 am

Ky.  Thanks for another erotic and gut wrenching post. For what it's worth, I think you made the right decision with Joanna.  I hope you and Jaimee have discussed this.  I think you could be vulnerable to a new intense relationship with a beautiful young woman so close at hand.   A relationship like that could be break the bond you and Jaimee have developed.  Unless that is what you and Jaimee want.



Looking forward to hearing more from you about how you are keeping things together with your family, David





Post 1401 — Guest

Fri Jan 03, 2025 3:36 pm

What are you thoughts about the future that Sipho envisioned about your wife? Do you think it would go that far? Do you really in your heart of hearts want that?




Post 1402 — Ky_Da

Sat Jan 04, 2025 8:01 am

While I'd like to share more about the in-laws, I feel I have to keep that part brief and a bit vague. Thank you for understanding. What follows is a snippet from a visit we made earlier last year. 



Visiting Jaimee's family has always been an adventure, especially with her protective older brothers, an observant father, and an overbearing mother who could give even the strictest nun a run for her money in both exactness and temper. My wife’s previous nipple rings were discreet, but these new, thicker ones were nearly impossible to obscure. Jaimee tried to mitigate this by wearing a thick, cable-knit jumper, but the fabric couldn't completely hide the telltale protrusions.



We were barely through the door when Jaimee's mother, her eyes like hawk's talons, zeroed in on the anomaly. "What in the bloody hell are you wearing, Jillian? Trying to pass yourself off as the bloody Virgin Mary with that jumper, are ye?" she barked, her voice rising with each syllable.



Jaimee rolled her eyes, a smirk playing on her lips. "It's just a jumper, Mum. It's cold outside."



"Cold outside, my arse!" her mother retorted, planting her hands on her hips, her gaze drilling into Jaimee's chest. "What's that then? You've gone and done something daft, haven't you? Let me see!"



Jaimee's brothers and their wives chuckled nervously, trying to diffuse the tension, but Jaimee stood firm. "Mum, it's none of your business."



"None of my business?" her mother's voice scaled up an octave. "You're my daughter, and you're walking around like you've got coat hangers under your jumper! What would your father say? What would the neighbors think?"



Jaimee's father, ever the quiet man, mumbled something about putting the kettle on, clearly wishing to be anywhere else.



"Mum, my life, my choices," Jaimee said firmly, her voice calm but laced with defiance. "I'm happy with how I am. They're just a bit of jewelry."



"Happy? Happy?" her mother's face turned a shade of red that teetered between rage and comedy. "You were raised to be a lady, not some... some... tart! Covering up like you're in some ruddy burlesque show!"



The room burst into a mix of laughter and shock. One of Jaimee's brothers, attempting to lighten the mood, chimed in, "Mum, maybe she's just setting a new fashion trend. Nipple rings are in, aren't they?"



Jaimee's mum turned on him with a look that could curdle milk. "Don't you start, David! This isn't about fashion; it's about decency!"



Jaimee, her smirk now a full-blown grin, couldn't resist. "Mum, I'm a grown woman. Maybe you should focus on your knitting club or whatever and let me live my life."



The row escalated, Jaimee's mum's voice echoing through the house, a concoction of scolding and sheer disbelief. "You'll be the death of me, Jillian!" she exclaimed before shooting me a pointed look. "And I reckon you're just as much to blame for whatever madcap business you two are caught up in."



Jaimee just laughed, her humor a shield against her mother's onslaught. "Mum, you need to butt out. My life, my choices, remember?" 

 



It was a quiet evening, the kind where the house felt like a sanctuary after the day's hustle. Jaimee looked breathtaking, even in her casual attire, her long hair flowing over her shoulders, a cascade of dark silk. The kids were tucked in, and we settled on the couch, the intimacy of our conversation was a balm to the ache I’d been feeling for weeks. 





“I saw you in the back office of the club,” I finally said, the words having weighed on me for days until life's chaos settled enough for this conversation.



“I should hope so,” Jaimee replied with a sly smile. “I pulled the blinds up and left the lights on for you.”



“You set that up?” I asked, feeling a thrill of appreciation that she had considered me in her moment of hedonism.



Jaimee stretched out on the couch, her leggings riding up to reveal the spade tattoo on her ankle. I know I mention her tattoos frequently, but their impact on me is undeniable. The shapes, the stark black ink against her skin, they scream of sex, sin, unfaithfulness, extremes, pleasure, and raw lust. They're a constant reminder that while Jaimee remains a wife and mother, she's also embraced a life of promiscuity.



I recounted my conversation with Sipho, describing his visions for her future with as much detail as I could muster. Jaimee listened, her eyes gleaming with a mix of excitement and deep contemplation.



"His ideas are... intriguing," she mused, her voice soft, carrying that distinctive British lilt, "certainly full of lust." She swallowed, taking a deep breath. "Anything’s possible in the circles Sipho moves in. He’s like the bloody LinkedIn of the shagging world."



A short laugh escaped me. "You've got a pretty strong resume in that role now."



"I suppose I've gained some rather useful experience," she admitted with a cheeky grin. She looked at me, her eyes teasing. "How about you? Do you want to see your wife with even more tattoos?"



"As long as you're my wife, I don’t care how many tattoos you get," I said.



"Mmmm, nice dodge," she quipped, her tone playful. "But tell me true, is that what you want?"



I shook my head. "A few tattoos I can live with, but please don’t cover yourself in them?"



"You can live with these," she said, pulling down the baggy shirt she’d nicked from me years ago, revealing the other spade tattoo on her breast. 



"Well," I started, then paused to collect myself, the sight stirring a primal reaction in me, "we talked about lasering them off once we finish this game."



Jaimee nodded, her eyes reflecting a mix of affection and defiance. "We did, but I have to admit, they’ve grown on me. I kind of like them—they’re so naughty."





My eyes widened. "You're thinking of keeping them?"



Jaimee shrugged, her expression playful yet thoughtful. "For a time." She looked down at her breast, her fingers playing with the nipple, twisting the metal ring that dangled from it. "Someday I'll go back to being your demure wife." She glanced up at me, her teasing smile dancing across her features. "Or maybe not. Maybe this transformation is permanent."



I groaned at the thought. Typically, the tattoos were hidden, especially as winter approached, but there were moments she'd let the ankle tattoo be visible. Most folks didn't notice; tattoos were commonplace now, but occasionally, someone in the know would do a double or triple take when they recognized the symbol's meaning.



Jaimee's hand moved to my thigh, then to my dick, stroking it through my trousers, her touch stoking a smoldering fire within me. "It'll be hard to go back to vanilla," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.



The air thickened with tension as I gently pushed her back onto the couch, capturing her lips in a deep, hungry kiss. My hands roamed over her, pulling at her clothes with an urgency I hadn't felt in months. She responded with equal passion, but as I began to undress, she stopped me, her voice firm yet tender. "Ky, what are you thinking?"



"I'm thinking I'm going to fuck my wife," I declared, my voice heavy with desire.



"We can't. You agreed. My pussy belongs to someone else for another month."



"I don't care. I need you now," I growled, my desire overriding our agreement. Her eyes sparkled with a hint of approval, her voice teasing. "Where was this possessiveness five months ago? You didn’t have to let him mark me."



"Don't give me that. You wanted this as much as I did," I countered, my voice rough with need, pressing closer, my erection evident against her.



She admitted it with a nod, her breath catching. "I know. You're right. But we have to finish this game. It's just one more month."



"I can't wait another month," I said, desperation in my tone, attempting to guide myself into her.



She halted me again, her eyes serious. "You'll have to call Sipho after." She gave my dick a firm squeeze. "Tell him you took his girlfriend's pussy without permission. There will be a cost."



"What cost?" I demanded, the mix of lust and the thrill of the taboo electrifying.



"I don't know exactly, but he won't let this slide. He takes these games very seriously." She ran her thumb over the tip of my dick, sending a shockwave through me. "Maybe it'll be more time, an extra month or more," she breathed, her words fueling my desire further.



"I don't care," I declared, and with that, we crossed the line we'd set.



The sex was unlike anything before; it was raw, intense, filled with emotion. The room was saturated with the scent of our arousal, the sound of skin on skin, and our soft, urgent moans. The couch creaked under our movements, my hands exploring her body with a rekindled passion, feeling every curve, every tattoo, every mark of her journey. Her skin was warm under my touch, her gasps and whispers like music, pulling me deeper into our shared ecstasy. I watched her face, the expressions of pleasure shifting with each thrust, her eyes locked with mine, a silent conversation of love and possession.



We moved together, not just in body but in spirit, reclaiming each other in the most primal way. I was amazed at how she responded to me. It had been ages since I'd evoked such passion from her, but now she was enjoying this as much as I was.



"Yes, Ky! Fuck me—I need this," Jaimee declared as she began to cum.



I could feel her pussy pulsating around my dick. There was no faking this orgasm. It had been so long since I'd made her cum like this. The reality of it filled me with joy, watching her surrender to the pleasure, her body responding with undeniable authenticity.



As we lay there, our breaths slowing to a normal pace, the room still heavy with the scent of our lovemaking, Jaimee's voice sliced through the afterglow, pulling me back from the edge of contentment. "You need to call Sipho, tell him."



"Really? You were serious about that?" My voice was laced with reluctance, the idea of facing Sipho's wrath unsettling. "Why can't we keep this our secret?"



"Because," Jaimee's voice was soft yet firm, "we’re still playing the game, and that’s not how we agreed. Besides, he'll find out. It's better if it comes from you. The punishment will be less if you make the call." Her hand traced circles on my chest, each touch a reminder of the ecstasy we'd just shared.



"Punishment? Who’s he punishing, you or me?" I asked, my mind racing with possibilities.



Jaimee shifted, laying her head on my chest, her hair a curtain of dark silk against my skin. "Both, I suppose," she murmured, her breath warm against me.



The room was still charged with our earlier fervor, the air thick with the musk of sex, the echoes of our moans almost tangible. We lay there for a moment, her body pressed against mine, her skin still flushed from our passion. But the thought of Sipho's reaction loomed over us like a storm cloud.



After another round of sex, where I explored every inch of Jaimee's body once more, her responses driving me mad with desire, I finally reached for the phone. Jaimee sat up, her nude form a vision in the dim light of our living room. Her breasts hung heavily, the evening air cool against her skin, making her nipples stand out, still marked by the rings that symbolized her transformation. Her tattoos seemed to pulse with life, each one a story of her journey into this wild, erotic world.



I dialed Sipho, my heart pounding with a mix of fear and an odd thrill. "I had sex with my wife," I said, jumping right to the point, and trying to keep my voice calm.



"No, you had sex with my girlfriend," Sipho corrected, his accent cutting through the line like a blade. "I want details."



I hesitated, the vivid memory of Jaimee's body moving against mine, the way she bit her lip in pleasure, her moans filling the room, all played in my mind. "The basics are... it was intense, passionate. We couldn't wait. But it's fine, it’s just a game, right? No-harm-no-foul."



Sipho's voice was stern, the authority in his tone undeniable. "You gave your word, and now you’ve broken it. I’ve kept my end of the deal, even employing Jaimee, paying her well for her work." 



The unspoken truth lingered in the air - his payments were as much for her sexual availability as for her labor, but I kept that thought silent as it also fueled my fire. My gaze drifted over Jaimee's form, her beauty both comforting and complicating our situation.



"How many times did you fuck my girlfriend?" Sipho pressed, his voice dripping with a mix of curiosity and control.



I sighed, feeling the conflict within me, the lust we'd just shared, and the reality of our agreement. "Twice. I needed it. We needed it."



The line was silent for a moment, the tension palpable. "Do you still want to play this game, or are you ready to throw in the towel?" Sipho asked, his question a crossroads in our path.



I glanced at Jaimee, her expression one of fierce desire mixed with an acknowledgment of the consequences. She didn't want this to end. I switched the phone to speaker, letting her hear every word. "We want to continue," I said, the decision feeling like a plunge into the unknown.



"I apologize for breaking my word," I added, the words heavy in my mouth, "I agree to go another month."



Sipho's laugh was low, mocking. "Oh, it's not just another month now. If you want to play again, you’ll send Jaimee to me right away. I'll decide the punishment, text it to you, and if you agree, we’ll go back to the game."



The realization of what this might mean hit me like a wave. Jaimee, my erotic muse, the mother of my children, my beautiful wife, sitting there with such vulnerability and strength. Her body was a testament to our journey, to a sexual transformation, and now she would possibly be subjected to further games under Sipho's control. The love and desire between us were palpable, but so was the angst, the fear of what we might lose or gain. The thought of what punishments Sipho might devise filled me with dread, a gut-wrenching twist that I felt deep in my core. Our game was far from over.




Post 1403 — Guest

Sat Jan 04, 2025 9:10 am

WOW!!!  Your updates are always very stimulating!!  Looking forward to hearing about Sipho's conditions.



Rascal




Post 1404 — pixmangurn

Sat Jan 04, 2025 9:23 am

Starting off the new year with a. bang (or 2) Ky!




Post 1405 — Guest

Sat Jan 04, 2025 9:40 am

Sipho's hooks are in deep aren't they?  What do you suppose would have happened if you had refused to call Sipho? If you couldn't make it through the first term what makes you think you'll make through the second time and terms? 



It also sounds like Jaimee isn't so sure about ending the "game". How much faith do you have in when Jaimee said,"Someday I'll go back to being your demure wife." 



I may be way off but I get the feeling that you're willing to endure the angst and fear for Jaimee's thrill and not to disappoint her. That said, if Sipho is such a player, what will happen when he decides to move on from Jaimee? He strikes me as the kind of guy that lives for the thrill of the conquest. Will Jaimee be crushed if he loses interest if Jaimee has become completely compliant?




Post 1406 — Rogueuser1

Sat Jan 04, 2025 1:30 pm

What a hot update. Hopefully the punishment wasn't too bad, can't wait to hear it. 



Her mom does sound a bit crazy though - I'm half surprised she didn't try to ground her or spank her the way she was carrying on. You'd think she would learn to calm down a little.




Post 1407 — vmb69

Sat Jan 04, 2025 1:41 pm

Have you abandoned the cock cage? Would be hot if he locked you up.




Post 1408 — wannabecUKold

Sun Jan 05, 2025 1:25 am

Ha ha. Jaimée’s mum. Don’t you love her! Just like Maggie Smith in Downton Abbey. Or Lady Bracknell.  Wait till she sees the tattoos, especially the minx on J’s bum. “Is this what an expensive education at the finest girls school in England has led you to?”  (Answer: yes it taught the girls revolution.)




Post 1409 — Ky_Da

Sun Jan 05, 2025 4:46 am

Hey all,



I wanted to share some random thoughts and respond to a few questions I've seen in the comments. I do read them, and I really appreciate you taking the time to write. I'll do my best to reply to as many as I can.



It's hard to believe I've been living in the UK for a few years now. Time flies, doesn't it? When we first decided to make the move, I thought we'd be here for just two or three years, but work's going well, so I don't see us heading back to the States anytime soon. I do miss California, though, especially since we don't get back there often. I've been dreaming about Jaimee in a bikini, walking along Pacific Beach, her rings and tattoos on full display. Tattoos are so common these days, but those spade tattoos still make a statement.



To address some questions: we've moved away from using cock cages. There are aspects of the cuckold kink that just don't click for us - cock cages, cream pies, cock sucking, extreme humiliation... we've tried them, but they're not our thing.



I do enjoy a certain level of humiliation, but it's more playful, like teasing about my size not satisfying Jaimee. That kind of banter I can get behind. But the harsher, mean-spirited humiliation? That's a no-go for me; it feels like it erodes our relationship too much. Maybe it's my pride or ego, but anything beyond light teasing seems to do more harm than good.



Now, about Sipho and his circle of friends. It's a large, interconnected social network. They organize these elaborate parties every few months - they're like swinger events but with a mix of everything. No masks or secret venues, just well-planned, tasteful gatherings.



The group is very selective about who joins. We've attended two of these events, and I've met people from all over the globe. It's not just a party; it's a networking opportunity too. What's striking is how low-key yet safe these parties feel. Everyone looks out for each other, there's a mutual respect, and I've never seen anyone being pushy or disrespectful. It's a casual setting that can turn incredibly erotic.



At these parties, I've witnessed Jaimee engage in some of her most adventurous activities. Her first double penetration, her first foursome, and even having her body painted by an artist at one event - these are moments etched in my memory. I plan to write about these experiences in more detail soon.



Regarding Sipho, I don't claim he's infallible, but I've grown to trust him and the way he navigates our dynamic. We set ground rules early, and to his credit, he's adhered to them. Yes, he pushes our boundaries, but that's part of what we're seeking. I've never felt like he's trying to take Jaimee away or undermine our marriage. It does require a lot of communication, and we've had our share of disagreements that needed sorting, but overall, it's been positive.



There are plenty of less savory characters in this scene, so I'm glad we've found a group that indulges in the more extreme, taboo aspects of our kinks without leading to disaster.



This next part picks up where the other post left off.



A text notification chimed on my wife's mobile, which surprised me because I thought Jaimee would have to go see Sipho first. My wife grabbed the mobile from the kitchen table and held it up so we could read it together. It read:



"With the agreement broken, there's no need for Jaimee to come into work on Monday. We talked about how we'd end things when that time came, and while you've broken your word, I'm happy to call it quits now if that's what you want – no hard feelings, hey, this has been quite the ride for me. But if you're keen on a new deal, here's what’s required:



1.	Jaimee will pick two more marks from the ones I've chosen. One for each time you went against your word. 

2.	We'll finish off the remaining month from our original agreement, then start a new six-month stint. 

3.	For the next thirty days, nothing goes into Jaimee's pussy, neh? She'll give pleasure only with her arse, her mouth, or her hands. 

4.	Jaimee will stay Jaimee at home and with your family, but to the rest of the world, your name will be changed to Lexi. 



Why don’t you take a few days to think about it and then get back to me. I’m happy to continue under the above conditions, but of course, the decision is yours.”



"Oh my," my wife breathed out, her voice a mix of shock and excitement. "That’s uh, far more than I’d anticipated."



"Two more tattoos," I said, blinking several times to ensure I was reading the text correctly. "And six more months?"



"Technically seven," Jaimee corrected, her eyes still fixed on the screen, her gaze distant. "And only anal? I don’t know, Ky, this is a lot."



I couldn't help but blurt out a laugh. "Although, I do like the Lexi part."



"It’s bloody awful," Jaimee complained, her tone a blend of humor and disdain. "It’s a stripper name—a whore’s name."



I tilted my head, considering. "I think that’s the point."



Jaimee set the mobile back on the table with a heavy sigh. "This escalates things, Ky. My heart’s racing just thinking about it. It’s so much."



"It is," I agreed, feeling the weight of the decision. "Do we call it then? Have we pushed things far enough?"



Eventually, Jaimee nodded, but her expression was one of indecision, her eyes reflecting a storm of emotions. "Probably," she said, her voice wavering.



"Probably?" I prodded, sensing the conflict within her. "Not definitely?"



Time stretched as my wife sat in silence, her hands fidgeting in her lap. The air was thick with the unspoken. Finally, she spoke, her voice tinged with vulnerability, "I want to tell you something, but it’s hard—it’s uhm, a little embarrassing."



I sat back, surprised. I thought we were beyond embarrassment. I gestured for her to continue, my interest piqued.



"If I’m completely honest," she said, drawing in a shaky breath, her hands wringing nervously, "going forward scares me."



"Then the decision's easy; we end it," I suggested, trying to provide an out, but her silence held a different story.



After a long moment, her voice was barely a whisper, "I need you to push me into it."



"Push you into it?" I mirrored, not fully understanding. "I’m not sure I follow."



Jaimee swallowed hard, her eyes lifting to meet mine, though they flickered with uncertainty. "I want to do this—just one more time—but I need more than just your support. I need you to push me."



Her face was a canvas of overwhelming emotions—fear painted across her features, her eyes wide, her breath coming in short, anxious bursts. Yet, beneath that, there was a fire of desire, a yearning for the taboo, the thrill. She was as torn as I was; her body language screamed of both the desire to dive in and the fear of drowning. She wanted this, craved the intensity, but needed my encouragement, my insistence, to take that leap. Her actions, the way she clenched and unclenched her hands, the slight tremble in her posture, all spoke of someone on the edge, needing that final push into the abyss of their shared desires.



"Are you sure?" I asked, my voice laced with concern. "I mean, are you really sure about this?"



"Not if you're going to keep making me talk about it," she said, her exasperation clear. "This is why I need a push. I love to lose myself in all of this, but I can only do it if I know my anchor is still out there."



"You know your family and others are eventually going to see the tattoos. You won’t be able to keep them covered forever," I reminded her. "One of these times when you take the kids to the pool, and your mom wants to go along, she’s going to see."



Jaimee nodded, her expression set. "Then let her see. We’ll deal with that when it happens. She’s going mental about us anyway; maybe that would finally get her to butt out."



"She just worries for her daughter," I said, one of the rare occasions I defended my mother-in-law.



"She doesn’t worry about me," Jaimee quickly countered. "She’s only concerned about what others might think."



I conceded the point. Getting between Jaimee and her mother was a no-win for me. My mind was racing with a hundred thoughts, all vying for attention. This was certainly escalating the game. We'd already ventured into territories we never thought we'd explore, and yet, here we were, contemplating pushing the boundaries even further.



It made me think about those thrill-seekers who do base jumping, donning those squirrel suits to fly. So many have died over the years. If you do it enough, it seems it's only a matter of time before you meet your demise. There's something about the human mind that gets accustomed to things. It's astonishing what we have the capacity to rationalize or get used to. After you do something often enough, you lose the fear of it. In most cases, that's a good thing, but sometimes, there's a reason to be scared.



I wouldn't equate cuckolding, hotwifing, with extreme sports; it's not likely to kill you, but if you don't respect it, you'll get burned. It's fun, but it's a serious kind of fun, if that makes sense.



Finally, I spoke up, my pulse racing with the words, "Looks like Lexi needs to go see her boyfriend." Her eyes widened in a mix of surprise and excitement.



"I hate that name," she said, her breathing quickening.



"You might just have to get used to it, Lexi—it gives me a hard-on just thinking about it."



Another pause enveloped us as we both contemplated the future. "Are you going to be able to go seven months without sex?" Jaimee asked, her tone serious. "Once we start the clock again, we can’t mess about, or it’ll probably be over a year, and I don’t want that. I don’t want to go that long."



I exhaled, facing the reality of it. Seven months with no sex? That was an eternity. Yet, here I was, with an erection just thinking about it. My wife could still give me hand jobs and blow jobs, but it wasn't the same. "That’s not going to be easy," I admitted.



Jaimee nodded in understanding. "Maybe you should consider Joanna again? She’d help you get through the time."



"Jaimee, if you keep pushing her at me, and she wants it, eventually I’ll cave. I’m only human."



"Then be with her," she said soothingly. "I’m okay with it. We know we can trust her; she knows about us, and she would love to sleep with you."



"I don’t know," I said, shaking my head. "It still feels like betrayal on my part, like I’m letting you go in some way—and I don’t understand how you’re okay with it. You’ve always been very clear you don’t want me hooking up with any of the women at the parties."



"And that’s still true," Jaimee said with force. "I don’t want you shagging any of those women. But Joanna’s different. She’s practically part of our family. I trust her, and you’d be good for her."



"I don’t know," I repeated, the concept alien to me. "I never saw myself as the fucking-the-nanny kind of guy."



Jaimee smiled, her eyes softening. "You’ve always been so loyal and good to me, but I’d feel better knowing you’re getting some of your needs met while I’m having so much fun. I do feel guilty when you’re at home or at work, and I’m off enjoying myself."



"Let’s not talk about this now," I suggested, trying to steer the conversation away from discomfort. "Lexi needs to go see her boyfriend before the time gets extended even further."



We ended up having sex one last time before she left. I figured the damage was already done, so what did it matter if we had sex one more time before the clock reset? In hindsight, I should have cared...




Post 1410 — David52

Sun Jan 05, 2025 5:13 am

Ky,  Could you share a little about the timeline?  Last week you mentioned only another month to go.  Did the events in this post only occur since then?  This is the most amazing story.  I'm checking for updates constantly.




Post 1411 — cyw

Sun Jan 05, 2025 5:46 am

Thanks for the update. The anal only happened in November, so my question is, did Jaimee start to have anal sex with Sipho in November or had she already have anal sex with him long ago? How did she handle that size of cock in her ass? Did she enjoy anal sex with him or another playmate?




Post 1412 — Guest

Sun Jan 05, 2025 5:52 am

Ky you are an amazing writer! You have drawn such a vivid picture. Seven months and the new requirements really moved the goal post. I'll bet you are having fun with the "Lexi" moniker. 



It's awesome that Jaimee continues to push Joanna on you. Jaimee's conscious needs some relief, I'm certain of it. It's a testament of her love for you. Rejecting her offer may not offer her some peace of mind that she wants and needs. I get the feeling that a little Quid Pro Quo would ease her mind from her obvious self indulgence and allow her to enjoy herself more. She trusts you both to not her. Rejecting that trust even with honorable intentions could be interpreted as you not trusting her judgement. That's just my opinion based on what you've shared and in no way any kind of advice.



Once again, your posts are captivating and I look forward to what comes next!




Post 1413 — mick_flow

Sun Jan 05, 2025 7:00 am

Ky, your day job must involve some sort of communication because you are amazing at it! And two post with two cliff hangers / like David I’m checking regularly for updates. I know real life gets in the way - as it should do course, but damn it man.. the delays are killing me.



Wow! The elastic of emotion and desire snapped back hard! That was hot to read. I guess that’s part of the thrill; that sweet torture and the relief that came (pardon the pun) like an oasis. I love how you guys haven’t lost your unique body language, each able to enjoy each other.



But, man 7 months. Wow, four was difficult and we read how tempting and hot Joanna was, how tough it was not to give into that temptation. 7…. that’s going to be really hard (ohh, I know, another pun).



Personally, I know, I would give in to Joanna. I’ve found myself in a rather lonely situation when my wife had a boyfriend and did the same. What I found crazy was / has been, after a period of both of us being focused on others, when myself and my wife have intimate time together if felt weird. Like she was expecting the moves of her lover and me too. It felt familiar and strange at the same time, like we were on a first date. Erotic, new, and old, with each misstep a reminder of who she’d become. Who I wanted her to become.



Like others I’m trying to put together the timeline, I know your relaying these stories retrospectively and I’m just trying to guess where in the 7month period you are now…  at the same time, boy am I enjoying these updates you share. To steal a line from the Rocky Horror Picture Show- it’s the “antici…..pation” 



Umm, I wonder if the name “Lexie” becomes like a hypnotic trigger for Jaimee, sparking her desire with utterance of just two syllables?



Plus you know, we all want to know what tattoos and where … sounds like Sipho and Jaimee had already spoken about them… !



Waiting for the next update … think the [F5] (refresh) key on the keyboard might break soon!




Post 1414 — Rogueuser1

Sun Jan 05, 2025 7:39 am

Yikes - her ass has to pay a pretty stiff price for your actions, literally! 



How often was she doing anal before this?




Post 1415 — viking53

Sun Jan 05, 2025 8:15 am

Sipho really is pushing both your boundaries as he promised from the beginning. I think you pushed Jaimee for sex this time knowing that it would have extreme consequences and push your boundaries even further.

Given one of the consequences for Jaimee, I thought it would be good to remind you what you wrote a week ago : "I'll have to try and tell you about 'anal only November' "




Post 1416 — mick_flow

Sun Jan 05, 2025 8:28 am

Ah! Viking - good call. This makes November the first month of the 7 ! - so that puts Ky at 2 months into this run now, with 5 months remaining.




Post 1417 — vmb69

Sun Jan 05, 2025 2:50 pm

Thank you for sharing and answering. Cock cages are for sure something a bit "more" and not for all cuckold lifestyle. What you and Jaime have is beautiful, trusting and caring. I would say plenty of us wished we had similar levels of cuckolding.




Post 1418 — Ky_Da

Mon Jan 06, 2025 6:34 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

Thanks for the positive feedback - I really appreciate it!



Yes, 7 months is an eternity (the finish line is the end of May). I won't go into too much detail about it now since I'm still catching up on last year's posts, but rest assured, it's been quite the journey, and there's still a lot of time ahead. Your comments about Joanna are spot on, and I'll definitely address that in the next post - it's in the works.



Regarding the Lexi persona and its effect as a trigger - you've hit the nail on the head. Spoiler alert: the name Lexi does indeed act like a switch, unlocking a more liberated side of her. It's fascinating to watch how this alter ego allows her a kind of freedom to explore parts of herself that Jaimee might not fully embrace. I sometimes question if it's psychologically healthy long-term, but there's no denying it's incredibly erotic.




Post 1419 — Guest

Mon Jan 06, 2025 6:49 am

Looking forward to the next installment!




Post 1420 — Goodboy66

Mon Jan 06, 2025 10:37 am

I'm intrigued why a hot young nanny would be interested in, an approaching middle aged man whose wife has to find satisfaction elsewhere.




Post 1421 — cyw

Mon Jan 06, 2025 10:45 am

I am curious about what and where the two new tattoos Jaimee had chosen?




Post 1422 — mick_flow

Mon Jan 06, 2025 11:50 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, mick_flow

Any time Ky, you have me, and a lot of other completely hooked! The praise is most surely not without merit! - I can't wait to hear about Joanna, I'm wondering if Jaimee's guilt at not being with you is also holding her back, the thought of you being with Joanna, perhaps helps Jamiee, under the guise of Lexi to be more 'free' ?



In the meantime, I hope there is a January sale on keyboards somewhere... this [F5] is taking a hammering. And Good luck to us all on the first full week back at work after the New Year.




Post 1423 — Guest

Mon Jan 06, 2025 3:42 pm

Ky, with all the changes about to happen as a result of your deep desire to have your wife again, I have been thinking about what Jamiee may or may not have been experiencing in her activities at the parties.  One of the main thoughts may have already been mentioned (if already answered, my apologies) is has she engaged in FF sex with some of the many hot women there.  At sex parties such as these there must be many men who want to see ladies pleasuring other ladies.  If she has not done that yet, do you think Lexi might be more inclined to participate in that activity???



Rascal




Post 1424 — wannabecUKold

Mon Jan 06, 2025 8:25 pm

↳ Replying to: rascalnvixen

Indeed it will be recalled that Jaimee engaged in a night of passion with her schoolfriend some Christmases ago. She is no stranger to the joys of girl-on-girl sex. Lexi with Joanna would be pleasant sight.




Post 1425 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 07, 2025 4:09 am

Hey all,



I've been typing a lot these last few days. I've got some time off from work, and Jaimee and Joanna have been out with the kids at various events, leaving me to dive back into writing. It feels great to flex those writing muscles again.



For those curious, yes, "Anal-only November" was indeed part of the second deal we made to continue our adventures with Sipho. I've got to make it to nearly the end of May in this phase of our game. After that, we’re planning a big trip to Florida to vacation, just Jaimee, me, and the kids. It’ll be time to reconnect and level set everything.



I'll delve into Anal-only November in upcoming posts, but for now, let's just say it was much more challenging than we expected. Even with an abundance of lube, it was beyond what Jaimee could handle. She made it through just a couple of weeks before calling it quits. That part of the body needs more recovery time than we thought. Going a full month was simply too much. Maybe if one were more accustomed to it, it'd be manageable, but for Jaimee, it was too much. I'll share more details when I get to that point in our story.



Let me take you back to the moment she left for Sipho, which might have been the most angst-ridden experience of my life. We’d been through some shit together, but this time felt different. It was like the end of one chapter and the start of a new one, her transition continuing as she took on this new persona called Lexi.



I had several drinks to calm my nerves, but it definitely felt like we were back in the early days of our game. This time, however, my wife was coming home not just freshly fucked, but adorned with new markings, drawn further into Sipho's world.



The day had been one long distraction, with Joanna helping out with the kids. As we played and cooked, I found myself sneaking looks at her. She’s not a standout beauty, but there’s an innocent cuteness, a simplicity that draws me in. Don’t get me wrong, she’s attractive to look at, I’m just trying to give an accurate picture. My wife's suggestion to be with Joanna kept echoing in my mind, making me wonder if she really would be interested.



I found myself fantasizing about Joanna more often than I should and forced myself to stop and shake it off. Joanna has become very close to us, almost like family. She now lives with us, having taken our spare bedroom. I think I mentioned before that she came into our lives through Sipho's network of friends; he knows her parents from those parties I described earlier. Joanna is aware that her parents are swingers with an open relationship, so our lifestyle has never been too much of a shock to her. She's expressed interest in attending the parties, but the thought of seeing her parents there has always deterred her, so she's never gone. Jaimee and I know her parents and speak to them occasionally; they're certainly one of the more progressive couples we've ever met.



That night, sleep was impossible; the sheets felt too warm, and the silence was deafening, with Jaimee's usual scent still lingering on her pillow, heightening my anticipation.



Finally, my phone lit up with Jaimee's name. "Hey, love," her voice mixed excitement with nerves, "I'm outside, but... I'm scared to come in."



"Don't be silly," I said, trying to sound calm, though my heart raced. "Come in, I'm dying to see you."



"It's not that simple, Ky," she replied, her voice shaky. "It went further than I thought. I'm worried about you’ll think."



"What do you mean?" I asked, my skin tingling with anticipation.



"I guess you’ll see soon enough," she said, her voice suggestive, almost apologetic. "Are the kids asleep? I don't want them to see me like this."



"You mean you don't want them to see Lexi?" I teased.



Jaimee sighed, a hint of frustration in her voice. "Yes, fine, Lexi."



Her request made my thoughts race. "Yes, they've been down for a while. But you're killing me here. What did you do?"



There was a pause, as if the world paused with it. "Just come to the door, Ky. Remember, I love you no matter what."



The call ended, leaving me in a whirl of emotions. I hurried downstairs. Joanna, sensing something was off, glanced up from the TV.



My hand shook as I reached for the door handle, the metal cold against my skin, sending a shiver down my spine. What had Jaimee done? What would I see? 



"Brace yourself. I hope you're ready for this," she said, her breath quickening in excitement. The thought of new tattoos, more than agreed, sent a mix of desire and shock through me.



My mouth was dry as I gripped the handle, my mind a mess of eagerness and fear. What had Sipho done to her? Yet, the thrill of the unknown, the erotic charge of this transformation had me in its grip. I turned the handle, the moment of truth just beyond this door, my heart pounding, ready to see what Lexi had become.



As Lexi walked through our front door, I barely recognized the woman who walked in, the transformation was striking. Her dark hair was more of a chestnut color, flowing in loose, seductive waves down her back. Her makeup was nothing like the Jaimee I knew; smoky eyes with bold, winged liner, and lips painted a daring red made her look so different from the wife and mother I was accustomed to. Her nails, now long and adorned with intricate designs, matched her new, audacious appearance.



She wore a black leather skirt that clung to her curves, paired with a sheer, low-cut blouse that left little to the imagination, and left the black spade over her breast open for all to see. She wore high heels that gave her stride an extra sway, and bold jewelry - a choker type necklace, several large bracelets on each wrist, and large hoop earrings. Upon closer inspection, I noticed that her ears now carried an additional earring. She gave me a smile that gave me an instant erection, and as I inhaled, I noticed a new, exotic scent from her—I would later come to know that it’s called Black Orchid. I could only stand there and stare; even Joanna let out an appreciative whistle.



“Whoa! Lexi’s a good look on you,” Joanna said with wide eyes as she looked my wife up and then down.



Jaimee looked to Joanna. “Do you mind giving us a few minutes alone?” At Joanna’s disappointed look, she added, “We’ll talk later.”



Joanna conceded and left me alone with Jaimee… with Lexi. “Let’s go upstairs,” my wife prompted.



I quickly followed her up and into our room.



“You look—,”



“Like a... I mean, I look... oh god, Ky, I let things go further than I'd... than we'd agreed to,” Jaimee started, her voice trembling with anxiety, her usual eloquence replaced by nervous stutters. “I knew I couldn’t... I couldn’t keep it from Sipho, and when he found out about... about the third time, he... he was really not happy. I don’t... I don’t blame him, but I’m so worried about what you think, how you’ll... how you'll react.”



Her eyes darted around, avoiding mine, her hands wringing together, betraying her inner turmoil. She was clearly struggling with the contrast between her new appearance and her ingrained sense of propriety, her words coming out in fits and starts.



I began to realize that what she needed from me was support, a calming presence, and an absence of judgment. It dawned on me that her discomfort wasn't rooted in dissatisfaction with her transformation but rather in an inability to openly acknowledge her happiness with it. She was trapped between her own desires and the fear of disapproval, not just from me, but from her family and society at large. She was venturing into a space where her new identity would be less concealable, stepping into a world where she'd have to be comfortable with the public seeing her in this new, provocative light.



"I'm here for you, just like we discussed," I reassured her, pulling her into a hug, breathing in the exotic, intoxicating scent of her new perfume. "You don't have to worry. I support you."



Jaimee, still visibly nervous, took a deep breath, regaining some of her composure. "Okay," she said, her voice steadier. She extended her left wrist towards me. There, I saw one of the new tattoos: a delicate "S" with a single line through it, from top to bottom, representing the initials "SI". The 'S' was elegantly drawn, tapering to sharp points at each end and thickening in the middle. It was about two inches tall and an inch wide. I took her hand, running my thumb over the mark.



Next, she indicated her ankle, the one already marked with the spade. Kneeling down, I inspected it closely as she held her foot out. There was now an anklet tattoo around it, crafted so well it looked like real jewelry. The anklet was composed of chain links, fine and elegant, the width of the links about that of a double-A battery.



"It's not as bad as I'd expected," I said, taking in the whole of her transformation. But Jaimee looked even more chagrined at my words.



"If this was all," she admitted, her voice quivering, "I wouldn't be this nervous. But when Sipho found out about the third time... the only way he'd agree to a second deal was if I accepted something much more."



Her nerves visibly heightened, she slid out of her skirt, turning her hip towards me. On her skin was a vast tattoo of black orchids, each flower intricately detailed with purple, yellow, and white highlights. I counted six flowers, their black petals contrasting starkly against her skin, evoking the interracial aspect of her relationship with Sipho. But there was more; subtle vines from the orchids seemed to wrap around her hip, extending down towards her inner thigh, hinting at a path to her most intimate areas. The sight was shocking yet undeniably the most erotic, lustful thing I'd ever seen. The artistry was top-notch, the detail exquisite, giving an illusion of texture and elegance. The tattoo covered her entire hip and part of her buttock, with the tendrils of the vines suggesting a journey of desire, more than I could have imagined. But, like Jaimee, I found myself loving it, despite the fear of admitting it out loud.



“Oh my god,” I gasped, my legs giving out as I slumped the rest of the way to the floor. My mind was reeling; this wasn't just a tattoo, it was an entire landscape painted on her skin. The shock wasn't just from the size but from the sheer audacity and beauty of it. I had envisioned something subtle, something we could hide or explain away if needed, but this... this was a declaration, a bold statement of her new self, one that couldn't be easily concealed. My heart raced with a mix of awe, fear, and an undeniable surge of desire. This was more than I’d imagined, more than we'd ever discussed, pushing our boundaries into uncharted territory.



“I’m so sorry,” Jaimee burst out, her voice cracking with emotion, tears threatening to spill over. “I got swept up in the moment and let it happen. I knew I should have stopped it. I’ll have it removed immediately.” Her apology came in a torrent, her words tumbling over each other. I could see the regret etched on her face, the fear of having gone too far, of having altered our relationship in some permanent way. She was afraid I'd reject her, that this would be the moment we couldn't return from, and her sorrow was palpable.



I shook my head, feeling a pang of guilt for my initial reaction. I hadn't meant to gasp like that, to make her think for even a second that I was anything but supportive. The truth was, my reaction stemmed from surprise, not disgust. Inside, I was battling with my own desires; part of me was terrified by how much this tattoo turned me on, how it awakened a primal part of me that reveled in her transformation. It was so much more than I was expecting, a beautiful, erotic shock, and in that moment, I realized I didn't want her to change it, despite the fear of admitting how much I loved it.



"No, no, don't apologize," I managed to say, my voice softening as I reached out to trace the outline of the nearest orchid with my fingers. The sight of the ink on her skin was mesmerizing, each petal and vine seeming to dance under my touch. "And don't think about removing it. It's... it's beautiful, Jaimee."



Her eyes, wide with anxiety, began to soften as she observed my reaction, my exploration of the art now adorning her body. "Really?" she asked, her voice a whisper of hope, her body leaning slightly towards mine as if seeking the warmth of my acceptance.



I nodded, my gaze locked on the tattoo. "It's not just beautiful; it's you, embracing who you've become. It's... it's incredibly sexy," I admitted, feeling a warmth spread through me, the initial shock morphing into a deep-seated arousal. The tattoo was a testament to her journey, to our shared adventure into this lifestyle, and seeing it on her, I felt a possessive pride, a thrill at being part of this transformation. But with this realization came a sense of loss; our lifestyle was no longer just a game. Lexi was emerging, not just as a persona but as a new reality, an acknowledgment that we had both changed.



"I was so scared," she confessed, her hand covering mine where it lay on her hip. "I thought you'd hate it, hate me for going this far."



I looked up at her, catching her gaze, seeing the vulnerability there. "I could never hate you," I said earnestly, pulling her down to me, our foreheads touching, her scent enveloping me in a haze of desire and love. "This... this is part of our journey. It's a part of Lexi, and Lexi is part of you. I'm just... adjusting." The fact hit me yet again that Jaimee had started this to fulfill my kinks but had grown to love this lifestyle as much as I did. We were in new territory, and that was terrifying, yet exhilarating. I am perpetually torn, wanting to embrace this new ‘Lexi’ persona, to revel in the eroticism of her transformation, while mourning the loss of the Jaimee I knew before. There is no going back to life as we once knew it—not completely.



She smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes, dispelling the last of her tears. "I love you," she whispered, the words carrying the weight of her relief and her love, "for understanding, for loving all parts of me."



The moment was charged with emotion, the air thick with her scent and the unspoken promises of our relationship's evolution. I wanted her again, but Sipho's deal was clear: I could look, I could enjoy the sight of her, the feel of her, but I couldn't fuck her.



"I like the orchids," I said with a light-hearted chuckle, "but maybe someday we'll consider removing those spade tattoos. I don't think I could handle those long-term."




Post 1426 — veub

Tue Jan 07, 2025 5:14 am

↳ Replying to: Goodboy66

Because she is being paid to fuck him.




Post 1427 — MustBeDenied2

Tue Jan 07, 2025 5:38 am

So, you’ll be going to Florida in May or June. It will be hot. Shorts and sandals weather. And Jaimee with two QoS tattoos? I’m sure that will ratchet your anxiety about them up a little bit, huh?



As always, thank you for sharing your experiences. 



MBD




Post 1428 — Guest

Tue Jan 07, 2025 5:56 am

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold, rascalnvixen

Thanks for the comment!  On Lexi and Joanna,  I very much agree!!!!  That would be very hot!!  I'd love to see a 3some where Ky gets Joanna and the girls do each other.  He may not be allowed to fuck Jamiee/Lexi but he could have Joanna while she watched him and he could watch Joanna pleasure his wife.  So many erotic thoughts about their 3some!!!  I think Lexi will have several opportunities as Sipho takes her deeper into his sexual playground!



Rascal




Post 1429 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Tue Jan 07, 2025 6:19 am

I for one would love to see those tattoos Ky.




Post 1430 — Guest

Tue Jan 07, 2025 6:48 am

More than once Jaimee has been seriously concerned about your reaction to her tattoos. In each instance you've comforted her. You also have been unable to restrain your initial reaction but regroup your head enough to redirect from her perception of "having gone too far" to appreciating it being beautiful on her body. 



It seems like there is a different kind of denial going on with both of you. This is my own perception so please forgive my ignorance. It seems that you both are denying the possible and potential negative outcomes because of the Siren's call of the "game" you're playing. It makes me (and it's only my opinion) think and feel like you both are slowly desensitizing yourselves to the negative. The draw is so strong it becomes hard and harder to resist.



More than once Jaimee has said, ".. oh god, Ky, I let things go further than I'd... than we'd agreed to,”. Jaimee also said she needed you to "push" her to decide to renew your "contract/agreement" with Sipho. It's hard not to conclude that if she needs you to "push" her to continue, she'll also need you to "push" her to stop. That's a tough place to be in. The excitement is intoxicating and progressively escalating. 



More than once you've said something to the effect of, "There is no going back to life as we once knew it—not completely." No one can blame you for not wanting to live in the moment. There's no denying the attractiveness of it. But there are the other things you've mentioned like having the tattoos removed. I'm sure you've had thoughts of when and why that day will come. Have you had those discussions in your head?




Post 1431 — veub

Tue Jan 07, 2025 10:13 am

↳ Replying to: coastalkid

This story, to me, shows more clearly than any other the misogynistic side of this lifestyle. This isn't about a woman "realizing her sexual potential" its about sending a woman to be a sex slave for a bunch of men he doesn't even know anything about. She isn't driving this dynamic, he is. Just so he can get his rocks off. 

I don't see any concern from him as to any consequences she may suffer physically or emotionally if it interferes with his sexual excitement. 

Maybe next time he violates the "rules" she can come home after having been branded as "punishment." That will really turn him on.




Post 1432 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 07, 2025 10:59 am

↳ Replying to: veub, coastalkid

Well, that’s like your opinion man…




Post 1433 — Guest

Tue Jan 07, 2025 11:55 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I can just hear Jeffrey Lebowski saying this!




Post 1434 — FamilyCuckold

Tue Jan 07, 2025 12:14 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, veub, coastalkid

Love it, Ky. Only you and Jamiee know what your limits are, whether you want to push them or not. I know exactly how what it's like to push limits so hard that you're dizzy with arousal and anxiety (directly-related to each other, IMHO), but that you're heads are both still able to navigate the deviancy reasonably-safely. Is there risk in what you're doing? Of course...that's part of the erotic journey. You don't need to hear this from a guy with his own fucked-up (in a good way) family situation from halfway across the planet, but I have faith in you both and I'm cheering for you.




Post 1435 — txrockdog

Tue Jan 07, 2025 1:43 pm

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1

Make that two of us.  What do you say Ky?  I know Jaimee never wanted any pictures anywhere in the past, but how would Lexi feel about turning on a whole new group of men scattered around the world?  I for one would love to see those nipple rings next to that spade tattoo.  



Along the lines of pushing the limits, it seems as though most of your lifestyle is now focused on Jaimee expanding her previous limits while pleasing others for her and your enjoyment.  Have her tastes changed in the things she previously wanted most from you, or has she just given up on you ever expanding your own limits to please her?




Post 1436 — mick_flow

Tue Jan 07, 2025 2:02 pm

↳ Replying to: FamilyCuckold, Ky_Da, veub, coastalkid

You know, there is nothing more exciting and erotic than confidence. Seeing the confidence in your partner and giving them the confidence and security to follow their desires. That is exactly what Ky is sharing. For those of us that have been down this path it is perhaps one of the most exciting and indelible outcomes of the journey. Even if this journey that Ky and Jaimee are on were to come to an end today, this confidence that Jaimee has to be herself, in front of her husband, her parents and her friends, that's going to stay. That alone is priceless.  That's not even without taking into account Ky's growth, as a husband, as a protector,  



- And these are all by products of love, Giving your wife the confidence to grow, to explore herself in the most intimate ways and to be there for her when she needs comfort, support, and even when she admits that she's had enough. This is what we have all read in Ky's posts, its awesome. It really is the love of a strong couple.



What I've also found in my own journey is that, that love, that you have as a strong couple is also addicting to others. Like Joanna, they see safety and security in that, they also see a romance, which is most definitely there.



And you know, life is took bloody short. If your going to live your life, don't live it with regrets. Ky, I love your posts man. Not just the journey your sharing but your writing, it is brilliant, and I'm saying that to an American who pound to a penny, doesn't know how to spell for toffee in England*.



(* disclaimer - I'm a Brit in the US, and I hate having to drop the u in colour... ) ;p




Post 1437 — mick_flow

Tue Jan 07, 2025 2:20 pm

Ky, what an amazing transformation. Sipho has some awesome hot / erotic taste! - The perfume to go with the Tattoo?!. The nails, the hair the complete make over, wow. As a guy it really isn't that common to understand how a lot of ladies love to be pampered, and the coordination .... wow... hats off to Sipho...  



In my late twenties I grew my hair out long and my wife encouraged me to visit her hairdresser as finding a barber who could look after longer hair where we were living was hard. After to being to barbers the entire visit to a ladies hair salon seemed... well, a bit alien. I sat down, and was immediately asked if I'd like a class of sparkling wine, a tea, or a coffee. I got a head message from a very attractive 21 year old assistant before having my hair washed and cut. After this experience I can completely see why when ladies get their hair done it takes 3 hours - I wouldn't want to leave early either!



So it sound like Sipho, coupled punishment with pampering, a warning wrapped in velvet. Each punishment accompanied by a kiss, leading Jaimee further down the transformative path to Lexie. I am sure that there were some intimate moments between Jaimee / Lexie and Sipho as he reclaimed his girlfriend. Moments of getting Lexie to admit how much she wanted to be Sipho's, to continue the journey. Coming back from that heady mix, and returning home would have been hard. I can understand Jaimee's concern. 



Sounds like Jaimee's request to be pushed, was really a request for acceptance and support, and Ky - you do did awesome man.



Dear lord, seeing your wife confident as Lexie, and knowing you can't touch ... Ohh... worse than trying not to nick the pick 'n mix and woolworths as a a kid... *



* (UK reference, steeling candy from a chain of stores in the UK that used to sell it by the pound, a bit like an old-fashioned candy-store in the US)




Post 1438 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 08, 2025 1:11 am

↳ Replying to: coastalkid, Ky_Da

Still one of my favorite movies. If we could all be a little more Lebowski, the world might not be so bad. Just don’t pee on his rug.




Post 1439 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 08, 2025 1:15 am

↳ Replying to: FamilyCuckold, Ky_Da, veub, coastalkid

Thanks for the note, and I agree, it’s more about risk management. I don’t mind the opposing comments though. Even those make me pause and ponder on occasion. It helps keep me from putting myself into an echo chamber of only supportive voices. In that lies a lot more risk. 



Thanks again. Take care.




Post 1440 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 08, 2025 1:24 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

A couple of great comments, mick_flow. 



Jaimee, er, Lexi very much did enjoy the pampering, although it did come at the cost of a very sore arse that same day. I’ll try to write more about that in the next post. 



And regarding UK spelling, I’m finding myself having to revise more and more because I’m starting to spell a lot of words what I guess I’d call the UK way. I’m trying to be consistent and write using American English, but im increasingly more of the mind of not worrying about blending the two for convenience and saving time. 



Thanks again for the comments. I enjoyed reading and thinking about them.




Post 1441 — scdiver

Wed Jan 08, 2025 3:21 am

First I love your story. Please be careful though. The choker is a slave coller. Then he marked her with his initials. She is now a slave slut and will do whatever he tells her to.



I envy your life. Ky




Post 1442 — mundyman

Wed Jan 08, 2025 4:31 am

Hi Ky,

I’ve followed your journey from the first page. It’s quite a path and transformation you’re on.

I’m not sure if you’re comfortable sharing this, but does Jaimie ever share the intimate conversations her and Sipho have? 

Perhaps that is what had her as shook up as much as the physical changes he continues to impose on her. Did they talk about something that she is worried will bother you? 

He is the Master manipulator. He finds a reason to break the relationship only to require new behaviors and modifications to continue your relationship. More tests for Jaimie and you to pass. More ways to draw Jaimie in tighter, willing to do anything to keep his affection and attention.

There is something different here. It’s about more than fucking isn’t it??

Jaimie has proven that she pull anyone she wants if she’s looking for some strange dick.

What is the attraction then??

Also does she service any women as a submissive to Sipho??

Thank you for taking time to share your story!!!




Post 1443 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 08, 2025 5:06 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman

Thanks for following along and taking the time to comment. I don’t know why I enjoy reading comments so much, but I do, the good and the bad. Regarding intimate conversations, I plan to share some in my upcoming posts. There's a lot I don't write about due to time constraints or because some details don't make for good storytelling. I focus on the highlights, the moments that captivate me. Sometimes I'll combine experiences or shorten timelines to keep the narrative engaging. In other words, there's a lot of communication and groundwork happening behind the scenes that I don't share - you see the duck gliding on the water but not the frantic kicking beneath. That's me, kicking like mad below the surface.



On Jaimee's ability to attract anyone she wants, that's another area where I skip over some experiences. I don't think many would want to read about her rejections, or maybe they would, but I don't find it fun to write about. Truthfully, we've had our share of embarrassing and cringe-worthy moments over the years.



Finally, our relationship with Sipho is very much a give-and-take situation. Yes, he's adept at pushing both Jaimee's and my buttons, and he has his own interests at heart. But it's not all about one person; each of us has needs we want fulfilled. The challenge is in communicating those needs effectively, which has been its own learning curve. Maybe I should write about that too.




Post 1444 — Guest

Wed Jan 08, 2025 5:09 am

Thank you again for your thread! Your writing paints a compelling picture. Believe me when I say, "I'm not trying to pee on your rug!"




Post 1445 — Guest

Wed Jan 08, 2025 5:38 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I would appreciate reading about your needs being fulfilled. In many threads it's very apparent what the wife is getting out of the arrangement and usually described in great detail. 



On the other side of that coin when asked what the husband gets out of the deal is typically something along the lines of, "I'm happy just seeing her happy!" I get that, I really do! I'm happy when my wife is happy too. It's just that it seems to overlook the part that I could identify and learn from the most as a husband. I admire stoicism and confidence. I find those traits to be highly valued and I see them in you and your writing. I don't believe people are born with them. I believe they are acquired. 



I'm very interested in knowing how you've acquired them and how you maintain your strength. I like to think I'm objective when I read your posts. I don't want to be a "cheerleader" or a pessimist. I just want to understand how people navigate these situations and do so without an unhappy ending. I am an admitted "Pollyanna". I like seeing people happy (like I like seeing my wife happy).




Post 1446 — venus-can99

Wed Jan 08, 2025 7:30 am

Very interesting to see how Sipho is playing a role in your life. Just a casual reader would assume that Sipho is a heartless Dom who wants to manipulate and tear your relationship apart. Reading between the lines IMO it is more than that as the glimpses of your conversations with Jamie seem to reveal.

Thanks for sharing this intimate look at your life....




Post 1447 — steel4u0987

Wed Jan 08, 2025 7:41 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Especially hot when being pushed in a direction one is not entirely comfortable with.... Its the dream of every sissy to be forced to suck cocks!




Post 1448 — David52

Thu Jan 09, 2025 4:18 am

Ky, From the beginning of your posts years ago you have refferred to a "game" that you and Jaimee are playing and time again she has challenged that term with " who we are now".  This must be an ongoing conversation between the two of you.  Sipho certainly does not see it as a game and has laid out his understanding of how Lexi will progress.  Even in your most recent post you mention that Jaimee loves the game as much as you.  It would appear that she moved past you years ago and she is now trying to bring you along.  Not the other way around.  



Do you wonder what Sipho wants from Jaimee after the current "contract" expires?  I see he refers to himself as a boyfriend now.   Does his past experience with Zara and Oscar offer any insight?  Does Zara still see Sipho?



I also wonder what Jaimee's friends see of her recent transformation?  Lauren and Hanna had even become friends with Matt.  What about Emilla?  I hope Jaimee hasn't lost contact and support from her old friends.



It has always amazed me how both of you have been able to balance this incredible erotic path with the demands of a young family, I'm always interested in how you do it.



Your loyal followers are enjoying your recent spate of activity.  Thanks for including us.




Post 1449 — mundyman

Thu Jan 09, 2025 8:50 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, mundyman

An observation and then a question or two.

Sipho seems to have this game down to a science. He finds an eager and submissivish couple who are interested in the life style, or more likely interested in raising the bar as they are in the life style. He gauges their interest, eagerness, and submissiveness by giving them simple tasks and measuring her, and his, willingness to do them and go along with them. Once he identifies their weaknesses he slowly ratchets up the demands on her, and him, all the while making each act seem normal as new expectations and demands are placed on her, and him.

The couple meanwhile is swimming in the adrenaline and endorphins rush created by each new experience until they need that rush, they seek that rush. Sipho has given them the path to experience “all the lifestyle has to offer” and to “see how far down the rabbit hole” they can go. He’s not evil, not looking to break them up, at least not intentionally, but he and his buddies get off on seeing how far they can take her, how extreme can the experiences get before she calls “Uncle’ and wants to stop or slow down. All the while giving the couple the illusion they are really in control, and he’s not acting without their consent and in their interest, providing the experiences and rush they told him they were seeking.

All the while the expectations become more extreme and harder to keep, and every time she, they, fail the expectations are raised under the threat of Sipho pulling away.

Until one day the expectations are raised so that she adapts the personality of what she has become, a willing whore for Sipho and whoever he shares her with. Now the changes are physical body modification. Yes there is added and exaggerated makeup, clothing and accessories, a changed hair color and style. But those are easily hidden or explained. 

But now it’s entered the next level, changing her body and the husbands acceptance, if not encouragement of it, because deep inside he likes seeing his wife the whore for other men. The body modifications are next level; branding(the tattoos) no longer subtle but bold, exotic, erotic, larger nipples rings, more ear piercings. The tattoos not your basic spade or initial, but intricate art on an errogeonous part of the body, inviting others to look and marvel at her female form.

My questions:

1) where does the body modifications end? Will there be more, colorful, intricate tattoos? Will the face makeup be applied permanently via tattoo, lips can be colored as can eye liner and shadow, and eyebrows via tattoo?

2) will the expectations and penalties eventually become so severe that she eventually returns from a long weekend with Sipho with much larger, enhanced breasts or a BBL to create a larger ass, or both, thus making her look truly the bimbo slut? Her look competing with the online influencers who go to great lengths of body modification to have the biggest tits, or ass, or curves, or exaggerated bimbo look. 

3) do you think Sipho is actually pimping her out and then men(women) having sex with her are paying Sipho for the opportunity?

4) have you and Jaimie truly talked limits? When does it become too much? Which demands, in the heat and passion of the moment, especially when you are not with her, eventually be enough for Jaimie to say enough is enough and she wants to tap out?



Good luck Ky. I find your story fascinating and cannot wait to read your next updates…




Post 1450 — cuckoldtipp

Thu Jan 09, 2025 8:52 am

KY-DA You two are HOT as Hell. You, Jamie/Lexi.. she has turned into a complete SLUT and yes I mean that as a compliment.  She is Dragging you down the road to BE a Complete CUCKOLD or are you DRAGGING her down the road to COMPLETE SLUT....Sipho is DRAGGING you 2 somewhere...It's HOT as HELL. I'm jealous of you. Have a GREAT Ride. HOT AS HELL..




Post 1451 — cuckoldtipp

Thu Jan 09, 2025 8:52 am

KY-DA You two are HOT as Hell. You, Jamie/Lexi.. she has turned into a complete SLUT and yes I mean that as a compliment.  She is Dragging you down the road to BE a Complete CUCKOLD or are you DRAGGING her down the road to COMPLETE SLUT....Sipho is DRAGGING you 2 somewhere...It's HOT as HELL. I'm jealous of you. Have a GREAT Ride. HOT AS HELL..




Post 1452 — cuckoldtipp

Thu Jan 09, 2025 9:29 am

KY-DA You two are HOT as Hell. You, Jamie/Lexi.. she has turned into a complete SLUT and yes I mean that as a compliment. She is Dragging you down the road to BE a Complete CUCKOLD or are you DRAGGING her down the road to COMPLETE SLUT....Sipho is DRAGGING you 2 somewhere...It's HOT as HELL. I'm jealous of you. Have a GREAT Ride. HOT AS HELL..




Post 1453 — cuckoldtipp

Thu Jan 09, 2025 9:32 am

Sorry for the 3 posts. It kept saying not sent. I don't know how to delete the others. But still all meant




Post 1454 — Ky_Da

Thu Jan 09, 2025 10:08 am

↳ Replying to: David52

I do like reading and seeing other people’s perspectives. Your observation about where Jaimee is in the game compared to me made me reflect. She started down this road years ago very much wanting to humor my kinks, doing it for me to satisfy my desires. But over time that changed. She enjoys the experience, even wants it, as much as I do. Is she farther down that road than I am, I don’t know. It’s a good question. 



Regarding Sipho, Zara, and Oscar. They played together for several years, until Oscar and Zara decided they wanted to do a lot of traveling and weren’t going to be in the UK. They ended it amicably and are still close friends today. The fact that they ended it well and are still friends went a long way to build trust and confidence in Sipho. And no, Zara does not hook up with Sipho. 



As far as my wife’s friends, they’re still close for the most part, especially Emilia. I’m going to think on this for a time and see about a more thorough post. It’s worth a longer narrative. 



Thanks for the comments!




Post 1455 — Ky_Da

Thu Jan 09, 2025 1:59 pm

↳ Replying to: mundyman, Ky_Da, mundyman

Some great comments and questions. Those first paragraphs are well thought out. 



As to your questions and where this ends, that is THE question. I don't see Sipho as an evil person, just a man who enjoys his own kinks and is very good at satisfying them. I'm sure he has his own limits, but I don't know where those are. That's an interesting question in itself. As to our limits, Sipho will happily take us as far as we're willing to go. The way he sees it, it's up to us to say 'uncle', and if we don't, we're adults and are allowed to make the decision. 



That said, I don't have any desire to see my wife take on the bimbo look as you describe above, and as I sit here typing, the items listed in bullet two are all a hard pass. Yet, I know there are already people climbing to their keyboards to tell me we've already gone past a number of previously set limits, and, you're not wrong. Jaimee and I talk frequently and for long lengths about these things during our tag-ups. 



I have a lot more thoughts on this, but typing them out on the phone in the middle of the night isn't all that productive. Hopefully some of your questions will be answered in future posts. I have a lot of catching up to do still. 



Ky,




Post 1456 — Ky_Da

Thu Jan 09, 2025 2:08 pm

I have a sick kid I'm taking care of here in the middle of the night, so it gave me time to finish up another post. 



In the days following Lexi's transformation, life settled into a surprising normalcy. Lexi seamlessly transitioned back into her roles as wife and mother, embodying the Jaimee I know so well. She's been deeply involved in reorganizing Sipho's business with tasks like document control and file sharing. It's mundane work, but it provides her with the flexibility to work part-time. She wore loose dresses for a time while the new tattoo continued to heal, she complained that it felt like she had a bad sunburn on her hip and arse, but after a time, she went back to the shorter Lexi skirts Sipho required.  

 

Our lifestyle, this game we play, has a peculiar rhythm to it. There are days of intense emotional peaks, where I watch Jaimee morph into Lexi, indulge in her desires with other men, embracing her sluttish side. Then, there are days of the most ordinary routine, where our evenings are spent on the family room floor, playing board games with the kids. While these family moments carry a deeper, more substantial meaning, there's an undeniable part of me that craves the continuation of Lexi's escapades. I yearn for her to let that audacious persona loose, to keep playing the game we've grown to love. 

 

Every day, I'm learning just how potent lust can be, understanding why it's counted among the seven deadly sins. It's a force so compelling that it can consume your life, steering you away from what truly matters. Lately, I feel like I have a perpetual hardon. When I step into the bathroom while my wife is showering, the sight of her - her body adorned with art, the heavy rings pulling at her nipples, her long, thick hair falling to the small of her back, all pulls me into the gravity well of lust. I love Jaimee for her heart, her quirks, her imperfections, and her humor, but now, seeing her naked form overwhelms me like a tidal wave, my thoughts immediately drawn to her extramarital escapades. 

 

I can't go a day without something triggering me, leading to an erection that lasts for hours. For instance, Jaimee and I use a shared online calendar to keep track of everything. It's got all the usual stuff like doctor appointments, dental checkups, and then there are the blocks for when Jaimee's working or with Sipho. They used to be labeled "Sexy Time", but since we extended our deal with Sipho, Jaimee renamed them "Lexi Time." I don't know why such a small change hit me so hard, but it did.  

 

Another change that got to me was in our bathroom and closet. One morning, I walked in to see she'd set aside an entire drawer for Lexi. It was stuffed with new makeup, perfumes, and nail products. In the closet, she'd rearranged her jewelry to make room for new bracelets, necklaces, and earrings. Her wardrobe was also growing, with clothes that were clearly picked out for Lexi's style. 

 

A couple of weeks into the New Deal, life returned in large part to its prior routine. Jaimee's new tattoos had healed up, work for me continued with minimal travel, and Joanna kept up with her studies and childcare duties. I finished work for the day as Lexi was preparing to go out for the evening. She was in the process of transformation, turning from Jaimee into Lexi right before my eyes. 

 

Her makeup was a stark contrast to her everyday look. She applied a thick, black eyeliner, creating sharp wings that made her eyes look almost predatory. Her lips were painted a deep, glossy red, the kind that screams sex appeal without saying a word. Her cheeks had a touch of blush, giving her skin a flushed glow. Her new chestnut colored hair was styled in big, voluminous waves that cascaded down her back.  

 

Lexi's outfit was equally provocative. She wore a tight, black corset that cinched her waist and pushed up her breasts, making the spade tattoo on her right breast almost leap out. Below, she had on a mini skirt made of leather, so short that it barely covered anything, teasing with every step. Her legs were encased in fishnet stockings, leading down to high, strappy heels that emphasized her calves.  

 

For jewelry, she chose pieces that screamed 'Lexi'. A choker necklace with a small, dangling charm rested just at her throat. Her wrists were adorned with thick, bangle bracelets, and in her ears, she wore large, dangling hoops that swayed with every turn of her head. The chain link tattoo around her ankle peeked out from under the stockings. 

 

Finished with her transformation, Lexi approached and ran her long nails down my chest over the top of my shirt. “I’ll be back tomorrow,” she said, her voice attempting a sultry tone but betraying a faint quiver of nerves. Her newfound confidence was palpable, yet I could see the edges of her comfort zone fraying. She was pulling off the act well, but knowing her as I did, I could spot the subtle signs of her anxiety. 

 

I leaned in and whispered, ”God you’re beautiful.” I breathed her in and tried to freeze this image in my memory.  

 

“You don’t think this is a bit too much?” my wife asked me, raising one eyebrow.  

 

“Absolutely, but I love it,” I replied.  

 

Jaimee’s features visibly relaxed and she gave me a smile. “Good. Because tonight, I’m going to be the slut Sipho has trained me to be,” she said, her voice gaining strength.  

 

“When I come home tomorrow, I’ll be marked by his scent, his touch, his pleasure,” she continued, her eyes locking with mine, a mix of challenge and seduction.  

 

“I hope you think of me, Ky, when I’m on my knees, pleasing him, when his hands are where yours should be. Will you be hard for me then, knowing I’m his to enjoy?” she teased. “I’ve had his cock in my mouth so many times I’ve lost count.”  

 

“Or perhaps,” she leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear, “you’ll enjoy knowing I’m stretched and satisfied, in ways only he can manage. Will that thought keep you up, waiting for me?” 

 

She pulled back slightly, her smile wicked. "He’s invited two of his friends over. They’re all going to take me in ways you’re not allowed." Her smile grew, and I knew the teasing was only going to grow. "You realize that when you next sleep with your wife, you'll only have had me a few times, compared to the dozens of other men who have taken me over, and over, and over..."

 

Her words were like a match to dry tinder, igniting my lust and jealousy in equal measure. I felt a shiver run through me as she painted this vivid mental picture. 

 

“I’m going to swallow so much cum tonight,” she said, reaching out and running her index finger over my chin and down my throat. “Jaimee might be your loving wife, but Lexi lives to be used, to be fucked, to be the center of every man's dirty fantasy."  

 

“Good god, woman,” I said through gritted teeth. I felt lightheaded enough that I started thinking I better find a place to sit down. Jaimee, or rather, Lexi, gave me a light kiss on the cheek and with a sway in her hips, she walked toward the door. Her ride was outside, waiting for her to come out and get in his car. 

 

I watched her leave, dressed like a lady of the night, headed toward Sipho’s awaiting car. When I turned away from the door, I found Joanna sitting on the bottom stair, her dark red hair pulled into a thick plait that draped over her shoulder.  

 

“Someone’s gonna have a reet good time tonight,” she said, her Scouse accent thick, her eyes glancing toward the door. “Lexi’s pure sex appeal, innit?” 

 

I shook myself, forcing a smile. My blood was pumping right then, and I just wanted to go upstairs and, as they say here, have a wank. But it was still relatively early, and I didn’t need to work the following day, so I forced myself to wait for a time before going upstairs. 

 

Joanna giggled. “Cat got your tongue, has it?” 

 

“Something like that,” I admitted, my mind still reeling from Lexi's departure. 

 

“I could distract ya,” Joanna said with a teasing smile. She must have seen my surprised look because she laughed lightly and said, “I was talkin' about puttin' on a film. But I’m willin' to entertain other ‘alternative’ options,” she said, dragging out the last word with a playful tug at her plait, her eyes twinkling with mischief. 

 

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly, forcing myself to re-center. I was in precarious waters and needed to tread carefully. “I movie sounds good,” I said, gesturing toward the family room.  

 

I settled onto the sofa and picked out a film, trying to focus on the screen rather than the lingering thoughts of Lexi. I’d recently purchased a new sound bar, so I put on Interstellar to test it out. The movie has a great soundtrack and I thought listening to it on the new sound system might give me some relief. Some time later, Joanna walked in, carrying a large bag of crisps. 

 

“Thought you might need something to munch on while we watch,” she said, setting the crisps down on the coffee table with a cheeky grin. “Nothing like a good bag of Cheese and Onion Crisps, eh?”  

 

“And these are nothing like a good bag of crisps,” I said, repeating an old joke.  

 

Joanna looked at me with a confused look, obviously not getting the joke.  

 

I chuckled, thinking to explain, but before I could, Joanna had already moved closer, crawling up next to me on the sofa. She nestled into my side, her warmth and the scent of her hair a sudden jolt to my senses.  

 

I started to protest but she shushed me gently, her finger to her lips. "Shh, we’re just watching a movie," she whispered, her voice soft and reassuring. 

 

She opened the bag of crisps, the familiar crunch filling the room as she offered it to me. I took a handful, the salty, tangy flavor grounding me in the moment. We shared the bag, her shoulder pressing into mine, creating a bubble of intimacy that felt both comforting and potentially very dangerous. The movie played and the sound from the new speakers sounded amazing, but my mind was split between the movie and the closeness of Joanna, her presence a temptation to my resolve.  

 

Unlike my wife, Joanna is a big sci-fi fan, and we’ve read many of the same books. I can’t get Jaimee to touch sci-fi even if my life depended on it; she's all about those 19th-century Russian novels, the kind where you read at a snail's pace just to keep up with the plot. 

 

During the movie, we found ourselves talking about books, hitting upon a comfortable, safe topic. It was during our discussion of 'The Expanse'—one of my all-time favorites—that Joanna asked, “Are Lexi and Sipho going to the SP in a couple of weeks? Do you know if you’ll go?” 

 

Now, let me clarify, the group that organizes these swinger parties—they don’t call them that. They use 'SP', like the initials somehow make it less risqué. I don’t get it, but that's how it is. 

 

“Likely they will,” I said after forcing a swallow. “I’m not sure I will.”  

 

“Why’s that?” Joanna asked.  

 

I shrugged, “It’s complicated,” was all I could muster. Then, I turned my head towards her. “Are you going?” I asked, more to throw her off her line of questioning.  

 

“Not bloody likely,” Joanna burst out. “Yer know me parents go to them. No one needs to see that. Least of all me.”  

 

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “Fair point.” I looked back toward the movie that was still playing in the background. “I can’t imagine what life must’ve been like for you growin’ up. Especially with how open your parents were. There’s no way I’m tellin’ my kids any of this—ever.” 

 

“I’d agree with that,” Joanna said. “I don’t fault me parents for their choices, but I probably didn’t need to see half of what I did as a kid.” 

 

Joanna and I talked like that until the movie ended. As I turned off the TV, I felt Joanna shift next to me. Her face was so close to mine that I could feel the warmth from her face against mine. Before I could pull back, she pushed toward me and gave me a short kiss on the lips. Her lips were warm and soft. And I instantly wished I didn’t know that. But before I could protest, Joanna shifted forward and stood up. And just like that she was gone, off to her room. I felt something ominous brewing in the Ky household.  



I shook my head again and made my way to my room to go to bed. I knew I'd have to address the 'Joanna situation' soon to avoid falling into a potential pitfall. The way things were unfolding, it would be all too easy to let things happen and end up sleeping with her. While that might feel incredible in the moment and be a thrilling experience in the short term, it seemed like I'd be wading into waters way over my head. I can hardly keep one relationship healthy; I couldn't fathom how to handle one with two women involved.



Lexi’s Diary 



When I reached my room, I pulled off my shirt and headed to the bathroom. As I passed by the small white desk my wife uses for work, my eyes caught sight of a black notebook. It was one of those specific Thinkers notebooks I always buy for my notes, drawn to their unique paper quality, texture, and how my writing looks on their pages. My office is lined with shelves of these notebooks.



For a moment, I thought I might have mistakenly left one there, so I picked it up and flipped through it. I quickly realized it wasn't mine; my writing is all caps, bold and blocky. My wife's, however, is a thing of beauty, like the writing in an old, handwritten letter from a bygone era. 



It quickly became clear that what I was holding was a diary, each page dated with a daily entry. Upon closer inspection, I noticed there were only about two weeks' worth of writings. Curious, I turned the notebook over to examine the cover. There, written in white calligraphy, was the name "Lexi". My knees felt instantly weak. This was something my wife had begun after she adopted the name Lexi, marking the start of our new agreement with Sipho.



I was immediately tempted to start reading, but I paused to consider if it was right. Was this an invasion of privacy, or had the diary been left out intentionally for me to find? I gave it a moment's thought, but I knew deep down there was no way I wasn't going to read it. I felt my heartbeat increase and had to take a deep breath as I sat on the edge of the bed and opened the notebook to the first page.




Post 1457 — Guest

Thu Jan 09, 2025 2:37 pm

I feel some revelations coming on!




Post 1458 — David52

Thu Jan 09, 2025 2:59 pm

Dickens has nothing on you Ky.




Post 1459 — mick_flow

Thu Jan 09, 2025 3:53 pm

I'm a huge fan of Sci-Fi too, although I'm sorry I have to disagree with Joanna, it's either Salt and Vinegar or a good packet of Prawn and Cocktail  



But Joanna, wow, she's tempting. Very tempting... and she's (attempting Scouse accent) "Weerkin' rRreally 'ard on youu Ky"... 



When myself and my wife started down this journey I wanted someone to talk to about this. Not having anyone else in the lifestyle that I could physically talk to about it was hard. Very hard. It sounds like, that at least with Joanna there maybe someone you can physically talk to. I mean this site is awesome as are the folks on it. But you can't beat an in person natter. At least she's aware and sees the transformation.Although she does sound like she's a vested interest too.... 



It seems like Jaimee is doing a great job of trying to keep "Lexi" and "Jaimee" separate. Creating the draw / bathroom space for her. But I wonder if the lure of Lexi and some of her choices will start to blur. There are parts of Lexi that are going to be hard for either of you to pass up on?



I'm also wondering as Jaimee mentioned that she felt guilty having a good time and not being able to help you. I wonder if that guilt holds her back at all. I wonder if, she wants more, but doesn't want to feel like she's abandoning you, so stops short of giving into that desire. Perhaps by encouraging you to be with Joanna, she is able to free herself of the guilt. Allowing herself to bathe more deeply in the lustful desires of Lexi, able to let you go, let herself go, and delve the little be deeper into the forbidden waters of desire?



...and damn it Ky... another cliff hanger... [F5]... 



Seriously, hope the little one feels better soon. We'll all be here waiting for the next update...




Post 1460 — venus-can99

Thu Jan 09, 2025 4:20 pm

Thanks for the late night update Ky and hope your kid is feeling better. Looking forward to more of Lexi’s diary and other fabulous updates




Post 1461 — wannabecUKold

Thu Jan 09, 2025 8:24 pm

I reckon you could take your litle Scouse girl to bed and have some fun with her while your beloved Jaimee is gone, replaced by Lexi.  Jaimee is OK with that, as I recall. Joanna would understand it was just fun, I am sure.   

Why not at least see her naked, her pretty young body.  "Cum on, whack, get yer kecks off. You like me body?"




Post 1462 — mundyman

Thu Jan 09, 2025 10:57 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, mundyman, Ky_Da, mundyman

Thank you for your response. Like I said I’m fascinated by the totality o your journey going back to Cali days.

Best wishes to you and your family!!




Post 1463 — mundyman

Thu Jan 09, 2025 11:00 pm

↳ Replying to: mundyman, Ky_Da, mundyman, Ky_Da






Post 1464 — mundyman

Thu Jan 09, 2025 11:14 pm

I think Lexi is talking to Joanna about relieving your stress and keeping you satisfied.

In no way do I see her blatant come on to you is something she is doing on her own, or without Jaimie’s encouragement.




Post 1465 — Rogueuser1

Thu Jan 09, 2025 11:17 pm

Hope the kid feels better soon - that is no fun. 

Thanks again for another great update, hopefully you read the diary!




Post 1466 — Johng1953

Fri Jan 10, 2025 12:33 am

Don't stop there!




Post 1467 — mick_flow

Fri Jan 10, 2025 7:43 am

Ky’s got a knack for leaving you asking for more… 



… agghhh…. The anticipation….




Post 1468 — nnjcpl2002

Sun Jan 12, 2025 2:38 am

Of course the Lexi diary was left there for you to read.  And I suspect that you will do so!




Post 1469 — mundyman

Sun Jan 12, 2025 5:31 am

↳ Replying to: nnjcpl2002

I would whole heartedly agree that she left the diary conveniently in a place that Ky could find it, knowing that he could not resist the temptation of reading it.

My guess is this is how she will let him know the depths of the depravity she has reached with Sipho as he has made her assume her new persona as Lexi the Whore for anybody Sipho chooses, or who pays.




Post 1470 — Guest

Sun Jan 12, 2025 6:08 am

I'm anxiously awaiting the next installment from Ky. This is a compelling thread! Great writing Ky, thank you!




Post 1471 — Ky_Da

Sun Jan 12, 2025 8:51 am

A quick note to start: I've had to revise some of what she wrote because obviously there's a lot of personal info in there. I've taken the parts of our game I felt I could share, but if the prose doesn't flow well or seems rough, it's primarily my fault for my edits. This first entry is a warmup. I've gathered together the more introspective paragraphs. Next post will be more about the actual experiences she shares. At least the ones she's okay with me sharing. 



The first entry read: 



Seated in the beautician's chair, I catch sight of myself in the mirror at the salon, and it's as if I'm peering into a looking glass; the reflection that meets my eyes is that of a stranger. Lexi gazes back at me, oozing confidence and a charm that borders on the erotic. Her features reveal a feral spirit within, her eyes holding an untamed fire. 



In many ways, Lexi is the echo of my teenage self, that naïve time when all I yearned for was beauty, strength, and the freedom to chart my own course—unbound by others' expectations or the silencing of my own voice. She is the personification of that youthful, reckless desire to live life to the fullest, to dance through existence without a care for what tomorrow might bring, believing that consequences are for others, not for her.



She's the part of me that slowly faded as I grew to understand that life was nuanced and complex, far beyond what my younger self could have imagined. Lexi embodies that piece of my soul that still longs to explore, to stand out from the crowd, to seize the moment with both hands, ignoring the weight of tomorrow. To her, balance and moderation are not just unwelcome; they're an affront to her very essence.



My husband has encouraged and supported my exploration into a lascivious world. He's granted me the liberty to experience it without judgement, allowing me to become Lexi in those fleeting moments when I can escape from life's responsibilities. Years of past experiences have led me here, planting me firmly on this thrilling patch of ground where I am perpetually caught between terror and exhilaration. I'm learning to be comfortable in the uncomfortable. This journey, this transformation into Lexi, has not just been about exploration but about reclaiming parts of myself I thought were lost. I'm finding strength in vulnerability, and courage to embrace my desires. 



I never imagined myself adorned with tattoos, let alone many. After hours spent on the artist's table, my skin hums with a moderate pain, akin to a sunburn from lingering too long under the sun. At first, the very thought of that sharp kiss was terrifying, but now, I find myself delighting in the art that's been etched into my skin. Each stroke, each hue, has become an integral part of me, and I've no desire to see them erased. Like so many things once deemed too extreme for me, these tattoos no longer seem the radical statement I once thought them to be; I wonder now why I ever viewed them with such trepidation.



It would be all too easy to surrender to this path, to let Lexi's desires guide me further into the depths. Yet, even she acknowledges that this descent has no end; there are no safety nets when one is bent on testing the boundaries. But because I have a family, children who depend on me, I know I must not go too far. I might be willing to never rein it in if it were just me, but for my family, I must keep them in my heart. This recognition comes to me even amidst the haze of lust, when I'm wholly consumed by sensations, reminding me that my passions must be reined in. 



In this, I am at odds and locked into an internal battle, with Jaimee and Lexi's motivations in stark opposition. While Lexi recognizes that there is no bottom to the depths out there, she has no desire for restraint. She yearns to follow Sipho to whatever end he envisions. Jaimee, on the other hand, knows there's a balance to be found, a need to temper this wild, intoxicating rush with the wisdom of restraint, all for the love of those who need me most. But Lexi pushes back, her spirit eager to dive into the abyss, embracing the chaos, the freedom, the uninhibited exploration of desire. This internal tug-of-war between Jaimee's responsibilities and Lexi's liberation is a constant struggle, a tug-of-war between duty and desire.



I looked up from Lexi's diary and let my thoughts wander for several minutes. None of what I read was a shock, well, that's not entirely accurate. Her admission about not wanting to remove the tattoos caught me off guard. Getting them was already a step beyond our previous boundaries; deciding not to remove them seemed like she was choosing not to retreat but to push forward instead. Now, I found myself wondering if more tattoos were on the horizon. Personally, I didn't want that. I felt like we'd already ventured further than we'd ever planned. But what if, in a few months, the lust took over again and Sipho pushed for even more? We'd need to make a decision now and stick with it. Jaimee and I needed to talk; we'd have to revisit our limits, and Lexi would have to agree to them.



It was becoming increasingly easy to separate Jaimee and Lexi in my mind, almost like they were two distinct people. It felt like a natural progression. I could view Jaimee as my loving, faithful wife, and Lexi as this wild, promiscuous persona who took the fall for all the adventurous escapades, as if Jaimee's alter ego was the one making those choices, leaving Jaimee herself somehow more chaste and loyal.



I went back to the diary and skimmed through the other pages, feeling my eyes widen with each turn. I saw Joanna's name mentioned several times, and what my wife wrote about her left me stunned. I'll come back to that later. There were pages upon pages of the juiciest, most erotic content you could imagine, but it was all interwoven with very personal, private conversations and at times work matters. Some paragraphs were thought out and eloquent, while other's were a more plainspoken scrawl. 



I laid back on the bed, my hand sliding down the front of my trousers to grasp my dick, my thoughts consumed by my wife. Pulling out my mobile from my pocket, I navigated to the special folder where I keep her pictures. I've noticed that Lexi doesn't share as many photos as Jaimee used to, making me wonder if it was deliberate or if she was just too caught up with her lovers. But it's Lexi's pictures I crave the most.



Her lovers aren't always black, but it's the images of a black man between her legs that really get my heart racing these days. Seeing her legs up, those spade tattoos on full display, it gets me hard instantly. One thing I've noticed as Lexi has come into her own is that she doesn't wear a wedding ring. I flip back and forth between pictures of Jaimee with her ring and Lexi without one. It's another thing that stirs a mix of emotions in me, something I both love and hate at the same time.



That night, I just edged myself. I didn't feel like dealing with the lows that come after an orgasm. Honestly, I went to sleep feeling a bit depressed and sorry for myself, though I wasn't sure why. It's not normal, but there are times when I hit these lows. It's just part of the game. I plugged in my ear buds, turned on some music, closed my eyes, and let the sound wash over me, needing a distraction more than anything else.



That night, my thoughts kept circling back to the moment I'd agreed to let Sipho mark my wife. I was so enveloped by the experience, so consumed by desire, that I could hardly think of anything else. I remember Sipho's question and the look of raw passion on my wife's face. She was filled with an intense desire, wanting it at least as much as I did. I knew my life would become more complicated in many ways, but even now, all these months later, the mere thought of it still arouses me.



Somehow I have to make it to the end of May. After that, it'll be time to take a break and reconnect. Florida in July is going to be amazing.




Post 1472 — mundyman

Sun Jan 12, 2025 9:22 am

↳ Replying to: nnjcpl2002

I would whole heartedly agree that she left the diary conveniently in a place that Ky could find it, knowing that he could not resist the temptation of reading it.

My guess is this is how she will let him know the depths of the depravity she has reached with Sipho as he has made her assume her new persona as Lexi the Whore for anybody Sipho chooses, or who pays.




Post 1473 — mick_flow

Sun Jan 12, 2025 9:48 am

Excellently written, and I didn't see any jarring parts. As much as we all crave your updates, we also all appreciate and probably share to an extent the need for privacy. Thank you for sharing what you do. 




Ohh, yeah, I feel the loneliness in that passage. How are you feeling about all of this? Time to use a safe word? Or are you all good to continue?



I used to ask my wife to take her rings off too. Some of the most erotic photo's where of her rings sitting on a bedside table. She'd sent it to me before heading out with her lover. Letting go of me. I loved it. Part of the appeal of the lifestyle, for me was seeing my wife give in to her desires. To see her chase what she wants, to see her angst as she lets me go, and see how she transforms as she yearns for another. In what you shared, I found my self torn. She laid bare the angst she has, between family (Jaimee) and Lexi. You can see Lexi being welcomed back by Jaimee, and parts of her she won't let go, like the tattoos. 



I was torn because there is so much eroticism and arousal in pushing for that, in pushing Lexi. In doing so being able to watch Jaimee react, struggle, until the desire consumes her, and she gives in to Lexi. Not all at once, but piece by piece. But it is so dangerous, as Lexi said, there is nothing to stop this descent, this transformation. Ironically, it makes it all the more thrilling. Just a nudge toward Sipho... a little more... what else might she give into? - Pushing her a little, and watching the desire flood her eyes, looking deep into them as they dilate, a physical reaction to the lust.. the cravings...




Post 1474 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun Jan 12, 2025 1:35 pm

Hot story KY. One suggestion....make all writings from her journal in italics. Keep your thoughts and the rest of the story normal. This way your audience can follow along better. It makes it easier for your readers. Thanks.




Post 1475 — Guest

Sun Jan 12, 2025 2:47 pm

I'm wondering have you considered any tattoos for yourself Ky?




Post 1476 — Guest

Sun Jan 12, 2025 2:59 pm

It's impossible to not project yourself in these moments you describe. Like when you said, "Honestly, I went to sleep feeling a bit depressed and sorry for myself, though I wasn't sure why. It's not normal, but there are times when I hit these lows. It's just part of the game." The moment I read that I felt like you had a sort of jealousy for Sipho and what he got to witness with your wife's descent into her sexual tumult. She seems like she's on a roller coaster ride and you being pulled along by proxy. This is a wild ride and I hope it turns out well! You've become a likable person!




Post 1477 — lockedhappyhubby

Mon Jan 13, 2025 1:55 am

↳ Replying to: coastalkid

Well said coastalkid. The highs and lows of a cuckold husband but we still want more. Like a lot of us I too have been following Ky since the very start riding alone like the voyeur I am. Ky you write so well and have shared so much very personal parts of you two with us I think of you as a friend. 

All the best,




Post 1478 — mundyman

Mon Jan 13, 2025 3:10 am

Hey Ky,

Thanks for the update. More details about the actual activities Jaimie has been involved in that are written in the journal would be appreciated, but you do you and anything you write is appreciated.

You reference Zara, and Oscar as a couple who played with Sipho and seemed to leave their relationship with him on a friendly basis. However did Sipho mark Zara in the same way he is marking Jaimie? Did she go down the same path doing similar things that Jaimie is doing? Did Zara end upmworking for Sipho also? 

 Notice the active tense of the word marking as I don’t think Jaimie is anywhere close to being done getting inked and pierced.

As you have now discovered, Sipho has found and is tapping into a repressed part of Jaimie’s psyche and personality. Being the facilitator apparently of your and Jaimie’s desires, will this give you a better idea of what to bring up with Jaimie when you do have those times when you talk about her(your) activities with Sipho? Will you ask her about what she thoughts and what she wanted to do when she a younger person? Will this help you predict what she might want to experience with Sipho?

Who was Jaimie exactly when she was younger, and what did she like to do and what did she want to do if she hadn’t been brought up in her mother’s repressive household.

Also, there’s still a part of me that thinks physical modification like bigger breast enhancements Are on the table. You two have pushed through so many barriers already in the heat of passion I can see Jaimie, and you, going along with it if Sipho becomes persuasive enough and pushes the right buttons. And it also gets back to what Jaimie desires, deeply inside her, that she perhaps has yet to share with you about the way a woman who acts Lexi should look like.

I’ll end with this. Jaimie and Sipho both continue to call you Jaimie’s anchor. Her safe spot. May I remind you that the job of an anchor is to, at times, keep a ship from running ashore or into the rocks. Did you ever think that when they call you Jaimie’s anchor that they are putting you in charge ultimately of what she does. That Jaimie might just be giving you the authority to keep her from going over the edge. That Sipho is looking to you to know when enough is enough because he already realizes that Jaimie is incapable of making that call because she loses herself in his lifestyle so easily.

Good luck to you and Jaimie. I eagerly await the updates of your adventures!




Post 1479 — mick_flow

Mon Jan 13, 2025 4:34 am

I can't be the only one dying to know what she wrote about Joanna. Maybe it's because I'd have already have given in to Joanna... but still, what shocked Ky?




Post 1480 — viking53

Mon Jan 13, 2025 7:45 am

Reading Lexi's thoughts about her persona and the link back to Jaimee's teenage persona was really interesting. There was clearly a rebellious spirit then which included her relationship with Brooke and I think a clear driver of this rebellion was her mother. Your recent description of the interaction between Jaimee and her mother and the strong negative feedback she was getting from her mother would suggest that this is one of the driving forces pushing Jaimee more towards Lexi.



I'm guessing also that Jaimee's long history with Brooke and her enjoyment of sex with women means that she has had sex with Joanna as well.




Post 1481 — Ky_Da

Mon Jan 13, 2025 8:27 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

You do seem to get me. And thanks for asking about my feelings. I did have a hard night that night, but I felt back to normal after that. I do have my safe word at the ready, and I'll use it if I need to, but I'm really trying to make this work until the end of our agreement. The fun of it is still very much there. I love the way you wrote,  Pushing her a little, and watching the desire flood her eyes, looking deep into them as they dilate, a physical reaction to the lust.. the cravings... That's very erotic. 



Ky,




Post 1482 — Ky_Da

Mon Jan 13, 2025 8:36 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman

Some good questions...



No, Zara never got any tattoos that I know of. If she did, she had them removed. Nor did she work for Sipho directly. Oscar and Sipho have some business interest they work on together, so there was a financial interest that was served, but not in the same way as Jaimee. 



Your observation about the younger Jaimee is fairly close to the mark. I'll have to think on what I might be able to share there in the future. As you can imagine, there's a lot of personal and private stuff on that topic. As to Jaimee wanting more tattoos or piercings, yeah, we'll have to keep our eyes open on that front. 



Finally, regarding the anchor... I also think about this often. I have used my safe word a couple of times and had to pause the game for a few days while we sorted some things out. One was regarding pregnancy. That's a no-go for me. Been there--done that--I don't even want to joke or talk about it. It's such a hard pass that it's an instant boner killer. I don't want it to be part of our play at all. The other time I had to use the safe word was when I felt Sipho was taking too much of my wife's time. I understand a certain level of sacrifice is required on my part, but in those early days, it got out of hand fast and I had to step in and sort it. Other than that, it's gone fairly well. 



I know there's more to write here, but I'll try to catch it on my next post - working on it now. 



Take care, Ky




Post 1483 — mundyman

Mon Jan 13, 2025 8:48 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, mundyman

Thanks for the response. That you have used your safe word to sort things out is reassuring.

I  would imagine Sipho can’t believe his good fortune to have a firecracker like Jaimie, and you, who appears to be relatively fearless and accepting in response to the opportunities and requests he presents to Jaimie.

I can’t imagine he has been with any couples who have done many of the things she, and you, have. Does that ever come up? Does he ever compare how far Jaimie has come, or what she has been willing to do, compared to the other women he’s played with?? 

Hence the reason for continuing to be her anchor as he comes up with ever more challenging and deviant opportunities and expectations. 

Also perhaps sharing more info and detail on her Anal only November. How long did she last for, how many days. How much was her ass used by Sipho and his men, and what finally was the breaking point??

Thank you as always for taking the time to respond and share.




Post 1484 — mundyman

Mon Jan 13, 2025 10:13 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, mundyman






Post 1485 — mundyman

Mon Jan 13, 2025 10:13 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, mundyman






Post 1486 — Ky_Da

Mon Jan 13, 2025 11:54 am

I do plan to share more from the diary, but I'm struggling to redact certain info, continue to catch everyone up on events, and not mix it in with what's going on currently. It's coming along, but slowly, so I'll share diary snippets as they're ready. 





The following evening, Lexi came home from work wrapped in a long coat, heading straight to our room to change. When she re-emerged, she was Jaimee again. Her hair was back to its usual style, her makeup stripped down, and her demeanor had shifted back to wife and mother mode.



Jaimee was dressed in loose-fitting flannel trousers and a jumper, looking almost frumpy. Yet, knowing what lay beneath those unflattering clothes made my heart race. She quickly took over dinner preparations from Joanna, engaging with the kids as if it were just another routine weeknight, like she'd simply returned from an ordinary job to start her evening duties at home. But I knew her day was far from ordinary. Sipho always had some additional, less conventional activities planned alongside her regular work.



Once the kids were in bed and we had some time alone, I suggested to my wife that we go out for a drink, leaving Joanna to study and watch the kids. There's a pub down the street we like, quiet and familiar, where we've gotten to know many of the regulars.



After discussing personal stuff, I brought up the topic on my mind. "What do you think about moving out of our rental and buying a home?"



"Here? In the UK?" she asked, her surprise evident. I nodded.



She leaned back, her expression one of shock. "I wasn't expecting that," she said, placing her tea down. "I'm open to it, but there's a lot to consider."



"Like?" I prompted.



"Where we buy, should we stay near here?" she fired back without hesitation. "Are you okay with staying here longer? I thought you'd want to go back to California some day. Would you have to commute farther? And what about my job, and Joanna, would she come with us? I can't manage without her if I'm working."



I nodded, letting her speak without interruption. Eventually, I interjected, "All good questions, but let's focus on the big one first. Do you want to stay here? Things are a bit rocky with your mom right now, but overall, do you like being here more than California? Should we consider staying?"



Jaimee was silent for a long while, her eyes searching mine for any hint of my thoughts, but I kept my face neutral, wanting her true feelings. It took her several minutes, but she finally spoke, "All things equal, I'd probably prefer to stay. But if you're not happy, that's not an ultimatum. I go where you go, Ky. There's a lot I miss about California. I could be happy there, too."



"My job is going better here than it ever did in California," I said. "I felt like I could never get the training wheels off at work there. But here, I get to work on all kinds of cool projects. There's a lot I miss about California, but to be honest, I'm kind of feeling like we should stay."



The smile that spread across my wife's face was one of the largest and most genuine I'd seen from her. She seemed genuinely thrilled by the idea, or at least the initial thought of it. We had the money from selling our California home, enough for a decent down payment. "The house won't be as big as our California one, but we can probably find something larger than where we're at now."



Jaimee's excitement seemed to grow as she pondered the idea. "We'll be fine," she assured. "But we need a place with a room for Joanna."



"About that," I said. "She graduates uni soon, and I've got to think she'll be moving on from us after that."



Jaimee tilted her head, considering her response. "I certainly wouldn't stop her if she wanted to leave, but if we ask her to go any time soon, she'll be heartbroken. She's become part of the family."



"Which is the next thing I wanted to ask you about," I said, pleased the conversation was heading where I hoped. "I read the diary you left out for me." I wasn't sure she had left it out intentionally, but I decided to act like she had.



"Not mine," Jaimee smiled. "That's Lexi's diary. And it took you long enough. It was sitting there for like two weeks."



The dim lighting of the pub wrapped around us like a comforting blanket as we settled back into our conversation. Jaimee's eyes, those windows to her soul, had a spark of something familiar - a look we'd shared before when discussing Joanna. I recalled the last memory of our conversation where I had declined the idea of sleeping with her. It was one of the hardest choices I'd made, and I was second guessing myself all the time. 



"Ky," Jaimee began, "I know we've talked about Joanna before, but I can see how you look at here."



I nodded, the weight of weeks of temptation heavy on my shoulders. "Yeah, she's... difficult to ignore," I admitted, my voice low.



She leaned closer, her hand finding mine, her touch comforting. "I want to talk about her again because I feel guilty, love. I've been having all these incredible moments with Sipho--and others, and I don't want you to feel left out anymore. I want you to more a part of it."



The mention of Sipho sent a shiver through me, a potent mix of jealousy and arousal that had become a familiar part of our dynamic. "I agreed to this game, Jaimee. I knew what it meant," I said, trying to sound confident, but my voice betrayed a hint of the turmoil inside.



"But that was before," she countered, her voice soft, almost apologetic, as her eyes sought mine. There was a vulnerability there, a hint of the Jaimee I knew before Lexi began to take over. "Before I realized how much this game would change us. How much I'd crave him sexually."



I remembered our agreement vividly, the plan where Jaimee would channel her sexual desires towards Sipho, making him the focal point of her lust. "You've said you think of him when you're... randy," I said, the word feeling strangely intimate, like a secret shared in the dim light of the pub.



"Yes," she admitted, her voice dropping to a whisper, her eyes lowering as if she was about to unveil a part of herself she had kept hidden. "It's worked, Ky. He satisfies me in a way I never thought possible. When I think of him, my body reacts in ways... it's like every nerve ending is tuned to his frequency."



She paused, her hesitation palpable, the air between us thick with the weight of her confession. "I didn't expect it to go this far. Someone who makes you orgasm that hard, that often, does something to you. It forms a connection, something primal, that I can't explain. I try to resist, to keep it just a game, but my body... it wants more. It craves him."



Her words were like a physical touch, stirring something deep within me. I felt a pang of loss, mixed with an undeniable surge of desire. It was a complex emotion, knowing that my wife's body had found this new level of satisfaction with another man.



"Jaimee," I began, my voice a mix of encouragement and caution, "you can tell me. I need to hear this."



She took a deep breath, her eyes meeting mine again, filled with a mix of love and the fear of hurting me. "When I need to be satisfied sexually, when my lust is at its peak, it's Sipho I think of. Not you, Ky. And I'm sorry, I truly am, because I never wanted this to hurt you. But it's the truth. He's become my... my sexual guide."



Her honesty was like a sharp blade, cutting through the fantasy to reveal the reality beneath. Yet, there was no malice in her eyes, only a desire to be truthful, to maintain the intimacy we shared beyond the physical. "I don't want you to think I'm uncaring or that I love you any less. It's just... this sexual fulfillment, it's different. It's something I've learned to crave, but my heart, my love, that's still yours, Ky."



I nodded, feeling the dual nature of my emotions - the sting of jealousy, the thrill of her confession. It was a testament to our complexity, our willingness to navigate this uncharted territory together. "I appreciate your honesty," I said, the words heavy with the understanding that this was part of our journey, part of the game we had chosen to play. "It's a lot, but I'm here with you, for you."



Jaimee reached across the table, her touch grounding me back to the moment, to the love we shared. "I want you to know, no matter how this game twists and turns, you're my home, Ky. My heart doesn't belong to him, only my body's desires. And I want to ensure yours are met too, in whatever way feels right for us."



Her confession was like a physical touch, stirring something deep within me. The idea that she could be so sexually fulfilled by Sipho, while still loving me, was a paradox that both excited and terrified me. "I didn't think it would get this... intense," I confessed, feeling the heat rising in my cheeks.



Jaimee's surprise was gentle, her hand moving from mine to rest on my thigh, her touch sending a shiver up my spine. "But, love, you knew the plan. You seemed so into it."



"I was, I am," I said, my voice thick with the mix of emotions. "But now, knowing how much he fills you... it's a lot. And with Joanna, it's not just about filling a void; it's about where this could lead us."



Her hand tightened slightly, a silent acknowledgment of the weight of my words. "Are you upset with what's happened so far?"



I shook my head, "No, I like it. I like seeing you like this, confident, sexually liberated. But the thought of more tattoos, more piercings, it scares me."



"That's the game, Ky," she said, her voice now seductive, a reminder of the Lexi within her. "It's meant to push our boundaries, to make us feel this nervous thrill."



I looked at her, seeing not just Jaimee, but the woman who had embraced Lexi, who was living this life with a passion I could only admire. "And you still want me with Joanna?"



"Yes," she breathed, her eyes darkening with desire. "I want you to have your needs met, to feel that same... satisfaction I do. Just until May, when we end this chapter. Then we'll see where we are."



The thought of Joanna, her youthful energy, her body that had been a constant tease in my fantasies, now seemed within reach. The idea of her touch, her soft sighs, her body against mine, was almost too much to bear. Yet, the love in Jaimee's eyes, her commitment to us, was my anchor.



"I'm tempted, more than I've ever been," I admitted, feeling the truth of those words like a physical weight. "But I'm also scared of what it might mean for us."



Jaimee's hand moved up slightly, her fingers tracing a path that was both comforting and dangerously close to igniting my desire. "It's an evolution, not a revolution. We can control this, Ky. Together."



Her words, combined with the memory of Joanna's shy smiles, her curious glances, the way she had looked in Lexi's clothes - it was all building a case I was finding harder to argue against.



"I do trust you," I finally said, my decision feeling like a leap into the unknown. "I'll think about it."



Jaimee's smile was a mix of relief and excitement, her lips parting as if to say more, but instead, she leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. "Imagine her, Ky. Imagine Joanna under you, her body responding to yours, her moans just for you."



I shook my head slightly, feeling the weight of my own doubts. "Why would she be interested in me, though? She's got everything going for her - she's attractive, smart, super nice. I'm just... another guy."



Jaimee's expression shifted to one of playful exasperation, her eyes rolling in a way that only she could make endearing. "Ky, don't sell yourself short. You're not 'just another guy'. You're handsome, for one, with those eyes that seem to see right through to someone's soul. And your body? You've kept yourself in good shape, more than just functional; you're strong, you've got that confidence in your posture that's damn attractive."



I felt a warmth spread through me at her words, but still, my insecurities lingered. "But-"



"No buts," she cut in, her hand squeezing mine reassuringly. "You've got this charm about you, this way of listening, really listening, that makes people feel seen. And let's not forget your mind. You're clever, Ky, not just with engineering but with life, with people. You understand complexities, you're empathetic, you make anyone feel like they're the most interesting person in the room when you're talking to them."



I couldn't help but smile, her words acting like a balm to my self-doubt. "You think Joanna sees all that?"



"I know she does," Jaimee said firmly. "She's seen you with the kids, how patient you are, how you play with them, not just as a dad but as a friend. That's sexy, Ky. And your humor, that dry wit of yours? It's disarming, it's what draws people in. Plus, you've got this... this aura of integrity. Joanna respects you, admires you. She's told me, in her own way, how she's curious about you, about what it would be like to be that close to you."



I felt my skepticism softening, the image of Joanna, her shy smiles, her laughter when we'd shared moments, taking on new meaning. "I just never thought..."



"And that's part of your charm, you don't see it," Jaimee continued, her voice softening. "You've got this humility, this genuine humility that's rare. It's not just about looks or physicality, though you've got both in spades. It's about who you are, your kindness, your loyalty, your passion for life. That's what attracts people, Ky. That's what would make Joanna want to be with you, not just for a night but because she sees the value in you."



Her words lifted me, building my confidence, making me see myself through her eyes, through perhaps Joanna's. "So, you think she's genuinely interested?"



"I know she is," Jaimee said, her voice now laced with an encouraging warmth. "And it's not just about sex or this game we're playing. It's about connection, about exploring desire with someone you respect and are attracted to. You've got a lot to offer, Ky, and it's time you started believing it."



Her belief in me, her affirmation of my worth, was more arousing than any physical touch could be at that moment. It was a reminder that we still had a strong connection, had an understanding, and were still on the journey together. 





That's it for this post. I'll start working on the next one later in the week. This one was a little challenging to share because of what my wife was telling me at the pub. I don't take compliments well, and my first reaction is to downplay them, but I thought I might as well share them here. I've got so much to catch you up on still, but I don't want to do it as a massive info dump. I enjoy recalling the experiences and trying to put them into words, so be patient with me. 



I do plan to share more from the diary, but I'm struggling to redact certain info, continue to catch everyone up on events, and not mix it in with what's going on currently. It's coming along, but slowly, so I'll share diary snippets as they're ready. 





The following evening, Lexi came home from work wrapped in a long coat, heading straight to our room to change. When she re-emerged, she was Jaimee again. Her hair was back to its usual style, her makeup stripped down, and her demeanor had shifted back to wife and mother mode.



Jaimee was dressed in loose-fitting flannel trousers and a jumper, looking almost frumpy. Yet, knowing what lay beneath those unflattering clothes made my heart race. She quickly took over dinner preparations from Joanna, engaging with the kids as if it were just another routine weeknight, like she'd simply returned from an ordinary job to start her evening duties at home. But I knew her day was far from ordinary. Sipho always had some additional, less conventional activities planned alongside her regular work.



Once the kids were in bed and we had some time alone, I suggested to my wife that we go out for a drink, leaving Joanna to study and watch the kids. There's a pub down the street we like, quiet and familiar, where we've gotten to know many of the regulars.



After discussing personal stuff, I brought up the topic on my mind. "What do you think about moving out of our rental and buying a home?"



"Here? In the UK?" she asked, her surprise evident. I nodded.



She leaned back, her expression one of shock. "I wasn't expecting that," she said, placing her tea down. "I'm open to it, but there's a lot to consider."



"Like?" I prompted.



"Where we buy, should we stay near here?" she fired back without hesitation. "Are you okay with staying here longer? I thought you'd want to go back to California some day. Would you have to commute farther? And what about my job, and Joanna, would she come with us? I can't manage without her if I'm working."



I nodded, letting her speak without interruption. Eventually, I interjected, "All good questions, but let's focus on the big one first. Do you want to stay here? Things are a bit rocky with your mom right now, but overall, do you like being here more than California? Should we consider staying?"



Jaimee was silent for a long while, her eyes searching mine for any hint of my thoughts, but I kept my face neutral, wanting her true feelings. It took her several minutes, but she finally spoke, "All things equal, I'd probably prefer to stay. But if you're not happy, that's not an ultimatum. I go where you go, Ky. There's a lot I miss about California. I could be happy there, too."



"My job is going better here than it ever did in California," I said. "I felt like I could never get the training wheels off at work there. But here, I get to work on all kinds of cool projects. There's a lot I miss about California, but to be honest, I'm kind of feeling like we should stay."



The smile that spread across my wife's face was one of the largest and most genuine I'd seen from her. She seemed genuinely thrilled by the idea, or at least the initial thought of it. We had the money from selling our California home, enough for a decent down payment. "The house won't be as big as our California one, but we can probably find something larger than where we're at now."



Jaimee's excitement seemed to grow as she pondered the idea. "We'll be fine," she assured. "But we need a place with a room for Joanna."



"About that," I said. "She graduates uni soon, and I've got to think she'll be moving on from us after that."



Jaimee tilted her head, considering her response. "I certainly wouldn't stop her if she wanted to leave, but if we ask her to go any time soon, she'll be heartbroken. She's become part of the family."



"Which is the next thing I wanted to ask you about," I said, pleased the conversation was heading where I hoped. "I read the diary you left out for me." I wasn't sure she had left it out intentionally, but I decided to act like she had.



"Not mine," Jaimee smiled. "That's Lexi's diary. And it took you long enough. It was sitting there for like two weeks."



The dim lighting of the pub wrapped around us like a comforting blanket as we settled back into our conversation. Jaimee's eyes, those windows to her soul, had a spark of something familiar - a look we'd shared before when discussing Joanna. I recalled the last memory of our conversation where I had declined the idea of sleeping with her. It was one of the hardest choices I'd made, and I was second guessing myself all the time. 



"Ky," Jaimee began, "I know we've talked about Joanna before, but I can see how you look at here."



I nodded, the weight of weeks of temptation heavy on my shoulders. "Yeah, she's... difficult to ignore," I admitted, my voice low.



She leaned closer, her hand finding mine, her touch comforting. "I want to talk about her again because I feel guilty, love. I've been having all these incredible moments with Sipho--and others, and I don't want you to feel left out anymore. I want you to more a part of it."



The mention of Sipho sent a shiver through me, a potent mix of jealousy and arousal that had become a familiar part of our dynamic. "I agreed to this game, Jaimee. I knew what it meant," I said, trying to sound confident, but my voice betrayed a hint of the turmoil inside.



"But that was before," she countered, her voice soft, almost apologetic, as her eyes sought mine. There was a vulnerability there, a hint of the Jaimee I knew before Lexi began to take over. "Before I realized how much this game would change us. How much I'd crave him sexually."



I remembered our agreement vividly, the plan where Jaimee would channel her sexual desires towards Sipho, making him the focal point of her lust. "You've said you think of him when you're... randy," I said, the word feeling strangely intimate, like a secret shared in the dim light of the pub.



"Yes," she admitted, her voice dropping to a whisper, her eyes lowering as if she was about to unveil a part of herself she had kept hidden. "It's worked, Ky. He satisfies me in a way I never thought possible. When I think of him, my body reacts in ways... it's like every nerve ending is tuned to his frequency."



She paused, her hesitation palpable, the air between us thick with the weight of her confession. "I didn't expect it to go this far. Someone who makes you orgasm that hard, that often, does something to you. It forms a connection, something primal, that I can't explain. I try to resist, to keep it just a game, but my body... it wants more. It craves him."



Her words were like a physical touch, stirring something deep within me. I felt a pang of loss, mixed with an undeniable surge of desire. It was a complex emotion, knowing that my wife's body had found this new level of satisfaction with another man.



"Jaimee," I began, my voice a mix of encouragement and caution, "you can tell me. I need to hear this."



She took a deep breath, her eyes meeting mine again, filled with a mix of love and the fear of hurting me. "When I need to be satisfied sexually, when my lust is at its peak, it's Sipho I think of. Not you, Ky. And I'm sorry, I truly am, because I never wanted this to hurt you. But it's the truth. He's become my... my sexual guide."



Her honesty was like a sharp blade, cutting through the fantasy to reveal the reality beneath. Yet, there was no malice in her eyes, only a desire to be truthful, to maintain the intimacy we shared beyond the physical. "I don't want you to think I'm uncaring or that I love you any less. It's just... this sexual fulfillment, it's different. It's something I've learned to crave, but my heart, my love, that's still yours, Ky."



I nodded, feeling the dual nature of my emotions - the sting of jealousy, the thrill of her confession. It was a testament to our complexity, our willingness to navigate this uncharted territory together. "I appreciate your honesty," I said, the words heavy with the understanding that this was part of our journey, part of the game we had chosen to play. "It's a lot, but I'm here with you, for you."



Jaimee reached across the table, her touch grounding me back to the moment, to the love we shared. "I want you to know, no matter how this game twists and turns, you're my home, Ky. My heart doesn't belong to him, only my body's desires. And I want to ensure yours are met too, in whatever way feels right for us."



Her confession was like a physical touch, stirring something deep within me. The idea that she could be so sexually fulfilled by Sipho, while still loving me, was a paradox that both excited and terrified me. "I didn't think it would get this... intense," I confessed, feeling the heat rising in my cheeks.



Jaimee's surprise was gentle, her hand moving from mine to rest on my thigh, her touch sending a shiver up my spine. "But, love, you knew the plan. You seemed so into it."



"I was, I am," I said, my voice thick with the mix of emotions. "But now, knowing how much he fills you... it's a lot. And with Joanna, it's not just about filling a void; it's about where this could lead us."



Her hand tightened slightly, a silent acknowledgment of the weight of my words. "Are you upset with what's happened so far?"



I shook my head, "No, I like it. I like seeing you like this, confident, sexually liberated. But the thought of more tattoos, more piercings, it scares me."



"That's the game, Ky," she said, her voice now seductive, a reminder of the Lexi within her. "It's meant to push our boundaries, to make us feel this nervous thrill."



I looked at her, seeing not just Jaimee, but the woman who had embraced Lexi, who was living this life with a passion I could only admire. "And you still want me with Joanna?"



"Yes," she breathed, her eyes darkening with desire. "I want you to have your needs met, to feel that same... satisfaction I do. Just until May, when we end this chapter. Then we'll see where we are."



The thought of Joanna, her youthful energy, her body that had been a constant tease in my fantasies, now seemed within reach. The idea of her touch, her soft sighs, her body against mine, was almost too much to bear. Yet, the love in Jaimee's eyes, her commitment to us, was my anchor.



"I'm tempted, more than I've ever been," I admitted, feeling the truth of those words like a physical weight. "But I'm also scared of what it might mean for us."



Jaimee's hand moved up slightly, her fingers tracing a path that was both comforting and dangerously close to igniting my desire. "It's an evolution, not a revolution. We can control this, Ky. Together."



Her words, combined with the memory of Joanna's shy smiles, her curious glances, the way she had looked in Lexi's clothes - it was all building a case I was finding harder to argue against.



"I do trust you," I finally said, my decision feeling like a leap into the unknown. "I'll think about it."



Jaimee's smile was a mix of relief and excitement, her lips parting as if to say more, but instead, she leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. "Imagine her, Ky. Imagine Joanna under you, her body responding to yours, her moans just for you."



I shook my head slightly, feeling the weight of my own doubts. "Why would she be interested in me, though? She's got everything going for her - she's attractive, smart, super nice. I'm just... another guy."



Jaimee's expression shifted to one of playful exasperation, her eyes rolling in a way that only she could make endearing. "Ky, don't sell yourself short. You're not 'just another guy'. You're handsome, for one, with those eyes that seem to see right through to someone's soul. And your body? You've kept yourself in good shape, more than just functional; you're strong, you've got that confidence in your posture that's damn attractive."



I felt a warmth spread through me at her words, but still, my insecurities lingered. "But-"



"No buts," she cut in, her hand squeezing mine reassuringly. "You've got this charm about you, this way of listening, really listening, that makes people feel seen. And let's not forget your mind. You're clever, Ky, not just with engineering but with life, with people. You understand complexities, you're empathetic, you make anyone feel like they're the most interesting person in the room when you're talking to them."



I couldn't help but smile, her words acting like a balm to my self-doubt. "You think Joanna sees all that?"



"I know she does," Jaimee said firmly. "She's seen you with the kids, how patient you are, how you play with them, not just as a dad but as a friend. That's sexy, Ky. And your humor, that dry wit of yours? It's disarming, it's what draws people in. Plus, you've got this... this aura of integrity. Joanna respects you, admires you. She's told me, in her own way, how she's curious about you, about what it would be like to be that close to you."



I felt my skepticism softening, the image of Joanna, her shy smiles, her laughter when we'd shared moments, taking on new meaning. "I just never thought..."



"And that's part of your charm, you don't see it," Jaimee continued, her voice softening. "You've got this humility, this genuine humility that's rare. It's not just about looks or physicality, though you've got both in spades. It's about who you are, your kindness, your loyalty, your passion for life. That's what attracts people, Ky. That's what would make Joanna want to be with you, not just for a night but because she sees the value in you."



Her words lifted me, building my confidence, making me see myself through her eyes, through perhaps Joanna's. "So, you think she's genuinely interested?"



"I know she is," Jaimee said, her voice now laced with an encouraging warmth. "And it's not just about sex or this game we're playing. It's about connection, about exploring desire with someone you respect and are attracted to. You've got a lot to offer, Ky, and it's time you started believing it."



Her belief in me, her affirmation of my worth, was more arousing than any physical touch could be at that moment. It was a reminder that we still had a strong connection, had an understanding, and were still on the journey together. 





That's it for this post. I'll start working on the next one later in the week. I've got so much to catch you up on still, but I don't want to do it as a massive info dump. I enjoy recalling the experiences and trying to put them into words. 



Please take the time to comment. I'm going to try a lot harder to respond to them. Well, off to bed for me. 



Ky, 



Ky,




Post 1487 — txrockdog

Mon Jan 13, 2025 1:53 pm

Fascinating update Ky!  Lots to think about and unpack in the last few days of posts from you.  While I am sure the number and quality of Jaimee’s (or Lexi’s now) orgasms play a major role in her “addiction” to Sipho, a certain part of it is also almost certainly the biochemical bonding that occurs from being abundantly dosed with his cum and all the hormones, pheromones, etc. included in it.  Cum has a lot of things in it designed to make women happy so they will want to do it again.  Having so much of Sipho’s cum (and none of yours) is almost certainly playing a large role in her shifting sexual desires and preferences.  She has always been a size queen for sure, but don’t discount the chemical side of things too.



With that in mind, I had an interesting thought pop into my head while contemplating what the next 5 months must look like to you.  5 more months of her being liberally dosed with cum from Sipho and potentially dozens of other men.  I know you have said you still struggle with the idea of creampies, etc. and that Jaimee at one time had the desire to see you “addicted” to consuming them from her.  What do you suppose would happen if she and Sipho offered to shorten the remaining 5 months by one day for every creampie you licked out of her?  What would it be like if you did it enough in the next 4 months to take a month off of your sentence?  And never got relief from her along the way to make you immediately shift to the post-cum low?  Would that month shorter abstinence from her be worth it?  Would the hormones and pheromnes you received from doing it that often biochemically condition you to enjoy it?  To crave it the way she always wanted you to?



No idea if that idea still fits within how you two now play, but it was a hot little thought exercise to think about for me.  Best of luck to both of you and thank you for coming back and letting us ride along with you two on this roller coaster.  Your thread and your stories continue to be the very best cuckold content on the internet for me.  Thanks again!



Tx




Post 1488 — venus-can99

Mon Jan 13, 2025 2:52 pm

Thanks for the update Ky - you have poured you heart and soul into this talk with Jaimee at the pub. 

Waiting patiently for your updates




Post 1489 — subtoall

Mon Jan 13, 2025 7:35 pm

I really appreciate how much you put into each update.  So rich.  Have you given any thought to whether you might become distracted from Jaime/Lexi and her activities if you take up with Joanna?  Also, what if you, or Joanna find yourselves develop more intense feelings for each other and start paying less attention to Jaime as she ramps up with Sypho?  While I get the attraction I wonder if you right to be as cautious as you are in entering into this.  Also, what message are you sending Jaime if you continue to resist her wish for you to take up with Joanna?  Much to consider.




Post 1490 — Ky_Da

Tue Jan 14, 2025 2:38 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

Your comment about biochemical bonding is one I’ve done a fair amount of research on lately. I was skeptical when I first learned about it, but as I learn more about it, and from what I’m witnessing in real life, I think there’s something to it. I don’t know how strong it can be, how hard it would be to break, etc. I’m sure that depends on a lot of factors, i.e. time spent together, number of experiences, willingness, and so on. 



I’d be curious if anyone out there knows more about it that could chime in. 



Regarding the cream pies and cutting the time… at first, I was like no-way. I’ll wait out a month. But by the time March rolls around, I might be changing my tune. If not cream pies, maybe there are other things that are up for negotiation. Good thoughts. 



Ky,




Post 1491 — David52

Tue Jan 14, 2025 6:21 am

My quick review of the literature suggests that of course pair bonding is scientifically understood as real.  But it seems a result of hormonal activity in the brains of the pair rather than through any fluid interchange.



The discussion here has been about Jaimee's attachment.  Powerful attachment tends to be mutual.  I'll curious about Sipho's attachment.  He is human too.  Is it possible that he is getting in over his head as well, in love with Jaimee (or Lexi)?




Post 1492 — veub

Tue Jan 14, 2025 6:52 am

↳ Replying to: David52

He's a pimp - I doubt that he would get emotionally involved with his merchandise.




Post 1493 — Guest

Tue Jan 14, 2025 8:12 am

Ky,  I enjoy reading your posts!!!  I don't have any significant thoughts or suggestions for you, I just enjoy learning about your experiences in the LS and of course your hottie Jamiee and now Lexi as well.  If I do find something I need to express to you, I will!!  But in the mean time, I'm always here reading even if you don't know it.



Rascal




Post 1494 — offendedgame

Tue Jan 14, 2025 10:36 am

↳ Replying to: veub

I don't think Jaimee or Ky would go through all this and trust him if he was as pimp.




Post 1495 — WatchinginNJ

Wed Jan 15, 2025 12:33 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, txrockdog

I can't remember where it was I read it, but maybe it was Sex at Dawn by Chris Ryan, I think.  He goes into the biochemistry and things like sperm competition, and pair bonding with things like Oxytocin.  



I know I've read that divorce is most common in marriages at 7 years, when the kids hit 4 years and after the 1st year of marriage.  A lot of that has to do with things like oxytocin cycles.




Post 1496 — mick_flow

Wed Jan 15, 2025 4:28 am

Damn it, that’s hot. Seeing Jaimee switch her sexual focus to Sipho. It is hot. And damn is she pushing you, Ky hard toward Joanna. Personally I’d leap at it… but, I totally admit I don’t have the self control Ky has.



Seeing the transformation continue with Lexi is hot, you can see Jaimee edging closer, wanting to be pushed that little bit more. She’s teasing you Ky. - spend that time with Joanna, so she can have the guilt free time with Sipho. Maybe she’ll go a little further, let herself indulge in Sipho a little more. Damn it’ll make reconnecting after incredible.



One of my hottest recollections is when my wife was out with her lover.  I was at home and I had my female partner over (not sure of the label - girlfriend is too formal, anyway), let’s call her C. We’d just finished enjoying each other and I was spent. I needed time to recuperate. When my phone rang. It was my wife. I was standing naked in the living room, C was sitting naked on the sofa when I took the call. I put it on speaker, and my wife started recalling what she had been up to. I immediately starting getting aroused. I couldn’t help it. My wife was describing the hottest sex she’d ever had (and it wasn’t with me) and I was rock hard. C gasped and said “oh my”, I looked down to see her watching my erection grow. “You’re enjoying this” said C. I couldn’t answer, still chatting with my wife … she reached out and started stroking me as my wife continued the conversation. Next thing I know I feel the hot wetness of her mouth around me. My wife explaining how full she felt with her lover, how good she felt, and I’m muffling my own moaning.



Sounds like Joanna maybe someone that Ky could not only have a connection with, both in terms of Sci-Fi / life topics, but also sexually. It sounds like both Ky and Joanna may enjoy Lexi too?





Folks - I don’t buy the sperm chemical bonding thing. Trust me it does sound erotic, but if it were true then marriages would fall apart after men had vasectomies, and relationships using condoms would tend to collapse at a higher rate. - don’t think the data exists to prove this.



Honestly it’s much more likely to be the orgasm, that feeling of closeness, the intimacy of Sipho physically being inside Lexi. Then the repeated stimulation with him. Focusing on Lexi and Lexi alone. Like Pavlov’s Dogs Jaimee is associating orgasms and physical pleasure with Sipho, with her life as Lexi and not with Ky, and not with Jaimee.




Post 1497 — Maddie_Hippychick

Wed Jan 15, 2025 7:41 am

I wonder what role, good or bad, Jamie’s sense of guilt is holding her back. Without that bit of guilt could Jamie go too far down the rabbit hole and allow herself to become more emotionally distant from Ky? Is the guilt keeping her from completely friend-zoning him. Maybe that bit of guilt isn’t such a bad thing? I don’t know. I’m just wondering.




Post 1498 — Ky_Da

Wed Jan 15, 2025 9:00 am

Several days after my conversation with Jaimee at the pub, I got home from work late. I knew Jaimee was out being Lexi, likely for most of the evening, leaving Joanna with the kids. My wife's words had been echoing in my head, but I was still on the fence. The game was already risky with Jaimee growing closer to Sipho. If I got attached to Joanna, it could be a disaster, yet the temptation was undeniable.



I went through the evening routine: dinner, playing with the kids, tidying up. While washing dishes, I mentioned needing a haircut, lamenting the time to find one. Joanna, from where she was drying dishes, piped up, "I could give ya a trim after the kids are in bed if you like."



I was about to decline, but with an important meeting the next day and my hair looking like a bird's nest, I hesitated. Joanna noticed, giving me a reassuring smile. "I'll do a good job, promise. Your boys always look grand after I cut their hair."



Nervously, I agreed. After the kids were asleep, I found myself in a kitchen chair, an apron draped over me as Joanna pulled out the clippers. 



Her hands were surprisingly gentle yet firm, moving with a confidence you wouldn't expect from someone who didn't cut hair everyday. I could feel the warmth of her touch through the apron, her fingers occasionally brushing against my neck, sending a shiver down my spine. Each time she leaned in, I'd catch more than just her scent; I felt the soft brush of her chest against my back. 



As she worked, I caught glimpses of her in the reflection of the kitchen window - her dark red hair pulled back, her face set with concentration. I snuck looks at her, my eyes tracing the way her shirt hugged her body when she leaned over to adjust the clippers.



Our eyes met in the reflection a few times, each instance charged with an electric tension, causing us to quickly look away as if we'd both touched something hot.



"So, how's uni going?" I asked, trying to break the silence, my voice coming out a bit too eager.



Joanna chuckled. "Oh, it's a laugh, innit? I'm learning all about the wonders of human anatomy this term. Makes ya think twice about what's under the skin, doesn't it?"



I smiled, trying to keep it light. "Sounds intriguing. What's the weirdest thing you've learned?"



She paused, her hand resting on my shoulder as she contemplated. "Well, there's this one lecture about the intricacies of the ear, and now every time I see an ear, I think about all the tiny bones in there working like little machines. Makes me want to whisper secrets just to see 'em move."



I laughed, feeling the tension ease a bit. "Please don't start whispering secrets to my ear now."



She laughed too, her breath warm against my ear as she leaned in closer to adjust the clippers, her chest brushing against my back again. "No promises," she whispered, her voice teasing, sending a jolt of desire through me. 



The conversation flowed easier, but the undercurrent of attraction was palpable. "And what about you?" she asked, her fingers moving deftly through my hair, each touch sending waves of sensation down my spine. "Any new projects at work?"



"Yeah, got a big one coming up," I said, my voice slightly strained as her hands worked their way down to the nape of my neck, her touch both soothing and stirring. "But nothing as interesting as human anatomy."



Joanna's laugh was light, almost a giggle, and she leaned in once more, her hair brushing against my shoulder. "Maybe you should come to one of my lectures," she suggested, her voice playful yet with an edge of flirtation. "Might give you some new ideas for your projects."



I chuckled, the idea of sitting in a lecture about human anatomy with her stirring images I knew I shouldn't entertain. "Maybe I'll take you up on that," I replied, feeling the tension between us grow with each word.



She continued her work, her fingers occasionally grazing my scalp, creating a rhythm that was almost hypnotic. "You know, Ky, it's not just about the hair," she said, her voice lowering. "It's about how you feel after."



I swallowed, the implications of her words not lost on me. "And how do I feel?" I asked, my voice a whisper.



"Like you're ready for... something new," she responded, her tone suggestive, her hands now finishing the cut.



Finally, she stepped back, her work done. "Right, have a look then," she said, pulling the apron away, her eyes watching me eagerly.



I stood up and walked to the small mirror hung on the kitchen wall. The haircut was a departure from what I usually had; the sides were shaved very short, blending into a fade that transitioned smoothly into longer, slightly tousled hair on top, giving me a modern, sharp look. It was different, a bit daring, but I liked it. 



After admiring the new cut in the mirror, I turned to Joanna, the space between us filled with a tension that was almost palpable. "Thanks for the haircut, Joanna. It's... really good," I said, trying to keep my voice neutral. 



She smiled, a shy, an unfamiliar look in her eyes. "Glad you like it, Ky. It suits ya, I think." Her hands played with the clippers, her body language suggesting she was as aware of the charged atmosphere as I was.



"Yeah, it's... different," I replied, stepping closer to her as I tried to get around her and leave the kitchen area. "I should get to bed."



"Yeah," she echoed, her voice soft, stepping back just enough to create a respectful distance, though her eyes lingered on mine. "Goodnight, then."



"Goodnight, Joanna," I said, my heart racing as I turned towards the stairs, feeling her gaze on me until I was out of sight.



Once in the bathroom, I was still admiring the cut when Lexi came home, her presence announced by the familiar clatter of keys. She walked in, her eyes scanning me, a smirk playing on her lips. "Well, look at you," she said, her accent crisp, a blend of Jaimee and Lexi. "That's definitely not how I left you."



I ran my hand through the shorter sides, feeling the difference. "Joanna did it. She's got a knack for it."



Lexi nodded, her eyes twinkling with amusement. "I can see that. She's cut it the way she likes it, hasn't she? This is her claim, Ky. I told you she fancied you."



I looked at her reflection in the mirror, a bit taken aback. "Claim?"



"Yes, love," Jaimee said, leaning against the doorframe, her tone playful yet pointed. "Women always want to change their men, to make them look how they want. Some are more successful than others, but we all try it, secretly or not. Joanna's just been... bold about it."



I couldn't help but laugh, the situation both absurd and enlightening. "So, you think this is her way of saying... what exactly?"



"That she wants you," Jaimee said simply, her eyes meeting mine with an understanding that only comes from years together. "And I told you so. Seems like we're both playing this game, huh?" 



As I watched in the mirror, Lexi began the transformation back into Jaimee. She started by removing her heavy makeup, wiping away the smoky eyes and the bold red lips that screamed 'Lexi'. The jewelry came off next, her fingers deftly unclasping the choker, bracelets sliding off her wrists, and earrings dangling no more. Then, she began to shed the more revealing clothes, pulling off the tight, low-cut top that had been accentuating her cleavage, trying to make the most of what she had.



"Making the most of your assets, are we?" I commented with a smirk, watching her in the mirror.



Jaimee laughed, a sound laced with both humor and fatigue. "Sipho and his lot love cleavage, but I've only got so much to offer."



"You look amazing just the way you are," I said sincerely, the thought of Sipho pushing for a breast enhancement crossing my mind, but I was too scared to give voice to it, fearing it might plant the idea.



Jaimee paused, her eyes meeting mine in the reflection. She was in her bra now, the simplicity of it contrasting with the night's earlier attire. "Ky, you should just go down the hall, take care of that poor girl. She's there, she wants it. You want it."



I shook my head, the temptation real, palpable, but I declined again. "I'm tempted, more than you know, but..."



Jaimee nodded, her expression softening with sympathy. "I won't push it anymore," she said gently. Then, her voice took on a teasing, almost mocking tone, "But you're not getting any satisfaction from me tonight. I've had all the cock I can handle, swallowed so much cum I could start a protein shake business." 



I couldn't help but feel a surge of arousal at her words, the way she could switch from Jaimee to this audacious, slutty version of herself.



She laughed, continuing her playful tirade. "You know, universities should offer classes on being a sex worker. All those fancy degrees, and what do I do? Spend half my life on my back or on my knees. What good did all that education do when my real learning happens between the sheets?"



She was just thinking out loud, being silly, but also deliberately turning up the heat. "At least, with all that education, I can hold a conversation with my men. Makes me more than just a slutty bimbo, more like an educated slut," she said, her voice dripping with self-aware irony. 



Her dirty talk was cranked up, every word seeming to stoke the fire of my desire. "Imagine, Ky, me, the scholar, using my mouth not just for debates or lectures but for sucking cock like it's an art form. Maybe I should have specialized in that instead of literature. What do you think, love? Would you have preferred me as a high-class escort rather than a high-class mind?"



Her words were a mix of jest and seduction, knowing exactly how much her candidness about her sexual escapades turned me on. I was left with a mix of lust, humor, and the complex love we shared, all while the thought of Joanna just down the hall lingered in my mind like a sweet, forbidden fucking fruit.



A couple of nights later, after dinner, we worked on a large puzzle we'd started. Eventually, Jaimee and Joanna grew tired of it, moving to join the boys who were wrestling on the floor, leaving me with my daughter on my lap. The scene was so domestic, yet my mind was elsewhere, consumed by erotic fantasies born from what I'd read in Lexi's diary. 



As I tried to focus on the puzzle, my mind painted vivid images of them, their bodies pressed together, exploring each other with a curiosity and passion I could only imagine. My trousers became increasingly uncomfortable, and I shifted in my seat, trying to adjust myself discreetly. Jaimee caught my movement, her eyes meeting mine with a knowing, teasing smile that suggested she understood exactly where my mind had wandered.



In my head, I saw Jaimee, with her deep understanding of what could bring a woman pleasure, guiding Joanna's hands under her jumper to the piercings she knew were there. I imagined their kiss starting off tentative, Jaimee's lips encouraging Joanna's with a gentle, knowing touch, their breaths intertwining as the kiss grew more intense.  



Later, after they'd both put the kids to bed, Jaimee came and sat next to me on the couch. I knew from the mischievous glint in her eye that she had something up her sleeve.



"Where have you been?" I asked, curious about why she'd taken so long after the kids were already tucked in for the night.



Jaimee shrugged, her teasing smile never fading. "Joanna was just trying on some of Lexi's clothes," she said. "She's curvier than Lexi, and a bit taller, but some outfits look bloody brilliant on her."



"Lexi's clothes?" I said, my eyebrow arching. "Jaimee, what devious plans are you cooking up?"



Her smile widened, and I caught a glimpse of Lexi's boldness in her expression. Jaimee definitely had something in mind.



"Are you sure?" I heard Joanna's voice, laced with hesitation, from our bedroom upstairs. 



Jaimee craned her neck. "Of course I am. Now don't be a daft cow," she teased, her voice light and playful.



As Joanna descended the stairs, my jaw nearly dropped at the sight. She was wearing a longline tee, the fabric thin and closely fitting, draped down to just cover the tops of her thighs. The shirt clung to her silhouette, revealing the full curve of her breasts through its delicate material, with no sign of a bra or panty line to interrupt the smooth lines. Her legs were sheathed in sheer stockings that reached up to her thighs, the fancy lace at the top barely hidden by the hem of the tee. Her dark red hair was loose, cascading around her shoulders in soft waves. The transformation was astonishing; gone was the practical, everyday Joanna, replaced by someone who looked both elegant and provocatively enticing. 



My wife then stood up, shedding her clothes until she was down to just her bra and panties, before sliding back onto the couch beside me. "We thought we'd join you for your favorite show, but it's a bit nippy, so you'll need to keep us warm," Jaimee said, laying on the melodrama as thickly as possible, and motioning for Joanna to take the spot on my other side. "Put your legs over Ky, and I'll give you a foot rub. You've earned it after all the work today," she instructed.



I felt the warmth and gentle weight of Joanna's legs as they draped over mine. Jaimee flicked on the next episode of 'The Expanse'. I'd seen the series multiple times, but it didn't matter what was on the TV, I wasn't going anywhere.



"Ky, why don't you massage her legs while I work on her feet?" my wife suggested, her voice teasing.



I glanced at Joanna for approval, seeing her nod, her teeth biting into her lower lip with a mix of anxiety and consent. Here I was, flanked by two beautiful women, my erection painfully hard, watching my favorite show. Life was a blend of sheer bliss and exquisite agony.



My hands found Joanna's thighs, the initial touch sending a ticklish shudder through her, making her squirm. I pressed into her muscles, attempting to soothe, but she only giggled more, the movement causing her to push my hands away, her laughter filling the room.



In her squirming, the shirt she wore rode up, revealing the hidden treasure beneath. My eyes widened in surprise, mirroring Joanna's own realization that she was now fully exposed to both Jaimee and me. She moved to cover herself, but Jaimee's voice cut through the moment, sharp and commanding.



"Leave it," Jaimee instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.



Joanna's hands froze, her breath quickening, her chest heaving with each rapid breath, her cheeks flushing a deep, telling red.



I couldn't tear my gaze away from the vision before me. Joanna's pussy was a revelation, her pubic hair trimmed but still a thick, lush red bush at its center—a stark contrast to Jaimee's bareness. The sight alone sent my already racing pulse into overdrive. Under that fiery mane, her lips were already glistening in arousal, the moisture like a beacon drawing me in. The sight was intoxicating, the raw, natural attraction of her body stirring that primal need within me.



“Go on, Ky,” my wife whispered to me. “Take her.”




Post 1499 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Wed Jan 15, 2025 9:28 am

Oh man KY. You did it again.  You should change your name to "Cliffhanger Jones" or something like that.




Post 1500 — mick_flow

Wed Jan 15, 2025 9:36 am

Holly-molly…. This is almost cuckquean territory. (Monty python voice) you lucky, lucky bar steward!



Dear god, you’d need to have superhuman powers to resist that…. 



…. Soooo….. 



Killing me…





Post 1501 — mick_flow

Wed Jan 15, 2025 9:38 am

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1

lol! I know exactly what you mean! 



Unless he stood up, and went and made a cup of tea?!




Post 1502 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Wed Jan 15, 2025 9:40 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow, Cuckcuckgoose1

There's no way he's getting out of this.




Post 1503 — offendedgame

Wed Jan 15, 2025 9:42 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I hate you




Post 1504 — wannabecUKold

Wed Jan 15, 2025 9:51 am

Jesus Christ, Ky. 

That was beautiful writing. 

Erotic but gentle. Nothing tawdry. Flowing like a smooth river to the approaching waterfall. 



I love the thought that your wife is arranging a lover girl for you, and rewarding Joanna with the man she yearns for.




Post 1505 — Guest

Wed Jan 15, 2025 10:27 am

Oh my! It sounds like Jaimee was bound and determined to make it happen. I still believe that Jaimee can't fully enjoy herself if she's thinking/worrying about your sexual needs. Jaimee needs you to be having fun too in a way that makes sense to her. Joanna offers Jaimee the perfect candidate to give you a special experience. Jaimee trusts Joanna. There's an age difference and they've probably been plotting this for longer than you are aware of. I get the feeling that in ways this is actually more for Jaimee than it is you. I love that Jaimee is pushing the idea!




Post 1506 — mick_flow

Thu Jan 16, 2025 3:36 am

Hi think costalkid is probably right here. Jaimee really wanted this, the amount of effort she put into convincing Ky was pretty amazing. From Ky’s hints Jaimee and Joanna have been together before. Then the teasing over many weeks, the date night and eventually dressing Joanna up and having her tease and arouse Ky on the sofa.



There really was no escape. 



So, what does Jaimee get out of this? - with cuck tendencies is love to think she’s enjoying some additional freedom with Sipho. To go further with him. If that’s related to ky and Joanna, there could be a lot of fun in ky pushing by things with Joanna and simultaneously nudging Lexi a bit more. - turning the tables a little bit.





Can’t wait for the next update




Post 1507 — veub

Thu Jan 16, 2025 5:59 am

↳ Replying to: coastalkid

I may be a cynic, but it seems more like frustration on Jaimee's part. Joanna was put in the house by Sipho. Obviously to fuck Ky and keep him busy. It has to be annoying that he hasn't gone along with the program.




Post 1508 — Tap

Thu Jan 16, 2025 6:41 am

Ky:  I was a reader of your first thread, approximately 10 years, ago.  As I recall, Jaimee's first HW experiences were in California, on a moored boat, with the owner of a marina. It became very intense, and, you ultimately had to stop them.  Jaimee nearly left you, and, was unhappy, and, indecisive for a long time, before finally deciding to return to you.  Do I have that about right?




Post 1509 — Jacko

Thu Jan 16, 2025 7:16 am

↳ Replying to: veub

Definitely working to an agenda ...



-- Jaimee nodded, her expression softening with sympathy. "I won't push it anymore," she said gently. --



Then pushes it right after that comment. I don't like people conspiring behind my back. Don't like Lexi (and it is Lexi, not Jaimee) doing it to Ky.




Post 1510 — veub

Thu Jan 16, 2025 7:26 am

↳ Replying to: Jacko, veub

Unless she is very severely mentally ill, they are the same.




Post 1511 — mick_flow

Thu Jan 16, 2025 9:33 am

The love between Jaimee and Ky is so strong. While it does feel like Jaimee really wanted to see Joanna with Ky, it was also done within the remit of their personal boundaries- ky and Jaimee both have their safe words.



I found that when myself and my wife both had partners that, the strength of my wife and my relationship was appealing to our partners. Being included in that love was attractive. I can get that.



I think we can see that with Joanna too. There is a safety to that which also allows her to explore.



As for Jaimee, well, ky would know best. But it could be that she’s enjoying some compersion? Perhaps it’s the joy of seeing her husband enjoy himself in a way that she’s not permitted to indulge him.



Think about it, at the moment Jaimee / Lexi has the job of basically edging Ky until may! - if you love someone seeing them so worked up and tense is fun, in the short term. But you’d also love to see them enjoy a release. To give them the break. Because when you are close to someone you understand how much teasing they can take.



Getting ky to understand that this is part of the game too would be important.



Just because Lexie is focused on Sipho, doesn’t mean that Jaimee doesn’t get aroused at seeing her husband enjoy himself!




Post 1512 — Tap

Thu Jan 16, 2025 10:35 am

Correction to earlier post.  I meant to say owner of a moored boat at a marina, rather, than the owner of the marina.




Post 1513 — veub

Thu Jan 16, 2025 11:09 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

I don't disagree that she may want to get him relief but that does not mean that Joanna wasn't put in the house for the specific purpose of fucking Ky. Remember that Sipho is the one who chose her.  If he's satisfied with sex with Joanna he is much less likely to interfere with Sipho and Jaimee's relationship by using his safeword or otherwise.




Post 1514 — mick_flow

Thu Jan 16, 2025 12:47 pm

↳ Replying to: Tap

Yup. I remember that too. Scary stuff. Sounds like relationship with Sipho is better.




Post 1515 — mick_flow

Thu Jan 16, 2025 12:48 pm

↳ Replying to: veub, mick_flow

Wow, Dude that’s some serious forward planning. Maybe !! ??




Post 1516 — Ky_Da

Thu Jan 16, 2025 1:55 pm

↳ Replying to: Tap

Yeah, that's a core memory from way back in the day. Yes, you're thinking of Derrick. He was a construction guy who lived in a boat at the marina. He was also where our journey started, as well as massive mistake. It's hard to believe a decade has gone by. If you've kept up with the posts, you've seen that we've taken a number of fairly long breaks during that time, but as the title says, I'm a cuck-oholic and I keep slipping back into old vices.




Post 1517 — Ky_Da

Thu Jan 16, 2025 1:58 pm

↳ Replying to: wannabecUKold

Thanks! I know I left everyone in a lurch. But I have to try and keep everyone turning the pages. I do like sitting down and writing, but to get the prose really dialed in takes me forever. I'm working on getting faster, but it's a process of multiple revisions to get right.




Post 1518 — Ky_Da

Thu Jan 16, 2025 2:04 pm

↳ Replying to: mick_flow, veub, mick_flow

I wasn't going to chime in on this one at first, but I thought I should manage the point that was made here. When I first wrote about Joanna becoming our nanny, it wasn't Sipho who directly made it happen. We had talked about needing a part time nanny, and Sipho did help us network with some people he knew - Joanna's parents who sometimes attend the SPs - but it's overstated to say that Joanna's a plant done by Sipho. 



I won't say more than that now, but you'll get a better idea of the dynamics at play in future posts. 



Thanks as always for reading and commenting.




Post 1519 — js117

Fri Jan 17, 2025 8:41 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Your writing style is always very clear and refreshingly free of grammatical errors. Plus, the stuff you're writing about is always thrilling! So - like so many others have said - thank you so much for putting in the time to share your journey! I'm always looking forward to updates!




Post 1520 — veub

Fri Jan 17, 2025 9:01 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, mick_flow, veub, mick_flow

Ok, but your earlier post certainly implied that he was more involved than that as does Jaimee's eagerness to get you involved with her. 




Given Sipho's dominant position in your lives and Jaimee's devotion of her time to him, it seemed reasonable to assume that Joanna was put there for the purpose of keeping you too distracted to interfere with their relationship.




Post 1521 — JeffBingham

Fri Jan 17, 2025 9:02 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow, Tap

And, if I recall correctly, Jaimee actually came to this forum before Ky did. She was trying to make sense out of why her husband would want this. She seemed genuinely upset and, dare I say, resentful toward Ky for even wanting it.




Post 1522 — mick_flow

Fri Jan 17, 2025 9:10 am

↳ Replying to: JeffBingham, mick_flow, Tap

Ohh, now that I don’t recall. I may have missed that.




Post 1523 — NWUK

Fri Jan 17, 2025 9:46 am

"And, if I recall correctly, Jaimee actually came to this forum before Ky did. She was trying to make sense out of why her husband would want this. She seemed genuinely upset and, dare I say, resentful toward Ky for even wanting it."



That's how I remember it too. Such a long time ago. So much has happened since then.




Post 1524 — Tap

Fri Jan 17, 2025 10:07 am

It seems to me that, ten years later, Jaimee is still trying to make sense out of of why her husband would want this, that she is still more genuinely upset, and, that she resents Ky more than ever for even wanting it.  She has many times told Ky that this no game, and, that, "this is who we are now."




Post 1525 — mick_flow

Fri Jan 17, 2025 10:31 am

Nah, I don’t see that. They’ve also shared how they are on the journey together and they’ve safe words, etc. 



I don’t see the resentment. I see a pretty liberated women. As a couple they seem, dispite the crazy adventure pretty grounded. With each others best interests at heart, part of that for both of them is this journey.



Looking forward to hearing what happened in the expanse episode.




Post 1526 — txrockdog

Fri Jan 17, 2025 1:14 pm

↳ Replying to: Tap

I think if that is your impression of Jaimee after all Ky has written about her over the years, you have badly misread what has been said.  I think her only “upset” or “resentment” is his tendency to pull back when she knows that what comes next turns him on to no end.  She wants to be the best cuckoldress she can be for him, and sometimes he holds her back from that effort because of his own insecurities or his own assessment of the risks that give him pause,  To me, their relationship seems very strong and I just don’t see the “resentment” you are seeing.




Post 1527 — Tap

Fri Jan 17, 2025 1:59 pm

I sincerely hope that both mick_flow and txrockdog are right.  I am glad that they can see it that way.




Post 1528 — elina

Fri Jan 17, 2025 5:49 pm

Guys,



Not sure if Ky minds or not, but it seems to me that some of you may be speculating and proposing ideas which are bordering on conspiratorial theories.



If I understand this correctly, what Ky is telling us about now happened sometimes in the past, not sure how many months behind he is right now. He may already know the answers to some of your questions but does not want to divulge because it will impact what is to him the natural flow of the story. And I don't think we should try to impact that.



I for one is truly grateful to Ky for actually sharing his story.



sincerely

elina




Post 1529 — mick_flow

Fri Jan 17, 2025 10:21 pm

Elina, good point, and well made. Let’s wait for the story to unfold.




Post 1530 — mundyman

Sat Jan 18, 2025 7:35 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

“Then, she began to shed the more revealing clothes, pulling off the tight, low-cut top that had been accentuating her cleavage, trying to make the most of what she had.



"Making the most of your assets, are we?" I commented with a smirk, watching her in the mirror.



Jaimee laughed, a sound laced with both humor and fatigue. "Sipho and his lot love cleavage, but I've only got so much to offer."



"You look amazing just the way you are," I said sincerely, the thought of Sipho pushing for a breast enhancement crossing my mind, but I was too scared to give voice to it, fearing it might plant the idea.”



Foretold is forewarned they say. 

I brought it up in a previous response to you. Some men like curvy women,

Especially slutty, curvy whores. 

While a bbl is a big change to go through, I’m sure Sipho knows enough people and has enough connections and could get her an evaluation and a breast enhancement surgery within the space of 10 to 14 days.

Big slutty, tattooed tits on his little whore’s body would no doubt drive Sipho and his buddies crazy, and remind you constantly of Jaimie’s status as a taken woman, the sextoy of another man. A submissive to the whims of a man not her husband. Wearing her baggy clothes especially to try to hide her new curves.

AANNNNNNDDDDDDD, they are easily reversible and removed whenever the game is over aanndddd if Jaimie doesn’t want them anymore. 

What a sales pitch to you the husband. 

“You know Ky, they will only be in as long as we are playing the game. And since I’m Sipho’s woman now, I need to make him happy. It’s not like forever. Women get breast implants removed all the time……”

It’s actually probably easier to get implants removed then to get those large elaborate tattoos removed.

Not sure how far in the past you in the story if at all.

Thank you for sharing and eagerly awaiting the next updates……..




Post 1531 — Ky_Da

Mon Jan 20, 2025 8:53 am

I've decided to back off on the prose a bit going forward. I enjoy being a little over the top and a touch verbose on the prose, but it makes for very slow writing. Hopefully I don't lose too much, but this will help me cut down the time writing and still get my day job done. 



I wanted to share an experience that stands out as one of my more intense cuckold moments. This one's fresh, just a week ago. I'll circle back to past escapades later, but I needed to get this down before the details faded.



On a recent Friday evening, Jaimee and I were set to go to dinner with our neighbors. I've mentioned them before—George and Lauren, Josh and Hannah. Good folks, always a laugh. They know how we live but aren't players themselves, just curious bystanders who love to pepper us with questions. We usually catch up with them every other month or so for a chill dinner.



Typically, these nights are uneventful, which suits us fine. It's a chance to unwind, chat about life's irritations, and enjoy some adult conversation. 



Jaimee had gone for something classier tonight, wearing this dark blue dress that came down to her knees. It was pretty simple, not too showy, with sleeves that ended just above her elbows. She had this gold belt that cinched her waist. On her feet were these black heels, not too high, just enough to make her legs look good. Even with the conservative look, you could just see the edge of her spade tattoo, peeking out like a secret only we knew about. 



My wife was buzzing with excitement; our friend George had pulled some strings for reservations at a swanky private club in London. He kept the name under wraps, just said it was "posh" with exquisite food and entertainment. George is that guy, always connected, like Kramer's mythical friend Bob Sacamano.



As we approached, Jaimee's demeanor shifted; her excitement morphed into nervousness. 



"What's going on?" I asked her.



Leaning close, she whispered, "I've been here before."



"Really? When? With Sipho?" 



She shook her head, ensuring we were out of earshot from our friends. "No, with 'friends' of his," she confessed, her voice low with hesitation.



"Friends, plural, as in more than one?" I asked. When she didn't answer I pushed, "How many?" 



It took a long moment, but finally she said, "A few," and then quickly added, "I'll tell you about it later." 



"Damn," I breathed out in surprise. I hadn't heard this tale yet. I was a little bothered she hadn't told me, and simultaneously turned on that she had a sexy story I hadn't heard yet.  



"Well, I wouldn't think the odds are high they'll here tonight - why so nervous?" I asked her, considering this place was all about high-class decorum, not the scene for any wild sexual escapades. It was the epitome of British elegance, where jackets were mandatory post-6 PM and sneakers were a no-go.



"Maybe not," she conceded, "but things got a bit wild last time. There's a nightclub in the basement, and private rooms."



I wasn't sure how to react. We were here for dinner and a show, not for erotic adventures. Again I felt a twinge of annoyance that she hadn't mentioned this before.



"Why didn't you tell me about coming here? What happened exactly?" 



Jaimee looked away; even in the fading light, I could imagine the blush on her cheeks. "You know the rules, Ky. I don't have to spill everything. I choose what you get to know."



"I know, but this sounds like a story worth hearing," I pressed.



Jaimee's smile was mischievous, and I couldn't help but wonder if that smile was more Lexi than Jaimee, her demeanor shifting from timid to confident with only seconds in between. "It is. This place screams luxury. We danced in the club until one, then moved to a private room until dawn."



"And the 'we' in that sentence, Sipho's friends, anyone I know?"



She shook her head. "No, no one you've met."



I wanted to dig deeper, but we had reached the club's entrance.



As we stepped into the establishment, the opulence hit us like a wave. The door was opened by a doorman in a tailored suit, his expression one of practiced discretion. Inside, the décor was all dark wood, plush red velvet, and art deco mirrors reflecting light from crystal chandeliers. The air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume and the faint aroma of gourmet cuisine. 



We were greeted by a hostess with an accent as polished as the silver cutlery, who led us through a maze of tables set for the elite. Each table bore the marks of wealth—fine china, sparkling glasses, and small, tasteful floral arrangements. 



The main room was vast, with a stage at one end where a pianist played soft, sophisticated melodies that filled the room without overpowering conversation. His fingers danced over the keys, adding a layer of class to the dining experience. 



Our table was in a prime spot, offering a view of both the stage and the room's grand entrance. The chairs were high-backed and cushioned, upholstered in rich leather. As we sat, the waiter, with the grace of a seasoned professional, presented the menu, explaining the night's special—a dish that sounded like a culinary adventure.



The atmosphere was electric with the hum of quiet conversation, laughter, and the clink of crystal. Everyone here seemed to belong to a world where every detail was curated to perfection. 



As we settled in, I couldn't help but think of the conversation with my wife, imagining her coming here in the company of three men. This wasn't a seedy joint filled with the sex-seeking masses. This was London's high society. 



As we settled into our plush seats, the waiter appeared, his demeanor as polished as the silverware he presented.



"Would you care for some wine to start?" he asked, his voice smooth, almost blending into the ambiance of the room.



George, always the host, took charge. "Let's have a bottle of red--we'll go with your recommendation. And for starters, we'll go with the oysters, shall we?"



Lauren chimed in, her eyes twinkling with mischief, "Oysters, huh? Someone's feeling adventurous tonight." She glanced at Jaimee, her gaze lingering on the visible part of the spade tattoo.



As the waiter glided away to retrieve our order, Hannah leaned closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "So, Jaimee, I notice the hint of a tattoo there. May we have a look?"



I observed Jaimee's cheeks flush with a blend of embarrassment and thrill. She glanced at the tattoo, then back at Hannah, her eyes reflecting a momentary struggle.



"This?" she murmured, her voice a soft echo in the elegant room. I watched intently as she gently tugged at her blouse, revealing just the tip of the spade tattoo. "It's... well, it's personal..." Her voice dwindled into silence, as if the words themselves were too audacious to voice.



"Come on, then," Hannah urged, her tone laced with playful insistence. "Show us."



Jaimee's gaze darted around the room, checking for prying eyes. Then, with a swift, almost defiant motion, she pulled her blouse aside, exposing not just the tattoo but also a glimpse of her breast, the edge of her areola just visible. She held the pose for a mere two heartbeats before quickly covering up again, her cheeks now a deeper shade of pink from the audacity of the moment.



"Is that a spade from playing cards?" Lauren inquired, her tone light but puzzled. "Are you secretly a gambling addict?"



Both George and Josh nearly choked on their laughter, managing to stifle their chuckles into coughs.



"No, dear," George managed, wiping his mouth with his napkin. "I'm fairly sure it's not about gambling."



"What is it about, then?" Lauren pressed, her curiosity piqued.



"It's more about... sexual preferences," Hannah whispered, ensuring her voice carried only to our table.



"A playing card for sexual preference?" Lauren echoed, still baffled.



"See the shape," Hannah clarified, drawing an imaginary spade in the air. Jaimee, looking increasingly uncomfortable, averted her gaze, as if she could distance herself from the conversation.



"I'm not getting it," Lauren admitted, her frustration evident.



"It's a kink thing, isn't it?" Josh ventured, jumping into the discussion.



Jaimee avoided eye contact, leaving me to respond. I nodded, trying to keep things light. "It's part of our... game," I said, hoping my vague explanation would close the topic, though I knew it wouldn't.



"Could someone just explain what it means?" Lauren demanded, her voice a mix of confusion and impatience. "Apparently, I'm the only one in the dark here."



Hannah leaned in closer, her voice a soft murmur meant only for our ears. "It's a symbol, Lauren. In some circles, the spade represents... well, it's for those who prefer black partners, sexually speaking. It's part of the cuckolding scene."



Lauren's eyes widened in shock, her mouth forming an 'O' of understanding. "Oh!" she exclaimed, the realization dawning on her like a sudden, bright light. "You mean... with Sipho?" Her voice was a whisper, but the surprise was loud in her eyes.



Hannah nodded subtly, confirming Lauren's sudden comprehension. "Exactly. It's a sign of her... adventures, shall we say." Seeing her friend's continued confusion, she went on. "It's more than just a symbol, silly. See the spade's broad, curved tip? See how it mirrors the the shape of a woman's open legs, inviting, seductive. And the stem, long and firm... it's meant to represent a black cock, penetrating the woman." 



Lauren's gaze darted back and forth between Hannah and Jaimee, her face a portrait of astonishment and insatiable curiosity. Her eyes were wide, her jaw slack, like she'd just stumbled upon a secret universe. It was as if her brain was short-circuiting, trying to reconcile this spicy slice of Jaimee's life with the image she'd always held. Her expression was almost cartoonish, her eyebrows arching so high they seemed to touch her hairline. .



Hannah, catching Lauren's bewildered look, couldn't suppress a giggle. "Looks like you've just had your mind blown, Lauren. You might need a system reboot," she quipped, her playful tone diffusing the tension with a touch of humor.



The table lapsed into a brief, awkward silence, with only the clatter of cutlery from other diners punctuating the air. Jaimee, sensing the weight of all eyes on her, took a measured sip of her wine, her gaze fixed somewhere over everyone's heads. Her posture was a blend of retreat and quiet defiance. With a sigh, Jaimee deadpanned, "Oh, good. I was worried we'd run out of conversation."



Everyone let out a chuckle, and with that, the ice seemed to crack and melt away. The tension dissipated like steam from a kettle, leaving everyone visibly more at ease.



"In all seriousness though," Lauren began, her words halting, almost stumbling over themselves. "I've never met anyone quite like you two. I suppose I've lived a rather... sheltered life, haven't I? And I must admit, I'm ever so curious. Would it be terribly forward to ask... how did you both come to... embark on this lifestyle?" Her voice trailed off, as if each word was a tentative step into unknown territory. 



I let out a nervous chuckle, the kind that betrayed the anxiety bubbling beneath my usual calm exterior. It wasn't often I had to articulate these feelings out loud, especially in such a public setting. "Well," I began, my voice tinged with a slight tremor, "it's about... seeing Jaimee in her element, isn't it?" I paused, gathering the courage to continue. "There's this... this beauty in watching her explore her desires, to see her fantasies become reality. It's..." I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of everyone's expectant gaze, "it's her pleasure, her liberation. When she's with someone who can fulfill those parts of her sexuality that I can't alone, it's not just the physical aspect, it's about her journey of self-discovery." My words stumbled a bit, but the sincerity was there. "It's exhilarating, really, to be part of that, to support her in embracing who she is." 



Just then, the waiter arrived, presenting a parade of dishes that filled the air with savory aromas. The tension of the earlier conversation was quickly replaced by the excitement of the culinary delights set before us. As we all started to serve ourselves, Hannah, with a mischievous glint in her eye, decided to steer the conversation back to the spicy topic at hand.



"You know," Hannah said with a cheeky grin, "there's something quite titillating about your setup. Not that I'd have the balls for it, but Josh and I could do with some bedroom seasoning." She elbowed Josh, who laughed, his face turning the color of the wine they were drinking.



Lauren, catching the vibe, chimed in with a giggle, "Oh, I'm all for an adventure! It's like adding a splash of Tabasco to your tea - a bit mad but thrilling, right?"



George, never one to miss a chance for a laugh, quipped, "Spices, you say? We'd be lucky if we could handle a pinch of salt on our crumpets at this point." His laughter was contagious, wiping away any lingering tension.



Josh, playing along, added, "I'd probably set the kitchen on fire trying to spice things up, but hey, a little excitement never hurt anyone, did it?"



The conversation flowed easily, filled with light-hearted jests and playful admissions. It was clear that none of them were about to dive headfirst into the lifestyle Jaimee and I shared, but the idea of adding a little fun and spice to their own relationships was humorously entertaining for all.



Jaimee, sensing the playful yet hesitant energy around the table, leaned in with a conspiratorial grin. "You know," she said, her voice low and teasing, "if you're all truly interested in spicing things up, there might be an opportunity tonight."



The reaction was immediate; Lauren's eyes widened, George laughed nervously, and Josh nearly dropped his fork. "Oh, well, I mean, we were just joking about..." Lauren started, her words tumbling out in a flustered rush.



George chuckled, "Yes, just a bit of fun, you know, not looking to dive into the deep end!"



Josh joined in, "Exactly, just stirring the pot with words."



But Hannah, always the bolder one, couldn't resist the bait. "What do you have in mind, Jaimee?" she asked, her curiosity piqued.



Jaimee's smile widened, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "There's a nightclub in the basement here. I might be able to get us all in. Nothing will happen that you don't want to happen, but you might see things that are a little... provocative. It could stoke the fire, so to speak, give you a taste of something different." Her tone was light, ensuring everyone knew there was no pressure, just an invitation to expand their horizons in a safe environment.



Jaimee pulled out her phone under the table, the screen casting a soft light on her face. "Shall I try?" She glanced around the table, meeting each pair of eyes filled with nervous excitement. After a moment of silent agreement, one by one, they nodded, their hesitance giving way to curiosity and a shared sense of adventure. 



Jaimee: Daddy, I'm with Hanna, Lauren, and their husbands tonight at the Velvet Marquis. Can you help us get into the nightclub?



Sipho: Who's asking, Jaimee or Lexi? 



Jaimee: Lexi. 



Sipho: Good girl. but that's a big ask, little one. Not cheap.



Jaimee: I know. We'll pay our own way. 



Sipho: Not the cost I'm referring to. 



Jaimee; ???



Sipho: Cost is more decoration for Lexi.



Jaimee: More? But Daddy, I already have so many...



Sipho: That's the price. You're choice. You can always call it a night.



Jaimee: They'd have to be small. What are you thinking?" 



Sipho: Small-ish, but I choose. 



Jaimee: But where? What?



Sipho: You'll find out when the time comes. 



I leaned over, watching the exchange, my heart beating faster with each message. This dynamic between Jaimee and Sipho, where she deferred to him, was both a turn-on and a source of nervous energy for me. 



Jaimee: I'm a bit scared, Daddy.



Sipho: You'll love 'em, my little Lexi. Trust me. 



Jaimee's expression was one of submission mixed with a deep-seated desire, her fear palpable yet overridden by her need to please Sipho, to embrace this part of her identity. My own emotions were a whirlwind; the thought of Jaimee being marked by Sipho was both intimidating and incredibly arousing.



Jaimee: Just small ones, Daddy? Please?



Sipho: No more details. That's the deal. 



I whispered in her ear, my voice low with a mix of concern and encouragement, "It's your choice. I'll support you either way," I said, wanting to say more but restraining myself.  



Jaimee's eyes met mine, seeking my support, her fingers hovering over the screen before she typed.



Jaimee: Agreed. 



Sipho: Very well, I'll see what I can make happen. 



She set her phone down. I was the only one to see her hands shaking, the tension in the air almost tangible. I could see the battle within her, the pull of subservience to Sipho, the thrill of the unknown, and the fear of what this might mean for her, for us. Yet, there was an undeniable excitement, a step further into new territory. 



After a tense wait, the atmosphere at our table was thick with anticipation when a man, impeccably dressed in a tailored suit that whispered of wealth and discretion, approached us. "I've been asked to escort your group to further entertainment," he announced, his voice a smooth baritone that seemed to fit perfectly within the opulent surroundings of The Velvet Marquis.



The other couples exchanged nervous yet excited glances. Lauren clutched George's arm a bit tighter, her eyes wide with the thrill of the unknown, while Josh and Hannah shared a look that said they were in for an adventure they'd never forget. We all rose, following our guide through the main dining area, where the clink of crystal and the murmur of conversations faded behind us.



Our path led us down a corridor lined with rich, dark wood paneling and art deco sconces, the carpet a deep scarlet. Even the air was scented. It was one level of luxury on top of another. As we walked, the sounds of the upper echelons of society were replaced by a distant, rhythmic pulse of music that promised something more exhilarating.



At a set of double doors, guarded by security, we were ushered down a grand staircase where the music's pulse grew stronger, blending jazz with modern beats. 



The nightclub was breathtaking. Crystal chandeliers cast light across black and gold damask walls, with mirrors enhancing the space. The crowd was diverse but uniformly sophisticated, dressed in evening wear that sparkled under the lights.



We were led to a secluded area with a sheer curtain for privacy, where plush burgundy velvet couches and high-backed chairs awaited us. A table was set with fine spirits, from aged whiskies to vintage champagnes.



As we settled in, the music, a mix of soulful jazz and electronic beats, invited even the shyest among us to sway or tap a foot. Here, in this high-class haven, one could indulge in both observation and participation, each moment tailored for pleasure and discretion. 



I had the thought more than once of, 'So, this is how the other half lives.' 



We shared our secluded alcove with approximately eight or nine others, each radiating wealth, influence, and a clear camaraderie. They introduced themselves with an air of casual sophistication; I caught names like Daniel, Sophia, Charlotte, and perhaps Fiona. The men were in suits that seemed to sculpt their bodies, while the women wore cocktail dresses that clung to their figures with an artful precision.



Our group, in comparison, was dressed much too conservatively for the occasion, making our neighbor friends visibly feel out of place. A waiter soon appeared, ready to take drink orders, and we felt the urge to loosen up with a few shots. Even our usually reserved ladies, Lauren and Hannah, knocked back some high-octane cocktails.



It wasn't long before we were mingling with the others. Despite our slightly mismatched attire, no one made us feel like we didn't belong. Daniel, I think it was, offered around a tray of various pills with the confidence of someone who knew the room's preferences. I've rarely dabbled with drugs, and I wasn't keen on anything hard, but I found myself persuaded to try some ecstasy. Surprisingly, Hannah and Lauren opted for GHB, while their husbands took some unfamiliar pill. Jaimee, following my lead, also took an ecstasy pill, her eyes sparkling with a mix of excitement and apprehension as she did so. 



It didn't take long for the dance floor to call to us, and I seized the chance to dance with Jaimee for the first twenty minutes or so, reveling in our shared rhythm. Then, in the spirit of the night, we swapped partners, dancing with others for several songs. When I returned to Jaimee, ready to head back to our table, a man approached, asking for the next dance with her. She accepted with a smile, and I headed back to our private nook.



By then, the ecstasy had woven its magic through me, leaving me in a state of blissful relaxation. The original couples from our area had seemingly vanished, replaced by new faces. I struck up a conversation with Josh and George, our wives now dancing with different partners, clearly enjoying themselves. I noticed a hint of jealousy in Josh and George's expressions, but they quickly quashed it by seeking out other women to dance with, disappearing into the crowd as I opted for a brief respite.



Scanning the dance floor, I caught fleeting glimpses of Jaimee and our friends. George and Josh had found their way back to their wives, holding them close, unwilling to let go again. Jaimee, meanwhile, was on the arm of a man who danced with professional grace. Together, they glided across the floor, their movements seamless and captivating, looking utterly spectacular.





The four of us eventually returned to our private nook and it's plush couches. As we settled in, Hannah was the first to break the small talk, her voice still buzzing with the night's energy, "Can you believe this place? It's like stepping into another world!"



Lauren nodded, her eyes sparkling, "A world where you can forget all your worries and just... be."



Josh chuckled, "Or maybe create new worries for the morning after."



George added sarcastically, "Well, if we're talking about worries, I'm more concerned about how much this night is going to cost me."



We laughed, the sound mingling with the music, a natural rhythm to our conversation. But the air shifted suddenly when a tall, lithe black man appeared, his physique fit, his demeanor one of urgency. He scanned the area with sharp, focused eyes before speaking, "Excuse me. I'm looking for Lexi." His voice was a deep baritone and his accent American. 



Hannah quickly responded, "I'm sorry, you must be mistaken. There's no Lexi here."



As Hannah's words hung in the air, my stomach twisted with a bout of anxious emotion. I watched, captivated and unnerved, as realization dawned on my wife's face. With deliberate grace, she raised her hand, her voice steady yet tinged with resignation, "I'm Lexi." 



She slid off her wedding ring, passing it to me with a gaze that spoke of silent understanding. In that moment, she seemed to more fully accept the persona she once resisted, her transformation into Lexi becoming more real, more tangible, stirring a tumultuous mix of feelings within me as I clutched her ring.



The revelation hit our friends like a gentle slap, confusion painting their features. I knew I had to bridge the gap of information they were missing. 



"Lexi is... Jaimee's other side, so to speak," I began, my voice laced with vulnerability. "When she's Lexi, she explores, she... indulges in parts of herself that Jaimee keeps hidden. It's something we've been playing with lately - part of our game." I could feel the weight of their gazes, the silent questions hanging like a veil between us. "It's not something we share with everyone, but you're our friends, and tonight... tonight is about embracing those hidden parts."



Just then, the man, his breath still catching up with him, sliced through the tension with his words. His eyes first found Lexi, his voice steady, "Sipho called me. Asked me to take care of his girl." He then swept his gaze across the rest of us, his tone leaving no room for doubt, "When he makes an offer like this, you don't turn it down." His attention snapped back to Lexi. "He said to come get his girl for the night, and to tell you that he has plans for you tomorrow."



The air in the room thickened, charged with the erotic tension of the moment, as the dynamic shifted like the tide under a full moon. Our friends' faces were a canvas of emotions - shock, curiosity, and the dawning realization of the night's true nature. The presence of this man, Brian, connected to Sipho, was like a promise of forbidden pleasures, a visceral reminder of the stakes involved in our game of desire and dominance.



Lexi, her voice laced with a teasing challenge, yet underscored by the thrill of submission, asked, "Do we need to leave now? I don't even know your name. And maybe I'll decide I'm not interested in going with you."



Brian's response was a low, confident murmur, his eyes tracing the tattoos that marked Lexi's skin like a map of her desires, "I'm Brian, and we need to go soon. But the tattoos you wear tell me you want to leave with me." His words were not just an observation but a claim, his gaze going to Sipho's initials on her wrist, and then lingering on the spade that symbolized her submission to this lifestyle, to Sipho's will, and by extension, to him.



The room seemed to pulse with the silent acknowledgment of what was about to happen. My heart raced, a cocktail of jealousy, arousal, and the inexplicable thrill of watching my wife embrace her alter ego, Lexi, ready to embark on a night of pleasure with another man. This was the essence of our relationship, a dance of power, trust, and unbridled sexuality.



Our neighbors, now fully witnessing the depth of our arrangement, could no longer pretend ignorance. Their eyes darted between us, the shock giving way to a voyeuristic fascination, their own desires perhaps stirred by the raw display of cuckoldry before them. Hannah's lips parted slightly, Lauren's breath hitched, and both George and Josh seemed to be grappling with their reactions, a mix of discomfort and undeniable intrigue.



I felt the heat of my lust intensify, the sight of Lexi, my wife, so willingly slipping into this role, her readiness to go with Brian a testament to the complexity of our bond. Her acceptance of this part of herself, of our life together, was both a torment and a turn-on, pushing me deeper into the role of the cuckold, reveling in the pain and pleasure of her surrender to another's desires.



Lexi turned to me, her eyes shimmering with a mix of defiance and desire. "I'm going with Brian," she stated, her voice a velvet promise of the night to come.



"Please, stay," I found myself whispering, the plea laced with a desperate need to keep this evening, this moment, intact with her by my side. "We're on a date with our friends, we've had such a good time. Can't we just... end the night together?"



Her gaze softened, yet her resolve was unyielding. "You agreed to the deal, remember?" she reminded me, her words slicing through my hope like a well-sharpened blade. "These tattoos," she gestured to the symbols on her skin, "are here because of you, because of us. But right now, my body, my sexuality... it belongs to someone else. I have no choice but to please him." 



The weight of her words hit me like a physical blow, my arousal and jealousy intertwining into a knot of complex emotions. Her submission to another, her transformation into Lexi, was not just an act but a testament to our relationship's depth, a cuckold's fantasy made painfully, erotically real. She was about to leave with another man, her pleasure and satisfaction now in someone else's hands, a fact that both tormented and titillated me, pushing me to the edge of my own desires.



Lexi rose from the couch, her movements fluid and deliberate, the transformation into her alter ego complete. Brian, with an air of possession, placed his hand on the small of her back, guiding her with a confidence that spoke volumes of his claim over her. She didn't resist; instead, she leaned into his touch, her body language a silent acknowledgment of his temporary ownership. Her acceptance was palpable, her steps towards the exit with him a dance of submission and anticipation.



Our friends watched, their expressions a mix of shock and undeniable arousal. The scene before them was like a forbidden fruit they'd only heard whispers about, now laid bare in its luscious reality. 



Hannah, her voice a breathless murmur, broke the silence, "I think I want to go home soon," her eyes locking with Josh's, a clear signal of her own stirred desires.



As Lexi and Brian disappeared from view, the energy in our group shifted. The trip home was charged with a new, palpable tension. Instead of questions, our friends were lost in each other, their kisses deep and urgent, reminiscent of teenage passion but fueled by the night's revelations. They made out with a fervor that left no room for conversation, their hands exploring with the eagerness of discovery.



I was relieved when I finally dropped them off at their respective homes, their farewells quick and distracted. The night had exhausted me, not just physically but emotionally, the rollercoaster of watching Lexi embrace her role, the dynamic of our relationship laid bare for our friends to see, stirring desires and questions that would linger. Lust ran through my veins like some kind of fuel additive. I'd never felt emotions so strong and intense in our relationship. I knew I wouldn't simply be able to go to bed after a night like this. Luckily, there was someone who could help me with my dilemma.




Post 1532 — Goodboy66

Mon Jan 20, 2025 9:43 am

I was relieved when I finally dropped them off at their respective homes,



They're your neighbours, did you give them a piggyback?




Post 1533 — offendedgame

Mon Jan 20, 2025 10:19 am

Bob Sacamano 



Anyway, that was very intense. I don't envy you right now.




Post 1534 — mick_flow

Mon Jan 20, 2025 10:24 am

Wow, that update was filled with the lust and excitement. Epic writing Ky! - You may feel it isn't as polished, but it certainly doesn't come across that way. It was beautiful. I was riveted. 



I sense you are keeping Joanna away from these pages? - I understand if that is not something you want to share. But I have to say, I'm as interested in what happened while watching the Expanse as I am in what happened to Lexi, and what did "Daddy" do to her body?



Cliffhanger Ky strikes again!




Post 1535 — scdiver

Mon Jan 20, 2025 1:49 pm

Ky, Your writing is superb, your story is enthralling, but frightening. I too once headed down the path you and Jaimee are following. This was in the late 70’s and early 80’s. Back then there was very little information to be had and the creeps and lowlifes where everywhere. First we tried swinging, then I found I liked getting my wife fucked more interesting. It led to our divorce. Yes there were drugs involved, but not a lot. My two kids from that marriage figured out what we were doing and it really affected them, specially my daughter from that marriage. She started doing drugs and having free sex. All behind my back.  She got married at 18, had four kid from four different guys and not her husband. She got divorced and took her own life in her early 40’s. 

I have been remarried for 4 decades and even though I dream of the cuckold life I will not go through the destruction of my current family.

Your wife puts Sipho first always. When you manned up and fucked her, she made you call Sipho or she would tell him. She could of kept it a secret but Sipho comes first. This latest posting shows how much Sipho still comes first. If he askes her to enhance her breast without telling you first would she refuse because that is a hard pass for you or would she come home to you with new tits. Sipho would ask Lexi for this as they are fucking and Lexi will agree to anything Sipho wants when she is orgasiming on Sipho’s cock. Remember I feel that Sipho comes first always. And that may include him asking for her birth control pills without your knowledge.

Lexi has promised new piercings. Is that a tong stud or a clit stud or rings and a lock on her cunt. The cunt lock will probably happen just before the end of May. Just so that you still can’t fuck her.

Have you let Sipho know about your Florida plans? I bet he will still demand a cost for her to go.

Lastly I want to warn you about the children. I can tell you for certain that they hear and see more than you know. They are like sponges, they may be watching Tv or playing a board game but you would be surprise what they see and hear. I know this from experience. They are too young to act on it now but as they get to be preteens then teens the questions will come. What will you do when they see Lexi’s ink when you go to Florida. They will not know what the spade tattoos means now but they will learn as they get older.

Jaimee and you have let her become a branded, collard, and named sex slave. I know you are enjoying this now but I would reconsider staying in that area for too long a time. Sipho’s hold on Lexi will only grow.

Jaimee is a one in a million woman. I am sure Sipho has figured this out and will at some time try to take her for himself. Jaimee’s will to  put her kids first will fade with time. The first entry in her diary kind of shows this.

Good luck Ky, I hope my predictions are all hot air. Please keep writing. I am enjoying your journey.




Post 1536 — Guest

Mon Jan 20, 2025 4:02 pm

Wow!!!  That night had to be a serious gut punch to have your friends view of your lifestyle evolve from slightly erotic to something almost beyond belief!  If you had told them about all of this, they would never have believed you, but there you were, having Jaimee/Lexi pull back the curtains of secrecy of her sexuality and your willingness to let her enjoy her needs right in front of you and your friends.  The following hours must have been full of soul searching and life examination.  I, personally, don't envy you at all.  Good luck in the future with the realization of your exposures.  For me, this would be a catalyst for a major change, but I'm not you and you have a different comfort for these things.  Looking forward to hearing what the friends had to say in the days following and how they relate to you going forward.



Rascal




Post 1537 — Guest

Mon Jan 20, 2025 5:32 pm

It does feel like you're way out on limb here.




Post 1538 — elina

Mon Jan 20, 2025 7:43 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Dear Ky,



Thank you for sharing an incredible post. Sometimes it is not the sexual acts that is most impactfull. In this case you don't really share any explicit sexual activities; it just illustrates the truth of the saying that 90% of the sexual experience is what happens in your mind!



Just a few comments from my perspective. 




That was a brave, honest and very good explanation. I particularly admire your willingness to bare yourself and take responsibility for your desires that have helped Jaimee become Lexi & Jaimee in the same body. 




Wow. This was the most surprising part to me. It seems to indicate that Jaimee now had a (subconcious to that point?) desire to come fully out of the closet with Hers and yours more vanilla friends. Perhaps this was also playing in Her subconcious mind when She made the choice of dress that revealed a fraction of the QoS tattoo, even if at that point She did not know where you were having dinner?



Her subsequent submission to Sipho's conditions to help you get in to the club, Her confirmation when he asked that it was Lexi asking and not Jaimee in essence a signal that She was ready to surrender to him that night, and finally Her departure with Brian as your friends at that point clearly knew that She would submit to Her desires for black males fucking Her silly, it clearly shows the extent with which the Jaimee and Lexi persona are now integrated in Her. 




I am really glad that you did have someone who was able to help with your dilemma. I hope that you are also taking good care of that wonderful person!



Sincerely

elina




Post 1539 — subtoall

Mon Jan 20, 2025 8:21 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Actually, it was MDMA that was running through your veins.  And yeah, ain't nobody gonna sleep on that.



Also, you're going to "back off on the prose a bit," you say.  Sorry folks, I don't see it.  



And finally, OMFG, with an emphasis on the F.




Post 1540 — Mycall

Mon Jan 20, 2025 8:31 pm

Like the way being marked with tattoos has gone from a hard limit to a one off sign of commitment. Then a funishment for breaking the rules and finally to a way to getting friends into a nightclub. It shows how as the situation is evolving the unthinkable is slowly becoming the standard and the norm.



I can only see the stakes getting raised from here. 



My personal guess is that Sipho will instigate a situation where he has 24 or 48 hours to mark and decorate Jaimee however he pleases or instigate where Both Jaimee and Ky agree to allow her body becomes his to mould for a certain period.



How would Jamiee react to other requests? How malleable has she become and how much to you both get off on the idea of full submission?



It is clear that Sipho really gets off on the idea of having Jamiee change her body for him. If she will now readily agree to tattoos then is there a new limit? I know pregnancy is a big no but what if for example her decided he liked the idea of her putting on weight and becoming more curvy? 



Would she agree to that? 



It’s difficult to envisage where things will progress to next. It seems like there is a psychological next step of becoming more outed but I am still really intrigued to know which limits will be pushed especially as physically it’s quite difficult to go beyond letting someone permanently decorate your body as they see fit.



Both Jaimee and Ky like to be pushed out of their comfort zone which means they the only way is up and gradually but constantly elevating the situation seems like the only way forward. Personally I don’t think for a moment that this will end in March, I suspect that something will be proposed that raises the stakes and gets the blood pumping.




Post 1541 — false-abroad

Mon Jan 20, 2025 9:06 pm

Just reading this makes my blood boil, my heart is going strong like I'm sprinting and I sweat a lot. Often to read your posts I have to take small sips to go through it and not explode. It is not even the shear erotic load, it is this huge anxiety that makes it go round and turning. I am not sure I would ever be able (or even willing) to go to your level, but at the same time I am sure you thought about it yourself the same way at the beginning.



I realize this level of craftsmanship with words is not something that can be easily maintained, it needs time. Hats off to you Sir, again. Because of that even though I have a lot of questions I prefer lately to just cheer occasionally and not interfere. I have a question though: what are the current marks? I think I lost the description of the punishment batch of marks. I get there is succubus, spade and nipple rings (I love the idea of nipple rings or even single one for the asymmetry). EDIT: nevermind, I found it, don't know how I missed it before.



If I may ask more questions I wonder about the level of your access to your wife. I understand that you see her naked, she gives you occasional hand jobs, you cuddle, you kiss, is this all? Is there any oral sex between you two? Does she take creampies?



I am 90% sure the marks will get to her pussy before you will regain your marital rights. I imagine that the next time you will get inside your wife the marks will enhance the experience even more. I presume a clit or labial piercing and a tattoo, because I don't think it will end with a single mark. Maybe that is something that just happened. I also think that there will be a mark that can't be easily hidden, but maybe it will be more innocent looking for bystanders. When asked about it it will be easy to say anything, but you both will know the meaning.



Oh and I sure hope you will not relent for any kind of body modifications like fill ups, boob jobs, nose jobs or whatever. I think that would be far too much and absolutely unnecessary. Though not my life 



I wonder what would you say to a tongue piercing. From what I understand they are seen as a thing almost explicitly for enhancing blowjobs, while not really making it that different. The thought is erotic, but the realities of healing needed and obviousness of it makes it a no go for me personally.



Excuse me if I will sound like a party popper, but how did you drop them off while you were on E?




Post 1542 — Mycall

Mon Jan 20, 2025 9:53 pm

Would love to know what would happen if Lexi messaged Sipho and asked what the cost would be for Jamiee to give Ky a blowjob. 



As far as I am aware blowjobs are not explicitly banned but I think the simple act of asking permission would be incredibly hot, especially knowing what sort of response it would enact. Would Jamiee be resigned to family time and banned from further sexual activities with Lexi given the reigns, especially as Ky isn’t allowed to get intimate with Lexi.



It really would be an emotional rollercoaster looking into your wife’s eyes as she took your cock into her mouth and knowing that this simple act was likely going to leave a permanent impression on  her body your relationship. 



Would be gut wrenching to then find that she only asked because she was turned on by the thought of paying the debt and sinking further into submission rather than because she really wanted to give you a blowjob.




Post 1543 — Goodboy66

Mon Jan 20, 2025 11:36 pm

↳ Replying to: veub, David52

How much do you think Sipho charged Brian for a couple of hours with Lexi.




Post 1544 — tepidwalker

Tue Jan 21, 2025 12:25 am

He's a pimp - I doubt that he would get emotionally involved with his merchandise.

[/quote]



How much do you think Sipho charged Brian for a couple of hours with Lexi.

[/quote]



Probably enough to cover the cost for entry into the nightclub. Sipho is a pimp. Ky isn't even a husband anymore. His former wife only spends time with him when Sipho doesn't need her, and she's willing to drop everything and go to him no matter what time of day. That makes Ky a placeholder. As smart as Ky is, he's being very, very stupid by not stopping some of this from playing out. Sipho has broken every hard rule, and the husband and wife have "justified" it as being part of some elaborate "game". Except, this game isn't a game, it's real life and it has lasting consequences. Sure, they may say, "We're strong enough to get through it." Maybe so. Someone above commented that it won't be long until Jaimee comes back with breast implants, and I would bet when she does - even though it was a hard no - Ky will acquiesce and go back to being the subservient placeholder. If he doesn't want to lose what's left of his wife forever, he better do something to change this trajectory. It's reading like one of xleg's or jaycuck's car crash stories, but if this has real life consequences it's time to stop. The two were supposed to have a lovely night out as a couple with friends, and she ends up whoring herself out, via cash or tattoo, for entry into the club and Ky has to go home alone?




Post 1545 — armyguyot1

Tue Jan 21, 2025 1:46 am

Welcome to the forum tepidwalker.




Post 1546 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Tue Jan 21, 2025 2:40 am

One thing I will say right now....Sipho is an asshole. If he were standing in front of me I'd knock his fucking teeth out.




Post 1547 — David52

Tue Jan 21, 2025 3:39 am

Ky. Were you outed without your consent as it appears?  Outing to friends and family is a big step and requires planning and consideration of the consequences. You have every reason to be angry with both Sipho and Jaimee.




Post 1548 — scdiver

Tue Jan 21, 2025 3:50 am

The level of disrespect you got from Sipho and Lexi is off the charts, but, this was a week ago. Is Jaimee back with you yet. What did he do to her?



We are on the edge of our seats. Please don't keep us waiting to much longer.




Post 1549 — veub

Tue Jan 21, 2025 3:53 am

The similarity to Jaycuck's long series is striking: the exclusive black sex club; the tats; the drugs: setting up the husband with another  woman to keep him busy. Of course in that series there's a divorce and the husband and the other women have a HEA.


 

Pregnancy off the table? Why? Ky was happy with that at least once before and this would give an extra thrill by the baby being biracial.  Of course, that won't happen until Sipho and his "friends"  are getting bored with her and need some additional stimulation.




Post 1550 — mick_flow

Tue Jan 21, 2025 3:54 am

Ky’s writing is epic. He captures that emotional cuck angst feeling, the mixture of jealousy, envy, and arousal so well.



It is so hot to watch Jaimee transform, the lines between Lexi and Jaimee are getting closer. Now the friends and neighbours know. Is she Ky’s former wife? no I don’t think so. Ky’s her rock, but having her actively want Sipho and his friends is so hot. It’s what a lot of us enjoy, having a wife who wants to explore that side her, and watching her do it.



Yes the angst causes us to want to pull back from that. Ky captured that when he explained that he asked Jamiee to stay, but Lexi looked at him and told him this is what they agreed, it’s what they both want.



Lexi knew that ky was turned on. She knew he was loving and hating that moment. That he was aroused. She also knew that he had Joanna to return home to. All of that was captured in that exchange - it’s what Lexi wanted, she knew ky would go back and Joanna would receive his arousal. Ky also knew that Lexi didn’t want that, didn’t want his arousal, she wanted Brian and Sipho.



The idea of your wife turning you down and going to another. Knowing how much you want her, telling you that sex with the other guy is better. It’s hot, it’s something I think many of us on this forum want. Ky’s lucky to experience that.



I’ve never tried mdma. But according to Reddit, sex while using it can be amazing. 



God only knows how worked up ky was when he got home and what happened next. Part of that is down to the relationship him,

Joanna and Jaimee have. 



But imagine having another women to confide in. A women as turned on as you are about the situation. Imagine a night where you both revel in the moment, both loving that ky’s wife is away having sex with others.  I can only imagine how erotic it would be to explain to Joanna what happened, the physical reaction as ky admits his arousal and angst, and Joanna’s response as she soothes ky’s angst.




Post 1551 — tepidwalker

Tue Jan 21, 2025 6:05 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

Ky has never said, No. Ky has never said No, to Sipho: No, don't do that Jaimee/Lexi are the same person thing, unless she is some multi-personality disorder. Jaimee's primary is Sipho. Jaimee no longer has a husband, she has a roommate with whom she is BFF. Sipho controls their lives - as is evidenced by her stopping mid-cooking of a chicken dinner to go please her pimp. Ky is no longer a husband, he's a roommate. I will be roasted for this but it's true - he has no say, no authority, over what his wife does even when it happens during supposed "family" or "date night" outings. But, as per cuck strategy, he'll say it's part of "The Game". He'll rationalize it as his engineer brain is meant to do, into something he can digest. Except with Ky, there is never enough. He's a heroin junkie hooked on the high. He always wants more, more more. There will never be enough. Not even when his former wife is tattooed head to toe with all kinds of sexual kink ideology. Ky in his current state would say, fine, do it. When instead he should say, stop, hold on, safe word.



She left her so called husband in a club with their mutual friends in order to satisfy the commands of a third, when that night should have been for her and her so called husband.



All of this is fine - it's 100% ok, if and only if Ky recognizes he is no longer a husband or a father figure. Sipho has commandeered position as the primary in his relationship and because Ky has never said no, it won't change. Here's hoping Ky says no, finally.




Post 1552 — tepidwalker

Tue Jan 21, 2025 6:17 am

Ky has never said, No. Again, Ky has never said No, to Sipho: No. Don't do that Jaimee/Lexi are the same person thing, unless she is some multi-personality disorder. Jaimee's primary is Sipho. Jaimee no longer has a husband, she has a roommate with whom she is BFF. Sipho controls their lives - as is evidenced by her stopping mid-cooking of a chicken dinner to go please her pimp, as is evidenced by her leaving mid-date with her so called husband and friends to sexually satisfy some stranger. As much as that may sexually excite people, Ky is no longer a husband, he's a roommate. I will be roasted for this but it's true - he has no say, no authority, over what his wife does even when it happens during supposed "family" or "date night" outings. 



She left her so called husband in a club with their mutual friends in order to satisfy the commands of a third, when that night should have been for her and her so called husband.



All of this is fine - it's 100% ok, if and only if Ky recognizes he is no longer a husband or a father figure. Sipho has commandeered the position as the primary in his relationship and because Ky has never said no, it won't change. Need we all reference curiousdave, or the DDHW episode? Even RunWith Danny is inching into "WTF" territory. Here's hoping Ky says no, finally. Ky, you need grab Jaimee and the kids now and go away to take a 30,000 foot view. Really evaluate things.




Post 1553 — Guest

Tue Jan 21, 2025 7:46 am

Thinking about this latest update and a few comments from previously, I wonder if you, Ky, now felt this has gone too far. Would Jaimee/Lexi stop and end the game with Sipho, or reject you for the new life to which she has been initiated?



Rascal




Post 1554 — Goodboy66

Tue Jan 21, 2025 8:18 am

↳ Replying to: rascalnvixen

The gone to far query.



Jaimee was very close to leaving Ky for Derrick.

Chose to conceive with Wade as opposed to her husband.

Befriended Matts children and family, as if she was in a real relationship. 

Tattooing herself as if they are hennas.



But maybe as a previous poster said, Ky is Jaimees anchor.




Post 1555 — false-abroad

Tue Jan 21, 2025 8:39 am

They are still in this together. She wouldn't do all this without him. Time and time again they stop the game for some time. I am sure that there will be a big push to continue the game right after the 6 month extension will end (somewhere around May). But as they are supposed to go on vacation and how other games before this one went I think (and hope) they will pause it for at least a full month. I am not doubting Jaimee's commitment or Ky's willingness. Things will never be the same again and life still changes regardless and they wouldn't want to be vanilla, would they? In a way it seems like doing themselves a psychological scar for fun, but I think they all have mental resources to end this if it would really destroy them instead of enhancing their excitement.



We could ask: what it will look like in their 50s, 60s, 70s, 80s? Everyone of us will fuck the last time in our lives. But those are all in the future, not really on the horizon.



Games are fun. I would like to play games. I wouldn't want to play a single big game in my life, because it would lead me to insanity, that's also why I would never agree to go pussyfree forever. So far they always have some back to basics moments and then they start to miss the game. Previously it seemed they thought Ky's got it out of his system and they will not play again. I think it would be best for them to play games for the rest of their lives maybe, but I think stopping the games for some time between them is essential. The intensity of games should vary, because going only for the increase, for the higher and higher excitement is unsustainable from my point of view. I wouldn't want to be increasingly limited and only ever be with my own fantasies inside my head. Like one fuck once a year with one's wife would be for a 40 year old male around 45 fucks till the end of his life. If you decide to narrow it down it will be less than that. It is erotic to think, for example, to only have 5 fucks with one's wife left, but I wouldn't want this as a reality.



Sorry for incoherent rambling.




Post 1556 — mundyman

Tue Jan 21, 2025 8:47 am

Hold it!!!! You two just outed yourselves to your closest friends. Jaimie becomes Lexi in front of them as she got all of you entrance to a next level hidden club/sex club. She leaves with another guy who was looking for Lexi specifically, And your friends didn’t question the shit out of you in the club after Lexi left with some other guy?? Or in the car on the way home? Nor did you look around the club for her, much like you found her at the office getting fucked?

Come clean Ky. Spill the tea on those conversations…




Post 1557 — false-abroad

Tue Jan 21, 2025 8:48 am

He said they knew about their lifestyle before, but it was never "in their face" so to speak and without too many details.




Post 1558 — Goodboy66

Tue Jan 21, 2025 9:23 am

↳ Replying to: false-abroad



Eventually, Jaimee confessed that she had a boyfriend, and that every so often, she’d take the kids to a friend’s house so she could visit her ‘other’ man. The two friends thought it was scandalous, but they peppered her with dozens and dozens of questions. It’s one of those confessions where the two women emphatically said they’d never do something like that, but they were endlessly curious about the experience. Well, after Jaimee made the confession, it didn’t take long for their husbands to learn about it too. That meant that the next time I went over for a barbecue, I did so knowing that all the adults in the room knew that my wife cucked me.



Frankly, I didn’t want to go to that dinner date after I learned that our friends all knew. But, well, I lost the argument, and Jaimee was taking the kids, so I sucked it up and went. And of course, George and Josh both cornered me as soon as they had a chance, and yeah, I coughed up details and answered their questions. Funny enough, after that first Q&A ended, I felt a lot calmer about the whole thing. Something about putting it out there really helped me accept the whole thing.




Post 1559 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Tue Jan 21, 2025 9:30 am

↳ Replying to: Goodboy66, false-abroad

Who are you?




Post 1560 — mick_flow

Tue Jan 21, 2025 9:54 am

My wife explained to her best friend, who is married to a close friend, and who’s the sister of best friend. And yeah, it came out. At least among this set of close friends.



I was worried. Uncomfortable. 



But. You know. There was a surprisingly small number of questions asked




Post 1561 — Johng1953

Tue Jan 21, 2025 10:21 am

Are there no boundaries even for a cuckoholic?




Post 1562 — Guest

Tue Jan 21, 2025 10:42 am

The whole club scene was a nightmare. Even if they never put it in their friends faces about their involvement in the lifestyle, this episode destroyed any doubt as to the depth that Jaimee has gone to. And it's not just being "outed", it's also being abandoned while you're out with friends for a casual evening. There's a lot there to have to stomach all in the course of an evening. I understand it's a thrill in the moment but this thrill will last much longer in the minds of those friends that witnessed this. Jaimee may be in too deep and as the English say, "Can't be bothered," but Ky will know they know and any time after that will have a veil of shame in their interactions. Of course Ky may thrive on that awkwardness, everybody's different!




Post 1563 — tepidwalker

Tue Jan 21, 2025 1:53 pm

Ky will try to rationalize it, and even immortalize it in his "prose". But, he cannot deny even through logical proofs, Sipho is Jaimee's man. Ky, Ky is simply an accessory. He is no longer a husband or a man in the eyes of Jaimee. One can wax on and preach about being a rock, or a lighthouse in a storm, but Ky has failed all of the tests to be such a man to Jaimee because Ky has never said No. He's never stood up to Sipho.




Post 1564 — venus-can99

Tue Jan 21, 2025 4:27 pm

I believe a lot of readers here are posting their opinions and advice based on just what we read here. Jaimee and Ky likely have a lot of discussion which is probably too mundane to post. I would suggest that we refrain from passing judgment on the couple




Post 1565 — Tap

Tue Jan 21, 2025 5:32 pm

So, Ky tried to talk Jaimee out of dumping him in front of their friends to obviously go off and have interacial sex with with Sipho's  hand picked customer for her.  Whatever happened to their safe word?  Why didn't Ky use their safe word?  Did he understand that only his wife Jamiee will respond to the safe word, while Sipho's totally owned woman Lexie will not?




Post 1566 — Guest

Tue Jan 21, 2025 6:01 pm

I'm not passing judgement on Ky or Jaimee. They are on a wild crazy journey all on their own. It's clear Ky is "all in", it shows in his writing. If the thrill wasn't there his retelling wouldn't be as vivid in his writing. His retelling is so compelling that it is difficult to not be drawn in. It's also difficult to not respond to. 



A lot of people/couples on this site say something like, "I know it's not for everyone, but that's how we do it!" Ky and Jaimee push the limits for me certainly and probably others but it isn't my place to judge them. This is how they do it. They're adults, they know it's on them if it blows up.



Ky's writing takes someone like me to beyond my comfort zone and he knows that's going to happen to people that are not at the level he is. In his writing he comes across as pretty cool headed and calm, but the story has the element of shock (to me and other readers) that he had to feel to some extent. I would imagine in would take a lot to shock Ky now. 



I like his story a lot. It's outrageous and vividly told. I like to think I'm just an observer with curious questions. I have no place or experience to offer any advice. My mind is certainly stimulated though, thanks Ky!




Post 1567 — scarlettscuck

Tue Jan 21, 2025 6:18 pm

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1

Whoa man…chill. You obviously aren’t on Ky’s level of the lifestyle so be cool. No need to make him, or anyone on the highest level feel bad, sheesh.




Post 1568 — scarlettscuck

Tue Jan 21, 2025 6:27 pm

↳ Replying to: scdiver

Just because you don’t have the stomach for this level of sex, excitement and extreme cuckolding doesn’t mean others here are fools. Let’s all just enjoy the ride. They will find their way, and can walk away at any time. 



It’s amazing how far couples will go but that’s their choice, their lives and their decisions. I doubt he’s posting this wanting to hear others’ jealous or over-opinionated criticism. Let them live it and keep sharing.



I think Ky is the cuck champion of all time. He doesn’t need any negativity right now and who’s anyone to judge (unless you are simply sexless and jealous). This is incredible and Ky… you and Jaimee be you. Thanks for sharing.




Post 1569 — Tap

Tue Jan 21, 2025 6:38 pm

scarlettscuck:  I kinda think that Cuckcuckgoose1 would make Sipho feel worse than Ky would feel.




Post 1570 — false-abroad

Tue Jan 21, 2025 7:21 pm

I agree with coastalkid's last comment.



There are many projections of one's own fears and desires, probably including my own if I'll be honest. Drawing a line from a single point or stretching a globe to a flat plane (that's literally a projection and Mercator sucks ). There is also a lot of reading between the lines. Here we are on the page 63 of this thread filled with long prose. While it is a lot of prose there are numerous gaps and things that are left untold or only briefly described. The image drawn here may not be to the full proportions. It is a content that clearly does excite the author and it is on a cuckold forum which will shape what and how the story is shared.



Imagine some mundane everyday things like getting a flu or digestion problems, like doing taxes and buying food. Some of this can get mixed up in excitement. I think that is something that we all like in the wife sharing lifestyle: to stir the everyday life, but still - most everyday life is just maintenance.




Post 1571 — elina

Tue Jan 21, 2025 7:45 pm

↳ Replying to: venus-can99





Thanks Venus-can; this is so true and so to the point. 



Just look at how Ky has recently opened up on a lot of things happening in the (reasonably recent) past. 

As he does, our understanding deepens, and yet we need to realize we are only seeing a small fraction of the interactions between Ky, Jaimee, Joanna and the other actors here.



Now, in the latest post, Ky did share something which is even more recent than his previous posts. 

Obviously, a lot of things have happened between his previous posts and the most recent ones that we don't know about. 



We should all try to not express opinions based on our own extrapolations. 

Hopefully, Ky will elaborate when he feels the time is right and have the time to write it up....



Sincerely

elina




Post 1572 — wannabecUKold

Tue Jan 21, 2025 10:37 pm

↳ Replying to: coastalkid

I don't see it quite as bad as coastalkid. Think of it like a job.  Jaimee uses her connections to get the group into the club. As part of that, she has to go off to see people related to the job.  Her husband, as host, might find it a bit awkward that she's gone off without notice, but the group will understand that she had to. 

Since it involved Jaimee going off to have sex, they will have to think how it affects their view of her.  Yes, Ky and Jaimee will have a 'veil of shame' in future.   Sex is so labelling. Think Monica Lewinsky.  People won't forget the tattoo on her breast.  So, either they live with it or they drop Ky and Jaimee as friends.  Personally I like friends who are overtly sexual.




Post 1573 — viking53

Tue Jan 21, 2025 11:49 pm

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1, Goodboy66, false-abroad

These are quotes from a much earlier post by Ky when Jaimee was outed to her neighbours for her relationship with Matt.




Post 1574 — mundyman

Wed Jan 22, 2025 12:19 am

↳ Replying to: viking53, Cuckcuckgoose1, Goodboy66, false-abroad



I read those also when he wrote them. But to have it happen in front of their friends. The tattoos, the way she spoke to Sipho on the phone, taking her wedding ring off before submissively leaving with the man who was looking for Lexi, using her slut name in front of 5hem, and changing her demeanor in front of them is very different 5hen your friends knowing you have a boyfriend who you occasionally fuck.

I’m sure this was at a level none of them were ready for. Most people can come to grips with extramarital affairs, but not their friend becoming a submissive tattooed slut-whore for any black man who requests her while living in a hidden world of sex and sensuality that you think only exists in stories. 

And her husband meekly goes along with it. It’s one thing to see the husband as a husband and friend who is ok with his wife fucking others, not a man who meekly gives his wife away and becomes as submissive as she is.

I’m sure the whole evening and the slow descent and exposure of the depths to which Ky and Jaimie/Lexi live in this world of sex, privilege and submission was incredibly shocking.

So I am a little surprised there wasn’t more questioning and discussion with Ky while still in the club after Lexi left and on the drive home. I wonder what their relationship with their friends is like now that they have a much better picture of what Ky and Jaimie/Lexi’s life is truly like in this lifestyle.




Post 1575 — Goodboy66

Wed Jan 22, 2025 12:42 am

Good point Mundayman.




Post 1576 — Hotwife_Stag

Wed Jan 22, 2025 2:23 am

I totally believe that Ky's post are not 100% true. I'm sure that there is an element of truth that he is building on to tell a well written story and I don't care. If he wrote a screenplay based on this thread it would be a blockbuster movie. I can't wait to read the next page.




Post 1577 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Wed Jan 22, 2025 2:25 am

↳ Replying to: Hotwife_Stag

Pictures of those tattoos would go a long way toward supporting the narrative. That would be hot.




Post 1578 — Hotwife_Stag

Wed Jan 22, 2025 2:29 am

I agree but regardless if this is fact or fiction doesn't really matter to me. He writes so well that you put yourself in his shoes and that is very erotic. The scene in the basement is something similar to the movie Eyes Wide Shut. Aittle over the top but still very hot. I would say Ky's stories are even better.




Post 1579 — mick_flow

Wed Jan 22, 2025 4:00 am

Yeah, in the same boat. The writing is excellent. I suspect Ky’s relaying actual events and has embellished them a little; it’s an edited version of very personal recollections of course. I’m sure some personally identifiable details are dropped. Names changed, etc. and probably the background as to how he managed to get himself into some circumstances are either glossed over, or creatively backfilled.



But, yeah, I don’t care either. Loving the story.



The line about “salt on crumpets” caught me. Having lived and worked in London for a while, I have never come across anyone who would use that phrase - outside of perhaps Fawlty Towers (an old 1980s comedy from John clease). And it’s a little non-sensical too…. Unsalted butter, but even then it’s an unusual reference…. A little too stereotypical. Like having a character from Boston Mass continually mentioning the ‘arbor. I guess there was a joke there to lighten the tension, but perhaps it was something a little more personal?! 



If I were to replace it, given that englands national dish is now a chicken tikka masala - a reference to a spicy Indian dish would probably be better.



But hey. It’s not a story about cooking, nor national stereo-types (he hasn’t mention Sipho’s pride in the Rugby World Cup results).



As a ticket tout for an adult club in Amsterdam once shouted at me - “Lads, you didn’t come all this way for the art museum did you?”.



Erm nope. Nope I did not. 



Rock on Ky! -




Post 1580 — mundyman

Wed Jan 22, 2025 4:07 am

Do not misunderstand my previous post. I am not questioning the authenticity or accuracy of Ky’s post. Who am I to question people’s decisions and choices in their lives. 

Plus it is against the rules of this forum.

I realize Ky’s last post was done quickly before he forgot the details, probably somewhat rushed to get to the main points. As a result I’m sure he did not include some of the finer points as he was relating Jaimie’s behavior and his reaction to it.

 I hope as he continues to relate the after effects of this particular evening and the consequences to his relationship with his wife and their relationship to their friends he will share more of their immediate reactions and questions.

I guess I was just expecting more description of their friends reactions after she left with that man.




Post 1581 — mundyman

Wed Jan 22, 2025 4:08 am

Do not misunderstand my previous post. I am not questioning the authenticity or accuracy of Ky’s post. Who am I to question people’s decisions and choices in their lives. 

Plus it is against the rules of this forum.

I realize Ky’s last post was done quickly before he forgot the details, probably somewhat rushed to get to the main points. As a result I’m sure he did not include some of the finer points as he was relating Jaimie’s behavior and his reaction to it.

 I hope as he continues to relate the after effects of this particular evening and the consequences to his relationship with his wife and their relationship to their friends he will share more of their immediate reactions and questions.

I guess I was just expecting more description of their friends reactions after she left with that man.




Post 1582 — mick_flow

Wed Jan 22, 2025 4:24 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman



Yup. Think I’m in the same boat. Writing is awesome, sure it’s all happening, but some details glossed over or for privacy back-filled creatively. Which is perfect. In fact Ky’s explained as much in early posts I think.



I’m posting this often because I’m checking frequently for an update! -  It’s a very compelling read. The important bit is ky’s relationship with Jaimee and how that evolves.



There are some parts of this journey which mirrors some of mine and my wife’s adventures. But goes a lot further. 



In my case, my wife effectively moved into a house with her lover - and I encouraged it all. Buying clothes for his place, leading a second life. Sharing some of the details. It was all so very very hot.



Until one night. I realised the angst had gone. It was like she was away on a business trip. I was home, alone. And suddenly just… lonely…



I can see Joanna distracting ky, and Jaimee is awesome at continually pushing a little bit more, keeping the angst there in ky’s mind.



In reading some of what ky shares I can see where I went wrong. The strong communication between ky and Jaimee is awesome. 



Can’t wait for the next update




Post 1583 — wannabecUKold

Wed Jan 22, 2025 5:04 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman

I guess that they didn't ask much.  They couldn't.  In front of their eyes was Jaimee, their friend and neighbour, suddenly being asked by a black stranger whom even she did not know, to accompany him; shockingly they saw her taking off her wedding ring to give back to Ky.  She was preparing to be fucked. Their friend is obliged to agree to be fucked.  She is required to do it.  The image crosses their mind's eye. They imagine her being stripped naked. Showing that tattoo.  They Imagine the black man naked, showing his large cock, and mounting her.  Other men might be waiting their turn.  



The two husbands imagine having a fuck at Jaimee. The two wives feel their pussies moistening. They are shocked and aroused. Like watching an execution, you want to stop it ("Can't you get her back Ky?" they want to say) but you also want the thrill of the moment happening and keep silent. They see Ky ask Jaimee not to go, but they see her refuse his request and she disappears, ringless, to be fucked. It's happening.  They turn to Ky. What on earth can they say?  He has already babbled on about their lifestyle.  They can't ask more or press him for details.  The only remedy is to leave now. And drive home in silence, squeezing their spouse's hand.   Except Ky, whose spouse is left behind and is even now being stripped naked to display her body to black strangers, whose cocks will have her. Even when the friends get home they say very little to each other but go to bed to sleep with their own thoughts and fantasies.




Post 1584 — vmb69

Wed Jan 22, 2025 6:21 am

Hi Ky,



I was wondering, why would Sipho do this. Jaime called him to help get her into the club with friends of yours. I would assume that any good friend would help and also understand that Jaime and you are with friends and not try to inject themselves into the evening. 



Don't get me wrong my cuck self loved it. But I was also thinking what if that were my wife and I? I don't think I would appreciate someone thinking they can just inject themselves into our evening no matter the arrangements. In the end you don't go inject yourself into their evening when they are together. So I would say that level of mutual respect should be a minimum.



My 2 cents




Post 1585 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Wed Jan 22, 2025 7:18 am

↳ Replying to: vmb69

That's my main beef with Sipho. He's an asshole if he is even a real person.




Post 1586 — veub

Wed Jan 22, 2025 7:59 am

↳ Replying to: vmb69

What in this thread would lead you to be believe that he is a friend to either Jaimee of Ky?

Of course, there is another possibility: that the whole situation was set up in advance by Sipho and Jaimee once she learned where they were going.




Post 1587 — all4fun

Wed Jan 22, 2025 9:15 am

Ky.  I have been watching your journey for years now.  If I have commented, it was many moons ago.  The latest developments are a cause for major concern.  The game has increased at alarmingly fast speeds.  You are driving an F1 car on D rated tires.  No bueno.  



The tattoos and markings.  My wife has been playing around with fake qos tattoos, and I have definitively seen a change in her behavior, and these are just fake ones.  The psychological condition that happens is undeniable real.  She is marked for other men, especially black men.  Real tattoos, though?  Another level.  And the additional tattoos, for someone who had never even had even a small tattoo.  Specifically his initials.  Throughout history and all cultures, this is a sign of ownership, not matter which way you spin it.  Tattoos also usually have meaning.  Some people just put markings or designs they like, but tattoos historically have meaning and do often become part of ones identity.  If someone inked their initials on my wife they would find their end looking at my 45. I suppose you don't have that option in the UK though.  



Lexi emerging.  Every knows of Dissociative Identity Disorder (DID, formerly know as Multiple Personality Disorder, which is typically caused by child sexual trauma and diagnosed at an early age).  This is NOT Lexi.  



However, there is also Other Specified Dissociative Disorder and DDNOS.  I started researching this stuff recently because of a guy who was talking all kids of crazy domination and "owning" types of shit to my wife.  I have a dual degree in behavioral psychology and business, which I moved to after dropping out of engineering.  I have never done much with psychology, although I did use my knowledge to help condition my wife to become a size queen (yea, it worked) as I went the business route in life, but have always remained curious in both psychology and engineering.  I had learned some of this shit long ago, but after almost 30 years ago I did not remember much and research sure had advanced.  



Read more here if you want: https://traumadissociation.com/osdd



"1. Chronic and recurrent syndromes of mixed dissociative symptoms. This category includes identity disturbance associated with less than marked discontinuities in sense of self and agency, or alterations of identity or episodes of possession in an individual who reports no dissociative amnesia. 



2. Identity disturbance due to prolonged and intense coercive persuasion: Individuals who have been subjected to intense coercive persuasion (e.g., brainwashing, thought reform, indoctrination while captive, torture, long-term political imprisonment, recruitment by sects/cults or by terror organizations) may present with prolonged changes in, or conscious questions of, their identity. 



3. Acute dissociative reactions to stressful events: This category is for acute, transient conditions that typically last less than 1 month, and sometimes only a few hours or days. These conditions are characterized by constriction of consciousness; depersonalization; derealization; perceptual disturbances (e.g., time slowing, macropsia); micro-amnesias; transient stupor; and/or alterations in sensory-motor functioning (e.g., analgesia, paralysis). 



4. Dissociative trance: This condition is characterized by an acute narrowing or complete loss of awareness of immediate surroundings that manifest as profound unresponsiveness or insensitivity to environmental stimuli. May be accompanied by minor stereotyped behaviors of which the individual is unaware and/or that he or she cannot control, as well as transient paralysis or loss of consciousness. The dissociative trance is not a normal part of a broadly accepted collective cultural or religious practice. " 





This shit is real.  Sipho is checking things in all of these boxes.  I liken it to hypnosis.  It only works on some people, and some of those better than others, but it is real.  



You yourself wrote this.



4. Jaimee will stay Jaimee at home and with your family, but to the rest of the world, your name will be changed to Lexi.



You also wrote early on that Jaimee said this.



"But this is part of us now."



And where this is heading?  Sipho already told you.  



His words set my mind ablaze, each one stoking the fire of my own desires. "What'll she be like in six months?" I asked, my voice rough with the mix of emotions churning inside me.



Sipho's eyes gleamed with a knowing look. "In six months, she'll be the talk of the scene. She'll have new ink, maybe a snake around her leg, showing off her power. She'll start throwing her own parties, where she's the star, where everyone wants a piece of her."



"And in a year?" I pressed, the vision of Jaimee's future both terrifying and arousing.



"In a year," Sipho continued, "she'll be a legend. Her appetite will be something else, her skills in bed will be the stuff of legends. She might even write a bloody book about it all, teaching others how to fuck like she does. She'll be leading the charge, all while coming back to you, her anchor."



I couldn't help but ask, "And in five years?"



Sipho leaned close, his voice a conspiratorial whisper with that distinctive South African twang. "In five years, who knows? She could have her own spot, a place where the big shots come to let loose, where she's the queen bee. She'll be known for more than just her body, but for her mind, pushing limits, making sex an experience. She'll be a myth, mate, a story told in places like this, living in two worlds, and you'll still be her rock in all this madness."



The images he painted were like fuel to my already burning fantasies, each scenario more raw, more daring than the last, setting my mind and body alight with the possibilities of my wife's transformation.





It appears that lately, Jaimee, is less and less, and Lexi is taking over.  How long before Jaimee is no longer.  I understand the excitement of pushing the limits and boundaries, but you guys are not even playing with fire anymore, you are playing with enriched Uranium.





I am not trying to be a Debbie downer for all, but this is beyond a game now.  This place for all it positives, can be an echo chamber of terrible advice.  I have watched a many "real" people disappear over the years for what I can imagine is not sailing off into the sunset of a blissful marriage.  Just like Heroin addicts, how many old ones do you see kicking around.  





Do you love Jaimee?  It is now time to save her if it is not too late.  She has repeatedly looked at you to do so, and now it is getting harder and harder to ask.  Lexi may not even ask now, or even refuse to be saved.  God speed and good luck.  I don't know what else to say.




Post 1588 — David52

Wed Jan 22, 2025 9:52 am

Ky, I noticed a mention of drugs. Do you know what she is using?  Red flag.  David




Post 1589 — txrockdog

Wed Jan 22, 2025 10:49 am

↳ Replying to: David52

I have wondered all along (given some of Ky’s descriptions of her reaction to Sipho) whether he was using drugs with or without her knowledge to aid in her addiction to him and his friends.  Seems like a dangerous path if she is unaware it is happening.




Post 1590 — txrockdog

Wed Jan 22, 2025 10:51 am

I also had a funny thought.  Given Jaimee’s desire to see certain things from Ky, wouldn’t it be hilarious if Ky got home all charged up and ready to finally take it out on Joanna, only to find out that Joanna has a cock bigger than his hidden in her panties?




Post 1591 — Tap

Wed Jan 22, 2025 11:39 am

This is no longer fun and games.  Jamee herself/Lexi says so.  Ky is allowing an evil, racist, lying pimp to whore out his wife, desecrating her formerly beautiful body and making a totally submissive sex slave out of her.  



Whoring is not illegal in England, but, pimping is illegal. I don't know how vigorously, the English prosecute pimping, but, it seems to me that Sipho could be employing Jaimee in his office, and, working her hard, to create a plausible legal defense against any pimping charges by contending she is just his legitimate office employee, who happens to also date some of his acquaintances, meanwhile paying her secretarial pay, only, which is a mere pittance of the money he rakes in to whore the beautiful married white women to black customers.




Post 1592 — scdiver

Wed Jan 22, 2025 12:21 pm

In the early 80’s my wife of the time (I’ll call her T) met a guy (I’ll call PC) at a swinger party. PC had a reputation for having a massive dick. I know this sound cartoonish but this guy was 12 ¼ inch long and bigger that the coke cans of the time. Most women would not have anything to do with him. 

Well T took him into a room and the screaming and yelling that came out of that room was astounding. When they got done T came out in a dress with her panties on complaining that PC moved her organs around. She was sitting in a chair and I walked up to her, pulled her dress up, pulled her panties to the side and stuck my dick in her. She looked at me with distain and announced that she could not even feel me. That set me off and I humped her with all my might. T never moved with me and only kept looking at me with distain. That started me down the cuckold path. PC started dating T as she was one of the very few women that enjoyed PC.

Well PC talked with us and assured us he would not hurt her or try to destroy our marriage. I thought he was our friend and T got closer and closer with him. Then, with out my knowledge, they purposely got T pregnant. Yes T was in agreement with it. When she was a few week pregnant she had an abortion. The first I knew of the pregnancy was when she came home from the abortion. I was devastated. 

PC then took T away from me and with 2 young teenagers it was a very messy divorce.  This guy was a smooth talking lowlife. As soon as he had T he dumped her. He just wanted to see how far he could take her.

This cost me my marriage and the mind od my young daughter. My daughter got into drugs and promiscuous sex. I tried to help her with mental health help, but she refused to let anything help her and after getting married at 18 and having 4 kids by four different guys, not by her husband. She took her life in her early 40’s.

Ky I see Sipho as the same smooth talking lowlife that PC was. I do not want you to go through the same pain I did then. You need to safe word Jaimee and get away from Sipho.

I met a woman with a 3 yr old daughter. We fell in love and got married. We have been together for 4 decades. Those two saved my life. I dare not bring up cuckolding to my present wife, she would kill me.

I do want to say though that reading about Your and Jaimee’s adventures with Sipho has woken up that hunger in me and made it hard for me to repress my feelings. I am so waiting for you to tell us what has happened. I pray it works out for you.

For those that think I am making this up, believe me, what I wrote is all true.




Post 1593 — mick_flow

Wed Jan 22, 2025 1:29 pm

There is a lot of pressure on both Jaimee and ky. I’m rooting for both of them. 



There are words of caution sounding in the chat. And true words spoken about the ability of us commentators to get just carried away in the journey as the participants, loosing track of the wellbeing of those involved.



Ky! Come back. Tell us you and Jaimee are doing well?!




Post 1594 — RGS22

Wed Jan 22, 2025 1:59 pm

I’ve followed Ky for years. His story telling is fabulous.

I feel that this is a call for help from Jaime.

Some time ago you used an analogy of Jaime being a kite and you holding the string. It’s time to reel her in dude.

Don’t the let tate soulless low life Sipho burn down your Pacific Palisades. 

I do wish for you a safe and healthy future. You do seem like a good guy.




Post 1595 — RGS22

Wed Jan 22, 2025 2:02 pm

I’ve followed Ky for years. His story telling is fabulous.

I feel that this is a call for help from Jaime.

Some time ago you used an analogy of Jaime being a kite and you holding the string. It’s time to reel her in dude.

You got Santa Anna conditions. Don’t let that soulless low life Sipho burn down your Pacific Palisades. 

I do wish for you a safe and healthy future. You do seem like a good guy.




Post 1596 — venus-can99

Wed Jan 22, 2025 2:40 pm

Ky - stepping away from the topic at hand... 

I believe you have relatives in CA. Hope they are safe from fires




Post 1597 — mundyman

Wed Jan 22, 2025 2:55 pm

↳ Replying to: all4fun

Well done all4, and thank you for your unique and educated analysis and explanation.

I can’t remember how old their children are, I believe they are maybe 10 and younger? However as Sipho was  going down his time line of Jaimie’s changes one year and five years out, it struck me that the demands of their children will either slow or stop Jaimie’s journey or tear their family apart.

Also your explanation of tattoos and their significance is an important reminder of their intense meaning in a Dom/sub relationship. At what point does Jaimie get so tatted up with SIPHO’s marks that she finally figures fuck it and totally sells out and enters Sipho’s orbit completely. Perhaps Ky will keep her around for the kids sake, but the demands on a highly sought after slut and whore of Jaimie’s unique personality, outlook, looks, and talents would put a great degree of demands on her family time.

Perhaps Jaimie sees Joanna as an acceptable substitute for herself. She is already a part time mother to her children, and would appear to be her replacement in Ky’s bed.

At what point does Jaimie seriously look at herself in the mirror in a very sober moment, at the tats, the changes in her hair color and style, and whatever other changes Sipho will demand, and realize all that she is slowly losing? Or is she too far brainwashed to pull back from the edge of personal disaster?

And will enough finally be enough for Ky? When will he finally end the game? And if he does will Jaimie go along??




Post 1598 — ResponsibullCummings

Wed Jan 22, 2025 4:30 pm

I agree with all those that are providing Ky the warnings where this is likely going.  I would hate for Ky to lose Jaimie. Whether Sippho is charging men to fuck her or using sex with her as a way to increase business dealings with them it seems he is making her into a willing whore and not giving her proper financial compensation. He is over paying her for the work she does in his office but not for the sex. For him to make her agree to more tattoos just to get her friends in the club only to send a stranger to remove her from her friends to fuck her doesn't seem like she should be letting her mark her for it. He is enjoying his ability to turn her into his personalslut without concern for her marriage or children. Is he going to get her addicted to drugs so she will have no choice but to be his whore to support her habit? Who knows but  eventually the kids will notice. If they haven't seen the tattoos they will in Florida and at some point in life they will understand the meaning.  I hope Ky knows the concern shown here is from genuine caring about his and Jaimee's wellbeing and marriage. I hope it doesn't stop you from telling your story. Too many times over the years people disappear without explanation leaving it up to the members to assume things went south of the posters is too embarrassed to admit it. It's certainly one of the hottest and well written stories to ever appear on the site which is going to encourage a lot of readers to want to encourage things to go further and further.




Post 1599 — Tap

Wed Jan 22, 2025 6:05 pm

Ky: Regardless of what kind of agreement Sipho thinks he has with you and Jaimee, neither of you are are obligated to do one thing for him.  That includes tatoos.  Even if he had drawn up a long, legal looking document purporting to be a contract, and, even if all three of you had signed it, complete with notary seal and verification, and signed by witnesses, it would be totally void as against public policy because it is for an immoral purpose, and, such purported agreements or contracts are always void from their inception.  That goes in the UK as well as in the USA.



The only way he has to enforce his so called agreement is by persuasion or threat.  His persuasion and cajoling should be firmly refused without giving in even the tiniest bit.  If he threatens your safety or hers, or your children's, you have police deal with that, and, you do it without embarrassment.  Police have seen it all. They may well have dealt with Sipho before on something similar.



The possible flaw in that solution is that Sipho may have paid police off either in money or in pussy from his whores, hopefully, not your own wife. Assuming the worst case scenario of police corruption, you would seek a white police officer,/s since Sipho appears to share his sex slave/s mainly with black men.



Even if your wife no longer loves you, or, you no longer love your wife, regardless of how you do it, you have a duty to extract your wife from Sipho's evil clutches, forthwith.  For the safety of your wife and family, forget your cuck kink right now. Save your wife right now from the disease, drug addiction, self loathing, unwanted pregnancies, beatings, or, even murder that far too many prostitutes suffer.




Post 1600 — wannabecUKold

Wed Jan 22, 2025 8:12 pm

↳ Replying to: all4fun

Very illuminating post. 

But the trouble is that the forecast by Sipho of where Jaimee will be in five years time is arousing and credible. One can’t help desiring the beautiful woman to go for it, despite the car crash it will make  of her family life. It is like a cult and ownership of her personality. But she could be a star at it.





Post 1601 — DarrenZ

Thu Jan 23, 2025 12:39 am

y'all. 



AFAIK, Ky isn't asking for support. He's intentionally relaying things largely from the past for some distance. Embellished or not, I'm thoroughly enjoying his stories and I really don't think he needs a bunch of amatuer Freuds up his ass while he is sharing. I'm not saying you don't have a right to share thoughts and opinions, but, my lord, y'all wonder why he might step away from sharing for months.



Ky, if I'm the one out of line here, please say so. I just find a lot of what is being written about your stories insluting to you and Jaimee.




Post 1602 — Rover68uk

Thu Jan 23, 2025 1:17 am

I tend to dip in and out of here alot of the time, mostly lurking without logging in. However, i had to log in this time to once again thank Ky for allowing us to share his journey, and that of Jaimee/Lexi for that matter.



Whilst we are all here for a reason, a love of the idea or the actual reality of a cuckold relationship/marriage, being given an insight and such detail into the mechanics of the everyday life and the play life is something that is a gift to us all. Add in the time and effort that Ky puts in to inform us, that is above and beyond.



I often find myself torn in reading threads like this. Getting the vicarious pleasure through reading what others are doing, the awe and respect for those living and immersing themselves into "the life" and then a little shame and embarrassment for peeping in at such intimate acts and secrets in a marriage.



I think back to other threads that have disappeared when things have gone really deep (Hercucksql4ve, Deepdownwannabe, Turbo) and recall the almost loss that came when you didnt get an ending. so once again I find myself simply looking to thank Ky for continuing to share,e specially parts where he perhaps knows many on here will push back....But then it's not our life/marriage, even if we are doing so out of a love/concern for him and Jaimee.



Looking back I recall Sipho being totally honest with Ky/Jaimee at the start, sayign he would get into Jaimee's/Lexi's mind and that the psychological aspect would make it more intense. He has been a man of his word. A case of experience and having done it before shows his skill and intelligence and love for power and control..hats off to him aswell.



Long may Ky's posts continue, as every one has to be appreciated as we may never know when they will be the last.




Post 1603 — venus-can99

Thu Jan 23, 2025 2:32 am

Well said Rover68uk and DarrenZ. Hopefully forum readers will listen.




Post 1604 — all4fun

Thu Jan 23, 2025 2:33 am

↳ Replying to: DarrenZ

Freud invented psychoanalysis, which I was always skeptical of, and still am.  I am talking more Watson type of shit.  Conditioning. Behavioral manipulation.  Things that have actually been studied and tested.  You can't systematically test Freuds bullshit, it's all theory, but you sure as hell can test, and it has been done, behavioral conditioning people and animals to like, or dislike, enjoy, or fear, certain things.  



While Ky is telling this story from pervious events, I don't think we are far off from present day from what I can tell.  I think the concern from everyone is that the changes have been drastic since meeting Sipho.  They agreed to give Sipho control, and he took it.  Is Jaimee in too deep to stop, and is Ky so hooked on the thrill be cannot stop.  As Axl Rose sang and has very much summed up their journey over the years.  



"I used to do a little but a little wouldn't do it"

"So the little got more and more"



The facts are clear. If you remember Jaimee used to be somewhat conservative. Sipho has marked up Jaimee, in spectacular fashion, and quickly.  She dresses different now.  He has reinvented her into Lexi.  He has benefited from passing her around to many men, maybe financially, maybe just favors, or maybe just for pleasure.  He has such control over her now she leaves her husband and friends to go fuck a stranger, if it was only just him that night. 



This is all fascinating to watch for any armchair psychologist, and absolutely thrilling for a cuckold type brain.  



DarrenZ, you have a point though.  I am very much a live let live person.  I think most people are. Do and say whatever the fuck you want as long as it does not interfere with my life.  For that I want Ky and Jaimee to do whatever they want, but at some point you can actually lose free will with systematic rigorous conditioning. 



Ky and Jaimee, or mostly Lexi now?, if you want all of this and understand the consequences, than march on my friends.  It's your life, live it the way you want.  Just like I would never tell anyone don't free solo, don't fly wingsuits, don't race motorcycles.  Just know what you are doing and how it may end up.  The warnings are from sheer concern for your entire family's well being.  Just know you have support here, people who care no mater what happens.  



One positive about this site is that you can share even the most wild of thoughts and actions with people you cannot in your everyday life.  So, share away.




Post 1605 — all4fun

Thu Jan 23, 2025 2:55 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, Ky_Da

These quotes are taken from 2018, almost seven years ago, when thongs were considered risky and having a boyfriend who shared Jaimee with a few guys was pushing limits.  They are not even playing the same game anymore.  It's amazing what one can desensitize themselves to over time.  If you were to show the 2018 Ky and Jaimee what they would be in 2025 they would not believe you.  



This thread is captivating and fascinating, especially for a couple still only playing in the kids sandbox version with a dominating controlling bull.  



Okay, I've said my peace.  I will now go back to the shadows from whence I came.



Carry on Ky, carry on.  We are all anxiously curious.




Post 1606 — Tap

Thu Jan 23, 2025 3:12 am

Darren Z:  Even if Ky isn't asking for support, he needs it.  I understand that he is voluntarily relaying history, and, I don't think that he has embellished the history that he has related.  His story has indicia of authenticity.  However, we don't presently know if Sipho is still controlling Jaimee to her detriment, or, if she is even alive.  She may have committed suicide for all we know.



I don't pretend to be a neurologist or psychoanalyst as Freud was.  I know, however, that Ky does need somebody to crawl up his ass to get him to realize that his wife is at serious risk of many kinds of injury, or, of not even surviving her whoring.  He needs to proudly man up for his wife. He needs to stare her pimp, Sipho, directly in the eye, and, tell him that Jaimee has only one name, that she is no longer a whore, that she is coming home with Ky, and, that he, Sipho, shall never contact her again.




Post 1607 — offendedgame

Thu Jan 23, 2025 3:15 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

These last comments reminded me of something you said a while back.. How do you feel right now? Are you Okay?




Post 1608 — veub

Thu Jan 23, 2025 3:18 am

There is really no reason for the hand-wringing on this thread. We all know what is going to happen.

There will be a defining moment of some kind and Ky and Jaimee will end with Sipho. It might be Ky hooking up with Joanna and Jaimee is pissed about it despite her pushing. Maybe another pregnancy. Maybe some major body alteration - new tits perhaps or just a tattoo that is always visible. Most likely, Sipho gets bored and tosses her away saying the contract has ended.

Then it will be a discussion about how they need to rebuild their relationship and focus on the kids. She will get all the tats removed, except one that will serve to remind her and Ky about this time. She'll probably keep the QOS tattoo.

Finally, Ky will stop posting for a year or so and the cycle will repeat with something a little more intense.




Post 1609 — FamilyCuckold

Thu Jan 23, 2025 3:56 am

↳ Replying to: DarrenZ

Hear fucking hear. Thanks Darren.




Post 1610 — Ky_Da

Thu Jan 23, 2025 5:12 am

Wow, what a flood of comments! I can't possibly respond to each one, but they've all been fun and interesting to read. I do believe many questions will be answered in upcoming posts, so thanks for your patience.



I've spent some time thinking about some of the comments, and I fully understand why some think my marriage is going to end in flames, and my wife will be sold into eternal indentured sexual servitude, and in some ways I'm thankful for them because I do think those comments come from a place of caring and kindness, not out of malice or contempt. And if I were to take an objective look at myself, my situation, the current state of our game and lifestyle, I would probably be equally concerned. 



I wouldn't go so far as to say our marriage is a fairy-tale romance where the only thing we worry about is running out of Netflix shows to binge-watch. A bit of fear in marriage? I think it's like having a smoke detector; you hope it never goes off, but you're glad it's there. You can't just kick back and expect love to autopilot; it's more like a garden that needs constant weeding, watering, and the occasional battle with the slugs of life.



Yeah, we've had our share of bumps, more like navigating a road full of potholes than a smooth highway. Sometimes it's been so tough, we've spent hours hashing things out, like diplomats trying to prevent World War III. But, let's keep it real, diving into those personal conversations is like sharing your diary entries from middle school—embarrassing and best left unsaid.



However, I've been mulling over the idea of spilling a few beans. Maybe sharing some of those behind-the-scenes moments could offer a laugh or a lesson. It's on my 'maybe' list.



Also, as some of you have pointed out, I do change names, locations, and tweak events to protect privacy. I'll admit, I'm liberal at times in crafting the narrative—sometimes merging events, compressing timelines, and the like. It's all done to focus on what I want to share in writing, and frankly, I only have so much time. Providing a perfectly accurate account would take years, and I doubt anyone would want to read through that.



Regarding the authenticity of the experiences I share... I'd be fine if someone thought it was pure fiction. In fact, I prefer that because the last thing I want is for anyone to be influenced by what I write and decide to try cuckolding. I've been consistent about this; if I could turn back time, I'd probably steer clear of it myself. I suppose that makes me some kind of hypocrite, but we all have our own demons to wrestle.



To clarify a couple of points: Regarding 'dropping off' my neighbors, that was indeed a poor choice of words. Maybe it's time to fire my editor. It implied I drove them home, when in reality, we used public transport, and I simply bid them goodnight as they entered their flats.



As for my neighbors' reactions to the night's events, it's somewhat anticlimactic. I wish there was more to share. They were more shocked than anything else. They knew about our lifestyle in theory, but witnessing it firsthand gave them a whole new perspective—they truly 'knew' in a way they hadn't before.



After that wild evening, still under the influence of drugs and alcohol, and sexually charged, they were very much focused on each other, paying little attention to me, which I was more than grateful for. I was caught up in my own whirlwind of cuckold angst and was happy to be left to my thoughts.



Since then, I've had a few conversations with the neighbors. They were distant at first but have warmed up over time. It took a few days for them to process what they'd seen and to reconcile with the reality of who lives next door.



One of the trickiest aspects of this game is ensuring it doesn't devolve into mere role-play. It would be a real downer if I had to script out every detail of how I wanted to be denied or cuckolded, essentially telling Jaimee exactly how to proceed. Instead, I've shared the broad strokes of what I'm looking for and then allowed her the freedom to orchestrate the experience. This is where our safe words come into play. I've had to use mine a couple of times since Sipho entered our lives, but I haven't delved into those moments in my writings.



However, the experience at the nightclub, where Jaimee left with Brian, pushed the boundaries of our game into uncharted territory. It was a moment that nearly knocked me off my feet. I'll share some of the conversations Jaimee and I had after that weekend, which should illuminate this further.



One more point... If it were just about Jaimee cuckolding me, this would be all I'd need to say. But Sipho's involvement has stretched Jaimee's limits as well. Many of you might wonder why I haven't used my safe word more often, considering how far things have gone. All I can say is that I've been the one to pull back in the past, and Jaimee has always respected that, allowing me to end the game. This time, we agreed I would try to let things unfold naturally, giving her the reins. We set a timeline to this experiment, extending until our Florida trip in July. Yes, it's gone further than I anticipated, and there have been numerous times I've been on the brink of using my safe word, but I'm committed to letting Jaimee hold the power until our agreed end.



Returning to the night in question, after I 'dropped off' my neighbors, I entered our flat and sat in the dark on the couch for a long time, replaying the night in my mind. I went over the words spoken, the immediate emotions, and pondered the true intentions behind the events of that night.



Taking a deep, steadying breath, I allowed myself to fully immerse in the memory for several long minutes. Seated there on the couch, the same spot where I had been with Joanna's legs draped over mine, I indulged in the recollection of that night. My wife's words echoed in my mind, bringing with them a rush of emotions and sensations...



“Go on, Ky,” my wife whispered to me. “Take her.”



What can I say... when confronted with such temptation, there was no turning back for me. Perhaps if I had made a decision beforehand, I might have resisted, but the idea had been simmering in my mind for too long. Now, with the temptation laid out before me like a forbidden fruit, ripe for the taking, I fell.



I placed the palm of my hand over the thick, red bush above her glistening slit. At my touch, Joanna's body twitched, her breathing becoming rapid. Turning my head, I met her gaze, her features painted with a blend of expected nervousness and undeniable desire. Our eyes locked, and she gave me a subtle nod, a silent consent that somehow, impossibly, fueled my lust even more.



With deliberate slowness, I ran my thumb over her engorged lips, coaxing more blood to the surface, watching as her flesh responded to my touch. I knew from Jaimee's diary entries that Joanna was no stranger to intimacy; she had a long-term boyfriend in sixth form and scattered lovers during her early university years. Still, the woman draped over my lap was nearly two decades my junior, and my conscience wrestled with the reality even as I slipped the tip of my thumb between her vaginal lips, spreading her natural lubricant with a liberal stroke.



The sensation was electric, her body's response an unmistakable invitation into this new, thrilling territory. I shifted myself down the couch, while my wife moved to kneel beside Joanna's breasts. Lowering my head between her pale thighs, I inhaled deeply. My senses were immediately met with a scent that was distinctly Joanna's. Unlike my wife's familiar musk, which was sharp and intoxicating like the first sip of a fine whiskey, Joanna's aroma was softer, more floral, something more delicate, like the first warm day in early spring in a mountainous meadow. 



I knew I should tease Joanna, drawing her to the edge of ecstasy, letting her desire build to a fever pitch over several torturous minutes. But my own desire was a wild, untamed beast, refusing to be restrained any longer. I lowered my mouth to her opening, my tongue delving deep within her, savoring her sweetness with an urgency that mirrored my lust. Joanna let out an audible gasp, her body arching in response, as my wife, with a sensual grace, took one of Joanna's pert nipples into her mouth over the thin fabric of the shirt, the dual sensation catapulting Joanna into a combination of pleasure.



"Ah, bloody brilliant!" Joanna breathed out, her voice a mix of shock and delight.



I continued my exploration, my tongue dancing over her clit in a rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart. Each flick, each swirl, was met with a crescendo of moans from Joanna, her hands tangling in my hair, urging me on. Jaimee, meanwhile, continued to tease Joanna's nipples through the fabric, her teeth gently grazing, adding layers to Joanna's mounting pleasure.



The buildup was exquisite, a slow climb towards an inevitable peak. When Joanna's orgasm finally broke, it was like watching a storm unleashed. Her legs began to shake, trembling with the force of her release, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. "Oh fuck, yes!" she cried out, her voice a blend of ecstasy and surrender.



As her legs continued to twitch, I couldn't wait any longer. I shifted, my movements eager yet deliberate, shedding my trousers and positioning myself on my knees between her still quivering thighs. The sight of her, flushed and panting, was almost too much. 



I guided myself to her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her slick, welcoming heat. As I entered her, the sensation was overwhelming. "Fuck, Joanna, you're so goddamn tight," I grunted, the words escaping in a mix of awe and raw desire. Her tightness was a contrast to the soft, velvet-like embrace I was accustomed to with Jaimee, a different world of sensation that was both shocking and exhilarating. 



Each thrust was met with resistance, her body gripping me like a vice, pulling me deeper, making me feel every inch of her. The year of scarcity had made every touch, every sensation, magnified, but this—this was beyond what my imagination could have conjured. It was like sinking into a new reality, where every nerve ending was alight with pleasure.



"Ky, you feel... amazing," Joanna gasped, her words interspersed with moans, her hands clawing at my back, urging me on. The contrast between the vulgarity of our actions and the beauty of her response was intoxicating. I moved with a fervor I hadn't known in so long, each push into her a testament to my pent-up desire, her body responding with an eagerness that matched my own.



The room was filled with the sounds of our lovemaking, a cacophony of grunts, moans, and the wet, rhythmic slap of skin against skin. It was raw, it was beautiful, and it was unlike anything I had experienced before. Here, with Joanna, I was rediscovering parts of myself I thought had been lost to routine, rediscovering the joy of being utterly, completely consumed by another person.



As I took Joanna, the room shifted in focus, not just because of the overwhelming sensation but because of what was happening around us. Jaimee, with a graceful movement, shed her bra and panties, revealing her body in its raw, inked glory. She then crawled onto the couch, sitting cross-legged, with Joanna's head resting on her lap like a soft pillow. From my position, I had a panoramic view of both women, an erotic tableau that heightened every feeling.



Jaimee's body was a canvas of our lifestyle; the spade tattoo on her breast, a symbol of our shared kinks, stood out against her skin, the initials 'SI' tattooed on her inner wrist, a mark of her submission to Sipho, and the heavy nipple rings that dangled provocatively, catching the light with every breath she took. 



The line between Jaimee and Lexi had become so blurred that discerning where one ended and the other began was nearly impossible. My once young, sweet, innocent, and cute-looking wife had evolved into a stunningly beautiful woman, now liberated, boldly exploring the depths of her sexuality in ways that few would ever dare. 



It was a transformation so profound that it challenged me to reconcile the image of the woman I had married with the audacious, sensual being before me, navigating a landscape of desire that was both thrilling and foreign. Some might label her merely as another man's whore, a servant to the desires of others as well as her own, but beneath all that, I still saw my wife. 



We had always been on the brink of fully exploring our sexual boundaries, but I would often pull back, spooked by the unknown. Now, however, I was determined not to stop prematurely. I was already so far beyond my comfort zone, so deeply into this experience, that the thought of slowing down was not just difficult; it felt almost impossible. The challenge wasn't in finding the willpower to eventually apply the brakes, but in mustering the desire to do so.



As I moved within Joanna, my eyes couldn't help but drift to Jaimee's pussy, the only one I had known intimately until now. It was a familiar sight, yet tonight it felt like a marker of how far we had come, how much our lives had changed.



The realization that this was the first time I was entering another woman since meeting Jaimee sent a thrill through me, a mix of guilt, excitement, and a profound sense of stepping into uncharted territory. I wondered where this road would ultimately lead us, knowing full well the game we were playing was as dangerous as it was intoxicating. But the fire running through me was undeniable, a blaze that wouldn't let me stop. I didn't want to stop. 



With each thrust into Joanna's tight embrace, I was both here in this moment and reflecting on the journey that had brought us here. Jaimee's gaze was on me, her eyes filled with a mix of encouragement and curiosity, her hands gently stroking Joanna's hair, grounding us all in this shared experience. The sight of her, the feel of Joanna, it was all part of a new chapter, one where the boundaries of love, desire, and fidelity were being rewritten with each passing second.



The walls of Joanna's pussy clenched and spasmed around my cock with her orgasm, each convulsion sending electric shocks through me. The sensation of driving her to climax was my undoing; it propelled me into my own release, an ecstasy so intense it bordered on the edge of pain. My balls ached with the force of my ejaculation, a sweet agony that blurred the line between pleasure and pain for a heart-pounding few seconds. Spent, I let myself relax, my body heavy with satisfaction.



I leaned forward to kiss Jaimee, seeking the familiar comfort of her lips. But she held the kiss only for a moment, her eyes dancing with mischief before she gently guided my head down to Joanna. The experience of kissing another woman was a revelation; Joanna's lips were different, softer, and still quivering with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Her kiss was voracious, hungry, her mouth meeting mine with an eagerness that spoke of her own lingering pleasure, her tongue exploring mine with a fervor that was both new and intoxicating.



As our lips locked, I heard Jaimee's squeal of glee, a sound filled with delight and encouragement, her joy in this moment adding another layer to the already thick atmosphere of arousal. Joanna's kiss was like tasting a new, forbidden fruit, her breath hot and fast, her lips swollen from our passion. 



I shook myself from the memory, pulling back into the present. That night, at my wife's behest, I had taken Joanna to her room, leaving the master bedroom for Jaimee, and I unleashed myself on her with a fervor that matched my pent-up desires. I felt guilty for using Joanna in such a way, using her as an outlet for my long-built sexual tension. It wasn't love; there was no making love. It was purely carnal, a physical release.



Since that night, I had imposed a no-go policy on myself, avoiding the temptation of Joanna's room despite her evident openness to more. We had broached the subject several times, each conversation peeling back layers of my conflicted feelings, which she seemed to understand with a surprising depth.



But here, in the early morning hours, sitting alone on the couch, a fierce, undeniable desire overtook me. My eyes, of their own volition, found themselves drawn to the closed door of Joanna's bedroom. Despite knowing the early hour and that she was likely asleep, the primal part of my brain refused to heed reason. It was as if an invisible thread pulled me forward, and before I knew it, I was standing, moving silently towards her room, driven by a need that was as compelling as it was dangerous.



I knocked on Joanna's door as I opened it, allowing the dim hallway light to spill into the bedroom, casting soft shadows over her sleeping form. She hadn't stirred, her figure a gentle rise under the covers. I stood there, feeling like an intruder, like some kind of stalker in my own home. 



The realization hit me hard; this was wrong on so many levels, yet here I was, driven by a primal, almost shameful lust. The thought came to me, I was nothing more than a nanny fucker. I felt fucking low, on the brink of turning away, when Joanna rolled towards me, her eyes squinting against the light.



"Ky?" she asked, her voice thick with sleep, her hair a wild, untamed mess that somehow made her look adorable rather than beautiful. She sat up, her surprise evident. "What are ye doin' here? Are the kids alright? Do ye need me to get up?" 



I shook my head, apologizing. "I'll explain in the morning. I'm sorry for waking you." I turned to leave, my conscience screaming at me to retreat, but her voice stopped me.



"Come in, Ky," she said, scooting over on the bed, patting the space beside her. My apologies were weak against her insistence, her voice gentle yet firm. I sat down, the memory of the last time here flooding back.



"Is everything okay? What about Jaimee?" she asked, her concern seeping through the drowsiness.



"Jaimee left with me," I began, the words heavy, "but Lexi... she left with another man." 



Joanna's expression softened with understanding. "Do ye want to lie down? Might help if ye're not feelin' alone."



I nodded, sliding under the warm covers next to her. She wiggled closer, her body's heat a comforting contrast to the cool air. As I recounted the evening, her fingers began to trace idle circles on my thigh, moving with a subtle intention towards my crotch. My belt loosened under her touch, her hand slipping down the front of my trousers, finding me already hard.



Her touch was electric, my breath catching as she stroked me, each movement bringing me closer to the edge. I was so fucking close, her hands working a magic that was both torturous and divine.



We talked for twenty minutes, my story winding down as her face neared mine. Her breath mingled with mine, and in a moment of weakness and desire, I closed the distance, our lips crashing together in a kiss that was desperate, hungry, like we were lovers parted for years. Our need was palpable, unapologetic. I buried my face in the crook of her neck, her squeal of laughter muffled against my skin.



I pulled off her thin sleeping shirt, my mouth finding her breast, my tongue circling her nipple, savoring her response, the way she arched into me. I tugged her panties down, moving down her body, driven by an insatiable hunger to taste her again. Her flavor hit me like a drug, intensifying my lust to an almost painful degree. I wanted to fuck her right then, but I forced myself to stay, to give her pleasure, though my own need was selfish, demanding.



Her orgasm came with a cry, her body trembling under my ministrations, her hands in my hair, guiding me. I moved up, entering her with a thrust that was both relief and agony. I came quickly, the release explosive, but I didn't soften; my desire still burned. I kept moving, her heavy breathing, her moans guiding me, telling me exactly what she liked. Her vocal affirmations stoked my confidence, made me feel fucking powerful in this moment of shared pleasure.



"Fuck, Ky, just like that," she gasped, her encouragement a siren's call to keep going. I loved how she responded, each sound, each grip of her body around me affirming my ability to please her. In this moment, nothing else mattered - not the complications, not the future, just the raw, visceral connection we shared.



I knew it would be a long time before Jaimee would respond to me like this again, if ever. But here, with Joanna, I was lost in the now, in the undeniable, carnal truth of our bodies together.



I came again, the sensation of spilling into Joanna's pussy without a condom both reckless and exhilarating. I knew she was on the pill, so the fear of pregnancy was somewhat alleviated, but the thought of it, of crossing that line, sent a shiver through me. I didn't need to pull an Arnold and get the nanny pregnant; it had spelled disaster for his marriage. Spent and breathless, I lay next to her, our bodies slick with sweat, the room filled with the scent of sex.



We talked in hushed tones, but Joanna was far from sated. Her hand found its way back to me, her fingers teasing, coaxing, until I was hard again, my body betraying any notion of being done for the night. I moved to take her again, expecting the familiar missionary, but she had other ideas. Rolling onto her belly, she lifted her hips, presenting herself to me, looking at me over her shoulder, an invitation I couldn't ignore. Her opening was at the perfect height, and I slid into her, her moan a beautiful, haunting sound in the quiet of the night.



As my pace quickened, she pushed up onto her hands, arching her back, offering her body to me in a way that was both submission and command. "Take my hair, Ky," she demanded, her voice a mix of desire and challenge. "Take me. Show me what you want."



I wrapped her hair around my fist, pulling gently at first, gauging her response. Her reaction was immediate, a gasp that turned into a moan, urging me for more. I pulled harder, and her cries grew louder, each one stoking the fire within me. There was something about this position, about holding her by the hair, the control it gave me, that made me feel powerful, dominant in a way I hadn't felt in so long. It was intoxicating, this heady feeling of power over her pleasure.



I fucked her harder, the rhythm of our bodies coming into sync. After minutes of relentless pace, her arms gave way, and she collapsed forward, her chest pressed into the mattress, her moans muffled against the sheets. I released her hair, my hands finding her hips, those curvier, more generous than my wife's, allowing me to grip handfuls of flesh, pulling her back onto me with each thrust. 



In this moment, she felt like a vessel for my desires, a sex toy in the most consensual, mutual way, her pleasure evident in her moans that now filled the room. Each thrust was met with her body's eager response, her pussy gripping me, her back arching to meet me, driving me deeper. The sight of her, so willingly submitting, her body shaking with each impact, was a feast for my senses, my lust rekindled with each sound she made, each movement she responded with. It was raw, it was real, and in this moment, nothing else existed but the two of us, lost in a world of our own making, where pleasure was the only currency we traded in.



Exhausted, coming down from a heady mix of emotions, ecstasy, and lust, I drifted into sleep. I didn't rouse until late in the morning, stirred by the sound of my boys rough-housing downstairs. With a reluctant groan, I peeled myself from Joanna's bed, my mind immediately flooded with memories of our night. My body responded with an eager twitch, craving more of her, almost urging me to pull her back into the sheets. But then, like a cold splash of water, thoughts of my wife intruded, causing my stomach to lurch. What was Jaimee up to? Was she under the tattoo needle again, getting another 'decoration'? That familiar wave of lust washed over me, forcing me to sit back down on the bed for a moment to gather my thoughts.



I pushed myself forward, heading to my room to dress before going downstairs to join my kids. I listened to their animated tales from the night before, grateful for the simple joy of having them near me. Then, Joanna entered from the kitchen, her appearance a stark contrast to our earlier encounter. She was dressed in what could only be described as the quintessential English housewife attire for a Saturday morning—wearing a floral-patterned, knee-length A-line dress, cinched at the waist with a modest apron tied over it. Her hair was pulled back into a neat bun, and she had on comfortable, practical slippers. The transformation from the night's wild passion to this domestic scene was so striking, it momentarily stunned me, my brain seizing up before attempting to reboot. It felt like I'd slipped into an alternate universe for a moment. 



As Joanna walked in, our eyes met, a silent acknowledgment of the night before passing between us. There was a tinge of shyness, perhaps even embarrassment, in the air. I wasn't sure how she felt about it all, if there were any regrets lingering behind those eyes. I assumed she was in a similar boat, caught between the thrill and the awkwardness.



"You still planning on heading to your parents this weekend?" I asked, trying to steer the conversation towards more familiar ground.



"Nah, I've decided to put that off, ye know," Joanna replied as she sat down beside me, our daughter immediately clambering onto her lap. "Figured I'd stick around here a bit longer."



"That'd be nice," I said, appreciating her company more than I expected. "Jaimee won't be back until late, I reckon."



"Aye, well, the boys have their football match today, don't they?" Joanna reminded me, her eyes twinkling with the fun of it all.



"I remember," I chuckled. "Want to come along to cheer them on?"



"Sure, I'd love to," she agreed, her smile genuine, lighting up her face in a way that made the morning feel a bit less awkward.



We sat there, the conversation meandering as our daughter played with Joanna's apron strings. "I still can't get over the story you told last night," she admitted, her voice low so the kids wouldn't hear. "It's the hottest thing I've ever heard, though I've no desire to dive into all that myself."



I laughed, a bit relieved. "Yeah, it's quite the tale. Definitely not for everyone."



"With me parents being... you know (swingers) and all, ye'd think I'd be all for it," Joanna said with a wry grin, reaching out to braid my daughter's hair. "But I think I've had me fill of being 'out there' from just listening to their stories."



We both laughed, the tension easing. "So, you're saying you're a bit tame compared to your folks?" I teased.



"A bit, aye. Maybe just a smidgen of wildness, not the whole bloody circus," she retorted, her laughter infectious.



Our talk shifted to lighter topics; we debated whether the new corner shop's sausage rolls were better than the old one's, and Joanna shared a hilarious mishap with the washing machine. It was easy, this banter, the kind that makes you forget the weight of the world for a moment.




Post 1611 — Goodboy66

Thu Jan 23, 2025 6:49 am

Wow Ky, excellent post.




Post 1612 — elina

Thu Jan 23, 2025 6:52 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Thanks Ky,



Truly appreciate your thoughtfull update, 

just one comment: 




I strongly disagree that this makes you "some kind of hypocrite"



Life has got to be lived going forward, but can only be understood looking backwards. 

Your statement here only shows that you are developing an understanding which is likely to impact your choices going forward. The consequences of what happened in the past is something we can sometimes deal with and always have to live with. 



In that perspective I think you telling the essence of your story, and of course you should leave certain details out and change others to enhance your privacy, in a way which enables the reades to see the essence of the good, the bad, the ugly is hopefully valuable to lots of othters who this way may be able to learn from your story in stead of having to do everything themselves...



Thanks



Sincerely

elina




Post 1613 — Guest

Thu Jan 23, 2025 6:59 am

Thanks for the replies to comments and addressing the things you felt compelled to. It really does help sort it out.



And thanks for the "Joanna" installment. I like how you contrast her with Lexi (and not so much Jaimee). You make her sound almost "homespun" "housewife-ish", but horny too! Brilliant!




Post 1614 — venus-can99

Thu Jan 23, 2025 7:09 am

Thaks Ky for the excellent update. Very well written as always...




Post 1615 — DarrenZ

Thu Jan 23, 2025 7:34 am

↳ Replying to: Tap

Jesus Christ, man. Did you even read what you wrote before you hit submit? Where the fuck do you get off telling him what he “needs” to do? Get a grip.




Post 1616 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Thu Jan 23, 2025 7:46 am

One cliffhanger followed up on. Excellent Ky. Now....about Jaimee's journal...I mean Lexi's journal. What's in it? Come on now KY spill the beans. What depravity has Lexi sink into lately?




Post 1617 — scdiver

Thu Jan 23, 2025 7:52 am

I am still curios to know what was done to Lexi and when she came home.




Post 1618 — Tap

Thu Jan 23, 2025 11:25 am

DarrenZ:  Purring kittens and warm puppies to you.




Post 1619 — false-abroad

Thu Jan 23, 2025 5:59 pm

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1

Ky: I send you my kind regards.




Now I wonder if Ky has read the whole thing. For example did Lexi mentioned the previous visit to the club from the last revelations? Though I am quite sure he did read the whole thing and maybe it was even mentioned, but in a way that doesn't make it recognizable in any way.




Post 1620 — Goodboy66

Thu Jan 23, 2025 7:05 pm

Would Ky use the 'safe word' if Sipho was to say Joanne is out of bounds?




Post 1621 — mick_flow

Fri Jan 24, 2025 12:26 am

Hi Ky,



That's an amazing update. Thank you for sharing, and awesomely written. I loved how you used the point of reflection, to not only retell the initial encounter with Joanne but to build up the tension for knocking on her door. An excellent way of compressing the timeline, but also sharing the erotic tension which went into approaching her bedroom door.



Everyone, and every couples journey is unique, but I think we share similar desires, and there are some experiences I have encountered which are similar, although the route to their arrival was quite different from yours Ky. I think you perfectly recounted the sensory overload of being with someone other than your wife. Her kisses are different, her touch, and 100% her smell and taste. It is all different and new, and intoxicating. Her reaction to your movements, almost pure, unfettered by any past erotic history.



That's hot, you are getting a glimpse into how Lexi feels. Powerful, erotic, confident. It is intoxicating isn't it? This is what Jaimee wants too. She wants you to experience some of what she has with Lexi, with Sipho, with his friends. To feel that confidence, but also to feel it with some new. To feel it without her. It stretches the game in a new way. The guilt is lifted from Jaimee, freeing her to follow Lexi deeper. 



Has your sexual encounters with Jaimee slowed? - You recounted the shower scene where she stroked you when you were in the shower together. While you are unable to have sex, there is a modicum of sexual connection allowed. Has this slowed ? - Is Jaimee tacking less of an interest in your release, knowing you have Joanna? Or is she enjoying teasing you, and getting you worked up about Joanna still?



As a cuck, I know this is one of the hottest things to hear, but also one of the most scary, but Jaimee never will respond to you like that. That Jaimee has gone. You saw it yourself when she stripped off in front of you and Joanna. You saw it, the tattoos, her body marked and molded to another man. The blur in the line between Jaimee and Lexi you said. Every time your wife takes her clothes off, your mind will turn to Lexi. As she told you Ky, she loves you, but her sexual desire belongs to Sipho.



In my own journey, I found myself in a similar position. My wife sexually desiring another, and I had a partner too. A release. It sounds like Joanna enjoy's Lexi's adventures, and enjoys hearing about you being cucked. It sounds, and feels like, if her wondering hands the other night are any sign, that she enjoys the reaction this has on you. I wonder if Lexi would enjoy relaying what she chooses of her adventures to both you and Joanna, enabling both of you to experience the erotic moment together? - Having her husband, and her husband's lover enthralled by her adventure? - That would be some amazing confidence kick!



Rightly or wrongly, in my own journey I pushed for more. I wanted to the game to go deeper. I wanted my wife to have an even stronger connection to her bull. The more she craved him, the more I wanted her to have him. Time slips in those moments on angst, days pass like minutes. Weeks feeling like a single hour of arousal, or a tension, like my mind and my body were on the edge... eventually when myself and my wife connected, what came was something unexpected.



A sense of the familiar, with the strange. I knew her body, her touch, her taste, but the movements and responses to my a touch were different. She kissed differently to what I remember. It felt strange. But also in a way hot. I knew she felt strange because I'd pushed, because she was closer to her lover. And then the hot conversation started. She told me how her lover felt better, and asked I preferred my partner to her. While we told each other we only wanted the other, in that moment, of sharing, our bodies reaction told a different story. Her asking me about my lover made me harder than ever, and she got so wet telling me about hers. The cuck in me, was lost in bliss in that moment.




Post 1622 — scdiver

Sat Jan 25, 2025 2:31 am

Ky, I have a question. Has Sipho been using any excuse to add to Lexi's ink. Does she have a ;ot more tattoos than what you have written about?



Your story is fascinating. I hope you keep writing. 

Thanks




Post 1623 — Ky_Da

Sat Jan 25, 2025 3:11 am

↳ Replying to: venus-can99

Thanks for asking. Luckily most my family is well south of the fires, but I know a lot of people who have been affected. What a mess.




Post 1624 — vmb69

Sat Jan 25, 2025 4:28 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, venus-can99

No worries it seem our "savior" is coming to CA to show us how to get water.




Post 1625 — Ky_Da

Sat Jan 25, 2025 4:38 am

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1

I’ve got another couple of posts to finish first, but I promise I’ll get back to the diary soon. There will be spilling of some beans. Maybe not all, but some good ones to be sure.




Post 1626 — Guest

Sat Jan 25, 2025 4:52 am

Looking forward to it.




Post 1627 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sat Jan 25, 2025 4:52 am

This thread is in the top three that I follow, sometimes it's my number one. So much looking forward to your next post.




Post 1628 — mick_flow

Sat Jan 25, 2025 11:40 am

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1

You and me both! - it’s Friday night, and the start of the weekend. As much as I want an update from Ky, I also hope he’s busy experiencing new adventures!




Post 1629 — Johng1953

Sat Jan 25, 2025 12:44 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, Cuckcuckgoose1

Looking forward to that! 

Also, you mentioned somewhere above that you have on occasion used your safeword. Given recent events that didn't result in that I'd love to know what could possibly have induced you to use it when you did.




Post 1630 — Ky_Da

Mon Jan 27, 2025 4:52 am

Despite a day filled with laughter and warmth with Joanna, the soccer match, and lunch at Nando's, my stomach was in knots. Not from the chicken, but consumed by thoughts of what Jaimee might be enduring, or more accurately, what was being done to her. The afternoon waned into evening, and with no sign of Jaimee, my nerves frayed. As I tucked the kids into bed, the memory of the previous night with Joanna was pushed to the back of my mind; all I craved was the reassurance that my wife was home, safe.



I texted Jaimee repeatedly, and when silence was all I received, I turned to Sipho, demanding answers. His reply was swift, assuring me that Jaimee was nearby and would soon be home, but his words, "She's been through a lot, needs aftercare. She'll need time," left me with more questions than answers. I was about to fire off another text when headlights pierced the darkness outside our flat.



I stepped out to find Jaimee emerging from the passenger side of a car, not even bothering to acknowledge the driver. She stood, her gaze meeting mine across the distance, offering a faint smile that barely lifted the corners of her lips. Even from afar, her exhaustion was palpable.



Approaching her, I took in the sight of Jaimee transformed into Lexi in the most visceral way. She was clad in an outfit that screamed 'after hours'—a tiny, low-cut halter top that barely contained her breasts, now more pronounced thanks to the heavy, new piercings visible beneath the fabric, paired with a micro-miniskirt that seemed more like a belt, her fishnet stockings torn in places. Her makeup was a battle scene; smudged mascara created dark halos around her eyes, lipstick smeared beyond the lines of her mouth, telling stories of kisses and more. Her hair was a wild cascade, tangled and knotted from the night's activities, giving her the look of someone who had been thoroughly, deliciously wrecked.



I guided her into the house, securing the door behind us, and led her to our bedroom. My heart raced with a cocktail of anticipation, nerves, and desire, tinged with fear of what new marks of her adventures I would discover. The spade tattoo and chain around her ankle, the 'SI' on her wrist, and the visible impressions of her nipple rings were already public declarations of her alter ego, Lexi. Now, I wondered what new ink or piercings might reveal her further transformation. Part of me yearned to see more of this bold, liberated version of her, while another part recoiled at the permanence and the implications of each new addition.



Jaimee seemed profoundly out of sorts, her movements slow and her eyes unfocused, leading me to wonder if she was under the influence. "Are you high?" I asked, worry etching my voice.



"No, I only took the ecstasy with you, nothing since," she replied, her words slurring slightly as she sat on the bed, still in a daze.



"What's wrong? Are you okay?" I pressed, my concern mounting as she struggled to form her thoughts.



After what felt like an eternity, she murmured, "Nothing's wrong, I don't think. I'm just... out of sorts after everything."



I sat beside her, and for a fleeting moment, her eyes cleared, focusing on me as if seeing me for the first time since she'd arrived. She shook herself, the realization of her attire hitting her like a cold wave; embarrassment flickered across her face at the sheer, slutty nature of her outfit. My eyes caught on a new addition—a sparkling dermal belly button piercing, the kind with a small, dangling charm.



"Is this one of Sipho's decorations?" I asked, gesturing towards the piercing.



She nodded, a small, sheepish smile breaking through her daze. "Yeah, it is."



"What else?" I probed, eager to understand the extent of the night's events.



But before she could continue, Jaimee's expression softened, her eyes welling up with tears. "Are you okay?" she asked, her voice quivering as she leaned in, seeking comfort in my arms. I enveloped her in a hug, feeling her body tremble against mine.



"The look in your eyes when I told you I wasn't staying at the nightclub... it broke my heart," she confessed, her voice muffled against my chest. "I didn't know if you wanted to be pushed further, if this is what you wanted. I played the game because I thought that's what you wanted, but I've been second-guessing myself ever since."



I held her tighter, my emotions a tumultuous mix. "That was the most intense angst I've ever experienced," I admitted. "It took our game to a whole new level, almost as intense as finding out about Wade." I was alluding to the shocking revelation that our boys were fathered by her former lover. "I'm okay with what you did, but I was a breath away from using my safe word. I couldn't have taken any more."



I paused, choosing my words with care, not wanting to accuse or judge, but needing to understand. "Jaimee, was all of this just for the game, or... was there something in it for you too? I mean, did you want to be Lexi for the night, not just for me?"



Her response was slow, her words measured, as if she was navigating through her own feelings. "Yes," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "A part of me... I wanted to be Lexi. What happened, it turned me on. I can't deny that. It wasn't just for you."



I felt a shift in the air, a new layer of our reality unveiling itself. "Can you show me the other 'decorations' you got?" I asked, my curiosity mingling with a hint of apprehension.



Jaimee's expression turned conflicted, a battle between sharing and keeping this part of her night private. But she stood up, moving to the side of the bed, and with a single, fluid motion, she pushed her short skirt down. There were no knickers beneath, and my eyes were drawn immediately to a word written in beautiful cursive along the line where her thigh meets her pelvis. The word "Temptation" was inked in black, an inch tall, positioned where it would be visible just below the line of any bikini or panty she might wear, a public declaration if she chose to show it.



I took a moment, letting the new tattoo and its implications sink in. "Why 'Temptation'?" I asked, my voice a mix of fascination and a twinge of something darker.



"Sipho says that's what I'm to embody as Lexi," Jaimee explained, her voice steady but her eyes searching mine for understanding. "He wants Lexi to be pure Temptation."



After processing the tattoo, my gaze traveled further down, where another of Sipho's 'decorations' caught my attention. There, at the apex of her intimacy, was a new piercing—a vertical barbell through her clitoral hood, the metal ring lying against her skin, subtly yet provocatively present. It felt like it was another step in her transformation, another step on her journey into Lexi's world of temptation and pleasure.



"I see number three," I said, referring to the number of decorations. "And numbers four and five?"



"Only the three," Jaimee replied, her voice knackered.



I exhaled in relief. Two small piercings and one tattoo weren't as bad as my imagination had conjured. But as I sat back, taking in the full extent of her transformation, I was floored. The tattoos, the piercings, the provocative clothes, the heavy makeup, and even the longer hair - the Jaimee I knew seemed like a distant memory.



"Say something, Ky," Jaimee urged after a long silence, her tone tinged with anxiety. "You're scaring me."



"Sorry, I'm just trying to process this all. Last night was intense, and seeing you like this... seeing Lexi, I guess, it's overwhelming. Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately? I mean, really looked?"



Jaimee's posture stiffened, her shoulders tensing. "Every day, innit? And I like the changes. I like this part of me. Lexi's a laugh. She's my escape, my getaway. And you just said you were alright with it, that I hadn't gone too far. Are you starting to get cold feet on me?"



I felt the tension knotting between us, the unspoken question of whether we could truly handle the direction our relationship was heading. "It's not about cold feet, Jaimee. It's about... I guess, reconciling who you were with who you are now. I'm alright with Lexi, but it's hard seeing how much this has changed you, us. I want to make sure we're still on the same page, that this isn't just spiraling into something neither of us can control."



Her eyes searched mine, seeking reassurance or perhaps bracing for confirmation of her fears. "This isn't just my transformation, Ky. It's ours. We started this together, didn't we? But if you're not with me in this, I need to know, yeah."



I reached out, taking her hand in mine, a silent gesture of solidarity. The air was thick with tension, signaling that we would need one of our longer discussions soon, but for now, it could wait. I gently pulled her back to sit on the bed with me. The hug she gave me was loving and heartfelt, enveloping us in a quiet intimacy. The room was silent except for the sound of our breathing, punctuated by her soft sniffles.



I leaned back slightly, adjusting so I could see her face clearly. "What's wrong? Why are you crying?" I asked again, trying to keep my voice gentle. Jaimee rarely cried, so to me this was concerning.



"I'm not sure, I'm just... overwhelmed with emotions I don't know how to handle," she managed to say through her tears.



Taking a deep breath, she continued, her voice steadying. "After leaving the club with Brian, he took me to a nearby hotel. We spent most of the night there, just... you know, being together. It was intense, but it felt good, really good. I woke up late the next morning, and he took me to this house I didn't know. It was nice, quite posh actually, but one room was... well, it was like nothing I'd seen before, filled with all sorts of BDSM gear."



She paused, gathering her thoughts, her eyes meeting mine. "Then Sipho arrived. It was him and Brian, both of them. They used all these different restraints on me, and we... we spent most of the day like that. It was a lot, Ky, but not in a bad way. There was pain, yes, but mixed with so much pleasure. I've heard about subspace, but I'd never experienced it until today. It was like being in a haze, my thoughts all muddled, but in a way that felt amazing, liberating."



Her voice softened, a hint of wonder in her tone. "Everything was so intense, I lost track of time. I felt so high, but not from drugs, just from the experience itself. It was overwhelming, but in the best way, like I was discovering parts of myself I didn't know existed. I wasn't abused, I want you to know that. It was all consensual, and I... I enjoyed it. More than I expected."



She curled into me a bit more, seeking comfort in our closeness as she continued. "Afterwards, Sipho took me to get these new decorations, where I got the piercing and the tattoo. The tattoo artist was ready to do more, something quite large, but Sipho stopped it. He said it was enough for one day, that it was late, and it was time for me to come home. So he arranged a taxi to bring me back."



Jaimee looked up at me, her eyes searching for understanding. "It was a lot, Ky. I felt like I was living someone else's life, but it was mine. I'm still processing everything, but I needed you to know what happened. I wanted to share this with you because, despite how wild it sounds, it felt right at the time. I hope you understand that." Her voice trembled slightly as she added, "I'm not completely sure, but something about the restraints, the pleasure, the bits of pain, it all just pulled out all these emotions I didn't know I had. Now, I'm all over the place, feeling everything all at once, and I don't know how to stop it."



I maneuvered us fully onto the bed, positioning her as the little spoon, my arms wrapped around her. She smelled of leftover perfume, the acrid bite of cigarette smoke, sweat, the unmistakable scent of sex, and the lingering musk of men's cologne. With her choker necklace and the way she was dressed, she looked the part of a submissive whore, yet there was an undeniable vulnerability to her that tugged at my heart. I held her like that, her body pressed against mine, for what felt like an eternity, feeling the rhythm of her breathing slowly steady and deepen into sleep.



I stayed with her, arms around her for nearly an hour before I gently disentangled myself, covering her with a blanket. Before I did, I took a moment to inspect her more closely. The only new 'decoration' I could see was the belly button piercing, but her skin was dotted with love bites—those marks Brits call 'love bites' or 'suck marks'. They were scattered across her neck, shoulders, and any exposed skin, a testament to the night's intensity.



With a last, lingering look, I covered her up, leaving her to rest, her body and mind needing time to recover from whatever had transpired. 



With Jaimee lost to the world of sleep, I ventured downstairs, my mind replaying her words, her tears, and the raw emotion on her face. Joanna was there on the couch, still adorned in her floral dress now slightly creased from a day of play and household duties.



"She looks exhausted," Joanna said, her voice carrying a note of concern.



"She is," I confirmed. "She's out cold."



"I wonder how much her body count increased," Joanna said, her tone more curious than judgmental.



"A couple," I admitted, the weight of the words hanging between us.



Our conversation flowed in a comfortable rhythm, but then Joanna shifted to the front edge of the couch, her presence a soft, comforting force in the room. She looked every bit like a young mother, her features softened by fatigue, her hair mussed from a day spent with my children in my home. I blinked several times, my tired brain still struggling to make sense of everything.



I expected her to excuse herself for bed, but her posture suggested otherwise. "Ky," she began, her voice tinged with a hesitancy that was rare for her, "I know it's not the time or place, but we should talk about this weekend... what happened between us."



I nodded, feeling the gravity of her words. "I owe you that conversation, Joanna. You're right."



She looked down, then back up at me with those clear, green eyes. "I understand you're married, and I get that you're torn about anything more than what we've shared. But I'd like to talk about it, understand where I stand."



My heart ached with the complexity of our situation. "Joanna, you're incredible. Jaimee and I, we've come to think the world of you. You've become so much more than just someone who helps with the kids. You're part of this family now, part of our lives in ways we never expected - that I never expected. I don't understand why you're not out there, buried in dates with guys ten years younger than me. There are so many good guys out there for you, and I don't want to be the one to derail your future."



She gave a small, knowing smile, "My life, my choices, Ky. Just like Jaimee says, innit? I'm not looking for a commitment, just... clarity, maybe a bit of honesty between us."



I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "Honesty is the least I can give you. I've enjoyed our time, more than I should, but yeah, I'm walking a tightrope, Joanna. Jaimee, the kids, our lifestyle... it's complicated."



She nodded, understanding etched across her face. "Aye, it's all complicated, but talking about it doesn't have to make it more so. Maybe it can help us both figure out what we want, or at least what we can handle."



"I appreciate that," I said, genuinely touched by her maturity and grace. "I don't want you to feel like you're in the shadows. You deserve better."



Joanna laughed softly, her eyes lighting up. "Oh, I'm not about to hide in shadows. But knowing where we stand, that would be helpful."



We shared a look, a silent agreement that this conversation was necessary, perhaps overdue.



"Well, before I head to bed," Joanna said, her voice a sultry whisper as she slid to her knees, crawling towards me with deliberate slowness. "How about I take the edge off? You look like you could use it."



She gave me a knowing smile, her green eyes twinkling with mischief, and without waiting for my approval, her fingers found my belt, deftly unbuckling it. Her hands were warm, her touch confident as she eased my trousers down.



Joanna let down her hair, the strands falling messily around her face, then leaned in, her lips parting with a mix of excitement and uncertainty. Her mouth enveloped me, the warmth both surprising and intoxicating, but her tongue's movements lacked the precision of experience. Instead, there was an endearing clumsiness to her swirls, each stroke more about enthusiasm than technique, yet still managing to coax my nerves to life.



Her approach was less about rhythm and more about eagerness; her motions were slow and somewhat awkward, occasionally punctuated by deeper plunges that caught me off guard, leading to sharp intakes of breath. Her eyes met mine, filled with a mix of determination and the thrill of discovery, her expression one of genuine delight mixed with a touch of nervousness.



She tried to employ her hands alongside her mouth, one hand awkwardly cupping and massaging, the other attempting to guide with a grip that was sometimes too firm, sometimes too gentle. Her rhythm was off, more like a novice pianist finding their way through a new piece, but the earnestness in her effort was palpable.



Despite the lack of practiced finesse, the sensation was still overwhelming; her lips and tongue, though unpolished, worked with a fervor that was undeniably arousing. Each bob of her head, each tentative flick of her tongue, was a testament to her desire to please, bringing me closer to the edge with a raw, passionate intensity that was all the more incredible for its lack of perfection.



Her hair, soft against my skin, added to the sensory overload, the strands tickling and teasing, her breath warm and quickening. The sight of this beautiful redhead, so committed to my ecstasy, was intoxicating, her dedication evident in the way she savored each moan I couldn't help but release.



The moment the tension left my body, I felt like I was melting into the plush cushions of the couch, my sigh mingling with the heavy air of release. My eyes drifted down to Joanna, who was delicately scooping the trace of my release that had escaped her lips back into her mouth with her thumb. She swallowed, a subtle, satisfied smile playing on her lips before she settled back on her haunches.



"I knew you needed that," she whispered, her voice a soothing balm to my frayed nerves.



"There isn't a guy in this world who doesn't 'need that'," I replied, my voice a mix of gratitude and lingering desire.



I half-expected Joanna to retreat to her room, but instead, she moved with a deliberate slowness, crawling up my body until she straddled me, her warmth pressing against me. She leaned in, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that was both comforting and igniting. I let her lead, my mouth opening to hers, returning the kiss with a fervor that surprised me.



Unlike the overwhelming, layered scent of my wife I'd experienced a short time ago, which were remnants of a wild night spent in the throes of passion, her body on display, and the lingering musk of sex and hedonism from a marathon party, Joanna's aroma was like a refreshing gust of morning air.



Jaimee's scent tonight was an intoxicating blend of spent perfume, the salty hint of sweat from hours of dancing and more intimate exertions, mixed with the smoky residue of too many cigarettes and the sweet, slightly sour tang of alcohol-laced kisses. It was a smell that spoke of her wild abandon, her embrace of her desires, a scent that somehow still thrilled me with its sheer audacity.



In stark contrast, Joanna's smell was simple, her fragrance a comforting mix of lavender soap with a touch of perspiration from a day spent caring for children, doing laundry, and baking in the kitchen.



I found myself enjoying both scents - Jaimee's for its bold, unapologetic celebration of sexuality, and Joanna's for its grounding, nurturing essence. Each aroma pulled at me in different ways, one reminding me of untamed nights, the other of serene mornings.



Joanna's hands, already a balm on my shoulders, now roamed with purpose, her fingers tracing the contours of my body. Her hips began to grind against me, the rhythmic motion igniting a fire that had been smoldering since the moment she straddled me. With a deft movement, she pulled up her dress and her panties aside, revealing her readiness, her desire as palpable as mine. She guided me inside her, the sensation like plunging into the most exquisite warmth, an intimate embrace that felt both forbidden and utterly right.



"Oh god, oh god..." Joanna whispered, her voice tinged with her unmistakable lilt, a mix of pleasure and urgency as I filled her, the taboo of our liaison, of fucking the nanny again, only heightening the pleasure. I knew this wasn't wise, but the decision was made by my lizard brain, by the way her tightness gripped me, by how her warmth enveloped me. Her moans started softly, like the first whispers of a storm, but quickly escalated into a symphony of pleasure. Each mewl, each gasp was a note in the crescendo of our shared ecstasy, her accent adding a raw, authentic edge to each sound.



I leaned forward, my lips finding the delicate skin of her neck. Her vocal cry spurred me on, and I sucked harder, the taste of her skin, the scent of her arousal overwhelming my senses. I knew I was marking her, branding her with my desire, but in that moment, all I wanted was to claim her, to make her mine.



"Hold on, love, slow down," Joanna murmured, her breath hot against my ear. "I'm a bit sore from this morning... it's been a while since I've had owt but me little toy."



Hearing her vulnerability, my heart swelled with a mix of pride and desire. I loved that she thought I was enough for her, that she thought my dick was enough; it was a nice change.



As our pace adjusted, my mind couldn't help but stray to Jaimee, lying asleep in our bedroom. A pang of guilt shot through me, but it was quickly drowned by the rising tide of my own pleasure. Jaimee was lost to dreams, and here I was, caught in a different kind of dream, one where the lines of morality blurred into the haze of lust.



The thought of Jaimee, the thrill of this hidden intimacy, it was all too reminiscent of the early days of our marriage, where every touch was new, every kiss a discovery. With Joanna, it was like I'd found that New Relationship Energy again, but amplified, intensified by the forbidden nature of our connection. It was stronger, more intoxicating than I could have ever imagined.



Joanna's cries grew louder, her body moving with a desperate need against me. My own climax was building, a pressure so intense it felt like my entire being was on the brink of shattering. I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, feeling the edge of release so close. Her nails dug into my back, a sharp contrast to the softness of her skin, urging me on, pushing us both to the precipice.



With one final, deep thrust, I let go, the world narrowing down to the point where our bodies joined, where pleasure was pure and unadulterated. "Oh, fuck, Joanna," I gasped, the intensity of my release echoing through my core.



Joanna followed, her body convulsing around me, her moans turning into a scream of release that seemed to echo in the very walls around us. "Yes, yes, yes..." she cried out.



In the aftermath, as our breathing slowed, the reality of what we'd done settled in, but so did the undeniable satisfaction. The warmth of our bodies pressed together, still connected, spoke a language our words hadn't yet mastered. But the conversation we needed to have felt like stepping into a different, more complex world, one where the lines of our desires and fears blurred.



"Joanna... this... us," I began, my voice hesitant, each word a feather on the tightrope of our reality. "With Jaimee... with my wife knowing - pushing even. It's... not what I expected. How do you really feel about all this?"



Almost without thinking, my hand traced the curve of her back, an intimate gesture that caught me off-guard after the ultimate intimacy we had just shared. Sex was one thing, but these small, lingering touches felt like they carried more weight, a silent promise of deeper connection. I wondered if I should worry about it; after all, what could be more intimate than what we'd just done? Yet, these touches felt like they might send the wrong message, suggesting I wanted something more profound, something she might not be ready to give. Part of me thought I should pull back, stop this before it could be misinterpreted, but another part of me felt an undeniable need to continue, to keep this connection alive, even if just for a moment longer.



Joanna took her time, her eyes searching mine for some sign, some truth to cling to, like seeking a lighthouse in a storm. The silence stretched between us, filled only by the sound of our breathing, each pause heavy with unspoken thoughts. "I... I feel like I'm on this edge, you know? Balancing something enjoyable, but also something that could fall apart at any moment. I enjoy this, us, but..."



Her hesitation seemed to mirror my own inner turmoil, the tension palpable. "But what?" I asked, my voice soft, trying to navigate this conversation with care. "I feel this... this energy, this excitement when we're together," I whispered, my thumb stroking her cheek, "but there's this dread, like it could all go south."



She softened, her body relaxing into mine. "I know, I feel that too. It's like we're playing with fire, and I... I love the warmth," she murmured, her breath hot against my skin, "but I'm scared of getting burned."



I sighed, the weight of our contradictions pressing down, the reality of Jaimee's distant movements in her sleep making us both glance towards the door. "I want this to work, for everyone. But I can't shake this feeling that... that I might be making a huge mistake. We care about you, and Jaimee, and I don't want anyone to get hurt."



Her hesitation was palpable, her gaze dropping for a moment before returning to mine, a universe of emotions in that look. "I wasn't thinking we'd talk about this now... what we could be. I mean, Jaimee's open, but do we even know what we want from this?"



I nodded, the complexity of our situation hitting me anew, my fingers threading through hers. "I keep asking myself if this is just sex or if it's more. Do you... do you see this going anywhere?"



Joanna's voice trembled, revealing her own struggle as I watched her face, searching for a sign that she felt this pull, this confusion, as deeply as I did. "I want to say yes, though, I don't know where... but then I think... what if this is just a moment in time? What if I'm just... an adventure for you both?"



The thought made my heart sink, but I pressed on through the discomfort, my voice a quiet storm. "No, it's not just that for me. But I'm scared. Scared of losing what we have with Jaimee, scared of hurting you, or her, or..."



Joanna's touch on my face was gentle, a silent promise of comfort, her eyes holding mine in a silent conversation of fear, hope, and desire. "I'm scared too, love. I know I'm not just some secret, but I'm not sure what I am. I guess... I guess I need time to figure out what I want from this, what I can handle."



My own vulnerability surfaced like an old friend, my heart laid bare. "I want to give you that time. I want us to figure this out together, but I also feel this pull, this urge to just live in this moment, to ignore the future."



Joanna called everyone in the family 'love'. I remembered the first time she called me 'love', how it felt then compared to now, when it seemed to carry a different weight.



Her eyes held a mix of hope and uncertainty, reflecting the storm inside us both. "Maybe that's all we can do for now. Live in the moment, enjoy what we have, and... and hope we find our way through this maze."



I pulled her closer, the physical closeness now a symbol of our shared confusion, our shared desire, our bodies speaking what words could not. "Yeah, maybe... Maybe we just take it one day at a time. But I need you to know, I'm here, with you, even when it's confusing."



As we fell silent, I intertwined my fingers with hers, a silent vow to navigate this unknown together. I felt myself stir, my dick seeming to come to life once again. From Joanna's smile, she felt it too.



Joanna nodded, her voice quiet but firm, "I'm here too," she said, shifting her hips forward and then back. "We'll figure it out, or at least try to. Together."



We lay there for a while, our bodies still connected, the quiet of the night wrapping around us like a blanket. The world outside seemed irrelevant, our little bubble of warmth and uncertainty the only reality that mattered. But as the moments stretched, I knew we'd have to face the morning, face Jaimee, face whatever this new day would bring. And with that thought, a new chapter of our lives seemed poised to begin, one where the lines between love, desire, and commitment would be drawn and redrawn with every breath we took.




Post 1631 — mundyman

Mon Jan 27, 2025 5:56 am

BOOM!!!!!!!

What a chapter!

Raw emotion, facing the uncertainties from all participants with each other.

Oh to be a fly on the wall when Jaimie and Joanna are together alone talking about you, them, everything…..

I’m sensing a very poly relationship brewing while Jaimie steps out with Sipho’s crew to scratch her wanton slut itch…..

Thank you for sharing.




Post 1632 — Guest

Mon Jan 27, 2025 6:42 am

I'm struck by how you have depicted Joanna and Jaimee. You have painted a picture of two distinctly different paths. 



Despite Joanna's age and reluctance to be involved in the lifestyle she has the experience of growing up with swinger parents. She's not naive. While she may not be as involved as her parents she has witnessed the dynamic. She's learned enough about herself and her parents (vicariously) to have a knowledge base greater than someone her age should have. Hence, when you asked if she was tame compared to her parents she replied, "A bit, aye. Maybe just a smidgen of wildness, not the whole bloody circus," she retorted, her laughter infectious. That sounds like wisdom beyond her years as a result of her witnessing her parents.



Jaimee on the other hand is older and wiser and more successful career wise. Jaimee is clearly the one that "should" be more conservative, yet she is the one that is swept up into having her emotions drive her. It almost feels like Jaimee is so drawn to the high of the clearly socially objectionable experience that she neglects her own age and experience. You write it as though she's aware that she should know better but she can't help herself, almost like an addiction.



Joanna has nothing to lose and Jaimee has everything to lose. Joanna seems to know her limits and Jaimee still hasn't found hers in spite of her moments of "post event" reluctance. Both are attractive, both are sexual and both are interesting companions. I can't help but feel like Jaimee will have an epiphany and things will change abruptly. You've woven that anticipation into your writing.



As myself and many others have said your writing is very compelling. It's done so well that I'm drawn to do my own character analysis. In no way whatsoever would I EVER offer ANY advice for someone like you. You have so much more experience, so much more "time on task". I can only respond to the things that you draw out in me personally the way a good author does for all their readers. Thank you for your enthralling retelling of your experience!




Post 1633 — scdiver

Mon Jan 27, 2025 7:26 am

Ky, the fire you are playing with is hotter than you can imagine. You are a one woman man that has lost his woman and Joanna is looking more and more good to you, and I think Joanna is building some real feelings for you. Jaimee is turning into Lexi more and more and having been through this (So long ago) I feel both scared for you and turned on at the same time.

Here is an idea I have for you to think about. You have 4 months till you can fuck Jaimee again. Why don’t you set it up with Sipho for Lexi to live with him for the month of May, just like you had her live with Wade when you went to Guatemala. Jaimee can totally loose herself as Lexi and you can live with Joanna as husband and wife. You can even set up some safeguards like dating Jaimee a couple of times or you can have her totally immerse herself in her world of slut slave.

Do you think Jaimee would come back to you at the end of this. Would you want her back if your love would switch to Joanna.

If I were you my friend, I would safe word Jaimee and move the hell out of that area. 

But that is just me. Good luck.




Post 1634 — venus-can99

Mon Jan 27, 2025 7:38 am

Thanks for the wonderful update Ky that depicts Jaimee's free spirit mixed with her vulnerabulities, Joanna's innocence yet maturity and your own mixed emotions with the two women.




Post 1635 — scdiver

Mon Jan 27, 2025 8:32 am

Ky, I have one more thing to say. I am a lurker, the only time I have ever posted to a sex forum is on your thread. The first time was when you were having trouble with the fact that Wade fathered your boys. So this will be the last time I post.

I just want to say that Jaimee is such a unique woman, one that I doubt Sipho has ever meet before, and Sipho will not want to let her go no matter what he has told you or will tell you. I thought you said that the end of May was the end of you not being intimate with Jaimee. Has Sipho found a way to extend that till July? 

The next 4 to 5 months will be absolutely intense for Jaimee. Sipho will ratchet up the intensity to levels that you can only imagine. This last episode is proof of that. 

My heart hurts for what you are going through. Your story has been my favorite story. I have lived vicariously through you. 

I will now back away and I hope you have a good life.

Good luck Ky, You will need it.




Post 1636 — mick_flow

Mon Jan 27, 2025 4:20 pm

That was another excellently written update! – More.. More.. !! 



My wife enjoys the thought of mind games. I don’t know if I’m good at them. But when we started down the route of exploring the world of cuckolding I spent a lot of time guiding my wife through the idea. It took a lot for her to open up to the idea of being with someone else, or perhaps just admitting it to me. 



For weeks if not months, where we’d have sex, and I’d ensure I’d get her to think of someone else. One night I had her tied up, unable to move when I started the game again. It was dark in the room and her hands were tied to the headboard, her feed spread apart and tied to the bottom of the bed. 

I let my tongue explore her body, stopping to lick and tease her nipples, getting them to stand proud in the cool evening air. But that was the highlight of what my mouth could physical do to her. The rest of the evening was spent talking to her. I created a scenario where the one person she was attracted to at work was there. In my story it was his hands roaming over her body. His fingers strumming her clit. His voice whispering in her ear. She moaned, and came hard. Her body shook with the force of her orgasm. I was as hard as I had ever been. Wanting her to want another, and seeing her body react to the though, to react in a way she couldn’t hide.



That’s when I heard her start to slowly sob. She was overwhelmed by it all. By being pushed that hard toward another. She felt guilting, I got apology after apology, “I’m sorry” she said between sobs. I moved up the bed, to physically grab her, to comfort her.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.  I wrapped my arms around her. 

She looked down at me, and between tears said “This time I didn’t think of you at all! Only him”. The guilt was hitting hard, “I feel so bad I wasn’t thinking of you” she sobbed.



“I got you baby.” I said as I held her close “It’s natural. It’s ok. I love you. I love this. I wanted this. It’s ok.”



This was years ago, of course, but that scene is etched in my mind. It was as if the Rubicon had been crossed. My life with my hot wife, our adventures accelerated dramatically after that. 



Mind games take many forms. Associating pleasure and the dopamine rush of an orgasm is a powerful thing to do. Looking back on that memory and discussing it with my wife, she got turned on all over again, thrilled that I’d been pushing her toward something she was loving.



That “subspace” wow, Jaimee is going through all of this. Knowing she’s experiencing something you can only imagine is such an erotic rush. It’s terrifying and thrilling at the same time. I wouldn’t want to use the safe word, I’d want to see what this transformation entails. I think Sipho is doing more on Lexi mentally than you may see physically on her body.



I know Jaimee needs you, and I know you will be there for her. Her Rock. 



As my own personal relationships evolved and I got to know the guys my wife dated, and took a partner myself, a similar tension that arouse to the one you have with Joanna. I didn’t want anyone to get hurt. But more than that, when I was with someone, I was 100% with them. I loved them in that moment, and I continued to after.  I was afraid to vocalize what I felt for fear of ruining everything, for promising way more than I knew I could deliver. I wasn’t going to leave my wife, but I didn’t want to loose my partner.



It took me a long time to realize what I was feeling. It was a mixure of lust for my wife, and an erotic desire for her to explore her love for someone else, and my love, and attraction for my partner. Sex with my wife became few and far between. When it did occur it was powerful, intense, long, and full of tension. There would often be a moment when my wife would say that she just wanted to focus on us, but inevitably either she would, or I would bring up a question:



“Are you thinking of her?” my wife would ask.



“No” I’d say, because I hadn’t been, until she brought it up. But inevitably my mind would start to wonder.



“What about you?” I’d ask “are you thinking about him?”. There would be a pause. She wouldn’t answer, but I’d feel her body respond, often to the point of hearing her increased wetness as I slid insider her.



“You are, aren’t you?” I’d probe.



“Ughh… yeah” she would moan. 



Eventually for me, the desire to be with my wife, just us, no one else involved, seemed to fade. I needed, or craved for her to with someone, to desire someone more than me, I simultaneously looked forward to those long nights with my lover. 



I wonder if you’ll start to crave Lexi, and long for Joanna. I was in that boat, and yes. It is super intoxicating; I’ve some amazing memories. If you’re playing the game at 10 now, this turns it up to 11! You’ve already started to compare smells, and touch, the finesse of Joanna’s touch compared with Jaimee. This is going to continue, and as you spent more time with Joanna she’ll get to learn your body more, and you will learn hers. It’s like a violinist with a Stradivarius, paying the strings, both emotionally, and physically on each other.  This tension is going to increase, and it will get more intense for both you and Lexi/Jaimee, and Joanna. When you get around to May, and you reconnect with Jaimee, she’ll be more Lexi than Jaimee. She’ll be temptation and tattoos, erotic, and exotic. Lexi’s body is going to feel different, it’ll be different when you go down on her, take her nipples in your mouth. Different to the touch, and her responses will be different too. Tied to playing another man’s violin. You’ll love the reconnect ion, but if you are still playing the game, you’ll simultaneously miss Joanna. 



I feel for Joanna, she loves you Ky. You can feel it too. If you’re like me, you want to tell her that as well. But it’s hard, because what does that mean for Jaimee? For the family? For friends. She wants you, and she can’t see what that means, how that would play out. You can’t know that either, not yet, not without Jaimee.  What does she think of you and Joanna spending more time together?



Joanna will want you, eventually even when Jaimee is back, she rightly, won’t want to be dropped when Jaimee returns. She doesn’t want to be an adventure, she needs the connection, what does it really mean to be part of the family?  You’ll need to manage that, and your time with Jaimee. Don’t get me wrong, it’s a lot of fun, but two relationships are two relationships, and it’s more work. The rewards can be amazing.



Did you go back to Joanna’s room and let Jaimee recover? – Or did you head back to Jaimee?



What got to my wife in the end was guilt, but not feeling guilty about being without me, no. It was the guilt of missing out on family time with the kids.  I’d be watchful of that, and how you split your affection and time between the two amazing ladies in your life.



Can’t wait for the next update.




Post 1637 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Mon Jan 27, 2025 4:52 pm

Sounds like another thread story heading into polyamory.




Post 1638 — Guest

Mon Jan 27, 2025 5:48 pm

An amazing story, Ky!!!  You do write so well.  You should keep all of this thread on your own drive at home and at some point in the future, use this all as a base for the writing of a very powerful book.  You have a knack for writing in a manner that is very easy to read and your use of the paragraphs allows us to keep the flow of the story instead of trying to find our place on the page in the middle of a long paragraph!  Thanks for your efforts to put this in writing and I'm looking forward to your future posts!!!!



Rascal




Post 1639 — wannabecUKold

Mon Jan 27, 2025 8:05 pm

An amazing account, Ky. Thank you. 

Mick flow has given a good analysis of how this might pan out. Reading your account Ky, I felt you needed to enjoy Joanna more, her warm submissive loving body against yours. At the moment, Jaimee offers you an intense experience, but not a relaxing or family one. It would be good if she would accept you having full conjugal relations with Joanna.




Post 1640 — mick_flow

Tue Jan 28, 2025 6:52 am

Looking back at my own time, I was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions and attempts to keep many people happy. At the same time it was one of the hottest periods of my life. Between the whirlwind of angst, and attraction for my new lover and wife, I think I was basically a walking erection.



On more than one occasion I thought with the “wrong head” and got myself into trouble.



I can see lots of balancing to be done by Ky. 



1. His Jaimee still needs the reconnection and comfort with Ky

2. Joanna needs to know she’s safe with Ky, also when Jaimee is home, and they are reconnecting 

3. Jaimee / Joanna and family time. You don’t want Jaimee feeling like she’s missing out or excluded from the family or activities that Joanna and Ky do with the kids while she’s away.





An answer might be to allow Jaimee to receive that comfort from both Ky and Joanna. Make sure she doesn’t feel a competition for Ky or the family. - I’m not sure if that’s a goer?! 



I did have visions of what might happen if Lexi comes home to find Ky and Joanna in bed together ? - if she doesn’t see it as competition, that might be fun, and supporting for Jaimee/ Lexi - Who could spoon with both Joanna and Ky. Or it could be terrible, and Jaimee feels the need for Ky on her own, leaving Joanna feeling used.



As Ky’s said, the stopping this time is down to Jaimee and her safe word. Even if Ky were to use it now, Jaimee is going to long for Sipho and the adventure. She might resent ky for stopping the game.



It’s a wild ride! I can see Lexi wanting to continue and go even deeper with sipho, she’s just discovered sub space and needs to explore that. That’s going to be intense for her and Ky. The most angst is knowing Ky won’t really find out all the details until May!



At the same time that wild ride with Joanna has so much potential. It’s funny that ky mentioned the fleeting fear of getting Joanna pregnant. While it’s wrong, I know from experience the idea is intensely hot. The idea of Joanna’s body changing, molding itself because of Ky. That’s hot. Ironically knowing the danger makes it even more intoxicating. Doesn’t it? And it totally mirrors the emotions and feelings I’m sure Wade and Jaimee had before she got pregnant.



I don’t think any of the participants want to go that far. But the idea is hot. I know, I had a lot of fun with my lover, playing with that idea.



Best of luck Ky. Can’t wait to hear more.




Post 1641 — txrockdog

Tue Jan 28, 2025 7:22 am

I think from Ky’s flashback of his first time with Joanna, Jaimee was already there watching and interacting, so I suspect Jaimee would love to have another female playmate to share with Ky this time.  The question is how interested is Joanna in being with Jaimee/Lexi?



Ky, given all your descriptions of Lexi’s decorations is there any chance she would allow you to show us some photos of them, obviously with her face hidden.  Jaimee was admantly opposed in the past, but how does Lexi feel about displaying herself to your friends and fellow perverts here?




Post 1642 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Tue Jan 28, 2025 7:43 am

I for one have asked just to see the tattoos. No response.




Post 1643 — Guest

Tue Jan 28, 2025 8:12 am

Thinking about all of the story here, I can't help wonder if Lexi's sexual adventures with Sipho haven't included some girl/girl fun.  I'm sure the folks that like to hang in that atmosphere would certainly enjoy watching two very HOT women enjoying themselves.  Then I wonder how long will it take before Ky, Lexi/Jaimee  and Joanna get to enjoy a full on threesome!!  Someone already mentioned my further thought of the possibility of a polyamorous arrangement in the household.  I'm sure Ky would enjoy the girl show they could put on for him.



Rascal




Post 1644 — Mycall

Tue Jan 28, 2025 5:28 pm

This is all incredible writing and such emotionally intense stuff.



If Lexi really is starting to explore sub space this could be quite transformative, from what I understand this can be a very profound experience and totally different from vanilla sex, it also requires a lot of trust in your partner (Sipho in this case) as mentally it is a very vulnerable position to let yourself fall into. She will probably need a lot of reassurance and love after sessions like these. I can see a situation arising where you have a duality with Sipho taking her to these extreme but almost transcendent trance like states and you being the ground she comes back to. If my knowledge of BDSM serves me right this could deepen your connection but it could also serve to create more of a compartmentalisation divide where Jamie’s / Lexi see you and Sipho providing very different roles with less and less crossover. Your safe warm love being contrasted totally by the deep intensity of where Sipho is taking things.



Not sure I have described this especially well as I am not a great writer but I do have some knowledge on the psychological aspects of deeper BDSM states like sub space and it’s totally different from a playful session of being tied up and spanked a bit. In fact I would say it’s probably way deeper stuff than most cuckold fantasies go.




Post 1645 — Mycall

Tue Jan 28, 2025 5:28 pm

This is all incredible writing and such emotionally intense stuff.



If Lexi really is starting to explore sub space this could be quite transformative, from what I understand this can be a very profound experience and totally different from vanilla sex, it also requires a lot of trust in your partner (Sipho in this case) as mentally it is a very vulnerable position to let yourself fall into. She will probably need a lot of reassurance and love after sessions like these. I can see a situation arising where you have a duality with Sipho taking her to these extreme but almost transcendent trance like states and you being the ground she comes back to. If my knowledge of BDSM serves me right this could deepen your connection but it could also serve to create a divide where she begins to see you less as a sexual being but more as an emotional partner and lifetime love. 



Not sure I have described this especially well as I am not a great writer but I do have some knowledge on the psychological aspects of deeper BDSM states like sub space and it’s totally different from a playful session of being tied up and spanked a bit. In fact I would say it’s probably way deeper stuff than most cuckold fantasies go.




Post 1646 — viking53

Tue Jan 28, 2025 9:02 pm

↳ Replying to: rascalnvixen

Jaimee's sexual debut was together with her girlfriend Brooke which was very intensive and someone she was considering marrying before Ky came along so there is no doubt she would be open for some girl/girl fun.




Post 1647 — wannabecUKold

Tue Jan 28, 2025 10:08 pm

Ah yes Brooke. That was the name. Two incredibly hot girls having passionate sex together, eventually found by Ky_Da and J’s brother (to his surprise and delight!).  That night was her first piercing. 

That’s what the finest English boarding schools teach our girls: 

Miss Buss and Miss Beale

Cupid’s darts do not feel

How unlike us

Miss Beale and Miss Buss

(Dorothea Beale founded J’s school)




Post 1648 — mick_flow

Wed Jan 29, 2025 12:01 am

↳ Replying to: Mycall

Think you hit the nail on the head. Lexi’s (Jaime’s) sexual mind will be locked on Sipho. It’s not about just the physical experience any more it’s also the mental one. Sipho is giving her something Ky never can. 



Ky remains her rock, and her love. Where she goes to find rest, family, and peace. A warm comfort.



The challenge the balance at home for Ky and two relationships. If Jaimee comes home to find Ky and Joanna in bed and her rock missing that would be bad. If jaimee starts to imagine that Joanna is some sort of threat to her, that would be bad.



But…. If Sipho can take charge of Jaimee sexually, Ky can perhaps guide Jaimee on the love, and comfort and family side.



The desire would be for Jaimee to see Joanna and Ky as both love, comfort, family and care. If this happens it provides Jaimee with extra support and avoids the issues above. If this happens you could imagine Jaimee returning from Sipho and crawling into bed between Ky and Joanna. Searching and seeking out their love as comfort, happy to find them entwined and in bed together.




Post 1649 — Mycall

Wed Jan 29, 2025 3:35 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

I think the kind of dynamic Sipho is bringing out is something that could never be sustainable in the real world.



“Can you pick up my prescription on the way back from dropping the kids off at school”



“Yes daddy”



It just doesn’t work, the mundane reality of everyday life would erode that erotic tension incredibly quickly. Jamies needs the tender gentle love, companionship and partnership that Ky brings to the table in order for Lexi to experience the escape, thrill and hedonism that Sipho is offering.



I do think that this exploration of subspace is really going to change things. That can be pretty profound and result in mental states similar to what people seeking enlightenment might find through decades of meditation. I can see this changing the dynamic and making Lexi incredibly malleable to Sipho’s every whim. This sort of transformation is what both Ky and Jamiee were fantasising about before this started.




Think you hit the nail on the head. Lexi’s (Jaime’s) sexual mind will be locked on Sipho. It’s not about just the physical experience any more it’s also the mental one. Sipho is giving her something Ky never can. 



Ky remains her rock, and her love. Where she goes to find rest, family, and peace. A warm comfort.



The challenge the balance at home for Ky and two relationships. If Jaimee comes home to find Ky and Joanna in bed and her rock missing that would be bad. If jaimee starts to imagine that Joanna is some sort of threat to her, that would be bad.



But…. If Sipho can take charge of Jaimee sexually, Ky can perhaps guide Jaimee on the love, and comfort and family side.



The desire would be for Jaimee to see Joanna and Ky as both love, comfort, family and care. If this happens it provides Jaimee with extra support and avoids the issues above. If this happens you could imagine Jaimee returning from Sipho and crawling into bed between Ky and Joanna. Searching and seeking out their love as comfort, happy to find them entwined and in bed together.

[/quote]




Post 1650 — scdiver

Wed Jan 29, 2025 5:38 am

I just can’t stay quite. My favorite porn is where the bull takes the wife away from the husband. Just like what was done to me. Yet your story has been my favorite read since before you started this thread. I have enjoyed Jaimee’s adventures and your angst and excitement from them. But I fear you disappearing for a long time, only to come back and tell us how Lexi left you for Sipho. Yea I don’t want that to happen.

Ask yourself. What are you getting out of the current arrangement. You are not allowed to watch or be a part of Lexi’s experience. Lexi gets pulled away from you in the middle of a date with you and friends. That  shows no respect for you at all. And by your writing Lexi at first tried to tell you it was for you but then admitted it was what she wanted. When Sipho is pulling Lexi away from you Lexi always blames you first for letting her get branded. Jaimee pushed you into Joanna as a consolation to try to satisfy you as Lexi get deeper and deeper into Sipho’s world.

Again what are you getting out of this. It seems to me that all you get is to pick up the pieces and try to put Jaimee back together when they are through with her and dump her at your doorstep.

Ky, other than my wife and myself you two are my favorite couple. I can’t wait for your updates. Please continue to write no matter what happens and I wish you all the best




Post 1651 — veub

Wed Jan 29, 2025 8:27 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow, Mycall

Sipho says that Ky will be her "rock," but given Sipho's description of her future life, how much "rest, family, and peace" will there be left? He will be in command of her time and activities for years. Sipho has been upfront about his plans on having her go ever deeper into "Lexi's" life and Ky loves the plan.   Sipho has no concern about calling her into work at any time, and she "must" comply; that doesn't seem to leave much time for anything else now. When she gets even more involved in this long-term project will she have any time or interest in even dropping a text message to Ky or the kids? 




My best guess is that when the time comes for the Florida trip, Sipho will veto it. That crisis will likely bring an end to this story.




Post 1652 — veub

Wed Jan 29, 2025 8:32 am

↳ Replying to: veub, mick_flow, Mycall






Post 1653 — Goodboy66

Wed Jan 29, 2025 8:43 am

↳ Replying to: veub, veub, mick_flow, Mycall






Post 1654 — txrockdog

Wed Jan 29, 2025 9:26 am

Contrary to what others seem to think, I don’t really see where Sipho has deviated from what he told Ky and Jaimee he wanted to do.   He has certainly refocused Jaimee’s sexual attention to himself and his friends and taken them on a wild ride, but when they have taken time outs or changed course, he has honored their wishes, even if he put conditions on the changes.  He told them upfront he wasn’t looking for short term individual play date type arrangements and wanted something longer term and deeper and it seems he has delivered on that.  



All that to say I think Ky should still be wary of his ultimate intentions and protect his family and his relationship first, but the criticism and assumptions of evil intent on the part of Sipho seem a bit over the top given that he seems to have given them exactly what they all agreed upon (if not exactly the way they expected it) up this point.




Post 1655 — scdiver

Wed Jan 29, 2025 11:36 am

Sipho says that Ky will be her "rock," but given Sipho's description of her future life, how much "rest, family, and peace" will there be left? He will be in command of her time and activities for years. Sipho has been upfront about his plans on having her go ever deeper into "Lexi's" life and Ky loves the plan. Sipho has no concern about calling her into work at any time, and she "must" comply; that doesn't seem to leave much time for anything else now. When she gets even more involved in this long-term project will she have any time or interest in even dropping a text message to Ky or the kids?

My best guess is that when the time comes for the Florida trip, Sipho will veto it. That crisis will likely bring an end to this story.



Veub, I agree. Every time Sipho pushes Jaimee to go beyond what Ky and Jaimee have agreed to, Ky spares Jaimee's feelings and says it is okay. Ky needs to tell her plainly that things are getting out of hand.




Post 1656 — mundyman

Wed Jan 29, 2025 12:32 pm

Hi Ky,

A quick question:

Has there ever been a time or times when Sipho called Jaimie to come to him and you or Jaimie said no?




Post 1657 — Mycall

Wed Jan 29, 2025 6:25 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

I agree with this. Both Ky and Jamiee were looking to be pushed well outside their comfort zones and that is what Sipho promised.



Would just like to add that this only works because Ky and Jamiee have a strong relationship and solid foundation. Sipho provides a source of escapism from the mundane everyday realities of life. The fact that it is an escape allows for the (Sipho / Lexi) relationship to maintain a sense of intensity and momentum that wouldn’t work if it was all day everyday. Basically the Cuck / Kink side of things needs to be punctuated by times of grounding and normality otherwise it would rapidly begin to loose it’s intensity.



One analogy I could think of is when I used to put on raves. I would work all week and live my normal day to day life and then every other Saturday we would drag the sound system into the woods and get high and dance all night like there was no tomorrow. I couldn’t have done this everyday, I would have burned out and got sick of it very quickly, but as a form of escapism it was a beautiful sense of release and something I would look forward to and cherish.



Kink / fantasy play is 90% psychological and the rest physical. People seem to forget this and think it’s just about sex or who can thrust better or has a slightly bigger penis but really it’s about what is going on under the hood in our minds. Any kind of breakdown in Jamiee’s family life would dismantle the dynamic that makes it exciting and interesting in the first place. However, feeling close to the edge and like you are playing with fire makes it all the more exciting.



Also one thing people don’t seem to realise it that we are getting a condensed highlights reel rather than a true day to day blow by blow account of everyday life, what we read here is going to be highly skewed towards the kinky side of things.





Post 1658 — Mycall

Wed Jan 29, 2025 9:56 pm

↳ Replying to: veub, mick_flow, Mycall

You do realise that we only get snapshots right?



I am pretty sure that there is plenty of family time and grounded real life happening between the events being recalled. Personally I don’t think Lexi would be sustainable as a full time persona. She is an escape into hedonism that can only truly exist because she is grounded by Jamiee. If Sypho’s antics broke up Ky’s family then he would also dismantle the dynamic he has been cultivating. If life is fairly vanilla then you crave excitement and adventure but if life becomes to uncertain you will start to crave security and order.



Do you get what I am saying?



Jamiee’s having a strong grounded relationship plays perfectly into what Sipho wants because then what he provides offers an exciting escape from everyday life.



Admittedly I could see an extended appearance for Lexi, say a week for example but I think anything more and the excitement and buzz would wear off and she would start craving comfort and security.



It’s all about balance, if you get this right then she will appreciate and relish each side more with the contrast enhancing the dynamic of both sides of her life.





Post 1659 — mundyman

Wed Jan 29, 2025 11:13 pm

I find this idea written by scdiver is really hot, dark, and not ve4y practical, but 

Holy fuck what an idea to think about:



“Here is an idea I have for you to think about. You have 4 months till you can fuck Jaimee again. Why don’t you set it up with Sipho for Lexi to live with him for the month of May, just like you had her live with Wade when you went to Guatemala. Jaimee can totally loose herself as Lexi and you can live with Joanna as husband and wife. You can even set up some safeguards like dating Jaimee a couple of times or you can have her totally immerse herself in her world of slut slave.”



I wonder what kind of person she would return as?

How would her personality be changed, as if she would be brainwashed into being Lexi all the time, her outlook on life and expectations changed.

How strung out and used up would she be after being the sex slut and who’re to Sipho?

What would she look like physically?

Who would she be after not having her rock and anchor to return to for an entire month….

Thoughts to fantasize about, but not practical in the real.




Post 1660 — Goodboy66

Wed Jan 29, 2025 11:32 pm

Mundayman



Jaimee now has children. Her moving out for a kink may not be the best parenting.




Post 1661 — Mycall

Thu Jan 30, 2025 2:43 am

↳ Replying to: Goodboy66

I totally agree, I could possibly see something like a week working but not a month. I also think the dynamic would change over a month. With Wade it was more like living as a couple whereas what Sipho does is very different. It’s much more high intensity and I think it would be very hard to sustain something like that for a month without crashing down.





Post 1662 — mundyman

Thu Jan 30, 2025 2:44 am

↳ Replying to: Goodboy66

Thus the reason I said not very practical in real life.




Post 1663 — veub

Thu Jan 30, 2025 5:35 am

.




Post 1664 — veub

Thu Jan 30, 2025 5:36 am

Jaimee works with Sipho every day. She spends, at least, a few nights a week working for him. I doubt that there is   plenty of family time."




Post 1665 — Wistful

Thu Jan 30, 2025 5:54 am

Ky-Da has been a valued contributor here for years, sharing his and Jaimee’s life with us as they play their “game.” Ky is a great writer, often prolific when their adventures are in full flow. In those periods their story has been wild and exciting, and very positive even with the bumps in the road.



This latest iteration began with their move back to The UK. The story renewed with promise. Up to and including the night when Jamie brought Sipho home—so Ky could witness Sipho working his magic with Jaimee.



Then Ky took a multi-month writing break, and when he did return he explained their story, “the game,” had advanced so much that he’ll need many posts to relate it. And he has been trying . . .



But I can’t say I’m enjoying their story anymore.  I’ve been hooked by Ky’s writing, and I’m sure I will continue to read, but for me the tenor has changed. Whereas I used to be reading, say, a warm exciting adventure story—now I’m reading, say, horror.



Others on OHW have written before of an “operator” wedging themselves between a husband and wife, with the express purpose to change the wife and erode the marriage bond. I’ve never enjoyed those stories, perhaps just my nature, but Sipho is taking those tales to a new dark low.



Total denial of sex between KY and Jaimee. The body (enhancements?) The need for the new persona, Lexi. The complete control of Lexi’s sex life, of Jaimee’s life? This has become a hopeless Jeckyll/Hyde horror show.



And I find it ugly. Does anyone really see a one-inch-tall tattoo at the waist saying “temptation”, tempting?



Oh well, Ky has in the past been able to explain away missteps, mishaps. Maybe there will be a more positive resolution to this episode of the “game.” 



I’ve learned not to offer negative comments here on OHW. I did that once, years ago, joining in a chorus. The effect was only that the beloved poster more or less stopped posting, and her scant posts since have lost much flavor. Can’t for the life of me figure out why I am doing it again . . .l




Post 1666 — txrockdog

Thu Jan 30, 2025 6:39 am

↳ Replying to: Wistful

To me the difference with Ky and all those others who have reacted negatively to any critique is that Ky is more willing to discuss his own emotions and the background talks and discussions he and Jaimee have along the way to negotiate their path.  He openly admits he wouldn’t advise anybody to follow in their path, but they both appear to enjoy their time pushing the boundaries.  So many other thread authors seem to treat those personal discussions as “boring” or not worth talking about, but to me they are what lends and authenticity and depth to this thread that would

be missing with just a simple recitation of the sexual acts involved.



It could all still end in tragedy, but I don’t sense that as an imminent outcome based on Jaimee’s emotions about how Ky handled her leaving at the club.  Back when they were discussing this prior to engaging with Sipho, Jaimee said something like “this would be real and could really hurt you!” And Ky’s response was something to the effect that he was tough enough to handle it.  



I think the fears of many here have good foundations, and it is the mark of a talented author and story teller in Ky that so many of us feel connected enough to them to want to express those fears and not see them get hurt.  But I don’t sense that Ky is turned off by the fact that he is provoking those emotions or repulsed by the negative comments.  He is welcome to correct me if I am wrong, but the comments and discussions seem to be something he welcomes, so I wouldn’t say you should feel hesitant to weigh in with your opinion, respectful as it was.




Post 1667 — scdiver

Thu Jan 30, 2025 9:29 am

Texrockdog says it could end in tragedy but not soon and he is right. It will take some time for it to unfold. Jaimee is a sex addict and like a drug addict or a gambling addict or a drug addict the outcome ends in tragedy. By Ky’s writing, Sipho is only interested in seeing how far he can take Lexi into the world of her addiction and Sipho does not care about the collateral damage done to Ky’s and Jaimee’s family. This was proven to me by the way Sipho outed Lexi to Ky’s friends by taking Lexi away from Ky on Ky’s date with Jaimee and their friends and by the way Sipho sent Lexi  home half dressed, looking like a gang banged tortured slut, in a cab instead of being bothered to drive her home himself. 

I have been in Ky’s shoes so many years ago. I too had a family destroyed by the promises of a person much like Sipho.

Ky needs to realize the damage this addiction will do to his kids. His Kids by my estimation are four and six years old. At that age it is fairly easy to think you are hiding the sexual activity from the kids. But make no mistake the kids are age it is fairly easy to think you are hiding the sexual activity from the kids. But make no mistake the kids are picking up far more than most adult know. It is just that at this age the kids have no idea what they know. As the kids turn to preteens the teen agers they will start to remember what they have seen and will start asking questions. 

Does Ky want one of the kids to see him on top of Joanna or to see Lexi come home the way she did in Ky’s writing. It is just a matter of time before this happens. How does Jaimee explain to her kids the tattoos on her body and what will Ky do when he finds his teen age daughter wanting to be just like her mother.

That is when the tragedy will strike.

Ky, you have kids. You and Jaimee need to be a role models for them. Yes play a little but Sipho needs to go. Get into the life fully when they have left home. Until that time your kids need to come first.

End of rant for now.




Post 1668 — mick_flow

Thu Jan 30, 2025 6:12 pm

scdiver - I feel you. 



My wife spent nights away with her lover. Turned into weekend trips. Nights during the week. Visits over when I was away. Week long vacations. God it was hot. Yes I encouraged it.



When the wife was away I’d take our boys out. Do something fun. Science museum, amusement parks, trips out. It helped me keep my mind off the angst, and I got time with the boys.



It was fun. But the angst started to fade. It felt normal that she wasn’t around. It also felt a bit empty. Lonely. I started seeing another women as well. 



Then wife came home one day. Talking about co-parenting, separation. I stared out at the precipice. The future of only seeing the boys part time. The loneliness of the life I was about to lead.



My wife thought I wanted it. That id enjoy it. After all I’d pushed her, right?! Had another women right?



I posted here for help, I omitted the other women at the time - but you guys were awesome.



Now I sat about undoing it hard. Dropped the other women, I explained that full separation isn’t something I wanted. That I’d fight for the boys. Etc.



It was a horrid horrid time. We both said some horrible things. I pointed out all the time I’d had with the boys, the adventures we’d had with out her. That got to her. Hard.



We are still together. Which is awesome. I love her to bits.  Did I fuck it up? Yup… ohh yup…



We tried the lifestyle again a year later. Then eventually paused it completely for both of us.



She didn’t want to miss the time with the boys.



I love ky’s writing. His story is just epic. But I don’t want him experiencing any of the pain of what I went through. If that means the story is curtailed … then that’s ok… better the family is safe.



Take care ky. Hope you guys are all doing ok scdiver ?




Post 1669 — scdiver

Fri Jan 31, 2025 2:11 am

Mick_Flow, I am doing well. My new wife and I have grown old together (it has been 40 years). We have two kids from this marriage and several grand kids from this marriage.  My oldest son has reached out and is trying to build a relationship again. My wife and I are so much in love with each other. Night and day from my first marriage.

I have been in love with Ky's story since the beginning with Derek. I so much see the seeds of utter destruction with Ky and Jaimee and their involvement with Sipho that I had with my first marriage.

I have no skin in their story and I find it hard to write on these forums in fear someone might recognize me. But I had to put my two cents in in hopes that Ky will come to his senses and fight for Jaimee the way he did with Derek.




Post 1670 — scdiver

Fri Jan 31, 2025 3:28 am

Mick_Flow, I also want to thank you for telling your story. The dangers of this lifestyle can be overwhelming. 

Ky, we need to hear from you. Is all okay, I hope so.




Post 1671 — Guest

Fri Jan 31, 2025 5:42 am

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

Not much is said on this site regarding when the angst fades and the "new normal" becomes the "new routine". When people use the phrase, "Well, this lifestyle isn't for everyone!", I've learned that they don't JUST mean about the sex. Thanks for sharing mick_flow! I'm happy for you that those horrid days are behind you.




Post 1672 — mick_flow

Fri Jan 31, 2025 2:34 pm

↳ Replying to: coastalkid, mick_flow

Hey, no problem. We see so many people vanish from the forum. Happy to still be around. I will be honest, the kink, well, of course its still there. Would I go back and try again? Yeah, I'd be lying if I didn't admit that it would be hot. But I've learnt that you need to keep the angst. That's a balancing act. full credit to anyone who can pull it off.



In fairness, from what Ky relay's, about with Jaimee's concern for him, I think they are both looking out for each other and I imagine they are communicating well. Well, I'd hope so. I take comfort in that Ky's editing the posts, and giving us the most entertaining aspects, and keeping the mundane to himself.



As much as I love reading the stories, there is also a sense of guilt when I post a comment. I don't want Ky to read my comment, or any comment on here, which sounds encouraging and then to do something that he and Jaimee, and now Joanna might regret later. So I guess I'm saying "Ky you are awesome man... great writing! Can't wait to hear what comes next!" followed closely by "Ohh, Ky take care of yourself and your family!".




Post 1673 — mick_flow

Fri Jan 31, 2025 2:39 pm

↳ Replying to: scdiver

Awesome scdiver! - 40 years, congratulations! Sometimes you just find your person. That's awesome, and it is great that you and your son are getting the chance to reconnect. I'm sure that there will be some bumps here and there, but I'm delighted for you, wish you all the best.




Post 1674 — Ky_Da

Sat Feb 01, 2025 8:46 am

It's been a 'spicy' couple of weeks here at the Ky household, and I've done a lot of processing and soul searching in the last few days. I had to make an out-of-town business trip for a few days, which turned out to be the best thing for me. I basically forced myself into a sexual detox for the entire time I was gone, and man, did it do me some good. It was like being sober for the first time after a long, multi-month binge of lust and sex. It felt good, cleansing to let my mind move to other things in life and remember there's more to existence than sex, kinks, and lust. I'm starting to understand why lust is considered one of the seven deadly sins.



That said, I get everyone's concern about what my wife is doing, the choices she's made, and the crazy direction things have been going. My last update was still a few weeks behind, but it's current enough that what I share here will still make sense.



Things have cooled between me and Joanna. We both kind of got swept up in the moment, and for about a week, things got a little out of hand. I wouldn't say things have returned to normal, nor that things are cold between us, but we both realize that developing a deep relationship isn't a good idea. Still, we're having to be careful because if we're alone in the evenings after the kids are in bed and Jaimee is with Sipho, tearing each other's clothes off for a quickie (or even a not-so-quickie) is all too easy to fall into.



I returned home late in the evening after my trip. Jaimee was home, her presence a mix of the familiar and the unknown. She had been reading on the couch but stood when I entered, her eyes searching mine as if trying to read my thoughts. 



"Ky," she said, her voice a blend of Jaimee's warmth and Lexi's boldness. "How was it, being away from all this?"



I took a moment, feeling the weight of our lifestyle pressing down as I looked at her—Lexi's tattoos peeking from under her shirt, the new piercing glinting under the light. "It was... good. I needed the break. We need to talk."



Her eyes widened a touch. "About?" she asked, her tone cautious.



"About us, Jaimee. About Lexi." I hesitated, the words heavy in my throat. "I've done a lot of thinking... It was good to get away from it all for a few days, and it's helped me find some perspective."



"Oh?"



I gave her a quick nod. "Yeah, it's made me wonder if we're going too far." 



She moved closer, her body language both inviting and challenging. "Too far? How so?"



I sighed, trying to articulate my reservations. "Everything's changed so quickly. Your tattoos, the piercings, the way you look at me now, like you're half Jaimee, half Lexi. I'm not sure if I'm keeping up."



Jaimee's expression softened, but there was a defensive edge to her voice. "I like who I've become, Ky. Lexi's given me a freedom I never knew I needed. Don't you see that?"



"I do see it," I admitted, "and part of me loves it, loves seeing you so free. But another part of me is scared. Scared that you're losing yourself to this lifestyle, that we're losing us."



She reached out, her hand on my chest, her expression a mix of patience and frustration. "Ky, we've been over this. I'm not losing myself. I'm finding parts of me I didn't know existed. I want you with me on this journey, not just watching from the sidelines. It's not just about the sex; it's about exploring who I am."



Her voice carried a note of exasperation, the repetition of this conversation clearly wearing on her. "How many times do we need to have this conversation? I'm still here, still Jaimee, just... more."



"But where does it end, Jaimee?" I asked, repeating something I feel I've said numerous times lately, my voice a mix of frustration and fear. "When do we pull back? I want you to have your experiences, but I need to know we're still on the same page."



She looked at me, her eyes searching mine for understanding. "I don't know when it ends. But I know I want to go through this with you, not despite you. Can you handle that? Can you handle me like this?"



"I do see it," I admitted, "and part of me loves it, loves seeing you so free. But another part of me is scared. Scared that you're losing yourself to this lifestyle, that we're losing us."



She reached out, her hand on my chest, her expression a mix of patience and frustration. "Ky, we've been over this more times than I can count. I'm not losing myself. It's not just about the sex; it's about exploring who I am."



Her voice carried a note of exasperation, the repetition of this conversation clearly wearing on her. "How many times do we need to have this conversation? We've already agreed to reassess in June, and then we'll get away as a family in July. It'll just be us, no Sipho, no Joanna, no games. You've agreed to let me play until then, but I'll try to spend more time with you and focus on family activities. Can we move past this now?"



I took her hand, our connection a lifeline in the storm of our emotions. "I'll try. I love you, Jaimee. But we need to find a way to manage this, to set some limits."



She nodded, her voice softening. "I love you too. And I'll try, for us. But let's not shut the door on this part of me just yet."



Then she dropped a bombshell. "I've been thinking about getting a breast augmentation," she said, her tone measured but with a hint of excitement.



My heart plummeted, an icy chill spreading through me as Jaimee's words echoed in the room. "A breast augmentation?" I managed to say, my voice catching on the words like they were thorns. "Jaimee..." 



The idea of such a permanent change to her body left me flummoxed, my mind racing with a flurry of conflicting emotions. It wasn't the speed of her transformation that chilled me to the bone; it was the magnitude of this decision, the irrevocability of altering her body in such a profound way. An icy dread settled in my stomach, the thought of her under the knife, marking her transition from Jaimee to Lexi not just in behavior but in form, sent shivers through me. 



Yet, beneath that cold wave of fear, there was an undeniable, lustful heat, the erotic thrill of her becoming even more of Lexi, of her physical embodiment of our shared fantasies. It was like standing at the edge of a precipice, the wind of desire pushing me forward while the fear of the fall held me back. My thoughts were a tangled mess, shock and arousal wrestling for dominance. I felt both compelled and repelled, the complexity of my emotions making me question what this meant for us, for our future, for the woman I loved who was now proposing to reshape herself in such a tangible way.



Her eyes flashed with defiance. "It's my body, Ky. I want to feel complete in my transformation. It's not just for Sipho, it's for me, for Lexi. It's about feeling right in my skin."



"But what about us? What about our family?" I argued, my voice rising slightly. "Are we even considering the implications, this isn't a nothin-thing."



She crossed her arms, her stance firm. "Of course, I've considered it. I've thought about how it would make me feel more confident, more me. I'm not asking for your permission, but I am asking for your support."



I took a deep breath, trying to calm the storm inside me. "Support? When does it stop, Jaimee? When do we draw the line?"



She looked away for a moment, then back at me, her gaze resolute. "I don't know, but I need to know you're with me, not just enduring this, but living it with me. I want to be sure that when I look in the mirror, I see all of me - Jaimee and Lexi."



I felt torn between my desire to support her and my fear of losing the woman I married to this new identity. "I'll need time to think about this, Jaimee. This isn't just about you; it's about us."



She nodded, understanding etched on her face. "I know. But I want you to understand, this isn't just a game anymore. It's my life, our life, and I want to live it fully." Her eyes flickered with something akin to approval as she added, "Sipho offered to pay for it." 



My response was immediate, a surge of protectiveness overriding my shock. "No, absolutely not. I won't have another man owning any more of you. If you're set on doing this, then we'll pay for it from our savings." My voice was firm, a declaration of where I stood. Jaimee's gaze softened, a knowing look passing between us. There was a subtle, almost imperceptible nod of respect, or perhaps it was her way of acknowledging my assertion of control, yet her eyes danced with the thrill of having maneuvered me into accepting this change, not just emotionally but financially, binding me further into the transformation of Lexi. Fuck.




Post 1675 — mundyman

Sat Feb 01, 2025 8:59 am

I called it!!!!!!!!




Post 1676 — mundyman

Sat Feb 01, 2025 9:00 am

Augmentations are like tattoos, once you start you always want to keep expanding.




Post 1677 — mundyman

Sat Feb 01, 2025 9:03 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

However, the sad part time is she has told you that she is not stopping.

That YOU need to make the decision to stay and put up with her changes.

That basically it’s her way or the highway.

I’m wishing you the best Ky.




Post 1678 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sat Feb 01, 2025 9:09 am

You do not have our permission for Lexi to get a boob job....unless you provide pictures of before and after. Otherwise....No!




Post 1679 — venus-can99

Sat Feb 01, 2025 9:09 am

Thanks for this gut wrenching update - laying bare your fears laced with excitement. You have described the emotional conflict so well - you want to support Jaimee in her game and decisions because it excites you but also holding back because you want to keep the "old" Jaimee still with you. Looking forward to more updates...




Post 1680 — Mycall

Sat Feb 01, 2025 9:31 am

I don’t think Sipho will be happy with you paying. Suspect this will lead to him trying to mark his territory.



BTW, I actually prefer smaller more proportionate boobs, I find them really sexy. If it were me I would probably put my foot down on this occasion. Obviously it’s Jamiee’s body and she should have full autonomy over it but my stance would be to tell her that I did not support or condone this. That being said I am not a cuckold and I don’t pretend to fully understand the intricacies of your game and what drives you.




Post 1681 — Goodboy66

Sat Feb 01, 2025 10:18 am

Part of me is hoping this is well written fiction, if its factual she's sounding like a petulant child and you need to man up. Let her find her true self and future with Sipho, he'll dump her when her marketable value diminishes.




Post 1682 — txrockdog

Sat Feb 01, 2025 10:30 am

If Sipho pays, I am sure he will demand to pick the size of the implants and they will be huge.  I hope you can at least get her to put that off until after you regroup alone in June.  I keyed in as well on Jaimee pushing back on the idea that you can pause or stop the game anymore.  With her insisting that “this is who I am”, for you to argue against “the game” is to deny her a part of who she believes she is at this point.  Buckle up Ky.  Do keep in mind that there can be a Lexi without Sipho involved.  There may come a time when you will need to negotiate around that.



One other question.  You had previously brought up the topic of buying a house.  Will paying for her implants put a damper on that for the time being?  Or will you still try to do both?  Interesting conundrum for her to choose between the house Jaimee wants or the implants Lexi wants.  Then again, she could just try to convince you to buy the house and let Sipho buy her the circus tits he wants her to have.




Post 1683 — tojanman

Sat Feb 01, 2025 11:25 am

Dammit Ky. This is the time to veto. It’s going way too far. She needs a detox from Sipho as well.




Post 1684 — veub

Sat Feb 01, 2025 11:48 am

Well, the plot here has caught up to the "To the Edge and Back" story line. That tale ended there and we never learned if she got the implants.

A couple of comments:

- Sipho won't want to keep her off the market for the 3-6 weeks needed after a boob job. Ky will learn that it will make more sense to wait until Ky and the kids are on vacation.

- There will be a  "price" Ky will have to pay for permission to pay for the procedure.




Post 1685 — fgare

Sat Feb 01, 2025 12:37 pm

Jaimee didn't just indicate it was her way or the highway, she also dared Ky to step up and be a man, a husband, and say "No, I don't want that. We need to stop, now. <insert safe word>"



Ky failed that test. No matter how much he should be stopping her, I'd bet dollars to donuts he doesn't do it later, even though he told her that he needed to think about it. As it stands now I'd also bet that if Ky used his safe word, Jaimee wouldn't honor it. She may even rub salt in the wound and head out to join Sipho.



The whole point of a safe word between couples is to immediately cease activities because one of them is uncomfortable. Jaimee's statement, "We've had this talk enough times already - we are going to do this until June." That's not something, someone, in a loving married relationship would say if she really respected her partner as both her husband and the man she wants to spend her life with. 



As it is, every word and every action indicates Sipho is now the only one she sees as a man, and Ky is nothing but a shadow in a house they share. Sipho's influence is both complete, and depressing. He created the alter ego of Lexi and now Jaimee calls it hers. He is the first to start tattoos, and now Jaimee not only views them as part of her, but eagerly accepts any new ones from Sipho. Sipho offered to pay for a boob job, and Jaimee threw that at Ky as both a dare to stop her, and a test to see if Ky would be a husband again and put his foot down.



Ky, if you read this, do some serious soul searching on the state of your relationship, your family life, and what will be happening if you don't stand up and be heard. Just my opinion, but Sipho is a cancer. Excise him from your family's life.




Post 1686 — mick_flow

Sat Feb 01, 2025 2:16 pm

↳ Replying to: mundyman

Damn right!




Post 1687 — scdiver

Sat Feb 01, 2025 2:23 pm

Wow Ky, Lexi’s sex and masochist addiction is really taking her over. And it seems that you can’t stand up to her to protect Jaimee and your family because you have some of that addiction yourself. Sipho has really gotten into her head and is now fully controlling you through Lexi. Lexi even told you that things will continue with or without you. 

Lexi has even gone against your hard no to get her breasts enlarged. Again with you or with out you, and you can’t see how this will affect your kids and your future. When your kids get older, do you want your boys to talk to their friends about their mother the slut. Do you want your daughter to be like her role model Lexi. These are things you can only stop now. 

Ky when June comes Lexi won’t be able to stop. This is truly the height of addiction and just as an alcoholic makes promises that they can’t keep, Lexi can’t control it. Lexi wants more and harder feelings that are part of her addiction. 

With all the sperm that is being pumped into Lexi, what will you do if she comes up pregnant again? And no matter how much Sipho watches out, STD’s are a definite possibility. If this happens the medical service will do a full investigation on Jaimee’s background and could pass a reference to children’s services. If they get involved you could lose your kids. Again I write from experience.

I see so many parallels between you and my first family. My first family ended in disaster and if you don’t stand up to Lexi and Sipho, so will yours.

The only way you might save your family is to man up and tell Lexi that if she wants to continue, that it will be without you. That she will need to pack her things and go with Sipho. Lexi may or may not stop things if she does you will need to get your family back to the USA or Lexi will sneak behind your back to continue with Sipho.

Ky try a little experiment. Try to have sex with Jaimee and see if Lexi fights you off. That should show you how deep Lexi’s addiction is.

It is easy to dismiss me as a blow hard and that you can keep my predictions from happening, but when the disaster hits, well I feel for you.

Your thread is getting too painful for me, It is bringing back my old bad feelings and memories. I will check in from time to time but for now, try to have a good life.




Post 1688 — fgare

Sat Feb 01, 2025 4:04 pm

scdiver,



I agree with everything you said. But, I believe there to be a simpler, and even more truthful test. Ky should use his safe word with Jaimee.



If Jaimee ignores it, then Ky can begin to make plans for a life which does not involve her or her new focus, Sipho.




Post 1689 — Guest

Sat Feb 01, 2025 4:57 pm

Ky,  I would refer you to page one of this thread of yours.  You will see what Jaimee said would happen if you started the cucking again.  The time has come to the point that she won't be able to say "NO" to Sipho and her new lifestyle as Lexi.  Both of your concerns are now clearly in focus in this situation.



Rascal




Post 1690 — scdiver

Sat Feb 01, 2025 6:33 pm

Ky, Please read this,

You said that the time away cleared your head. I don’t think that your head has fully cleared. You need to fully get the sex out of your head and clear it fully now!

Remember when Derek tried to take Jaimee away and you fought for her, well you have a more dangerous opponent now. Sipho has corrupted Jaimee’s body mind and soul. You are no longer her rock, you are just a man to take care of her when Sipho is done with her. She may claim to love you and her kids but does she love her family more than the slavehood of Sipho? It seems not.

You have hard times ahead of you. Times that will hurt more than you know right now. You can have a hard time now and fight for Jaimee now or you can have a harder time later when you have to fight for your kids. I have lived this!!!

If I were you I would call Sipho and tell him you are no longer interested in the arrangement. Then let Jaimee know that if she goes to Sipho again, that you will pack her clothes and have them outside the door for when she gets back. You will be in for the fight of your life but it is the only chance you have. 

If you let her be Sipho’s slave for the next 4 months she will be so profoundly under his spell that you won’t get her back. Mark my words, she will not go to Florida with you if you don’t fight for her now. Lexi will be to far into her slave world with Sipho.

Look at what you have now. She disappears with Sipho only to get dumped back on your doorstep when they are done with her. You are not allowed to participate in any of her activities. You are not even told about all that happens to her. Is this the life you really want?




Post 1691 — RGS22

Sat Feb 01, 2025 7:13 pm

This post mainly regards children.



I've raised a couple of 'em.   Congradulate me, I got them to adulthood.

Some of the hardest work I've ever done.  

There is nothng like looking at yourself in the mirror.  Yes you will see your mistakes in your kids,



Family first.

Kids need stability.

Having simple, warm nurturing times with Mom and Dad is essential.  And lots of them, multiple times aday, 24/7.



Where's Jammie when youve got to take the kids in for a medical emergency or ANY emergency as far as that goes?  Oh yeah moms literaly tied up, drugged and being fucked by strangers.. Sorry cant make it.



By your story your marital relationship has devolved into one of emotional brutality.  This will not escape your children.

Disagreements behind closed doors are witnessed by young innocent eyes who are just entering the age of reason.

They WILL feel the turmoil.  They could think that they are at the root cause of your marital issues.  The state of your mariage is so far beyond their ability to understand. 



Your wife appears to have suffered an emotional break.  She appears to be living the childhood rebellion she never had.  Hang'n with the bad boys.  For your childrens sake grow up.  



Joanna is no substitute for an un-involved mom.  How can Jammie devote so much time to this Lexi distraction and yet provide quality time for the kids?  Furthermore you have romantic involvement with the nanny?  Your avoiding the elephant in the room.



After care for your wife?  Raising three young ones takes huge amounts of time and energy. They need the after care time, Not your wife.



Does she read this?  I hope Sucko (sp?) doesn't.  Excuse me.



I've read your stories for years.  You are as good or even better than xleg.  As stated earlier this definately couild be screen play material.  What makes the story real is the way you express yourself.  We feel your prose.  I am unsettled by the story line and yet I am compelled to go back and read more.  Yes you are really that good.



If this was fiction and only transpiring between two consenting adults, then highball full speed ahead.



It's not.



RGS22




Post 1692 — fgare

Sat Feb 01, 2025 7:30 pm

I would post betting odds on a few things.



1. Ky _Da will continue on his current path and his eventual marriage will be absolutely wrecked.

2. Ky_Da will continue until as is foretold by veub and the "Edge and Back Again" Jaimee, well she's gone forever.

3. Ky_Da regrows his balls and tells Sipho to pound sand.



Ky_Da, in recent posts does not have the testicular fortitude to declare any ownership of #3. It's truly sad. His and Jaimee's marriage seemed to be one to celebrate. But, now, it's fucking over. He's not the husband - Sipho is now married to Jaimee via Lexi and will always be the husband




Post 1693 — scdiver

Sat Feb 01, 2025 7:58 pm

It does not matter who pays for the breast augmentation, Sipho owns Jaimee.




Post 1694 — mundyman

Sun Feb 02, 2025 1:43 am

What things has Sipho filled Jaimie’s head with??

Is Ky really aware and informed of all the conversations Jaimie and Sipho have, and what Sipho’s plans are for her?

It sounds like whatever they are, Jaimie finds them incredibly exciting and desirable.



“Her eyes flashed with defiance. "It's my body, Ky. I want to feel complete in my transformation. It's not just for Sipho, it's for me, for Lexi. It's about feeling right in my skin.”



TRANSFORMATION INTO WHAT EXACTLY…….

Up until now the word transformation, and Jaimie’s transformation, have been tossed around rather generally.

Jaimie is a whore, a temptation to any man, a sexual object, a provider of pleasure, now a BDSM sex slut and soon to be pain slut. She is way down the rabbit hole of transformation to losing her identity.

 Now is the time for Ky to sit her down and define exactly, in black and white, what that transformation looks like and where it will end. 

As in, when is enough, enough?

Doesn’t that quite confirm everything most of us have been saying about Jaimie’s transformation? This is all about Sipho and her dedication to him and the woman he is changing her into?

What did Sipho lay out to Jaimie as to what she would become and the next level Sipho will take Jaimie too when she gets her breasts enlarged? What level of decadence and perversion is Jaimie seeking as a huge tittied slut. And mark my words the enlargement will not be small or reasonable. Every thing Sipho has done TO Jaimie has been increasingly more extreme and outwardly noticeable as Jaimie’s transformation into a man’s dream sex doll, sex slut, BIMBO whore.

I’m reminded of the Instagram and OnlyFans big tittied BIMBOS who have gotten breasts way larger than normal for their body frames, especially the women from Britain.

Remember Sipho’s and Ky’s discussion on where Sipho sees Jaimie being in a year and five years.

You can’t be the center, the Grand Dame of the European underground sex world unless you look the part.

And I think Jaimie really likes that idea. 

A lot.

Unfortunately like a drug or alcohol addict, Jaimie will get so far down the hole that she will lose Ky and her family to her desires, her need, to be the center of attention of so many people who will want her because of how she looks and the things she will and can do.




Post 1695 — mundyman

Sun Feb 02, 2025 2:25 am

PS.

Two words:

Stockholm Syndrome.

Look it up………




Post 1696 — FamilyCuckold

Sun Feb 02, 2025 3:32 am

Hello Ky,



I don't have much to say, other than I have faith in you, and Jamiee/Lexi to explore as much as you both want, and giving Sipho the benefit of the doubt as to his intentions. One thing I agree with pretty much every poster is that you write beautifully, which always makes reading your story a pleasure (in more ways than one, lol).



The undercurrent of your writing makes me believe that you're both actually happy, and most importantly, in control, with things so far, despite the anxiety/arousal/fear you both also feel...which can be a potent drug.



It sounds like you write here for one of the same reasons I do, as a cathartic exercise to explain your own emotions to yourself. In my case, my writing has become very sporadic over the past several years not only because I've been busy, but also because lately my wife and I have never been happier, and I haven't felt the same level of desire to write my thoughts and feelings as I used to. I'm guessing you're in the same boat, and that's a good thing.



Lastly, I understand that how people react to things they witness either in person or through retelling is influenced by their own emotional state and past experiences, positive or negative, so I don't judge what some of the other posters are writing here, even the particularly scolding or judgemental ones. I hope you don't take them personally.



It's because of this that you have my complete support in your explorations, and, purely selfishly, I just hope that the recent comments here don't result in what's happened to many posters before and scare you away. If not, great, but if we end up losing you as a contributor, I wish you continued happiness & love.




Post 1697 — Hotwifeok

Sun Feb 02, 2025 4:28 am

I have taken several days away from all this and thought about it seriously. 



Ky.



I am sorry to have to say this but it’s time to pull the plug. The transformation of Jaime is not just to sexy but to trashy. The tats have now gone way too far. The last tat you described.  How is that going to work on a vacation to Disney? Only trashy women have and show tats like that. It’s one thing for them to be in intimate places and never see the light of day or small but that last one is just over the top. 



And Jaime’s disrespectful attitude towards you concerning the breast enhancement. Yes it’s her body but if it was my wife and she did that knowing I didn’t like it and would never touch them again would tell me exactly how I feel about it. She no longer is doing things to please you but to please only herself and her lovers. That’s not much of a marriage. 



And the last thing that is NOT being considered. Maybe she’s doing this to be more herself. But is that the woman who you fell in love with? Apparently she hasn’t thought that maybe when she becomes her true self, or is it the self that Sypho has convinced her is her true self, that it will not be a person who you can love any more and certainly not be a good mother.



It’s one thing to be Lexi.  That I can get behind when she says it 2 different people.  Unfortunately the tats and breast enhancements don’t just stay with Lexi… they also come over to Jaime. It is no longer separated. 



Based upon what I have heard with these last 2 updates it is no longer possible for me to support Jaime. The disrespect she has shown is too much. It is time to pull the plug and see what happens. Can Jaime be saved? Maybe.  If this goes further then no.



You can’t just remove tats or breast implants. Tat removals always leave tell tale scars. Breast are never the same after the implants are removed. The scars are always present. Don’t let Jaime ruin her body any more than she already has. 



The questions you must truly ask yourself. Is Jaime becoming a woman you can love? You know she is not the woman you fell in love with and have loved up to this time. Is Jaime  wing a good mother to your kids?  While I know she has her good moments her order of responsibility should be kids first, Ky second, and Jaime third. Right now the responsibility is clearly Sypho, Jaime.  Not sure where you and the kids place. This is not a healthy situation for the kids or the marriage. 



As she said this is no longer a game which means it can’t/won’t be stopped. If it were a game then you could continue to play. But now it’s not what do you do because it is destroying your family and your marriage. 



As I said earlier about Jaime’s responsibility you also have a responsibility.  Yours is kids first, Jaime second and then you. You need to get Jaime out of this for the sake of the kids and then also for the sake of Jaime. She needs some serious protection against a predator that she has proven she cannot protect herself from. Regardless of how the marriage goes you owe this to your kids and Jaime.



I hope I am wrong and have incomplete information and understanding but from what I see here I am afraid I am not. 



I love you guys and wish you, Jaime, and family the best no matter what happens.




Post 1698 — scdiver

Sun Feb 02, 2025 4:48 am

Ky, When Jaimee is with Sipho or someone that is fucking her or torturing her, her world is only with Sipho. You and the kids don’t even exist to her.

Yet when Jaimee is with you, Sipho is still on her mind. That makes you just a place holder. Somewhere for Jaimee to recover and wait for her next gangbang and torture session. 

Jaimee is using the same mind control techniques on you that Sipho uses on her, she will say anything to keep you in line. She may even feel some love for you when she says it but not the same or amount of love she had for you before this time with Sipho.

It will only get worse as Sipho is allowed to further control Jaimee’s mind. This is from experience! 

Do you really love her or are you just getting off on the abuse that Jaimee is receiving. 

I don’t envy you buddy, you have a lot of pain coming your way.

Good Luck




Post 1699 — lkh96

Sun Feb 02, 2025 5:29 am

This storyline shares similarity to xleglover's jen and Mike story, albeit a hardcore version. Ky and jaimee personality and story arch mirrors Mike & Jen.  Derek is scott/ricky. Sipho is jamal. 



If this is real....ky, set boundaries. You clearly don't have one.

Cuckolding/kink is an addition to a marriage, not the sum total of it all. It's clear you're doing all the heavy lifting in your marriage, while jaimee works only on exploring Lexi. Finding a common ground works only if both your goals aligned. Prioritize yourself first while being an equal partner in your marriage. Good luck.




Post 1700 — subtoall

Sun Feb 02, 2025 7:14 am

↳ Replying to: FamilyCuckold

I do, because all they EVER succeed in doing is to drive away the most prolific writers on this site.  



Oh the humility!  For fuck's sake people; Ky is not the Hindenburg.



These naysayers are so insufferably arrogant in their certainty that they know what's happening and what's best for people whom they will never meet based on the merest glimpse into the author's relationship.  Are they aware of how they come across? They're all just one big ball of projection. Look it up.



Are there red flags in what Ky's describing?  Sure there are. And many. Some of them big fat ones. Does he show evidence of an awareness of them. He sure does. Is there real danger in the course he is following?  Maybe.



There's nothing wrong with sharing our fears and concerns but do it in a way that shows our awareness that they are OUR fears and concerns, and with the HUMILITY that we really know next to nothing about Ky, Jaime, their family and their situation.  Rid ourselves of the certainty that we know what's best, or what is certain to happen based on what we've read and we'll do fine.  We may even have more impact if we do this. 



(Thank you FamilyCuckold for tolerating my quoting of your post to make a point.  I'm not really replying to you.)





Post 1701 — scdiver

Sun Feb 02, 2025 7:28 am

Subtoall, Have you lived this situation. I have and the pain that is headed to that family is real and disastrous. You are entitled to your opinion but so are we.

Hotwifeok, you hit the nail on the head.



The kids should come first no matter what, and Jaimee is putting herself totally before the kids and Ky.




Post 1702 — viking53

Sun Feb 02, 2025 8:12 am

Ky,

When Jaimee went overboard with Derrick and you almost lost her, the only one who could reach her and pull her back was Brooke. You need to engage her again. She is the only one who can break through the Lexi persona and reach Jaimee based on their very strong relationship from before. Your latest conversation shows that you yourself are just too ambivalent about the whole situation, just as it was with Derrick.

Ring Brooke now and ask her to come at once.




Post 1703 — Guest

Sun Feb 02, 2025 8:20 am

I really believe Ky writes so vividly to intentionally stir up opinions and feelings. He knows there will be all sorts of people with strong feelings on all sides. He knows some people will react with shock and others will cheer on. The real key here is how we choose to respond. At some point repeated objections or repeated encouragement becomes anticipated. Ultimately none of us have any influence over how this will end up. This thing is unfolding all on its own.




Post 1704 — venus-can99

Sun Feb 02, 2025 8:47 am

I have not had a chance to read Ky's episode with Derrick - I believe it was pruned by the time I joined. I know a number of folks give advice based on their lived experiences. Before we pass judgement on Ky, Jaimee, Joanna, Sipho and anyone else involved one thing to remember is that this story isnt evolving in real-time. Ky with his superb writing ability gives us a glimpse into the most erotic and sexy bits. A lot of the mundane conversations that go on among the actors is not available to us, So with that said, why dont we all enjoy the episodes as Jaimee and Ky live out their fantasies. Ofcourse I have no experience in this LS so I really cant provide any pearls of wisdom.




Post 1705 — all4fun

Sun Feb 02, 2025 9:35 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I read this as this is who she is now.  It's her life and yours.  Enduring it sounds like you don't have a say anymore.  It sounds like she has made up her mind.  She is doing this.  You can just watch and endure or embrace it.  There is no stopping.  If you asked her to stop now she would tell you no, you made a deal already.  



Quick question.  Do you even have any idea what she does with her time with Sipho and more importantly what he says and does to her?  Whatever it is, she is all in on being Sipho's.......whore, slut, pet, sub.....whatever you want to call it.  It certainly seems like she will fuck whoever and whenever Sipho wants, is this accurate?   What is her body count up to?  Do you even really know.  



I don't think augmentation is that big of a deal.  Half the lulu lemon wearing, Denali driving, soccer moms in our town have them.  Sipho paying for them and going bimbo size is a big deal.



I made a thread with some visuals for you.  If you don't like it I will pull it down.  I thought you might though.  All the best.  We all wait for updates.  





viewtopic.php?f=9&t=75239




Post 1706 — scarlettscuck

Sun Feb 02, 2025 10:29 am

↳ Replying to: subtoall, FamilyCuckold

FamilyCuckold and subtoall

NAILED IT.




Post 1707 — Wistful

Sun Feb 02, 2025 12:03 pm

Such condemnation towards Ky_Da. (And I know I’m being hypocritical, after my own contribution to the opprobrium.) If the story were fiction, I’d think Ky would have already abandoned us.



I wonder if we might think twice, or be more gentle if we knew Jaimee was reading along. She likely reads OHW. In fact page one from this thread begins with a description of Jaimee masturbating to an Xleg story from OHW. I know Jaimee first came to OHW with lifestyle questions years ago, and months before Ky ever appeared.



I wish I could recall Jaimee’s member name from when she was posting. Is she still logging in?  Or maybe she was the original Ka_Da, and Ky just took over the login months later?  Or maybe they share the current Ky_Da login together? As far as I know, Jaimee has never re-engaged with OHW as a contributor.  But when I see Ky_Da visiting the site, is it Ky?—or could it be Jaimee?—viewing our comments as we condemn her behaviors, actions, and the very person she is striving to become?



Would posters want to think Jaimee is hearing from them directly?




Post 1708 — Ky_Da

Sun Feb 02, 2025 12:14 pm

Quite the range of comments. What to write, what to write, what to write...



I'm at a bit of a loss. I've spent the last 24 hours reading through most of the comments, though some I just skim for, well, reasons. It's a bit of a catch-22. On one hand, I appreciate getting comments; they're the only currency and payment for the time I invest in writing and sharing. But then I have to ask myself, what am I really expecting? I don't want cheerleaders who only push their own desires at me, and at the same time, the warnings of certain doom and gloom aren't exactly a joy to read.



But even those cautionary comments, I believe they come from a good place. Some of you have been through some rough times. I can tell from your words that you're warning me based on your own past experiences - and I get it. If I were in your shoes, I'd probably do the same.



Still, it makes me reflect even more on what I should write about. To be completely open, I'm struggling with this. I do believe the cuckold kink is what I find most appealing - that's why I started in the Cuckold forum. But it's been nearly ten years since we began, and things are bound to evolve and change. Hence this whole thing with Joanna. But a long-term polyamorous love triangle isn't what I'm looking for either. I guess what I'm trying to say is, I'm trying to figure all this out, and at times, my experiences don't fit neatly into this forum's expectations.



Let me clarify: Is the Ky family going perfectly? No, we've got some issues to work out, but is it as doomed as some of you think? I don't believe that's accurate either. But when I think about it, I see that some of the fault might lie with me. What I'm sharing are just the peaks of our lives, the most intense, erotic moments. Yes, I do try to capture them in the most titillating way possible because it's fun, and that's honestly how I feel when it's happening.



What you don't see, what I don't share, are the long, hard conversations Jaimee and I have, the sit-down talks I've had with Sipho. Most notably, you don't see the time Jaimee and I dedicate to parenting our children. I don't share those because they're personal, and frankly, none of anyone's business. Yes, Jaimee has to cover up more so the kids don't see her tattoos. Yes, we'll need to keep our private lives private, even from them. You don't see how much Jaimee is still here as a mother and a wife. I haven't shared these aspects because they're deeply personal.



Again, this might be mostly my fault. I've perhaps given the impression that Jaimee is with Sipho 24/7, under his total control, but that's not the case. Yes, she works for him part-time. Yes, she spends a night, sometimes two, with him during the week. But there are also weeks when she spends little to no time with him due to conflicting schedules. I haven't shared so many nuances, so I understand the concern.



Another aspect I haven't delved into is that while Jaimee does have the QOS tattoos, that doesn't mean she's exclusively with black men. It might be a current preference, but it's more part of the game than a serious, exclusive choice.



Now, while I write this, I might be completely off base. Maybe there's an evil element out there looking to wreck my marriage. But I hope not. I'll fight for my marriage and my family to the very end. Jaimee knows what gets me off, and she's done her best to give it to me. At the same time, she's developed her own kinks that mirror mine in many ways. We're both trying to fulfill our desires and needs, and we make mistakes. Nothing is ever perfect.



Have things gone too far? Maybe...



Should I step in and put an end to it like I've done so many times before? Again, maybe...



I'm not sure what I want to share going forward - if anything. I need to give that some thought.




Post 1709 — txrockdog

Sun Feb 02, 2025 12:35 pm

Thank Ky.  You said what I was trying to say previously much better than I did.  I think there is a lot that gets lost of the “work” that goes into maintaining a healthy relationship when all you have time to post about are the highlights or the deepest and most intense moments in time.  If you and Jaimee/Lexi are getting what you wanted from Sipho, then don’t worry about what all the naysayers are going on about here.  



As has been pointed out, the fact that your experiences have moved people to care so much about the condition of your relationship is a tribute to your skill as a writer and the depth of what you have shared with us.  Please keep sharing the parts that you want to write about, and don’t feel compelled to share the private and personal parts if that turns into drudgery for you when you try to put it in writing.  The interactions you have with Jaimee and how you describe them make it clear (at least to me) that the depth of understanding of the details of “the game” between you two goes way deeper than what your could ever adequately describe here.  The one thing that keeps coming through in what you have written is that a big part of the motivation for her is to “make it good for you too”.  Her insecurity afterwards about the impact of leaving you at the club tells me that all the blather about her “not caring anymore about you” is just that…blather.



Please keep writing what moves you and please make use of the ignore function for those whose repeated postings are crushing your groove if you need to.  Thanks again for sharing and best to both you and Jaimee.




Post 1710 — scdiver

Sun Feb 02, 2025 1:24 pm

Ky, it is good to know that what your writing is not completely accurate, but it was scary to me as I lost a family and a daughter to the lifestyle.

Please remember, you can not keep your life style from the kids as they get older. No matter how you try, they will find out. The more blatant Jaimee gets with her decorations the harder it gets to keep from the kids. The older the kids get the smarter they get. At 4 and 6 it is fairly easy to keep most of it from them but at 8 and 10 it will be harder and at 12 and 14 it will be impossible.

Please keep writing, I have loved your story from the beginning. I only wrote because of my like for you and Jaimee and my concern for the way it seemed to be going downhill for you.

I am sorry if I offended you so I will go away now.

Please keep writing!




Post 1711 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun Feb 02, 2025 1:26 pm

KY your story is my number one story on OHW. I understand the dangers other posters have shared.  Thank you for clarifying some things for us. I hope you continue to share your journey with us.




Post 1712 — mick_flow

Sun Feb 02, 2025 3:42 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, I'm really sorry man. I apologize if my comments have been a proclamation of doom and gloom. And you nailed it. Sometimes I've gotten carried away in my responses. Yes, I do feel like I may have projected my own desires. For that I apoloigise too. I recognize I've done both. So, I'll put my hands up here and say sorry, both to you and the other readers of your story.



I love your writing. It is amazing. Titillating, of course. But also the way you convey the emotions that a lot of us enjoy too. Damn it, you capture that so very well. The angst, but also the desire, the arousal. The playful game between you and Jaimee.



I know you've been working on your writing skills, and it really does show. It's gotten to the point where, over the years of sharing you have painted an amazing emotional picture of the people you love and encounter. Jaimee and Lexi of course, Joanna and now Sipho. As a reader we get as attached to your depictions of these people as much as we get attached to you, and your writing.There are many of us, myself included who hop on this board to catchup with you. A lot of us would miss you if you stopped posting. I'd miss you!



I'd also feel awful, guilty if my comments led to you not wanting to post here anymore. i'm sorry man. I think as a reader, we (and I) do forget that you and Jaimee have been in the lifestyle for so long. That troubles you guys went through at the start. How you righted the ship and have managed, together to move on and enjoy more of the lifestyle. We forget that you and Jaimee have explored this lifestyle for many years more than any of us have. There are two steady hands at the tiller of the good ship Ky.



Whatever happens Ky, if you decide to continue posting here or not I want to wish you and the good family Ky all the best.




Post 1713 — ResponsibullCummings

Sun Feb 02, 2025 4:06 pm

Ky you have hit the nail on the head once again. The doomsayers only have your best interested and that if your kids and Jaimie in mind. Your writing is so good and compelling that people get worried for you. It does seem like things are maybe going too far with all the markings Sipho is putting on her and that maybe he gets off on seeing how far he can push her and get you to agree with.  However you aren't supplying the complete details so everyone commenting is doing so without all the information. If you want helpful feedback maybe supplying more of the details would be helpful for those that care and want to help. In my opinion the cheerleaders are always the most damaging because they get off on the more extreme stuff and will encourage you to let things go to the point of destroying your marriage. I hope you will continue to share your story because most of us consider you a friend and want your marriage to work in the longterm and for your kids to not be negatively impacted by the game you are playing. You have gone a long time without fucking your wife is this game really worth it? Will it cause longterm damage to your marriage if you keep playing. What if you decide that ending the game portion in February is best and you start taking part in the sex with Lexi at the parties or S&M? What ever you decide please continue to write.




Post 1714 — venus-can99

Sun Feb 02, 2025 4:43 pm

Thanks for the introspective post Ky. Hopefully we get to read more of posts here.




Post 1715 — Mycall

Sun Feb 02, 2025 8:06 pm

I have actually tried to hint at what you are saying. It would be a pretty boring read if you included all the family moments and downtime. What we are getting is a montage, greatest hits reel of the most gut wrenching moments, and even if those are accurately portrayed they won’t be truly reflective of a lived everyday reality. People on this site seem to be very good at jumping to conclusions and making up their own narrative based on a few dramatised highlights.



With that being said if I were going to give you my unrequested personal interpretation my opinion has always been that Sipho needs you and Jamiee to have a strong relationship for the dynamic he has been cultivating to truly work. 



It feels like the contrast between security and adventure is what makes it exciting and allows boundaries to be pushed. The family gives her a safe space to retreat to and ground herself whilst the times she spends with Sipho provide adventure and a feeling of being out of control. It’s finding the delicate balance between these contradictory forces that maintains the excitement and prevents things from being stale or mundane.



Anyway, I have always found your writing to be incredibly intense and really do hope you continue to share. You have given a lot to this community with very little received in return and I can totally see why some of the comments would make you think twice about sharing. Especially when there seems to be this undercurrent where people have become invested in your story to the point where they act like you somehow owe them something.




Post 1716 — elina

Sun Feb 02, 2025 8:45 pm

Dear Ky,



I really appreciated your recent posts.



I particularly appreciate the most recent. We tend to fall into the trap of thinking we know everything that is relevant when we read and respond to the posts on OHWs, not just yours, it is a general failure of the human mind.



Only You and Jamie in between you have the full story.

Only You can determine what is the right path for you and your family. 



Please continue to share the way you prefer to share, and just filter away the comments that your recognize are biased because the posters where unaware of lots of things you have not shared, and are perfectly privileged to keep to yourself. 



One question though, Is Jamie aware of you posting here and is She reading it?



Sincerely

elina




Post 1717 — Termain

Mon Feb 03, 2025 1:34 am

Just want to say thanks for taking the time and effort to write.  I want your life to be happy and may things work out for you as you would like.  



I appreciate your sharing your thoughts and experiences with us.




Post 1718 — all4fun

Mon Feb 03, 2025 1:50 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

This is what all of the readers, both fans and naysayers, are forgetting.  What Ky gives us is but a small glimpse into their lives, and most certainly some of the most exciting and adventurous times.  We don't hear about the colds, the skinned knees, the coffee in the morning, the shopping trips, the walks in the park, the appointments, the everyday non sexual conversations, the "boring" stuff of life for people on this site.  Through his writing I am betting we see maybe a window of 1% of how they live their life.  



When it comes to sex and sexual activities, even if you are super active and spend 2 hours each and every single day, or 14 hours per week, engaged in sexual activities, which is unrealistic for most, this is about 8% of your time.   By that metric, even if Lexi is hyper active, she spends maybe 10% of her time as Lexi, and the other 90% of her time as Jaimee, although Lexi owns her sexuality.  Sure, there may be weeks where Jaimee disappears for a day or two and spends 25% of her time as Lexi, the other weeks where she is Jaimee close to 100% of the time.  



Isn't that what we all want, your wife to be the normal loving wife most of the time, the Jaimee, but when it comes to sex and the bedroom, oh, we want the Lexi, don't we?  Ludacris said it best with Nasty Girl. "Lady in the streets, but a freak in the bed."



Much like my wife has a some guys she sees, including a boyfriend.  Sometimes she does not see him for weeks, but some weeks it several times.  In ends up to be mere hours per month, a very small percentage of how she spends her time.  Yet people reading may assume she is with him all of the time.  We also share the QOS kink, and have dabbled a few times with a very dominant guy, but that does not mean she is out fucking multiple black guys every day.  



Ky's writing is nothing short of brilliant, and their adventures are nothing short of extraordinary, pushing the extremes of the kink to the edge and beyond, many peoples comfort levels.



Ky, I think most on here are genuinely concerned with you and the family, which explains the emotional reactions and comments, but it sounds like you and Jaimee have the family aspect under control and are putting it first.



Be safe my friend.




Post 1719 — mundyman

Mon Feb 03, 2025 3:51 am

Ky,

The volume, intensity, and passion of the people who respond to your postings of your and Jaimie’s life since you started posting years ago should tell you how you’ve struck a nerve in all of us.

Your experiences are so outside the scope of our lives that we are motivated to chime in our thoughts. Many of these responses are heartfelt and come from a place of concern and interest in your family’s best interests. And others from those who simply use your descriptions of Jaimie’s transformation as stroke material and wish to see her take the deepest dive possible into the possible perversions and decadence Sipho might be able to provide.

I hope you realize that the intensity and passion of the responses to your posts are a direct response and reflection of the intensity, passion, and emotions that your posts describe.

As many of us who have been on this forum for a while realize that your postings are a snippet, “the best of” collectin if you will of your experiences. You of course are going to share just those moments pertaining to Jaimie’s sexual activities and not the mundane, everyday life things.

However in a recent post you shared how Jaimie left during a date night out with your friends. Gave you her wedding rings and left the group, and you, to go with some strange man. This does leave one with the impression that Jaimie is at the beck and call of Sipho and his boys.

So, perhaps you occasionally share within your writings of Jaimie’s debauchary, those times when she does say no to Sipho. 

Is it when the kids are sick? When she’s not feeling well? Is she out of commission during her period? Will she say no when the kids have an activity, open house, concert, or other?

If she says no to going to Sipho, does he exact a penalty or punishment on her?

You also mentioned the deep sit down conversations you have with Jaimie and Sipho that you don’t talk about.

I would be fascinated to read about those. Any insight to the Svengooli who is controlling Jaimie’s transformation, sexuality, and libido would add more depth to our understanding of this man and just what his place is in your lives.

As always thank you for taking the time to share your adventures in this lifestyle.

Good luck and I eagerly awaiting your future updates.




Post 1720 — scdiver

Mon Feb 03, 2025 4:36 am

Here, here Mundyman.




Post 1721 — RGS22

Mon Feb 03, 2025 5:49 am

Ky-  What do want from your readership.?



You write and post here because it provides something of value for you.  We all join together to experience your marvelous story telling. Your pen leads this group and OMG what a diverse group it is.

For me the description of daily living and how you construct a dynamic that is healthy for your family is the glue that holds your story together. Not boring. There are plenty of contrived sex scenes on this OHW site, but you I relate to. Your stories elicit strong reactions because they are believable.  You know as that engineering professional  the devil is in the details.  Need more data.

If I may be so bold as to ask you to write more, not less.  Explain how you make this work. The nanny  was a good start, but it got complicated fast.



For me to be supportive in your efforts I need to know what it is you need or want from your readership.  And I will provide where I can.



We all understand how life happens and that there are so many hours in a day.

As I have said before, your are one of the good guys.

Here's to your success.



RGS22




Post 1722 — venus-can99

Mon Feb 03, 2025 8:37 am

Everyone needs to take a deep breath and realize that Ky, Jaimee and Sipho all have lives outside of the narrow confines of our imagination of their sex lives. Before we demand that Ky share all the details of their every day lives we need to recall that Ky indicated that those "normal" interactions were very personal to them. We should also realize that it takes a lot of time and effort to post in this forum and with their busy lives it may be really difficult to post on a regular basis.

Also we need to remember that Ky is not really asking for our advice and deep psycho analysis...

Just my 2 cents...




Post 1723 — Ky_Da

Mon Feb 03, 2025 10:58 am

↳ Replying to: elina



Thanks for the support and for sticking with me through this journey. Jaimee is aware that I've been writing more on here lately, and she pretty much leaves me to it. She'll usually read what I write, but she steers clear of the comments. She used to read them, but after encountering a few that weren't exactly kind, she decided it was best to avoid. She understands that it's part of the territory when you post online - you're bound to get the good, the bad, and the ugly - but she prefers not to engage with it.



Having her read my posts has generally been beneficial, providing her with an intimate glimpse into my inner thoughts and fantasies. She now has a clear understanding of what I like, what I desire, and what excites me. However, this transparency requires caution on my part; some of my more outlandish musings aren't things I'd want to see come to fruition in real life.




Post 1724 — Ky_Da

Mon Feb 03, 2025 11:13 am

↳ Replying to: all4fun, Ky_Da



I truly appreciate the comments, and for the most part, I think they're spot-on. I genuinely enjoy receiving feedback on my writing. I've invested a lot of effort into improving the craft; while my day job involves churning out countless emails and official documents, those are all dry and technical, devoid of any personal satisfaction. Writing here, however, allows me to delve into my emotions, to find the right words to express how something feels. It's an ongoing process to improve my ability to convey thoughts and feelings, and the fact that I sometimes get it wrong is actually kind of enjoyable. It reminds me there's still much to learn, and the real joy lies in the journey of improvement, right?



I share your concerns, truly. There are times we've ventured further than intended, and there have been moments when I probably should have intervened. But when you're caught in the moment, with the heat turned up, it's not as straightforward as one might think. Fuck, it can get intense. Like the other day, when my wife and I were at dinner. She was dressed in a very conservative outfit, everything covered up. She even had those pads she used to wear when nursing, to hide her nipple rings as much as possible. We were dining with some of her old school friends, people from her past. As I looked at her, I couldn't help but think about what was concealed beneath that demure dress. If those at the table had any inkling of what she looked like underneath or the adventures she's been part of, their minds would have been blown. Just that thought was thrilling for me that night.



Anyway - thanks again for all the comments. I'm still mulling over what to write next, but I'll keep going. 



Ky




Post 1725 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Mon Feb 03, 2025 11:20 am

Awesome to hear Ky. Looking forward to whatever you post. My curiosity is in the realm of what Lexi does when she is out with Sipho, or whomever. But anything you share would be wonderful.




Post 1726 — walter2000uk

Mon Feb 03, 2025 11:33 am

Yes, we are very interested as to what exactly Lexi does for Sipho?

Does Sipho actually charge a fee for use of Lexi?

If Sipho does charge, then How Much?

And does Lexi earn a cut of her 'earnings'?

What BDSM occurs and is Lexi a pain-slut now?

Very personal questions but I would love some answers please?

Sincerely, wimp hubby Walter and whore wife Lily xxxx

viewtopic.php?f=6&t=73042

My Wife Lily, From Naïve Wife to Whore and Then Hotwife, with cuckold hubby Walter.




Post 1727 — realcucklife

Mon Feb 03, 2025 12:38 pm

Hi Ky

Please keep going.

Your writing is great, and I’m always hungry to read more. 



Don’t share all of your life, don’t be drawn in to the need to justify to others, and have them pass their values over you.



Please know there would be a huge element that love reading your narrative, and who are cheering for the two of you, but don’t want to enter into debates and take away from your recounting of experiences.



The last comments about a conservative crowd, and Jaimee resonated with me, I always love the contrast of what’s lurking just beneath the surface, and thinking if you only knew!




Post 1728 — scdiver

Mon Feb 03, 2025 1:47 pm

Ky, I mean this question respectfully. If Jaimee wants her body to be so decorated, why isn't she proud of it enough to show it off to everybody?

Also, does the clit piercing make Jaimee even more horny than she was?




Post 1729 — Crusty1969

Mon Feb 03, 2025 6:03 pm

The arc of Ky's prose does seem to mimic Xleglover's Faithful Wife epic. And I say epic because there's a hero, a damsel in distress and dragons so many dragons. And yet our fictional hero prevails emerging from the rabbit hole with his pregnant wife in his arms with their child strapped to his back.



I remember reading a fictional novel about experimental swapping where one husband is obsessed by the other man's wife. He can't let her go. Even though,  the experimental liaison is over. She loves him but she loves her husband her life and her family more.  She goes to him to finally end it. She asks him to promise her one thing. He says, "Yes anything." She asks him to stop coming for her. He looks away then back to her. He poignantly and tearfully looks into her glazed eyes and says: it's like asking an addict to promise to stop using drugs. He has all the best intentions but in a moment of weakness he fails. So he can't make that promise to her. 



We don't know how Ky's life continues but it's all more than interesting because it's real life. It's fascinating. 



Ky and Jaimee are adults and they should live their lives to make themselves happy. It's Ky's fetish into which Jaimee has immersed. He has to be her net on the trapeze it the catcher fails. If he walks away he's not the man I think he is. 



Jaimee is part hippie part risk taker and part rule breaker/renegade. I think she loves Ky and her family. She's a hedonist and Ky permits, encourages promotes her hedonism because he loves her. Ky is a hedonist also. He receives as much joy excitement and ecstasy from Jaimee's behaviour as her.  So they are enjoying life as if there aren't any children and that is the rub the friction the fission that may destroy this relationship and split this atomic marriage. 



We're reading this saga as it has all been played, as it has all been written. I don't think KY would be writing this if the outcome isn't an HEA. If he were writing his story as it unfolded then there would be numbing uncertainty, tears and agony.  He'd be a hot mess unable to think clearly or write a complete sentence. Maybe it's the reason for KY's posting hiatus.  Oh, the joy and angstasy of it all. 



The third law motion: for every action there is an equal and opposite reaction. Human behavior isn't as calculable as the physical world but it isn't very different.  There are always consequences for behavior: some good, some bad and some unintended.



I'm not a lawyer or a solicitor or a barrister. I'm just an observer.

There's another straw stirring this fetish. I wonder what Wade thinks as he follows this story. He knows. He's not an idiot, a disinterested party.  The twins are his biological children. Wade said he wouldn't interfere with KY and Jaimee's parenting. Yet he probably thought they'd be normal parents who are practicing common sense care. Maybe to some in this LS they are. Reading this thread, I'd have questions. Yet maybe, Wade sanctions or approves. 

Oh, the joy and angstasy of it all. 





As they say what doesn't destroy you now, makes you stronger; or it gets you later.



Take care of each other and do no harm to your wife; to your children; to your marriage: Live long and prosper KY




Post 1730 — Goodboy66

Mon Feb 03, 2025 7:32 pm

This




Post 1731 — Ky_Da

Tue Feb 04, 2025 1:05 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

Maybe some women would do that, but despite her time in the States, my wife is still very British at heart. To go meet with friends and wear something more revealing would have diverted everyone’s attention to her, making the evening about her. To my wife, there’s a time and a place for that. She wouldn’t have wanted to distract the group and make the night about her. And I have to say, it made it even hotter to me. I loved that she looked so pristine and demure, knowing that underneath that thin layer of fabric was an untamed sexual beast. 



As to the piercing, not really, at least not yet. It’s still in the healing phase. Those actually take a fair amount of time to be completely healed, and you have to be a bit delicate down there for a time.




Post 1732 — all4fun

Tue Feb 04, 2025 1:54 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, 



This so hits home. I completely understand this and find this aspect of the lifestyle both intoxicating and exciting.  Months ago we had diner plans with some friends, a very vanilla couple.  My wife had run late at her bulls house and met us shortly and directly after fucking, looking put together as she always does, with only me seeing how she was slightly disheveled.  As the conversation carried on about everyday life, kids, work, vacations, parents, etc, I could not help my erection as I saw V squirm, knowing her bulls cum was leaking into her underwear, our friends completely oblivious to our secret and the fact that V had just been fucking her younger black bull.  



It was so exciting we staged this again several times, including one group dinner with friends where V actually ran late to the questions of "What have you been up to?"  My mind hearing "fucking my boyfriend all afternoon" while she made some excuse.  Knowing it is our shared secret makes it a bonding situation in a way.




Post 1733 — kenlonely

Tue Feb 04, 2025 2:17 am

thanks your share. may i ask What aspects of her life no longer require your participation? Does life now feel as though it is being subtly guided by uncontrollable desires and external influences?




Post 1734 — David52

Tue Feb 04, 2025 4:42 am

Ky:  I've been waiting for your thread to calm down before commenting.  It seems to me that you are hell bent on not being the one to say "uncle" and stop things until your planned summer break.  I guess it is a commitment you made to Jaimee and Sipho.  You have however used your safe word a couple of times in the past year, I think.  One of those involved pregnancy.  Did Sipho raise the possibility?  Wouldn't now be an appropriate time for the three of you to seriously confirm you are all on the same page.  Can the breast augmentation be postponed, at least until you return from the US this summer.  Sure Lexi is right, it's her body.  But, both you and Sipho have a voice here also.



I was glad to see that your relationship with Sipho involves open communication.  He should respect your opinion about permanent body modifications.  Does Jaimee enjoy needing to cover her body from her friends?  Would she prefer to be more open?



My, your writing is so compelling it is hardly surprising that it triggers powerful emotions in each or your followers.  All the best and thank you.




Post 1735 — Ky_Da

Tue Feb 04, 2025 5:15 am

↳ Replying to: David52



I'm having one of those days where concentration is out of the window, and I find myself constantly revisiting this site, reading, and pondering over the comments.



I'm trying to hold out until summer with our current game. I've read about 'pussy free' stories that stretch over years, but I honestly don't see how that's sustainable. I'm feeling increasingly restless, inching closer to using my safe word with each passing day.



I did use my safe word regarding pregnancy. There was this time when Sipho and even Jaimee started teasing about her getting pregnant by someone else. After having already gone through that experience, I'm not interested in repeating it. That's a firm no from me, and I don't even want to entertain the tease. If we decide to have more children, they'll be mine and Jaimee's alone. I'm not open to sharing that part of our family life going forward.



As for the boob job, we've got some breathing room on that decision. I'm not sure if I can wait until May, but we have a couple of months at least. The process here, from consultation to surgery, isn't quick, so we'll see if it actually goes through or if the waiting period might temper her enthusiasm. I'm all for this cooling-off period. If she decides to go ahead, I need her to do it for herself, not because she's caught up in the heat of the moment.



And finally, I appreciate that she covers up. There's something incredibly arousing about knowing what's hidden beneath her clothes, rather than having it all on display for anyone to see. That's a bigger turn-on for me than any public flaunting ever would be.



Thanks for the comment. Take care.



Ky




Post 1736 — David52

Tue Feb 04, 2025 5:47 am

Jaimee wants you more involved and not simply enduring.  What does she have in mind that will make you enjoy things more?




Post 1737 — vmb69

Tue Feb 04, 2025 6:34 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, David52

I guess be glad you are no longer in california, those can be done fast here.



As far as pussy free, initially you think about it but then it becomes normal. We are going on over 2 years now and no plans to go back.




Post 1738 — mundyman

Tue Feb 04, 2025 7:53 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, David52



Given Siphos desire to turn Jaimie into the perfect Temptation, slut, whore, bimbo for men, has there been any talk of getting fillers for her lips to give her that bee-stung lips look?? The perfect dick sucking lips??

There is a tremendously talented plastic surgeon in Fort Lauderdale, Dr. Revis, who does amazing work with breast augmentation. Seems to be highly skilled in oversized breast augmentation given the women posted on his IG.

What a nice souvenir to bring back to Sipho from your trip to Florida.

There’s also Turkey. I see a lot of women going to Turkey b/c of the cost, talent of the surgeon and convenience. 

If she’s gone for a weekend with Siphonwhats a few days more to get a pair of giant tits and dick sucking lips. 

 Something to consider.




Post 1739 — Pecannut

Tue Feb 04, 2025 8:19 am

You are so brave KY! I really appreciate your will to share your amazing experience with us. You really have lived and tried. I hope you all the best!




Post 1740 — Guest

Tue Feb 04, 2025 9:50 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, just speaking from my point of view, I think the "game" expired when the tattoos and piercings came into play.  Those are permanent features on her body, which I consider a life commitment to a lifestyle.  The same with the boob augmentations.  Again, just my thoughts.  I hope you are able to avoid more ink and changes to her boobs.




Don't get too comfortable with the extra time, guys like Sipho have deep contacts in the business world and he probably has the influence to get her boobs done pretty quickly if he wants.



On another thought, guys like Sipho like to take pictures and videos.  Sometimes these are for their own amusement or they could be used for more dark purposes, such as threats to you and Jaimee if you guys try to break off and quit the "games".  I'm not saying this is going to happen but it is a thought you should be considering if you plan to stop.



Good luck with your thoughts and I wish you well going forward.



Rascal




Post 1741 — scdiver

Tue Feb 04, 2025 10:20 am

Ky, I am rooting for you to use your safe word on Jaimee and get you husbandly rights, but won't Sipho retaliate and tell Lexi she can't go to Florida and Jaimee will then obey?




Post 1742 — Rogueuser1

Tue Feb 04, 2025 12:37 pm

Love the thread - thanks for keeping us up to date. 



I'd forgotten Wade had impregnated your wife previously - I can understand why you would safe word that happening again! 



As a way of recap - how many kids do you guys have and how many of them are biologically yours? 

Are you guys planning to have more kids? 

If not, are you thinking of getting the snip? Is your wife considering getting her tubes tied? Or are you guys having too much fun playing a certain amount of roulette?




Post 1743 — txrockdog

Tue Feb 04, 2025 2:58 pm

My recollection is that they have twin boys fathered by Wade and a daughter fathered by Ky.  Ky has indicated that even teasing about further play in that direction is a very hard red line and something he has used his safe word for I believe.




Post 1744 — mick_flow

Tue Feb 04, 2025 11:38 pm

Ky, do whatever you feel is right man. Only you know your situation.



Maybe a chat with Jaimee about it. She actually does come across as a good listener, and when you’ve been open she’s been there for you.



We know you’ve seen Jaimee go to far in the past. Is it really that, this time? Or is it how you feel about the relationship between Jaimee/ Lexi and Joanna? - Joanna seems like a lovely person and someone who is worried about getting hurt, jaimee’s interaction with Sipho is different- I get the impression that he’d be less emotionally impacted where the game to end.



Anyway, whatever it is that’s getting you. Have a chat with Jaimee, she’s a freaking awesome lady.



Whatever happens, come back and let us know!



Best of luck




Post 1745 — Mycall

Tue Feb 04, 2025 11:58 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I must be evil because now I want you to disclose some of your outlandish musings with the hope that it gives Jamiee some naughty ideas.



That being said I wouldn’t want things to end up going south.



Really glad to hear that you are going to keep divulging your story, it’s pretty much the only reason I come on this site. It was also refreshing to hear that you guys still have a good everyday relationship and do things outside of this kink. I suspect that people get the wrong idea and think that the escapades are a 24/7 thing rather than an exciting escape from the mundane.




Post 1746 — elina

Wed Feb 05, 2025 1:08 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Dear Ky,



Maybe this could also be expressed as a need for you to reflect and try to get some additional perspective on what is going on?



I think this is good for all of us once in a while, even those of us who are leading much more boring lives than you and Jamie are.



I would suggest that this is good for you and that the long consultation process before the potential breast augmentation may be an opportunity to try to pull Jaime into that activity (you have already realized this from what I understand but I think it is a point worth emphasizing. I think people should be free to make their own choices, but the better informed these choises are, the less likelihood that you or Jaimee do something you will regret in the future.



Sincerely

elina




Post 1747 — lkh96

Wed Feb 05, 2025 4:21 am

To be or not to be, a slave to your kink. 

Having a side dish makes a meal tastier, it doesn't mean yu can't have a full meal without one. 

Apologies for the poor analogy but you get my point. 

Prioritize your marriage needs, thus prioritising your mental health first, whilst spicing up the bedroom antics with a manageable healthy dose of cuckolding. Stressing beyond the fun it provides is a clear sign to re-evaluate. 

Keep writing and best wishes.




Post 1748 — vmb69

Wed Feb 05, 2025 4:49 am

I was curious, what is the big deal about breast implants? My wife got hers done after our 2 kids and it didn't change her. Or are you talking porn star level implants? We pushed to D cup but now she wished she had gotten double D, and they look natural, under the muscle instead of over, more expensive but they look natural.




Post 1749 — scdiver

Wed Feb 05, 2025 5:10 am

I am traveling soon and will disappear from this board while traveling so I would like to post some thoughts first.

Ky, you woke old feelings in me that I thought were dead. We are old and my wife was set in her ways and would not participate in pretend or with any toys. Sex with her was one way and got very boring so we haven’t been intimate in over three years. 

After your writing about what Sipho was doing to Jaimee I got both turned on and horrified as all the old feeling from my first marriage come rushing back. I thought I had pushed them down into the depths of my soul not to return. Boy was I wrong!

I finally confessed to my wife (after 40 Years of hiding) my deepest darkest desires, and they are much like yours. She was not happy at first but has accepted some limited play with toys and pretend like I was afraid would push her away. I finally went to the doctor and got some pills to help me.

I sit here with my dick in a cage to stop me from jacking myself and to save it for her. She thinks it is weird but loves the attention she is getting from me. We have fucked for the first time in over three years and I am loving the excitement and change in our attitude that was caused by your writing. Please keep it up!



Now a word of caution. In a marriage big decisions should be decided by mutual consent. Per your writing, the conversation with Jaimee was Jaimee laying down what would happen with or without your consent. Her ongoing time with Sipho, her further decorations and her breast augmentation sounded to me that this would happen even if you used your safe word. It is your life, you must decide what you can tolerate. I am rooting for you and don’t want to read in the future how you two could not make a go of it.

I am glad you are cooling it with Joanna as I feel you (much like myself) are a one woman man and could loose yourself in another relationship.

Take care of yourself and I wish you well in the future. I will catch up when I get back in a couple of months.




Post 1750 — mundyman

Wed Feb 05, 2025 8:32 am

↳ Replying to: vmb69

I don’t think it’s the implants, or even the size,

It’s the idea of getting the implants for Sipho. It’s another change and modification to Jaimie’s body under the direction of Sipho and outside of any real communication with Ky.

It signals another step(s) of Jaimie toward becoming more Lexi and less Jaimie. She is becoming less and less the woman he first met and fell in love with and built his life with and more Lexi and her sex crazed persona. A persona and life and activities to which Ky is not a participant in or even allowed to watch.

It signals less control and living in their family space and more transitioning into Sipho’s underground sex space. It’s a signal that this is less of a game and really becoming real life. It’s who Jaimie isn’t just acting like, but is modifying herself to look like. 

Sipho’s living sex toy. A bimbo whore, a married slut who willingly participates in Sipho’s perverse games.

And finally, Ky and Jaimie have been able to keep their activities pretty much out of the sight of their friends and family. But with each additional tattoo that becomes harder and harder. Depending on how large Jaimie’s breasts eventually become, keeping their sex lives and activities under wraps even harder.

And on top of that, besides doing it for Sipho, and make no mistake she is definitely doing it for Sipho and under his suggestion, when he pays for them, he will own even more of Jaimie both physically as well as mentally.




Post 1751 — scdiver

Wed Feb 05, 2025 9:43 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman, vmb69

I totally agree. Even though Ky put up a real fuss about Lexi having a black baby. I also think that is in Ky's future because Sipho wants to fuck a pregnant Lexi.



And what Sipho wants Lexi wants too.



I am will to make a bet that Sipho will find an excuse to keep Jaimee from going to Florida with Ky. Just because this is supposed to end at the end of May, Sipho is having to much fun to let it end.



I hope I am wrong!




Post 1752 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Wed Feb 05, 2025 11:01 am

Some posters...posting like you know everything that's going on with KY and Jaime and Sipho. Lol. It's fucking Hilarious.  Almost as good as the thread itself. Lol




Post 1753 — txrockdog

Wed Feb 05, 2025 12:06 pm

Agreed.  Ky has mentioned several times in the past that Jaimee wished she had more uptop and at times was insecure about it.  So I sincerely doubt her recent interest in implants is coming entirely from Sipho.  I think it is far more likely that the self confidence she has felt while embracing Lexi has led her to want bigger tits to better fill out that persona.  



Re: Sipho and Florida, I have not seen anything to make me feel like Sipho has done anything shady or worthy of that kind of suspicion.  So far, it seems he has given them what they have asked him for and any “dealings” with him have come about from Ky and/or Jaimee not follwing their own commitments or asking him for something more.  I have wondered since Ky posted about it what would have happened had Jaimee told Sipho she was asking for access to the club and not Lexi.  Would he have said no?  Or just gotten them in, but not taken her away from Ky midway through the visit.



Ky can correct me if my impressions are wrong, but to me they are getting what they asked for from Sipho and all the assumptions of nefarious intent are coming from the imaginations of the posters here.




Post 1754 — scdiver

Wed Feb 05, 2025 1:18 pm

What makes me think this, is still Ky's write up of his talk with Jaimee. It seemed to me that he was trying to express his misgivings but, according to Ky's write up, Jaimee was having none of it. Jaimee let Ky know what was to happen and it was with Ky or without Ky. I am sorry, that is not a marriage. When a man does that he is a bully. Ky is the only one that is truly living with Jaimee/Lexi. But it is not just his life that gets effected. They have three kids and at their current age it is fairly easy to hide their activities. As the kids get older the kids will find out. Period.

When my two kids figured out what we were doing, I found my son talking to his friends about his mother the whore. My daughter used my first wife as a role model, but went much further. That culminated in her taking her own life. 

My second wife and I parented by example. Not exciting but we have those two kids that are having great lives.



My second life was not as exciting but it is getting there now. (I hope)!



I pray that Ky gets past his lust and tries to get better control of their lives. When Jaimee was with Wade or Matt it was much more interesting to me. Jaimee had much more freedom than most women and used that freedom. But I see her slavery to Sipho as a downhill slide.

Txrockdog, You don't see any mention of the Florida trip, But Ky also let it be known that large tatoos and breast enlargements were a definite no go. Lexi at Sipho's prodding sure changed that. To push Lexi further, which is what Jaimee and Sipho want, Sipho must get creative and Ky guided by lust just falls in line.



Good luck Ky. I do pray for you.




Post 1755 — txrockdog

Wed Feb 05, 2025 2:04 pm

↳ Replying to: scdiver

Ky can clarify, but I took what Jaimee said differently based on how Ky wrote it.  She didn’t say it was her way or the highway.  She said she wanted his support for a decision she made about her body, not his permission.  For a woman exploring her self empowerment and new found confidence, that is an entirely reasonable thing to ask for.  She has talked with Ky in the past about wanting to be in control sometimes and to make decisions for herself.  “Asking permission” from Ky for the augmentation would have been the antithesis of that, letting Ky control her body.  I think there are some negotiations around the edge in which Ky can probably keep her from getting ridiculous looking circus tits and something more fitting for her body style, but she has talked about this for a while and I think making the decision now while she is embracing her Lexi persona is entirely understandable.




Post 1756 — scdiver

Wed Feb 05, 2025 2:19 pm

To each their own.




Post 1757 — scdiver

Wed Feb 05, 2025 2:30 pm

She looked at me, her eyes searching mine for understanding. "I don't know when it ends. But I know I want to go through this with you, not despite you. Can you handle that? Can you handle me like this?"



This line right here. It says to me,that she will do the slave bit with Sipho no matter what Ky wants.




Post 1758 — scdiver

Wed Feb 05, 2025 2:42 pm

The idea of such a permanent change to her body left me flummoxed, my mind racing with a flurry of conflicting emotions. It wasn't the speed of her transformation that chilled me to the bone; it was the magnitude of this decision, the irrevocability of altering her body in such a profound way. An icy dread settled in my stomach, the thought of her under the knife, marking her transition from Jaimee to Lexi not just in behavior but in form, sent shivers through me.



Yet, beneath that cold wave of fear, there was an undeniable, lustful heat, the erotic thrill of her becoming even more of Lexi, of her physical embodiment of our shared fantasies. It was like standing at the edge of a precipice, the wind of desire pushing me forward while the fear of the fall held me back. My thoughts were a tangled mess, shock and arousal wrestling for dominance. I felt both compelled and repelled, the complexity of my emotions making me question what this meant for us, for our future, for the woman I loved who was now proposing to reshape herself in such a tangible way.



I took a deep breath, trying to calm the storm inside me. "Support? When does it stop, Jaimee? When do we draw the line?"



She looked away for a moment, then back at me, her gaze resolute. "I don't know, but I need to know you're with me, not just enduring this, but living it with me. I want to be sure that when I look in the mirror, I see all of me - Jaimee and Lexi."



I felt torn between my desire to support her and my fear of losing the woman I married to this new identity. "I'll need time to think about this, Jaimee. This isn't just about you; it's about us."



She nodded, understanding etched on her face. "I know. But I want you to understand, this isn't just a game anymore. It's my life, our life, and I want to live it fully." Her eyes flickered with something akin to approval as she added, "Sipho offered to pay for it." 





With this part all I hear from Jaimee is me, me ,me. Not what is good for the family or for Ky. but just me, me, me. And again," I am not asking for permission", that says to me that it is happening no matter what Ky wants.



Sorry, that is not a give and take marriage.




Post 1759 — wannabecUKold

Wed Feb 05, 2025 7:43 pm

↳ Replying to: scdiver

It’s probably more a give-and-take marriage than you imagine. But it is very difficult, when, like Jaimee, you are personally driven to want to experience something, especially if it is sexual, to give it up. You end up feeling frustrated and irritated.  This drive on her part to be enslaved and taken to depths is probably something that has been with her since puberty. As she gets older, she probably feels that there’s not much time left to experience it.

Yes, if the urge is strong enough, she could end up following it  even if it is destructive.




Post 1760 — Ky_Da

Thu Feb 06, 2025 1:00 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

That’s great you’ve rekindled that intimacy. And I appreciate the word of caution. Things have been challenging, but we’ll work out way through it. My wife and I are in it for the long term no matter what happens. Safe Travels.




Post 1761 — Ky_Da

Thu Feb 06, 2025 3:36 am

The other night I was lying in bed, thinking of a number of the comments on this forum. Some comments I disregard because they're off the mark far enough that they don't apply, but some are very insightful and cause me to pause and think. This night, my wife lay close, our conversation a whisper in the dark. It was late and we both needed to be asleep, but sleep seemed to elude us both. 



"Jaimee, do you... do you think... have we gone far?" I asked, my voice tentative, worried I was poking the bear by asking what had become by now a now well-worn question. 



I swear I felt her stiffen. "You mean have I gone too far?" she said, her voice defensive. 



"I'm not trying to pick a fight, Jaimee," I said, trying to keep my voice as placating as possible. 



Jaimee let out a long sigh, the sound of frustration mixed with fatigue. "I'm sorry. I know that. It's just we keep circling back to this, so it's clear you feel like I've gone too far."



"Not exactly," I began, the words catching slightly. "Well, maybe..." I paused, knowing Jaimee was ready to interject. I quickly continued, "It's not just the tattoos," I said, preempting her defense. "Or the piercings. And what's happened so far. If it were just those things, I think I'd be okay with it. But I have to be honest, when you add it all up - our neighbors seeing a lot more of our lifestyle, even your mum with her suspicions - it's a lot to handle. Individually, maybe it's manageable, but together, it's overwhelming. This Lexi persona of yours, she doesn't seem to have any limits." I took a quick breath and added, "Lexi scares me a bit." 



She scoffed lightly, the sound echoing in the quiet room. "That's rubbish. Lexi is just a part of me, a part we both enjoy. She lets me be wild, lets me push boundaries without losing who I am at my core. I'm still Jaimee, love. I'm still your wife, the mother of our children. Lexi is just the name we give to the part of me that's free, that loves this game as much as you do."



I felt the weight of her words, the dismissal of my fears as if they were unfounded. "But where do we draw the line? When does it stop being fun and start being something else entirely?"



Jaimee shifted closer, her hand finding mine in the dark. "I don't know, Ky. Maybe we don't need a line. Maybe it's about feeling it out as we go. I love you, and I love our life together. Lexi is just... an extension, a way to explore parts of myself I never knew existed. It's not about losing myself; it's about finding more of me." Her voice softened, trying to bridge the gap between us.



"But what if you lose yourself in the exploration?" I asked, my voice betraying my fear. "What if you find you prefer Lexi to Jaimee?"



She squeezed my hand, her tone reassuring. "I won't lose myself, Ky. I couldn't, not with you here. Lexi is fun, exciting, but she's not my whole world. You, our family, that's my anchor. Lexi's just the sail that lets me catch the wind, feel the thrill. But at the end of the day, I come back home to you, to us. I need you to trust that."



I sighed, the tension between us palpable yet somehow comforting, I still felt like we had a willingness to navigate this together. "I want to trust that. I'm just... I'm worried. I'm supposed to be your anchor, but I think I'm being drug along the bottom of the ocean. I'm not being very effective." 



Jaimee moved even closer, her breath warm against my cheek. "You're doing fine," she assured me, her voice a calm balm. "And I appreciate you giving me this freedom. I've been thinking a lot about why I'm so into all this lately. Growing up at home, all those years of boarding school... I was in this super strict environment, you know? Layers of rules, and if you stepped out of line, there were consequences. Even at home, my mum was like a bloody sergeant major for propriety."



I smiled at the imagery, understanding her mother all too well. "So this has all been about rebellion?"



Jaimee let out a snort of a laugh. "I suppose. In a way, yeah. I mean, sod what society thinks is proper, innit? I want to live by my own rules for once." She paused, her gaze going all dreamy like she was looking into the past or maybe just into herself. "But I know there's got to be limits, right? Can't have everything going tits up, can we? But there's got to be room for a bit of exploration, for pushing the boundaries, for actually living life on our terms." 



"But we've been playing this game on and off for quite some time now," I said, my voice gentle, careful not to provoke. "I suppose I thought you'd have explored this rebellious streak of yours a while back. But it seems like it's only grown, like you're really set on doing things your way now."



She laughed softly, a sound that was both wistful and resolute. "Maybe I am. We'll need to find a new center eventually, but I'm not quite there yet. I'm enjoying this, pushing boundaries. And with Sipho... there's this connection, this... I've never felt the things I feel when we play. It's like discovering a whole new part of myself I want to explore."



Her words were a mix of excitement and confession. "But, Ky, I love you, love our family. I don't want to lose any of you. I'm so grateful for your support. If I've gone too far, I'm sorry, love. I want this to be good for you too."



I felt her reassurance, but also the tension of her desire to continue. "I'm doing my best not to end things this time. I've tried to leave the control in your hands. You've liked that, haven't you?"



"Liked it? I've bloody loved it," she admitted, her tone softening. "But I'm not ready to give it up. I worry you'll... you'll want to pull the plug too soon."



I took a deep breath, the conversation teetering between reassurance and risk. "I told you I wouldn't this time - that it would be your call... I just want to make sure we're not losing us in all this."



She moved closer, her hand resting over my heart. "We're not losing us, Ky. We're just... expanding us. But I need to know you're with me, that you'll keep going along."



Her words were a plea, wrapped in the love we shared, yet tinged with the edge of her newfound desires. "I'm here," I managed, though my voice was a mix of commitment and caution. "But we need to keep talking about this, yeah? Keep checking in." 



"Yeah, we do," she agreed, her voice a whisper of promise and excitement. "I just... I want to experience all of this while I can. While we can."



The conversation was far from perfect, marked by pauses, corrections, and the raw honesty of two people trying to navigate a complex love and lifestyle. But there, in the intimacy of our shared space, something felt different. I was there with the woman I loved, sharing a moment of intimate conversation. While Lexi was just a name, a sort of excuse for Jaimee to delve into her sexual exploration, it seemed like Lexi was morphing into someone real, almost as if I was lying beside a stranger. 



We whispered our goodnights, and soon Jaimee's breathing deepened into sleep, leaving me wide awake, my mind churning through our conversation. Adding to the whirl of thoughts was the fresh image of her latest tattoo work, seared into my memory. She had returned home just yesterday, her skin adorned with new ink.



The tattoo on Jaimee's right breast had evolved. The original spade, inked in black with sharp outlines and shaded depth, now contained a white 'Q' at its center. This addition was subtle yet striking, the white 'Q' contrasting against the dark spade, making the tattoo even more symbolic of her identity within the cuckolding lifestyle.



Around her nipple, Jaimee had further expanded the design. A series of delicate, thorny vines now encircled her areola, the thorns pointed and menacing, interwoven with small, dark roses, each petal meticulously detailed to contrast with the starkness of the thorns. This floral pattern radiated outwards, subtly framing her nipple like a dark, intricate crown. The vines twisted and turned, following the natural curve of her breast, adding an element of danger and beauty to the spade. 

The addition of these elements meant that most of her breast was now covered in ink. 



She insisted that she had chosen the design herself and paid for it, asserting that Sipho had no hand in it. I wanted to believe her—I did believe her. Yet, I couldn't shake off the concern that, even if Sipho hadn't directly influenced her decision, his presence might have subtly shaped her desires in ways she wasn't fully acknowledging.




Post 1762 — ResponsibullCummings

Thu Feb 06, 2025 4:09 am

The initial tats were with your conscent. The next we're to punish her and you for having sex together. Now it's just Sipho pushing her into Lexi with each one changing her appearance. It seems like Sippho is actually brainwashing her and by denying her sex with you and ensuring she's getting it from total strangers in addition to himself he is further pushing her towards Lexi. She isn't aware that it's happening and she clearly doesn't want you to stop it. You could go to Sippho and tell him you have had enough of this version of the game and that he has marked your wife without your permission and that violates the rules you agreed to and as such he has forfeited the right to further deny you sex with your wife for the remainder of the game. This would let you see how this affects your marriage if Jaimee still desires sexwith you if given permission. Then maybe you want be the anchor dragging along the bottom of the ocean. I think that's the perfect description of your situation.




Post 1763 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Thu Feb 06, 2025 4:32 am

Still would love to see pics of those tats.




Post 1764 — mundyman

Thu Feb 06, 2025 4:35 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

What an update. It is very obvious that it is about her. When talking about the situation she throws in ‘we’ secondarily, after talking about me, me, me. Trying to make you feel better.

But you know in your heart of hearts this is all about her and Sipho. Not romantically (yet???), but as a couple who are traveling her journey together. There are plenty of couples on this forum who have shared that while their wives do  not “love” their lifestyle partners, that they still develop strong connections, even romantic connections, with their other partners even though they would never leave their husbands.

You are the rest stop for when she’s had enough. 

Why would she leave you? You are everything she needs and wants; tolerant, accepting, loving, submissive to her, and willing to put up with her nonsense.

I also strongly feel that your lack of physical intimacy and reconnecting with Jaimie is making any doubts about your relationship and where you stand in it, stronger.

Couples in the lifestyle are always reassessing and renegotiating the boundaries within this lifestyle.

You and Jaimie are not.

I would strongly recommend you use your safe word and have a sit down with Jaimie and Sipho. Outside of the game and establish that you need to restart your physical connection to YOUR wife!!! No penalties from Sipho, no added punishments or enhancements, just a declaration of where YOUR PLACE needs to be in your relationship in order for their explorations and fun to continue.

Jaimie keeps throwing out the word we, well if we is to continue you need to be able to reclaim your physical connection in YOUR relationship

Tell Jaimie that you need to know she’s with you on this and understands your needs. That it’s not just about her needs but yours as well.

You need to stand very strong and tall on this. Willing to pull the plug on this if THEY don’t agree. I’m sure they will fight it and disagree strongly, probably Jaimie the most. They’ll remind you what you agreed to when she started this.

And this where you need to be strong and demanding. Remind them that things change, and given all the changes Jaimie has gone through, that a need to physically reconnect with your wife is a change that needs to be made. Get over it, it’s not an unusual or strange request, and is actually quite natural and normal.

Sipho does not get to extract any additional concessions from you or Jaimie.

If they fight this, if Jaimie pulls a hissy fit and fights this, then that really answers a lot of questions and doubts that you have? Doesn’t it?

Remember Jaimie’s playing around is supposed to strengthen YOUR RELATIONSHIP together, not just supposed to allow her to scratch some itch that’s been building since she was a girl.




Post 1765 — scdiver

Thu Feb 06, 2025 4:47 am

↳ Replying to: ResponsibullCummings

I totally agree. 



Ky you know in your heart that you need to make a change. If you didn't have the kids I would say go all the way. Having lived through a similar experience I can say with certainty that it will effect your kids. That is the most painful thing you can go through. Jaimee is so wrapped in herself and Sipho and getting all the decorations. If it was just tattoo's then that would be one thing, but the sexual tattoo's with slut meanings are something else. Something that when the kids see, and no matter how you try they will see them, and it will effect them. At their age they should absolutely come first and you should be parenting by example.

As for Sipho, I feel that he has never had a woman as mold able as Jaimee and no matter what he is telling you now, come closer to the end of May, Sipho will look for ways to keep Lexi with him. I bet that not to soon Jaimee will come to you to tell you that she wants to totally immerse herself and wants to stay with Sipho for a week or two weeks or even a month. I hope you can find the fortitude to safe word and stop that. 

Ky the fire you are playing with is hotter than you know. I lost big time when I played with the fire, but with God's help I found much more happiness once I put that behind me. 

If you safe word Jaimee, and stop this it will be the biggest fight of your life, but it will be worth it in the end no matter what the outcome. Just as it was for me.

I wish you luck and I will pray for you. Get your anchor off the bottom!




Post 1766 — scdiver

Thu Feb 06, 2025 6:20 am

I also want to say, that Jaimee has an addiction to sex that started with Derek. What happened there? Later Jaimee played the game putting you first. What did Jaimee do when the volcano blew up when you were in Guatemala. Ask yourself, if Lexi was with Sipho and you got in the same mortal danger, would Jaimee do the same thing? I know you like to think so, but be totally honest with yourself. Only you can answer that question.

Jaimee is also getting addicted to pain. Those addictions together spell big problems, and the more you let this happen the harder it will be to end it.

My wife ordered a new dinning room table, to be built while we are away. My wife did not order this without talking to me first. We both had to agree to this purchase. My point is Jaimee is adding to her decorations, is exposing her addictions to neighbors and friends, and is not consulting you first. My belief is her behavior shows a total selfishness that does not include any thought of the consequences to you or to your family. When it comes to a sex matter she will do what she wants when she wants, believing that it is her body. It is her body but it is yours and your children's also. That is what marriage is about. When You try to express your feeling, you need to tiptoe with your words in order not to start a fight. This is not a healthy relationship. What I see is your relationship is totally about Jaimee/Lexi.



I am telling you that with the experience that I have had, we would be in the middle of the biggest fight of out lives. You need to be her rock, not the way she wants but the way you need to be. Jaimee needs professional help before it is too late. Only a shock from you may start her on that path.



Good luck Ky. I pray for you




Post 1767 — txrockdog

Thu Feb 06, 2025 8:53 am

Some of y’all are projecting a lot of your own past traumas into Ky’s relationship with Jaimee.  I am not saying you are wrong or right about where it might be headed, but you are assuming a lot of facts that are not in evidence to build your case towards indicting the motives of both Sipho and Jaimee.  I will say that the one fastest way I have seen for people to run off great posters here has been to start attacking their spouses and impugning the strength and/or reality of their love for one another.  Keep insulting Jaimee’s motives and calling Ky weak for not “getting her under control” and you may just manage to run him off.



I view Jaimee differently than those accusing her of being selfish.  She and Ky have been in this lifestyle off and on for a long time, and for many years, it has been all about her doing things he wanted her to do with other men to please Ky and “turn up the heat” on the game.  Each time, as she has leaned in and began to fully commit to whatever he asked and things got more intense, he would get cold feet and pull the rug out from under her, forcing her to pull back from what had been mind blowing experiences for her.  Keep in mind, she knows his fantasies, she sees his reading list, she is aware of the types of deeper depravities that turn him on, even if he is unable to let go towards experiencing some of them.



In amongst all that, they sat down and had a discussion several years ago that Ky talked about here, where they each gave the other a list of their top 3 fantasies for the other to fulfill.  Jaimee has for sure fulfilled 2 of them and likely did all three (though Ky has no proof, which was kind of the point).  Unless things changed recently in activities Ky has not discussed with us, Ky has not made any serious effort to try to give Jaimee even one of her top three fantasies.  



Ky talked a bit about shifts in her more recent fantasies when describing her reading list before they took up with Sipho, and it seems as though she has moved on from the things she had hoped that Ky would be willing to experience by her side and instead is focused now on fantasies she can explore with Sipho and others while letting Ky relinquish that control over her that he had exercised spasmodically throughout their participation in the lifestyle.  It is very clear that her fantasies now lean heavily towards embracing her submission to dominant men.  For 10+ years, she did pretty much anything Ky wanted her to do in order to please him and fulfill his top fantasies while he refused to reciprocate (unless he has omitted experiences towards that end).  



My question after all that is why is it wrong of her to assert her own desire to experience her own fantasies for a time without Ky yanking back on the leash, particularly when he has refused to participate in the ones she wanted to experience with him?  They have an agreed upon pause scheduled and a break to get away with just their family.  Let her live out her fantasies before her maternal clock tells her she needs to shut it down before the kids get old enough to understand what is going on.  By all accounts, she is a responsible parent and cares deeply for her kids and family.  She knows there will be a time when she can’t continue like she is now without the kids figuring out what is up.  After the time when the kids are out of the house, I am sure she assumes she will be too old and less desirable to experience things as she does now.  So she wants to strike while the iron is hot and explore her submission fantasies.  Ky acting like he wants to pull the plug is understandably distressing to her since she has spent so much time acting out his fantasies in front of him.  She would not be human or honest with Ky if she didn’t speak up for herself and express her honest desires to keep going.  That doesn’t make her selfish or mean she is going to get knocked up by Sipho and leave Ky and her family to be a full time whore.  It just means she wants to stick to what they agreed to so she can experience more.




Post 1768 — Ky_Da

Thu Feb 06, 2025 9:32 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

Txrockdog, 



When I read your comment, I had to immediately reply. I’ve been thinking about how to best reply, but I don’t think I could have said it better myself. Your thoughts and what you expressed are greatly appreciated. 



And you’re right. I’m only human. I try not to let comments hit me too hard. Like I’ve said a few times, I do think the comments are meant to be helpful and not to impune or demean. You captured a lot of what I’ve been thinking about the last few days. There’s a reason I’ve been reluctant to use my safe word. I’ve been the one to use over and over again in the past. And yes, my wife anting to explore this submissive side of her personality is one thing she really wanted. Has it gone further than I’d envisioned? Yes. But I’m not seeing the sky falling yet. And believe me, I’m always watching. 



I’ll add more to my comments in an upcoming post. But I had to reply to your comment because I really felt like you hit the nail on the head. Thanks.




Post 1769 — sabya167

Thu Feb 06, 2025 9:38 am

One alpha cuck,  one alpha hotwife , two strong willed smart individuals. But both inexperienced or semi experienced amateurs/ learners in front if Sipho-- a thorough hardcore ( BDSM) master and resourceful  professional. So they can't  be proactive and have to be  Alert and  Watchfully  Reactive, about any subtle,  slow,  long drawn- out, permanent,   Mental Seduction  of Jaimee.



How does KY bring that up in the pillow talks? May not be easy. But once it is discussed in their pillow talks, I'll  have some solace.




Post 1770 — FamilyCuckold

Thu Feb 06, 2025 9:56 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, txrockdog

Thanks Ky, totally agree with txrockdog's post as well.




Post 1771 — txrockdog

Thu Feb 06, 2025 10:36 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

You are very welcome Ky.  Your thread is the reason I compulsively check this site multiple times a day.  Just as Sipho appears to have Jaimee addicted to his cock and she has you addicted to riding the roller coaster along with her; I find myself addicted to your writing, particularly because of the window you give us into these “behind the scenes” interactions between the two of you.  It is intensely personal stuff for you I am sure, but it makes for extremely compelling reading for those of us looking through the window.  Thanks again for sharing it with us.




Post 1772 — Guest

Thu Feb 06, 2025 1:12 pm

Txrockdog,  You took the words right out of my mouth.  I find this thread very compelling and is the prime thread I look for every time I check in (usually 2-3 times a day).  Ky, keep writing so well about the exciting life you and Jaimee/Lexi are living!!  Always looking forward to your next post.



Rascal




Post 1773 — mick_flow

Thu Feb 06, 2025 2:33 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Thanks Ky - that's powerful, raw and honest. I know I had to hold back a tear (in a good way) reading that. I think I can see what Jaimee is saying. You see, I recall when my wife and I got into the life style at first and, damn that first encounter hit me hard. I was upset, very upset. Thought I'd lost everything, that my wife was gone. I was a sea of emotions in middle of a hurricane, of fear and uncertainty, of loss, of guilt. Amidst this whirlwind of emotions, my wife took my hand, she held it tight. I calmed, and she looked deep into my eyes and said "I'm still here, I'm still <name>. I'm still your wife. You've just got to come and get me. But I'm here waiting for you to come back". The love in her voice hit me like a tonne of bricks. The winds died down, and I could breath. I realized it was me, and my emotions that were getting in the way. 



Jaimee is right, she's still your wife, and the mother of your kids, and you are still her rock.



I can also understand your concern. We all change over time, and its often the people around us who make the biggest impressions. My wife, ever the wine drinker found a partner and discovered IPAs, and then delved into some hard core rock. It was still my wife, but she had new interests and new things to explore. Its just that we didn't find those interests together, she found them with with her lover. But then, that's to be expected. She was spending time with him.... at that same time, she's still my wife. I can see how that might feel with the Jaimee, particularly as those interests include tattoos, a more visible statement about interests! - I've friends who will openly admit to being addicted to tattoos... so I can see the interest and appeal for Jaimee. It might be an interest spurred by Sipho, but it's Jaimee who is exploring it. She's still Jaimee but with new interests, and new experiences.



Yes my wife felt familiar and foreign at the same time. But that's to be expected, after all she is spending time with Sipho and learning new interests. In my case I had a choice to make, do I enjoy her interests with her, or do I persist with the feeling strange? - Well, I could sample some new IPA's... and I enjoyed it... not all of it, I still can't do the super sour stuff. I'm still not really into heavy rock, but there are songs I love. All of which I wouldn't have discovered if I did make the decision, and the effort to try to enjoy these new interests through her eyes.



I think you are right, keep checking in with each other. I think I understand how you feel, because I can see some parallels. It's normal. Good luck Ky! - Keep us all posted.



PS: Has Jaimee suggested you might enjoy a tattoo as well? - I ask only because the one friend who admits to being addicted, well his enthusiasm spread to his wife who then got her own. But she insisted in a more subtle version. Last time I saw him he was saving for a full roman eagle across his chest, and a intertwining pattern in the background which would lace up with the existing tattoo on his back... it was actually pretty impressive.




Post 1774 — txrockdog

Thu Feb 06, 2025 3:56 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Ky, she gave you an opening there.  You can point out that going too large on an enlargement would likely ruin the dimensions and aesthetic vision of the tattoos on her breast.  Can’t have thorns and flowers that look like they were made of silly putty or a spade that looks like a spacex starship marring her beauty now can we?




Post 1775 — elina

Thu Feb 06, 2025 9:33 pm

Thanks Ky,



I truly appreciate your most recent posts. I makes Jaimee more real and, at least for me, creates a better perspective on Her thinking. 



Even so, nobody else posting here is living inside Jaimee, not even Ky. And from my reading, I believe even Ky got an update to his perspective on Jaimee/Lexi from that nighttime conversation. Clearly, Jaimee /Lexi is a very special purpose. 



What I strongly appreciate with Her is Her desire to shatter all the rules and live by Her own rules. I can share that, but I (and most of us I think) never had the guts to actually disregard the rules to the extent that She is doing. 



Sincerely

elina




Post 1776 — mundyman

Thu Feb 06, 2025 11:00 pm

“You captured a lot of what I’ve been thinking about the last few days. There’s a reason I’ve been reluctant to use my safe word. I’ve been the one to use over and over again in the past. And yes, my wife anting to explore this submissive side of her personality is one thing she really wanted. Has it gone further than I’d envisioned? Yes. But I’m not seeing the sky falling yet. And believe me, I’m always watching.



I’ll add more to my comments in an upcoming post. But I had to reply to your comment because I really felt like you hit the nail on the head. Thanks.”



This explains a lot Ky about your present mindset and why you are responding the way you are. I still think you need a physical reconnection with your wife, as in PIV sex. But that’s me. What do I know??

Good luck and best wishes on your continued journey in this lifestyle.

I eagerly await your future updates.




Post 1777 — scdiver

Thu Feb 06, 2025 11:30 pm

Ky, as mentioned by an earlier post, you should renegotiate with Sipho and Jaimee. Sipho only has power because you let him. You really hold all the power.

It has been 8 months, with one interlude, since you have been with Jaimee. That is too much.

Sipho will probably threaten to end this session, but if you hold strong you will gain your wife again. Sipho wants to play as bad as Jaimee does.



I only post based on my experience that I don't want you to experience.



Good luck.



I will be in London in 2 weeks. Any ideas on sights to see?




Post 1778 — mundyman

Fri Feb 07, 2025 12:21 am

Ky,

With Jaimie having her clit pierced, is she exclusively an oral and anal slut for Sipho and his boys????

Also is he having her service women as part of her submission to him????




Post 1779 — Ky_Da

Fri Feb 07, 2025 1:34 am

↳ Replying to: elina



Thanks for saying that about my wife. I completely agree! and it’s nice that some are willing to give her the benefit of the doubt. She not perfect, but I love her flaws and all.




Post 1780 — Ky_Da

Fri Feb 07, 2025 1:54 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

I know there are dozens of recommendations for tourist spots in London. I’ve done a handful of the most popular, but the crowds of people drive me a little nuts. I kind of like the more obscure things like Dennis Severs’ House. It’s a cool little museum. You feel like you’re stepping back into the 18th century. Another one I really liked was the Postman’s Park. it’s a quiet park behind St. Paul’s Cathedral. It’s a cool, peaceful place in the middle of all the chaos. Those are my two recommendations. They’re not for everyone, but I tend to seek out the quieter spots if I can. I have a hard time with large crowds.




Post 1781 — veub

Fri Feb 07, 2025 4:12 am

Ky, you and Jaimee have both stated many times that, in the past, you put the brakes on her relationships. In reading your story I don't see where you did that. Maybe Derrick, I can't access that story, but with Wade you didn't put the brakes on and actually invited him back into your life after his kids were born. With Matt, she was deeply involved without any interference from you and only dropped him for Sipho.

Can you give some indication of when you stopped things?




Post 1782 — David52

Fri Feb 07, 2025 6:48 am

Ky,  Another post request...



Your thread can be read as a classic romance story with you as hero of course and Jaimee as your beautiful love interest.  Sipho however is the villain, though seems you maintain respect for him.  I hope that sometime you can describe your interactions with him and your understanding of his motives.  He must be more than a wealthy sex fiend.




Post 1783 — Ky_Da

Fri Feb 07, 2025 7:27 am

↳ Replying to: David52

I think I can fulfill with that request. Or at least part of it. I realize now that by not writing much about Sipho, I’ve allowed readers to paint their own pictures of him, and almost all are not flattering. 



I don’t know where the line is between well-to-do and wealthy. Sipho is somewhere in the very-well-to-do column, but I’m hesitant to call him wealthy. But then again, I only see a part of his life. He could be one of those guys who has all kinds of hidden assets. Who knows exactly. 



I am working on an update where I dive more into Sipho and what whole dynamic. I guess I should manage expectation though and just let everyone know I won’t get that out until next week sometime - lots going on this weekend. I have a date with Joanna ironically enough. My wife and Joanna decided to mix things up this weekend, so Jaimee will be home with the kids, and I’ll be taking Joanna out for an evening. Crazy.




Post 1784 — David52

Fri Feb 07, 2025 8:08 am

Have fun!




Post 1785 — scdiver

Fri Feb 07, 2025 8:11 am

I would love to land in London in two weeks and find an update about you and Jaimee getting intimate.




Post 1786 — scdiver

Fri Feb 07, 2025 8:39 am

I say this with respect, Jaimee trying to put you and Joanna together might be dangerous. Jaimee is a slut, any dick will do. I think that you are wired much like me. A one woman man. Getting intimate with someone else could lead to problems.

Enjoy your date with Joanna




Post 1787 — all4fun

Fri Feb 07, 2025 9:42 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da, Ky_Da

Ky, how much do you know of Jaimee's (or Lexi's now) time with Sipho.  Does she talk about her experiences in depth.  Have there been any conversations of a dream like state or loss of time.  Not all of the time, of course, but when she's been in these states of sexual bliss, when she is gone for extended periods of time or involved with BDSM play.  This might shed more light on what Sipho has done to "modify her behavior".  Whatever he is doing it has been scarily effective.  



My strong assumption is that Sipho is of African-Zulu heritage.  You said he is South African and that is a Zulu name.  



The name Sipho is of African-Zulu origin and means "gift" in English. It's a name with significant historical and cultural meaning.  This name reflects the African belief in the importance of bestowing blessings and nurturing relationships through the exchange of gifts.



There is a long history of South African culture and trance states, most notably through dance, but in other forms as well.  There is a long study from 1998 titled A PSYCHOLOGICAL STUDY OF SHAMANIC TRANCE STATES IN SOUTH AFRICAN SHAMANISM.



Some excerpts from this.



The ASC Models of Trance States



Various models of trance have emerged in the literature. The classic definition of an ASC by Ludwig [1969] (1990) describes an ASC as including (1) alteration in thinking, (2) disturbance in time sense, (3) loss of control, (4) change in emotional expression, (5) change in body image, 6) perception distortion, (7) change in meaning and significance, (8) sense of the ineffable, (9) feelings of rejuvenation and (10) hyper suggestibility.





More.



The researchers (Erwin et al, 1988) conclude that in trance state;, the entire behavioral, autonomic and endocrinological syndrome is consistent with a state of cerebral organization that is governed by the limbic system, as shown by tire euphoria or ecstasy and analgesia typical for the basolateral amygdala activation. The amygdala is the key point of control for cortisol and endorphin levels, both being shown to be raised in trance states.



Part of me wonders if Shipo may have shaman ancestorial heritage in his bloodline and have a natural ability.  I know a psychic, and her ability to communicate with spirits has long run in her family.  Much like western psychics, shaman are believed to be born with abilities.  This is believed across many cultures across the globe.  



I understand that this may sound crazy to some people, but this shit is as real as it gets.  Supernatural abilities exist and are documented.  



I am not saying that Sipho is some magic spellcaster scheming to turn Jaimee into his slave.  It is more nuanced than that.  What I think is in play is that he possesses a natural ability to be persuasive, and given the right subject, as you would have with someone susceptible to hypnosis, that subject can be controlled.  



I had mentioned DDNOS before.  So many of the effects described above with ASC Trance models and DDNOS are similar, it is impossible to deny the connection.  Some of the DDNOS effects. Sense of detachment from your emotions, impression of watching yourself as if in a film, feeling unreal, out-of-body experiences, loss of feeling in parts of your body, distorted views of your body, sense that what is happening is unreal, being unsure of your boundaries between self and others, feeling like a stranger to yourself, and feeling like there are different people inside you.



These things are all closely related.  Sipho flat out told you he was into behavior modification.  These are real changes that happen to ones brain.  



Jaimee was first with Sipho just over a year ago, around NYE, correct.  He quickly "hooked" her on his big dick and dominating personality.  It was just over a year ago you posted this.  It has all come true, and then some.  




Ky my worry is that Jaimee is not under her own free will anymore.  While she is telling you she wants to continue, and this is what she believes, I just don't think she steering the ship anymore.  This would explain the disassociation of Lexi from Jaimee.



The changes this past 6-8 months, or since whenever she got her first tattoo, have been both rapid and drastic, not just in her appearance, but in her attitude, behavior, and the creation of Lexi.  I think when he put his initials on her, there was a seismic and irreversible shift.  Do you even know her body count anymore and who she has had sex with?  Month's ago you were surprised it was in the dozens.  This is not meant to be a negative thing.  Many couples on here set personal goals of many men in year.  I find that aspect of the lifestyle hot, and would like to know myself,  but I do feel the husband should know who and how many the wife has been with.  



Sipho was experienced with this already, and he knew exactly what he what he planning to do.  He laid out his plans for you.  What I don't think is that he ever had this level of success before.  He is probably even like "holy fuck, I can't believe she is allowing me to do this".  



His plan was to take an adventurous, but still in many ways, conservative, upscale, higher class wife, and turn her into his personal sex toy, one who is marked by him, and looks the part.  



I'd bet she will be getting the implants, and they will be huge, and possibly lip filler while she is in there, and she will continue to get tattoos, even more and bigger QOS tattoos.  Why would he stop now?  Will she be black only, I don't think so since Sipho benefits from sharing her with all races, but who knows, he did say early on that was in his plans.  Maybe he makes anyone who is not black wear a condom or something to that effect, and there is a possibility you are not allowed to have sex with her.  



If this continues, who know, she may even have a black baby, Sipho's or someone else.  There had been talk of this.  What if she just does it like the tattoos and piercings, and a few months later when her belly is swelling, you find out.  I'd be very wary if he invites he away, especially on a trip to South Africa with him.  



This is a prefect storm of circumstances.  Both you and Jaimee appear to be boundary pushers as well, always willing to push more, and further, and more extreme. The perfect couple for this, the perfect puppet master in Sipho.  All signs point to classic mind control. He is beyond behavior modification and has moved onto body modification, a sign of absolute control.    



I am not telling you to use your safe work and stop.  This is a decision that only Ky and Jaimee can make.  The concern is that Jaimee is being led by Sipho and Lexi, and only believes she wants this.  I would not feel right if I did not point this out to you.  Lust can cloud judgement.  On the contrary, you discussed and agreed to letting Sipho do this.  So, from that aspect, you are getting exactly what you asked for and wanted.  I think you, and all of us, are just a bit shocked at what it actually looks like.  





I think there is room in this world for both Jaimee and Lexi, they can co exist, and she can be Jaimee the majority of the time.  I just worry what the long term effects to do Jaimee.  What happens on your first family beach vacation when the tattoos can no lover be covered up?  



We are all here rooting for you, for you happiness, whatever that may look like.



Whatever decisions you make, I pray they are the right ones for you.  In an odd way I am envious, curious to know if my own wife would follow a similar path if given the opportunity.  We have delved into her submitting to other men, but it is child's play compared to you to.




Post 1788 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Fri Feb 07, 2025 10:57 am

That was one hell of a post all4fun. Very interesting. I see it playing out this way. But I could be wrong about that.




Post 1789 — scdiver

Fri Feb 07, 2025 11:33 am

Allforfun, you post is right on target. This is what I have been trying to say. According to your post Sipho warned Ky and Jaimee what he would do.

Sipho took big advantage of Jaimee when Ky had enough and fucked Jaimee. 

Ky, in the past you stopped the game when you felt Jaimee was getting too involved. You have posted that you are getting that same feeling. 

I still feel that your marriage is in the most danger than it has ever been. 

I know I am doom and gloom but I don't want you to go through what I did so long ago.

When you first visited Sipho over a year ago, Jaimee got agitated just being around him. She could feel the alpha male then. Despite her warning you, in the beginning, that you could get real hurt in this, you thought with your little head and went into this situation. Try to think with your big head now and put emotions out of this. Think logically, now is the time. 

I agree that Sipho has never met a woman as susceptible as Jaimee.

I know you are writing a post about Sipho, but I really feel that he won't want to give up control in.May. I really feel that Sipho will ratchet up the mind control in the next few months. What has he got to loose?




Post 1790 — mundyman

Fri Feb 07, 2025 4:25 pm

All4fun,

I said it earlier, I think Jaimie is going Bimbo big with her tits. Bolt-ones, ridiculously large. As in “Go big or go home!!!”

I also think she’ll eventually get her lips done.

I totally agree with your assessment that Jaimie is willingly being brain washed into her actions. I think it’s more an addiction as she enjoys the adrenaline and endorphin rush she gets from her activities. As we know tattoos also become an addiction for some people.

I just think that whoever Jaimie is coming out the other side of this will be someone not many of her friends or Ky will recognize.

Jaimie has been smart enough to keep the changes hideable. But that line is soon to be crossed. How long before the first neck tattoo or face tattoo, or tattoo higher in her cleavage appears?

And the summer is coming as well.

Time will tell……




Post 1791 — venus-can99

Fri Feb 07, 2025 4:57 pm

I think y’all are making wild assumptions and accusations about Jaimee and Sipho and Ky’s marriage. It really is an insult to intelligence of Ky and Jaimee. I suggest we refrain from being armchair psychologists knowing only what Ky is sharing in his posts. As Ky has mentioned a few times his family is very important to both of them and subjecting the couple to ridicule is a turn off




Post 1792 — walter2000uk

Fri Feb 07, 2025 7:27 pm

Even so, being Lexi and becoming a whore more and more often for a Dominant  man like Sipho is very addictive for a wife-next-door like Jamie/Lexi , just knowing other men will pay to use her in ANY way Sipho dictates is very thrilling and the sex gives her so many orgasms too.

Sipho will in no way relinquish his firm hold on Jamie/Lexi and Lexi will not want to b released anyway, so Ky has to learn to enjoy being the cuckold hubby with a whore wife that he no has become.

My wife. Lily, is a Hotwife, has boyfriends, and is a whore too, and I have learned to enjoy the situation that is never going to end now. 

Sincerely, wimp hubby walter and whore wife Lily xxxx

walter2000uk@yahoo.co.uk



viewtopic.php?f=6&t=73042





My Wife Lily, From Naïve Wife to Whore and Then Hotwife, with cuckold hubby Walter.




Post 1793 — Serrand

Sat Feb 08, 2025 12:39 am

Hi Ky. I have been inactive here for a very, very long time. You certainly won't remember me, I did write to your old thread and we did exchange some private messages with each other many, many years ago, when you and Jaimee were still living in California and the thing with Derrick were just unfolding and later with Wade and everything in between. In the past days I have catched up what has happened to you and Jaimee in the past 12 months. WOW, ot's quite a rollercoaster, and I just pray that in the end everything will be fine between you and Jaimee



Like others I'm also concerned that you and Jaimee are pushing the bondaries too far, and that especially Jaimee could loose herself in the end. You choose to share here on your thread important events and conversations with Jaimee, and that's absolute great, you're a fantastic and exciting writer, certainly one of the best in this forum. But maybe in a way to calm some of our fears and to put everything more into perspective could you maybe give us a little overview what are you and Jaimee actually doing normally in a week from monday morings to sunday evenings? I mean how many hours does Jaimee/Lexi actually really spend in a week normally with Sipho and/or his associates??  A while ago you mentioned that Jaimee works about 20-30 hours a week for Sipho. How does this work out, I mean does she go each day from mondays to fridays to the office for 4-5 hours? Or maybe only on three days of a week for 7-8 hours? Does Jaimee have always sex with Sipho or with one of his associates when she meets him and goes to the office, on every occasion? Or does it also happen that on some days Jaimee simply goes to the office and does her work and then returns home, and absolutely nothing sexual happens between her and Sipho, not even a blowjob? How many complete nights until the next mornings does Jaimee actually spend with Sipho in a week? Is there a certain day or days in the week that she spends the night with Sipho, or does this always differ from week to week? Are there still days where Jaimee has absolutely no contact with Sipho, not seeing him and also no phone calls and no exchanging messages between them? Or has Jaimee contact with Sipho on every single day, if not seeing him directly, then there are phone calls and messages exchanged between Jaimee and Sipho on every single day? I think that would be indeed concering. I think there should be at least 2-3 days in a week where there is no contact at all between Jaimee and Sipho. 



You said that currently you don't have any penetrative sex with Jaimee, and continue not having it until end of May. Please could you tell me to concrete date when you will have full sex with Jaimee again? Don't tell that you haven't a concrete date? And on July just you, Jaimee and the kids will go on vacation to Florida? You continue to play the adventure with Sipho until July, until you will go on vacation to Florida, but you will start to have sex with Jaimee at the end of May, am I right? Sipho will certainly try to sabotage this, so that you won't have sex with Jaimee with regularity again from May on onwards. I hope you and Jaimee are aware that Sipho will try to prevent this? Please tell me that you're aware of this?



And in May it will be then 7 months where you and Jaimee haven't had any sex with each other. So the the last time you had sex with Jaimee was in the end of October 2024,  and about that one occasion you also did post about here. But can I ask before that occasion at the end of October 2024 when did you have full sex with Jaimee before this event the last time? Do you remember the date? Can I ask how often did you have full penetrative sex with Jaimee in the past 9 months or so, actually??



Of all the things that I worry about, the thing what concerns me the most, and I have the impression that I'm not the only one who is especially concerned about this aspect, is that you and Jaimee don't have any sex with each other while you two are playing this risky game with Sipho. I mean it's not only about the pure phyisical connection between you and Jaimee, it's even more about the emotional connection that you and Jaimee share together when you two have sex with each other, when your cock is penetrating Jaimee, and that is totally missing between the two of you currently. Under no circumstances, I can imagine that this is something positive or  healthy for the relationship between you and Jaimee. Excuse me if I'm all doom and gloom, as some here expressed it, but you and Jaimee not having sex for all this time, I think you will see this later as an immense mistake that never should have happened. I think you should have full sex with Jaimee at least once or twice a week also during this "adventure" of Jaimee with Sipho. He really couldn't do anything about this, if you really would stand up to him. He certainly don't want to end this adventure with Jaimee already now, even if he would threat to do this, I'm sure this would be only façade on his part. He is maybe even more dependent on Jaimee than Jaimee is on him at this stage. So you actually have the power. In any case, to wait until end of May to have full sex with Jaimee again, not having the full emotional connection with Jaimee, than comes when you and Jaimee are making love with each other, until then this is simply not good.



And are you not also concerned about, that the kind of love Jaimee is feeling for you could change when you and her don't have sex with each other for such a long time? I mean, I'm absolutely sure that Jaimee will always feel love for you. But aren't you afraid about that Jaimee's love for you could change in this way in the future, that she no longer loves you and desires you as her man and lover, but that she more loves you and adores you in a kind of way like often a "little sister loves and adores her big brother"? It still would be love that Jaimee is feeling for you, but of course a very different kind of love. Aren't you afraid about this development, when you don't have sex with Jaimee for such a long time? I strongly assume you never want to happen that Jaimee's love for you changes in this way? In your place this would excactly be one of the biggest fears for me, that the love my wife is feeling for me would change in this way I described. 



And one last point, maybe I'm way of the mark here, but have you ever viewed from that perspective that Jaimee is pushing your boundaries exactly because she desires that you finally start to fight for to have full sex with her again? To show to her how much you love and desire her in this way, that you stand up against Sipho on this specific aspect, and that you no longer can go on one more day without having sex with her very regularly again? If you're accepting not to have sex with Jaimee for such a long time, not standing up against this, Jaimee could get more in more the impression that sex with her is actually not that essential for you? I mean I get more and more this impression.



Please excuse my very long text. What you and Jaimee do is of course only your decision. I simply don't want that anything bad happen to you and Jaimee and your marriage. Therefore, I recommend to, if you and Jaimee continue to explore all this thing with Sipho, also you have sex with Jaimee regularly during this time. And I really recommend to you and Jaimee to indeed cut everything with Sipho  in July going forwards.  Please forgive me if I have been too presumptuous in this message. I hope you can respond to my questions?




Post 1794 — scdiver

Sat Feb 08, 2025 1:06 am

Ky, you are getting warnings from some very diverse people. You will always have your backers but you need to listen to the warnings. 

Jaimee absolutely wants to continue as things are. She is even pushing Joanna at you again. Jaimee has separated her love from her sex and probably doesn't understand that you would have a problem separating love from sex. You have said that you are feeling NRE with Joanna.

Please, renegotiate with Sipho and Jaimee. If Jaimee really loves you like she claims, and I think she does, then they will give in. Use the art of negotiation.

You won't be sorry if you do.




Post 1795 — scdiver

Sat Feb 08, 2025 1:29 am

Ky, have you to read familycucks thread. His family breaks many of society taboos. Yet it is a compelling and hot read.

What makes it hot to me is that all members participate in most of the sex. Even if it is being locked up and watching. When was the last time Jaimee included you or even told you a to all that was done to her.

The other thing is the women aren't tatted with slave and come fuck me tats that need to be hidden from the kids.

If you get to go to Florida with your family, is Jaimee going to the beach in long pants and a sweat shirt? I know you are raising your kids as you think is correct, but as someone that has made some of the mistakes you two are making, I don't want you to go through the pain that I have. 

I could go on but I won't 

Good luck Ky, I pray for you.




Post 1796 — txrockdog

Sat Feb 08, 2025 1:49 am

I won’t write another long missive this time, but simply remind Ky that there is an ignore feature available here if there are posters crossing over the line from being helpful to being overbearingly demanding and insulting of he and his wife.  I for one look forward to more posts from Ky about what is happening with he and Jaimee/Lexi and fewer where he feels the need to defend himself and Jaimee against somebody else’s imagination of what is happening.




Post 1797 — Cgi69

Sat Feb 08, 2025 2:13 am

Txrockdog - Amen.




Post 1798 — FamilyCuckold

Sat Feb 08, 2025 2:39 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

What he said.




Post 1799 — scdiver

Sat Feb 08, 2025 3:48 am

Insulting or truthful?




Post 1800 — scdiver

Sat Feb 08, 2025 5:36 am

I don't mean to be harsh or cruel. Just truthful. I don't want Ky to go through what I did





Post 1801 — MustBeDenied2

Sat Feb 08, 2025 5:45 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

He’s repeatedly told you there is no need to worry.  He has been polite and respectful in his replies to your concerns. 



Perhaps it is time to drop it. Take a minute. Give it a couple of months and if you still have these concerns, express them again. And, if Ky once again says there’s no need to worry, then give it a couple more months. 



MBD




Post 1802 — sabya167

Sat Feb 08, 2025 8:51 am

Scdiver,   most respectfully ,   may I draw your attention  to a fact, a fundamental  basic difference  between  your  first marriage ( and I'm sorry  to learn about that) and  that of  KY and Jaimee.  And that is the  communication  part. The preparedness of the wife, the grooming  of the wife by the husband by making her read books, articles, stories about this lifestyle. Ky has meticulously groomed Jaimee. There must have been hundreds of pillow talks between them about the Perils and the Dangers of this arrangement. I remember a post of KY about a pillow talk mentioning  "" riding the cock carousel" and the " futility of starting  all over with a new guy" among other things. So here is a very battle ready, informed, aware, strong willed  and intelligent wife in the form of Jaimee,  fully aware of the possible potential but very real derailments and accidents. So much so, that I think Jaimee could be more watchful than KY. Because  she is the rock of KY at home and the anchor of the household. 



You haven't told us that you had the same situation,  dynamics,

communication, etc. with your wife in your first marriage (again, I'm very sorry to hear about that).




Post 1803 — all4fun

Sat Feb 08, 2025 9:56 am

It's human nature to project one's own thoughts and feelings to fill in the gaps when dealing with highly interesting and intense situations like that of Jaimee and Ky.  



Classic, "This is what you should do man, or this is what'd I'd do bro."



Again, we probably know less than 1% of what happens in Ky and Jaimee's life.  There are 8,736 hours in one year.  If Ky has conveyed more than 87 hours of how they have spent their time in the last year I'd be surprised.  



We don't know what transpires in the majority of their lives, and only what Ky is generous enough to share with us.  We can only project.



From his writings it sounds like they spend a lot of their time together as a family, and are completely solid there.  For that, we must take his word.  



Still, this is 100% behavior modification on Sipho's part, but Jaimee and Ky talked this over almost a year ago and agreed to go down this path.  The thing is, they knew exactly what they were potentially getting into.  Somehow, people are surprised that they are doing this? It was discussed and agreed upon with Jaimee even commenting on how extreme it was.  It was spelled out for them.  Giving Sipho control over Jaimee was a conscious and voluntary decision by both of them.  



This is not unheard of.  There are many accounts of women, and wives, giving complete control to a dominant bull.  Hell, my own wife and I have discussed what this may look like and dabbled with a tiny bit, with a bull sending her messages, videos, stories, and suggesting certain behaviors, which have truthfully had quite an impact on her.  So, I know this shit works.  



Also, what can be done with behavior can also be undone, not always easily though.  The body modifications may stay behind.  Some memento's I suppose. Just stay safe along the crazy adventure.  



Ky, this is yours and Jaimee's life, live it the way you want.  Fly the wingsuit, race the motorcycle, climb the mountain, base jump from the bridge, ski the canyon.   Only you know your risk tolerance.



I would be sad if one of my friends passed in a back country avalanche, but that does not mean I am going to tell them don't do it.  They know the risk, they enjoy the rush.  It's their decision.




Post 1804 — Guest

Sat Feb 08, 2025 2:14 pm

With all due respect to all the articulate posters here on Ky's thread, I find it somewhat amusing to see so many men debating what will happen to Ky and Jaimee how they should do it all.  Debate is good, but they will do what they will.  The posts that offer real concerns to Ky and suggestions and observations are all useful in my eye and I think in Ky's as well.  But the debates between readers about what they should do is amusing.  Just my thoughts.



Rascal




Post 1805 — Guest

Sun Feb 09, 2025 5:41 am

I really appreciate your post regarding the lack of background on Sipho. I see your point too. A lot of us followers of your story have "filled in" the void with our preconceptions of Sipho. It's easy to fall into the belief that Sipho's intentions are without any regard to your marriage. I can also imagine that it will be difficult to change that perception for your readers without a better understanding of Sipho. It has been easy for us to demonize Sipho to varying degrees much as anyone would any adversary from an action movie.




Post 1806 — Cgi69

Sun Feb 09, 2025 7:34 am

Hello Ky. Just writing to offer a heartfelt thanks for all the hard work keeping us updated on your adventures with Jaimee. I have followed your story for years and it is one of the main reasons I frequently return to this site.



There are times in my life when I feel that I connect with an author in some unexpected way. I feel connected to various elements of your story. I was once a crazy Crossfit fanatic in the same way Jaimee was. I swear there were a couple of women in my Crossfit classes that had something going on with a few of the coaches on the side. Your writing about Jaimee and Wade drove me crazy. There was something about those Crossfit folks, me included, that wanted to feel intensity. Felt like I connected with that aspect of Jaimees personality.



At some point, I think you mentioned having a Boxer dog. We have had Boxers for years. Love them. 



I am a male from the US Midwest. I have a female British friend. When she rolls-out her southwest UK, slightly posh accent – she can twist me around her finger. She could probably get me to do just about anything. I think you have remarked a time-or-two about Jaimee using the accent on you. I feel you.



In a few posts from 2018(?), you mention Jaimee sitting on the couch with Wade and playing with his cock right in front of you. Maybe even sucking it and then fucking him as part of a casual, normal activity while talking about the days’ events or watching TV. This absolutely blew my mind. A long running fantasy for me. Something I would love to see my wife doing.



These little details have drawn me further into your story. 



Your latest adventure with Sipho is so hot. The idea of another man taking control of your wife for a while and making her a cock slut -  amazing!! 

I am just a wannabe cuck at this point, but I might be fairly close to actually jumping in. Wife does not seem to be opposed. Reading your stories all these years has given me some way to live vicariously through you and Jaimee’s adventures while wrestling with my own kinks. Stay strong and enjoy the ride. Thanks again and I am looking forward to more posts.




Post 1807 — mick_flow

Sun Feb 09, 2025 7:41 am

The sky is not falling. If you’ve read my previous comments you will see that I had been concerned, but after reading Ky’s reply, I believe him when he says everything is good.



The psychology approach, and the training of Jaimee to associate pleasure with Sipho, I’d forgotten those posts. I know Ky finds it hot, so do I… I’m guessing many of us share a similar fantasy…



But it does make you think, if I were Sipho, and using this technique… then the name Lexi is a great way to get Jaimee into the right frame of mind. 



And… that double date with Joanna & Ky, Lexi & Sipho… I’m viewing that in a different light to when I first read it. Sipho made a comment about Ky & Joanna looking like a great couple. If I’m Sipho, I’m an opportunist, and I’m not directing the comment at Ky, I’m directing that comment at Lexi… and I’m using that as continued brain washing, something like - “look how your husband is turned on and is directing his desire at Joanna… just like your desire is mine”… it was laying the mental ground work for what was to come after the double date.



I’d be awesome to hear more about Sipho, and what he and Jaimee get up together. I know it’s mentioned that he might share that, and it would be awesome.



I’m actually beginning to really like Sipho. In a devious kinda way. The older posts about him being a brainwashing cock-hypnotist (sorry evening typing that made me giggle) got me thinking. If you were Sipho what would you do? - I mean, he’s got a husband and wife who are both super turned on at the idea of the wife being sexually focused on him. And he’s slowly working on both of them. Getting Jaimee sexually focused on him, and to see his desires as a way for her to receive pleasure. To thrill them both with the idea of making Jaimee feel this way permanently. Getting Jaimee to crave not just him, but to take on his desires. To make Jaimee feel owned by him, protected by him, to see sexual release, and safety in him. To see ky as home, as safety, as the comfort of routine, of family of kids, kitchen, and the house. But not as a sexual desire.



Then limit ky and Jaimee’s sexual intercourse. Focus on making Jaimee only see Sipho for sexual pleasure. To do the brainwashing bit you’d want to make sure she only achieves a O with Sipho. The next stage would be to work on getting Jaimee and Ky to slowly reduce all sexual interactions. Ky has desires as any man does and as a cuck he knows kys excited about the changes in his wife, so he needs to get ky focused on another, and get Jaimee focused completely on him. Sipho will be aiming for that point when Jaimee completely disassociates sex and Ky. To the point where she just doesn’t see ky that way at all. At that stage he can remove the limitations on sexual intercourse. But will Jaimee want Ky at that point? - or will the only way she can be aroused by Ky be when Sipho tells her she should be? - or when she thinks of Sipho when she’s with Ky?



Ahh, interesting mental experiment… I’ve no freaking clue, but my imagination is running away with me…



Looking forward to the next update Ky!




Post 1808 — fgare

Sun Feb 09, 2025 9:40 pm

↳ Replying to: mick_flow

Years ago I found this website as a member of a BDSM community, and followed threads in order to better understand a person's mentality when in particular frames of mind. Arousal, sub-space, essentially putting the lizard brain in charge while the higher brain is simply an audience to things. But this post here - the one I quoted - probably is why I will never fully understand.



There is so much flowery prose around being "a rock", or "anchor", or "person holding a kite string." What mickflow has described is essentially becoming, in common parlance, a BFF. Marriage in name/legal contract only, with absolutely no other connection except what would be had with a BFF. So, my question becomes, why stay married? If Jillian/Jaimee/Lexi is so enamored or fixated on Sipho for physical intimacy, emotional fulfillment of her role as a slut via satisfying her desires via all of the men he brings to her, and she only relies on her current husband for so-called "anchor" or spousal support (i.e. the BFF), why stay married?



You enjoy the fact that a third party, Sipho, is actively separating a married couple, Jaimee and Ky, from being, wholly and completely, a married couple. Separated completely from needing, and wanting, physical intimacy with each other. You celebrate that disconnection? Again, I've never been a sadist, nor do I think I'll ever fully understand why someone wouldn't just divorce and let someone be free in these circumstances. But to wholeheartedly wish such a complete disconnection? Justification via flowery prose the likes of "he's her rock, her anchor" is, in vulgar terms, bullshit. 



But that's just me, and as I said, I don't know much so don't mind me.




Post 1809 — Goodboy66

Mon Feb 10, 2025 8:30 am

I'm admittedly not in the lifestyle but follow the forum for mild titillation. My curiosity is why wouldn't Jaimee fuck Ky's brains out daily and just not tell sipho.




Post 1810 — wannabecUKold

Mon Feb 10, 2025 9:58 am

↳ Replying to: Goodboy66

The buzz of the rules is that they are obeyed. Especially by the wife in the face of all the husband’s pleading. Otherwise the balloon bursts. And the husband won’t get the angst he craves.




Post 1811 — txrockdog

Mon Feb 10, 2025 10:03 am

↳ Replying to: fgare

For sure there are parts of the whole cuckold lifestyle that don’t make any sense if you don’t share the somewhat masochistic kink for the lifestyle.  I am not in the lifestyle and I am not sure I could survive the insecurity of watching my wife with another man who fucked her better than I could.  What keeps me coming here is a fascination with the women of the lifestyle who embrace their sexuality way beyond the typical.  Along the way, I have seen various well written accounts from cucks trying to explain what they get out of the kink.  One of the best was from Subguy80 who explained how he got a thrill from that gut wrenching sensation of being humiliated by his wife with another man.



It is a sensation that makes me rock hard to read somebody else describe their experiences with, but one that I would never want to experience for myself.  In Ky’s case, he gets off on that sensation of his wife turning to another man.  So if Jaimee goes out and gets sexually destroyed by Sipho, it is a sexual experience for Ky when she comes home and tells him all about it while he jacks off hearing about it.  He is not having penetrative sex with her, but the moments they share together are undeniably intimate in sharing the kink.  I personally don’t see the benefit of long term denial as Ky is currently enduring, but if part of their kink together is denial then it is sexual by its nature.



For me, the threads that just seem sad are the ones like that of deepdownwannabe and his wife.  He apparently approached her about the lifestyle and she gave him the ultimatum of “If I do this, I will do it my way and there is no stopping once we start.”  And she took it all the way to permanent chastity for her husband, her boyfriend has moved into their house and now lives in the master bedroom while the husband lives in the basement forbidden from even seeing his wife naked.  Along the way, when questioned about if he was enjoying it, all he would ever communicate was that he had agreed to let his wife go down this path so now he couldn’t stop it.  His posts became shorter and less informative with time and eventually his wife took over the thread pretty much entirely.  It was clear that there was no opportunity for him to get any sexual gratification from what his wife was doing.  It was not a “enhancement to their own marriage and love life, it just destroyed their sex life and replaced it with a different one for her.



I don’t see the same thing occurring with Ky and Jaimee.  They have safe words and can stop each other at any time.  They do still interact sexually even when Ky is denied penetration with her.  I personally think 6 months is too long for the long term health of their relationship, and doubt either of them will agree to let it extend or reoccur to that degree after June.  But they do still have a intimate sexual connection and what they do together and with others is aimed at giving both of them sexual pleasure to one degree or another.  If it ever becomes entirely one sided to the degree that one of them is getting nothing out of it, then I fully expect them both to stop.  Jaimee’s enjoyment of Lexi is possible because she knows Ky enjoys the idea of her as Lexi and the focus of her sexuality on somebody else.  If she felt he was sitting at home gloomy and brooding all day and was no longer interested in hearing what she got up to, she would lose interest in being Lexi.  Because it would only be for her.  They are in this together and constantly communicate about each other’s happiness.  I don’t see any relationship based on that as destined for doom.




Post 1812 — fgare

Mon Feb 10, 2025 6:46 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

txrockdog, I understand your perspective. I'm also familiar with Subguy80's story, and he's now happily living a poly lifestyle in a northern state. What I do not understand is the cheerleading of what would effectively be an ending of a marriage, in favor of what is essentially a friendship without benefits. I've known sadists. I've seen them bring masochists to the edge of pleasure in which they can see beyond the edges of the Universe. Being "sexually destroyed" by a third party does not preclude the marital partner from either having any say in, or, being allowed to offer input. If she wants to be sexually destroyed and dominated, ok, fine. If she wants to do that and no longer views her husband as a husband - isn't that bad for the reasons they chose to be married?



I personally know a woman well known around town for being open to virtually anything. She has no safe word. She loves all attention and accepts all attention. She does not meet with single men anymore because they are simply not enough. Her husband now only arranges group meetings. But while "Foxy" pushes all sorts of limits, she'd never agree to most of what is happening with Jaimee. Group sex? Not a problem. Denial to her husband? Normal because her husband prefers it on a limited basis. But, piercings without telling her husband, tattoos without saying what they will be, taking her away during a get together with friends? Hard stop. Those would require husband's input. That's a marriage. That's not a BFF relationship because a BFF would be more for advice, and not necessarily a hard safe word.



So, while I understand your excitement of the lifestyle, I'm viewing what is currently occurring in this thread through the lens of knowing a woman who is absolutely to open to all kinds of sex - with her husband's approval - but even she draws the line at what is going on here. I just don't understand why others would celebrate or hope for a complete breakdown in the marital bond in favor of some third party. Again, I am in the perspective of someone with no proclivities towards this, and I only read these stories to better understand individuals I meet. So, what I say may be complete horseshit and my view entirely myopic.




Post 1813 — Ky_Da

Tue Feb 11, 2025 12:23 pm

I thought I'd write down a few random thoughts before I start on my update...



My wife Jaimee and I have been living our cuckold fantasy for ten years now. It's taken me ages to come to terms with this part of who I am, and candidly, I still battle with it from time to time. It's an extreme game, isn't it? Pushing your wife into the arms of another man, hoping he'll ring her bell in ways you can't; I grapple with the morality of it all, the raw lust that courses through me knowing she's with someone else, and the fear that my encouragement might push others into a lifestyle they're not prepared for.



Being completely honest is tough; I've shared a lot here, but there's still so much I keep buried, afraid of judgment, of letting some of you down. The truth is, while I'm perpetually on edge about where this is all heading, I fucking love it at the same time. I've read your comments, some twice, some thrice, many urging me to throw in the towel, to use the safe word and end the game. I know those comments come from a place of care, and I respect that, but I'm not ready to stop. I've made a commitment to Jaimee to see this through, and I'm determined to stick by that.



Jaimee and I, we have these deep talks. Our intimacy is unique, shaped by this dynamic. The thought that her body now belongs to her lover, her Daddy, is so fucking arousing, it gets me hard just thinking about it. The tattoos, they were more than I was prepared for. I knew she'd get some, but not the extent. She's adorned with more ink than I've let on, each one a testament to her submission, but I've held back because the comments sometimes get too much for me.



I've been mulling over what I want from this platform. It used to be a release, a way to sort through my thoughts, but now I feel I need to censor myself, worried about judgment, about shame. I'm enjoying this current phase of our game just as much as Jaimee, though the health of our marriage always lingers in my mind like a shadow. The thought of losing her to Sipho or another man fills me with dread, even turns my stomach.



It's late, the kids are tucked away, and Joanna's at her parents'. Jaimee, nude, sits at our piano, playing a piece she adores by Ludovico Einaudi. I can see her from here, her back decorated with more than just the orchid tattoos on her hip that I've written about; there's intricate linework and shapes tracing up her sides. She's the epitome of contradiction—smart, sophisticated, yet completely enthralled by being Sipho's submissive, a woman who shares herself sexually more freely with each passing day.



The music resonates through the family room, each note struck with precision, beauty in timing. I watch her sway, her body moving with the melody she pulls from that black Yamaha piano she saved for over years. Soon, I'll carry her to bed, where I'll worship her with my tongue, tasting a pussy I don't get to claim anymore. I'll look at the marks on her breast, her lower calf, her inner wrist, each tattoo a reminder that I've given Sipho permission to own her in ways I never could. 



That moment of agreement during an intense bout of passion still echoes in my mind—the look in her eyes when I consented to Sipho marking her, it was a leap into the abyss of this game. We've never ventured this deep before, and we both know it's more perilous than ever, yet the thrill, the intensity, is too intoxicating to abandon.



I'm fascinated by watching her pussy stretch around a larger cock, knowing she's grown accustomed to sizes beyond my own. I've long accepted that even if we ended this game, she might never find satisfaction with me again. This thought isn't new; it's been years in the making. I've somewhat resigned myself to the idea that we'll be playing some version of this game into our future. The look in her eyes as she's first taken, that initial penetration, the overwhelming intensity—it's something I crave to witness, to feel through her. Her body tensing, muscles contracting, the way she curls up into herself with the force of her orgasms—it's all part of this dark, thrilling ballet.



A couple of nights ago, after the kids were in bed, we were watching a film when Sipho texted. Lexi, as she's known to him, checked with me. I gave the go-ahead, and she replied, eager for play. Sipho came to our house, he was short on time. He had Jaimee stand, undress, and face the wall by the telly. I could see he was pent up; it had been days since Lexi was with him, and he needed this release.



He was quick; he pressed her against the wall, her breasts flattening against it. He rubbed his cock against her pussy for lubrication, and she started to moan immediately. 



"You can use my pussy," Lexi murmured. "I miss your cock in my pussy."



Sipho only grunted, pulling back, aligning with her ass instead.



"Oh, please use my pussy, Daddy," Lexi whined, her voice thick with desire. "It's been so long."



But Sipho had other plans. "You still haven't learned to enjoy this as much in your arse as you do your cunt." He pushed the head of his cock into her, and I watched, my heart racing, ready to leap upstairs if I heard the slightest sound from the children's room.



He started slow, but soon was thrusting with vigor. Lexi bit her forearm to stifle her cries, her body shaking under his force. When squatting became cumbersome, Sipho lifted her off her feet, holding her against the wall, fucking her until she was almost screaming. The strain got to him, so he moved to the couch, dropping her into my lap, her back to my chest, her tattoos and piercings on full display. Sipho continued, taking her ass while I held her, nearly coming just from the sight.



Lexi went silent for a moment, her mouth open in a silent scream before her body began to shudder with an intense orgasm. Sipho announced his own climax, pulling out to spill over her breasts and stomach, some dripping to her bare pussy, disappearing between her thighs. With a satisfied sigh, he stepped back, leaving the last drops to fall.



"Good girl," he said, dressing quickly and leaving.



Fuck, it was intense, fast. Once he was gone, Lexi had me strip, and she rubbed Sipho's cum between us, sliding down to give me an unforgettable blow job. She was still buzzing from the encounter, needing more, which I gave her. Later, as we lay in bed, I felt it shake—she was pleasuring herself, no longer shy about her needs. If she wants to masturbate, she does it, even if she thinks I'm asleep, making sure I get the rest I need, but I know she'd keep going if I stayed awake, driven by her insatiable desire.



I appreciate your comments, your engagement. I'm still figuring this out, but I think about your words often. Please bear with me as I navigate these complex emotions and desires.




Post 1814 — David52

Tue Feb 11, 2025 12:49 pm

Thank you Kt. I think of you often.




Post 1815 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Tue Feb 11, 2025 12:56 pm

Awesome update Ky. Thank you for continuing to share your story with the forum. I say...post away. Don't let the detractors dissuade you. This is your life and if you're comfortable with it, then share as much as you can/want. You have more people for you than against.  We love your updates.




Post 1816 — cyw

Tue Feb 11, 2025 1:20 pm

Thank you Ky for this update describing the hot scene between Sipho and Lexi. 

You are the reason I came back to this forum almost everyday to check for your updates even when you went radio silent a couple of times. Your lifestyle is what I crave but can't fulfill in real life. So it remains a dark fantasy that only through your writing and sharing I feel a sense of involvement. For that I am eternally grateful.

I see that many readers have suggested some pictures of Lexi with her new rings and tattoos and I guess we probably wont see it due to privacy issue. So maybe we can ask you for some more descriptions of the previously non-mentioned tattoos?




Post 1817 — txrockdog

Tue Feb 11, 2025 1:24 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Beautiful Ky.  Please don’t let the negative voices turn to judgement in your mind.  Use the foe function to ignore the ones you can’t let go of in your mind.  With Lexi’s new unabashed stance towards her sexuality, is there any chance at all she would let you post some photos of her new decorations for us?




Post 1818 — mick_flow

Tue Feb 11, 2025 1:29 pm

That was epic!




Post 1819 — Wistful

Tue Feb 11, 2025 3:06 pm

“Masterclass” should commission Ky as expert presenter on how to live life as a cuckhold.



Or rather, maybe Jaimee should be hired as expert presenter on how to be the complete cuckholdress.



Better yet, together they could present lessons on experiencing the full cuckhold lifestyle. But perhaps that’s already being accomplished by this thread.




Post 1820 — mundyman

Tue Feb 11, 2025 4:28 pm

Thank you again Ky for a most honest and truthful post. It’s very raw in your shared emotions and feelings.

Thank you for taking the time me to write it and share it.



Quick question. You mention that Jaimie has more ink than you’ve described. I was actually wondering if Sipho has had her get tats on the back of thighs like you see some pornstars get?

With things like Fuck on on leg and Me on the other.

Or Cum Slut, Daddy’s Whore, or other versions of those ideas. Or the ribbons and bows on the back of the thighs.

All very hot to think about.




Post 1821 — Goodboy66

Tue Feb 11, 2025 5:32 pm

Delete




Post 1822 — Guest

Tue Feb 11, 2025 5:46 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Thank you for this insight! I would imagine that as intense as your experience has been there will be things you will NEVER admit to ANYONE. There will be details in your recollection that will be better left to fade from your memory. The fact that there are things you feel you need to censor speaks to the notion that you anticipate the shame and judgement that will follow. That in itself cuts both ways, one in that you expect people will think you're taking extreme risks and urge caution and two, that you don't want to be scrutinized for being foolish while unable to help yourself from going further and further into the rabbit hole.



It's only my opinion but, holding on to the sense of shame and judgement means you haven't lost that part of yourself. Your personality hasn't transformed into someone you no longer recognize. If you became callous to the shame and judgement that void left behind would be filled with ambivalence. It would be a step towards a "new" you with new wider boundaries to heighten the risk and repeat the cycle.



I'm anxious to find out about the trip you had planned. Since this is a retelling I don't know if it has occurred yet or not. There's still a potential end to this game or an extension to it. You can't quit now! I vow to not shame or judge for what that's worth. Thanks again for the story, it's a good one and told well!




Post 1823 — elina

Tue Feb 11, 2025 7:54 pm

Thank you Ky



I think of you often.

Sometimes I feel unable to reply to your posts since I am not quite sure how to articulate my thoughts, and also because I suspect there are so many other things that I am not aware of that might make my reflections meaningless to you. 



The part of your most recent message that I enjoyed the most is your confirmation that even if you have shared a lot, there are still things you may have wanted to share but have held back for fear of condemnation from some readers here. I think that is a pity. We should not be here to condemn others. We should in my opinion all be here to seek to understand and respect others. In particular those who have gone into areas we ourselves have not. 



Please continue to update. 



Sincerely

elina




Post 1824 — offendedgame

Tue Feb 11, 2025 8:46 pm

We love you!




Post 1825 — out_of_ideas

Tue Feb 11, 2025 9:18 pm

Wow. What an intense encounter.  Thank you for sharing




Post 1826 — Rogueuser1

Tue Feb 11, 2025 11:16 pm

Amazing - thanks for sharing. Please don't worry about the shame and judgement --- share away as you want to share without fear. You will have to ignore some off the assholes but the rest of us will be here to support you.




Post 1827 — sabya167

Wed Feb 12, 2025 2:34 am

That was CLASSIC and VINTAGE  KY.......at its peak and very best.

Sometimes I think which one I like more....the events that you describe or the way you describe them....the personality that is reflected through your writings...so adorable...can't  ever match you in either the events or the writings.....because I don't  have your personality...God the depth you have shown, both as a person

And in this game....the depth you have...the stomach you have...can't ever match them.




Post 1828 — all4fun

Wed Feb 12, 2025 2:42 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

This may be the most alarming thing I took from this past post.  Ignore the noise Ky.





Romans 2:1-3: "For in passing judgment on another you condemn yourself"




Post 1829 — veub

Wed Feb 12, 2025 3:01 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

The simple solution is to ignore the posters, like me, with cautionary posts. 

Play only to those who would like nothing more than a story about Sipho and friends running a train on your ass. That will provide plenty of jerk-off material for them.




Post 1830 — ResponsibullCummings

Wed Feb 12, 2025 3:10 am

My I don't think anyone is looking to make you feel shame or judging you for your choices. I doubt there is a single person that doesn't find your story super hot. I think it's a credit to your writing style. Over the years everyone has a good feeling about who they think you and Jaimee.  We like you both and care about you and your kids and want you to stay together forever. Anything that's negative is just genuine concern and it seems you are dealing with some of the same worries. I don't think anyone thinks of Jaimee as being a bad person. I think people are just worried Sippho is using operant conditioning on her to change her into Lexi permanently and that Jaimee will eventually be lost. That's just worst case fear and hopefully it doesn't happen. It's really impressive that total strangers are so invested and concerned for you so I hope instead of feeling shame that you can focus on the positive of the way people are trying to look out for you.  



The last install,ent was so hot. I can see why you are both hooked on this part of your journey and want to keep going. It would have maybe been even hotter if you had been able to write about anal only month as it seems like that was too much for her but it seems she really enjoyed the other night maybe because you were there to witness and share it with her. 



You have made it clear you know the risks and you are loving it so I hope everyone will respect that and let you tell you story as it unfolds.i hope you will reconsider and share more of the details you haven't shared and maybe even some of the past parts of the journey you have skipped. I am curious if there is a line left you won't cross? I think the tattoos are probably here to stay but so far they seem to be in places that Jaimee can hide them. The next big step might be outing them in places them can't be concealed is that something you have discussed?it could be the tipppimg point where she becomes more Lexi than Jaimee. What do you see happening when the 6 months is up? Is exetending your pussy free time an option or is that a hard no?



It would surely be a tragedy if you stopped writing or held back out of fear of being judged. You are on a cuck forum and a self proclaimed cuck-oholic aomplease continue on. We all are hoping nothing but the best for you both.




Post 1831 — shadowtantra

Wed Feb 12, 2025 8:01 am

Echoing many others here and all those who read and don't post, this is your story that you get to tell and share in any way you want to.  You have the power.  Your story is powerful and your writing is excellent.  I feel both your anxiety and your arousal and appreciate how all this plays out in life, your marriage, family and friends.  I hope you continue to share your story in the way that is best for you.




Post 1832 — KHRunner

Wed Feb 12, 2025 12:21 pm

We don't post much either, but have enjoyed following along. I'd love to hear more about the tattoos and the challenging parts you haven't shared. 



In terms of judgement from others... it only matters if you allow it to matter.



Thanks for sharing your journey with this forum.




Post 1833 — mick_flow

Wed Feb 12, 2025 8:44 pm

I’d love a description of Jaimee / Lexie’s tattoos too. You’ve hasted glimpses of them at various points in time. I keep trying to imagine whole ensemble - but it’s difficult.




Post 1834 — Jacko

Thu Feb 13, 2025 9:19 am

Hi Ky,

Definitely hope you keep sharing your journey. As someone living the reverse life in a way (very vanilla marriage life, me as a Brit living in the US with an American wife) I greatly enjoy seeing things from your perspective and your glimpses of adjustment to UK life.

As others have said, please feel open to share your inner fantasies/thoughts/turmoil without judgment. 



Thanks for everything so far and best wishes!




Post 1835 — Ky_Da

Sat Feb 15, 2025 2:23 pm

Hey all, 



The following posts are a bit jumbled on the timeline of events. I wrote the top part after I'd already written the lower part. I hope it's not too hard to follow. 



To start, let me hit a couple of questions that have been asked. First, picture. As I've stated before, that for us is a no-go, apologies. Sharing photos isn't something we're comfortable with. Once a picture's out there, it's permanent, and with AI constantly advancing, privacy becomes a real concern (I can feel some of you rolling your eyes at that last comment). I also enjoy keeping this narrative in text. I've discovered a passion for writing, trying to capture scenes, emotions, and descriptions in words. While a picture might speak a thousand words, I find crafting those words much more engaging. It's a creative challenge that stimulates my mind and has become a source of joy for me, so I'll see what I can do to provide a better description. 



I other night I lay in bed, the dim light of my cell phone's screen casting shadows across the room as I scroll through my phone. The sound of water stopped, and moments later, Jaimee entered from the loo, her silhouette framed by the bathroom door. She was freshly showered, droplets of water still clung to her skin. My eyes traced her form, taking in each tattoo, each piercing, layers of ink and metal telling stories of her transformation into Lexi. The Queen of Spades on her breast and her calf, the delicate chain around her ankle, the initials 'SI' on her wrist, the orchids that cover most of her hip... all of them meaningful symbols of Lexi's emergence.  



As she approached, my attention was immediately drawn to her latest tattoo. It covered her lower back and sides with a striking design, a fusion of modern tribal art and abstract expressionism. Starting at the base of her spine, a stylized serpent made of thick, bold lines began its ascent. These lines twisted and curved, branching into patterns of interlocking triangles and circles. From there, the lines spread outward, snaking towards her sides where they grew finer, following the natural curve of her body up towards her breasts. The upper back was left blank, a canvas for potential future tattoos, although Jaimee had been considering images and sketches, we'd decided to take a break from adding more for now. We wanted to make sure any further tattoos weren't just a spur-of-the-moment thrill. The tattoo's black ink, with subtle metallic highlights, caught the light, giving it a dynamic quality. She felt it was more than just ink, it was something of a narrative, bold and detailed,  and it wrapped around her like a second layer of skin.



Jaimee, nestled against me, caught a glimpse of what I was looking at. "What's got you so engrossed, then?" she asked, her voice playful, tinged with curiosity.



I hesitated for a moment, then handed her my phone. "Someone on ourhotwives posted me these images for Lexi... it's anime art."



She took the phone, her eyes widening as she scrolled through images of women with exaggerated, voluptuous features, each adorned with tattoos that screamed eroticism—black spades, explicit phrases, and designs that left little to the imagination. The most striking was an image where a woman's areola was surrounded by tiny black sperm, all swimming towards her nipple as if on a mission.



Jaimee held up her own breast, her fingers tracing the edge of her nipple ring. "Would you like it if I got something like this, then?" she teased, her eyes locked onto mine with a mischievous glint.



"No," I replied, trying to sound firm, but my voice betrayed me with a note of excitement.



She arched an eyebrow, her smile growing wider. "Oh, come on, Ky. I reckon you'd bloody love it." Her tone was teasing, her hand still holding her breast, emphasizing the point.



"It's just fantasy, Jaimee," I protested, but my gaze lingered on her, on the idea of her pushing the provocative art even more than she already had. 



She laughed softly, flipping through more images, each one more daring than the last. "But you'd fancy it if I looked like this, wouldn't you? Covered in more sexual tattoos that tell everyone what a cheeky girl I am?" Her voice was sultry, the kind that sent shivers down my spine.



I swallowed hard, my mind racing with the images, with the thought of Jaimee further embracing this wild, untamed version of herself. "I... it's not about what I want. It." I managed to say, my words weak against her playful challenge.



She leaned in closer, her breath hot against my ear. "Maybe I want it too. Maybe I want to see the look on your face when I show off these tattoos. Imagine me walking around with little black sperm all over my tits, Ky. Would that get you all hot and bothered?"



The thought was intoxicating, the taboo of it all stirring something deep within me. "Jaimee," I whispered, my voice thick with desire, "you're playing with fire."



She giggled, a sound that mixed innocence with pure seduction. "Maybe I like the burn, innit? What if I got one here?" She pointed to a spot just above her pubic bone, where the anime girl had a bold declaration inked. "Would you love to see that every time you undressed me, or are you just taking the piss?"



I couldn't help but imagine it, the eroticism of it all overwhelming. "You're teasing me," I said, though my body's response was clear.



"Am I, though?" she purred, scrolling to another image where a woman's back was a tapestry of erotic symbols. "Look at this one, proper naughty that is. Wouldn't that be something?"



"Quit teasing. Those tattoos are too extreme, even for you."



She laughed, a light, teasing sound. "Oh, you never know, Ky." 



Those words rang with an unsettling truth, stirring both desire and dread within me. We said our goodnights, turning away from each other, but sleep eluded me, leaving me to wrestle with our 'game' and the profound changes it had wrought in Jaimee over the past year. It began with her occasional self-pleasure, her thoughts increasingly consumed by Sipho. The thrill was in the idea of Jaimee seeking her sexual fulfillment from him more than from me, her husband. We'd read about couples making this transformation from fantasy to reality, and we decided to venture into that territory.



This part of our game proved the most challenging, the line between pretense and reality blurring dangerously. Role-playing at a bar, pretending to be strangers for a night, was titillating but fleeting; it lacked the depth of true surrender. To make it feel real, I had to relinquish control, giving Jaimee the freedom to explore within boundaries we set. This freedom often led to mistakes, moments where we pushed too far, necessitating a reset of our boundaries.



Jaimee reading my written fantasies, this thread, and stories I like to read, gave her insights into my desires. But this wasn't just about fulfilling my fantasies; she discovered her own pleasures, sometimes venturing into territories that left me feeling uneasy or unprepared. This brought us back to her masturbation. Initially, it was a rare occurrence, but now, it was a daily ritual. In the beginning, a night with Sipho or others would satiate her for days, but that time dwindled, her hunger for sex growing insatiable. Now, if she wasn't getting laid, she became restless, her body betraying her need with every anxious twitch.



We talked about this change a lot. At first, she dismissed my observations, but as she paid more attention, she couldn't deny the truth in them. We're now working on creating space, small breaks to cool the intensity of her desires, to prevent her from being consumed by the fervor of our game. It's a delicate balance, ensuring the thrill doesn't overwhelm our lives, trying to maintain the spark without letting it burn us down. Easier said than done. 



I began writing the following section a few weeks ago, which might make the timeline in today's post a bit confusing. I apologize for that. My writing process involves jotting down a few paragraphs at a time, and as days and weeks pass, the narrative evolves. What I feel one day might be resolved by the next, but I aim to capture these shifts as authentically as I can.



The tension at home this past week has been palpable, each discussion about 'Lexi' thickening the air with unspoken fears and desires. I've been on the brink of using my safe word for days, aware that it could lead to mutual destruction. What if I speak it, and Jaimee disregards it? Or what if she acknowledges it but then finds her pleasure elsewhere, behind my back? I have no real reason to think she'd do that, but my mind loves to dive into these dark possibilities. I'm always bracing for that proverbial shoe to drop.



The tension boiled over into a heated argument the other night, and in my frustration, I sought solace in Joanna. With Jaimee at work and the kids at the lunch table, I found Joanna in the bathroom, bending her over the counter. It was a quick, intense encounter, the kind that leaves you breathless, the release feeling like pure salvation. We both needed it, the absence of our last coupling leaving us desperate for the taste, the touch, the raw physical connection.



"Sorry if that was all of a sudden," I said, breathless, pulling out and helping her straighten up.



"Oh, I didn't mind," Joanna replied with a sly smile, pulling her knickers back into place, smoothing her dress. "I could tell you've been a bit wound up."



"Yeah," I admitted, zipping up, wishing I had the time to take her to bed for the rest of the day. "I hope you don't feel I just used you for sex. I needed it, and you looked stunning this morning. You drive me mad sometimes."



"I feel the same about you," she said, her hand briefly caressing my still-sensitive cock through my pants.



I felt a blush rise, attempting to hide it. "I'm glad. I know I'm average at best."



"You're the perfect size for me," Joanna reassured, giving me a chaste kiss on the cheek. "Your wife might chase after the big ones, but not me. I wouldn't go near someone like Sipho."



Watching her leave, my desire only grew stronger. The ongoing drought of sex with Jaimee was wearing me down. Some might adapt to this lifestyle, but I haven't. Jaimee offers hand jobs and blow jobs whenever I want, but they're like fast food—quick satisfaction without the nourishment.



Later that night, Jaimee offered a blow job, and I wasn't about to say no. She pulled down my pants with a practiced ease, her mouth enveloping me, both familiar and intoxicating. She's become a master of oral pleasure, able to bring me to climax in minutes or prolong it indefinitely, keeping me at her mercy.



But that night, she paused, letting me slip from her lips. "You've been with Joanna today. I can taste and smell her on you," she said, her voice a blend of satisfaction and challenge. "I'm glad. You should be with her more."



"Jaimee," I sighed, trying to stand on some moral ground, "I'm married to you. It's not fair to her—" My words were cut short as she resumed with even more vigor, her skilled mouth ending the conversation abruptly. The intensity was too much; my release was swift and overwhelming.



Jaimee swallowed effortlessly, then went to the bathroom to get ready for bed, leaving me in a whirlwind of awe and confusion. I watched her, her hair longer than ever, nearly touching the curve of her ass, partially hiding the new tattoos that now decorated her body.



Her back and sides were a canvas of tribal designs, erotic in their suggestion. The tattoos started from her lower back, intricate patterns that seemed to move like waves or flames, reaching up her sides towards her breasts. Each line and curve was an invitation, the dark ink against her skin both primitive and profoundly seductive. These tattoos were not just art; they were a manifesto of her sexuality, a rebellion against societal norms, an embrace of Lexi. They painted the picture of a woman who had shed all inhibitions, perhaps caught in the grip of sexual addiction, where each tattoo was another step into her own temptation, transforming her into the very embodiment of sin and seduction.



Sitting on the edge of the bathtub, I spoke my safe word.



Immediately, Jaimee's toothbrush hit the sink with a clatter. She turned to me, her lips tight, eyes flaring with anger and something else—hurt. A heavy silence stretched between us as she reined in her emotions, taking deep, calming breaths.



"I'm listening," she finally said, her voice controlled after nearly two minutes.



"I'm not calling a stop to everything," I clarified. "But we need to talk about the tattoos."



"You don't like them?" she asked, her voice suddenly lacking its usual certainty. Her gaze dropped to her body, a moment ago a proud display of her choices, now a source of doubt. She turned towards the mirror, her reflection capturing the shift in her demeanor. The woman who had walked in with the swagger of Lexi, who had embraced her tattoos as badges of her newfound identity, now seemed to shrink within herself, her confidence melting away like ice under the sun. Her eyes, which had sparkled with defiance and self-assurance, now flickered with vulnerability.



"But I thought—" she started, her words trailing off, the unspoken assumption that my approval was part of her strength hanging in the air. Her posture changed, shoulders slumping slightly as she looked at herself, not with the pride of earlier but with a questioning gaze, as if seeing herself through my eyes for the first time. 



This moment revealed how much of her confidence might be tethered to my acceptance. Without it, would she have pushed the boundaries so far? Would she have adorned herself so extensively if she didn't feel my silent endorsement? The tattoos, once symbols of her liberation, now seemed to weigh on her, their permanence a stark reminder of the decisions she made, perhaps partly for herself but also in the shadow of my reaction. Her transformation into Lexi wasn't just about her desires; it was interwoven with the validation she sought from me, making her current vulnerability all the more poignant.



"—It's not that," I interrupted, my voice softening. "You're so far beyond sexy I can't even begin to describe it. I feel like a teenager, getting a hard-on every time you're around. I want you all the time." I gestured towards her body. "I just need to slow down on the number of tattoos. You've been getting them fast and furious, and it's too much too fast for me. At this rate, you'll have a full body suit by the time we go to Florida, and I don't think I'm ready for that."



Jaimee nodded slowly, processing my words, her eyes moving from the mirror to the tattoo on her breast, contemplating, reflecting.



"I love you, Jaimee, all of you," I reassured her, my voice warm and sincere. "I'm with you in this journey, but I just need a pause on the tattoos for a little while. I need time to adjust, to get used to them."



She gave a sad smile, acknowledging the truth in my words. "You're probably right," she admitted, her voice tinged with a hint of regret. "I might have gotten carried away. I think I've got an addictive personality, not for the usual vices like drugs or gambling, but for sex and tattoos." Her eyes met mine, seeking understanding. "I have one more appointment scheduled to finish some of the line work on my side, but after that, I'll pause. We can talk more before I proceed."



I appreciated her willingness to compromise. "Thank you," I said, feeling the tension between us lessen. "I'm glad we can talk about this." Then, she posed a question that caught me off guard.



"Are you interested in getting a tattoo?" Jaimee asked, her tone hopeful, perhaps looking for a way to share this part of her journey with me.



I chuckled softly, shaking my head. "I don't think tattoos are for me. I'll let you be the extreme rebellious one. I'm happy to just be plain old Ky."



She smiled, the vulnerability from moments ago fading into a shared moment of understanding. "Plain old Ky is pretty special to me."



Her remark was like a soothing balm to my soul, bringing a sense of peace that had eluded me for some time.



We slipped into bed, the familiar comfort of our routine enveloping us. Jaimee donned her usual loose-fitting tee and sweats, preferring warmth and comfort for sleep. While part of me wished she'd wear something more risqué like a sheer teddy, practicality won out; you never know when one of the kids might need her in the night, and she's always ready to switch into mom-mode at a moment's notice.



Our nightly pillow talk ensued, a sacred time for us where we share thoughts and reaffirm our connection. I'll keep those conversations private, but we did decide I should join in on her next evening session with Sipho. I had been craving more participation; after all, the pictures from their encounters had lost their thrill. I wanted to be more than just an observer, and we agreed to make that happen.



Fast forward a few days to the evening in question.



It was an evening unlike any other, one where I was invited to watch, to learn, to see my wife transform into Lexi under Sipho's guidance. The BDSM world was still largely uncharted territory for me; I had dabbled with light bondage, blindfolds, and even a collar in our early days, but the Dom/sub dynamic was something we hadn't seriously explored until Sipho.



On our way to Sipho's gaff, Jaimee turned to me, her voice laced with concern, "I hope you're ready for this, Ky. I reckon you might find it a bit intense, yeah?"



I swallowed hard, taking a deep breath, the weight of our decision pressing down on me. "I'm good," I replied, my voice thick with a cocktail of anxiety and anticipation.



Jaimee and I had spent hours discussing how far we were willing to push our fantasies. She now bore seven tattoos, one sprawling across her hip and upper thigh. Her thick nipple rings were a constant, never removed. She had also embraced piercings in her belly button and clitoral hood. We had ventured far beyond what we once thought possible, yet here we were, both of us craving more.



"You've mentioned that you now like the tattoos you have," I recalled from our lengthy discussion. "But when we first talked about tattoos, you always said you'd eventually have them removed. I sense you feel differently now."



Jaimee paused, her expression reflective. "I used to think tattoos weren't for me," she admitted, "but something shifted. I don't see them as temporary anymore." She met my gaze, biting her lip, a mixture of indecision and determination in her eyes. "In fact, I wouldn't mind getting a few more."



This revelation surprised me. My wife, the one I never imagined would embrace such a transformation, was now contemplating further ink. "How many? Where?" I blurted out, my curiosity piqued despite my apprehension.



She shrugged, "I'm not sure yet. I've been looking at art and online pictures. I have some ideas, but I wanted to talk to you first."



"I appreciate that," I responded. "I never thought you'd want to be covered in tattoos."



"Neither did I," she confessed, "but once you get one, it changes how you see yourself. It's hard to explain, but there's something about seeing them on me that feels right. They become part of you."



Her words echoed in my mind as we arrived at Sipho's home. The thought of Jaimee with more tattoos, her submission deepening under Sipho's influence, sent a flood of conflicting emotions through me—excitement, curiosity, and a touch of fear.



"Tonight might be a lot for you," Jaimee warned gently, bringing me back to the present. "Sipho's been pushing me to fully embrace Lexi, and I think he'll continue that tonight. I told him we discussed it, that you're okay with it." She touched my thigh, grounding me in the moment. "But it might still be overwhelming. Maybe you can ask Sipho if you can have sex with me later. I think he'll be open to it after tonight."



"I have to ask Sipho to have sex with my own wife?" I asked, the words tasting of both defeat and arousal.



"You have your safe word if it gets to be too much, Ky," Jaimee reminded me, squeezing my knee. "But you agreed to give me to Sipho, to these rules. Exceptions come at a cost."



"More tattoos," I exhaled, the reality sinking in. "Basically throwing you into the briar patch."



Jaimee looked puzzled. "Briar patch?"



I shook my head, dismissing the reference. "Never mind."



I looked at my wife, the dim streetlights casting shadows on her face, highlighting her excitement, her happiness. We'd had a good day together, filled with family activities, but there was a different kind of joy in her now, an anticipation for what was to come.



My eyes traced the new piercings in her ears, the large hoop earrings, and caught the edge of the spade tattoo on her breast. I wondered how I'd react if she were even more adorned. How far would she go? How far would we?



I turned off the car, went around to open the door for her, and together we stepped into Sipho's home. The air was thick with anticipation, scented with leather and candle wax. The room was dimly lit, casting long shadows that danced with every movement. Here, Sipho had prepared a scene that would test Lexi's limits, an exploration into the depths of orgasm control and submission.



I was asked to wait in the kitchen for about twenty minutes, when I was led back into the room, Lexi was already bound, her wrists and ankles secured with soft, black silk ropes to a specially designed bondage frame. It was both art and restraint, allowing her to be stretched in a way that exposed her vulnerability while ensuring comfort over time. Sipho moved with the precision of a conductor, his hands exploring her body with a familiarity that both thrilled and unnerved me.



He began with gentle touches, his fingers tracing the lines of her tattoos, the spade on her breast, the chains around her ankles, each touch a reminder of her journey into submission. "You're beautiful when you're on the edge, Lexi," Sipho whispered, his voice a soothing balm and a catalyst for arousal. "Let's see how long we can keep you there."



His technique was methodical. First, he used a feather, light and teasing, brushing over her skin, making every nerve ending sing with anticipation. Then, he introduced a device I wasn't familiar with at the time; it looked like a small wheel with sharp, evenly spaced pins around its edge. He rolled it over her skin, and her reaction was immediate, her body tensing and then relaxing into the sensation. I had to look up later what it was called and learned it's referred to as a Wartenberg wheel.



Sipho alternated between pleasure and denial, his fingers and toys bringing Lexi close to orgasm, only to pull back at the last moment. He used a Hitachi wand, the vibrations powerful yet controlled by his touch, drawing moans from Lexi that echoed in the room. Each time she neared the peak, he'd change the game—sometimes with a sudden cold ice cube on her heated skin, other times by whispering commands or questions that demanded her full attention, pulling her mind away from the physical edge of release.



"Tell me, Lexi, what do you crave more than anything else?" Sipho asked, his voice hypnotic, his eyes piercing through her façade of control.



"I... I crave release," she gasped, her voice strained with desire, her muscles taut as they fought against the restraints, the effort causing a glistening sheen to break out across her skin, her eyes desperately searching for respite.



Watching Sipho work was like observing a master artist at his craft. The psychological play was intense, an intricate dance of mind and body. He utilized this moment of vulnerability not only to control but to educate, to weave his narrative into the very fabric of Jaimee's being. I could see how well-practiced he was, how he enjoyed this art, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of envy. I knew I could never replicate what he does to my wife; Jaimee is my equal, my complete companion, and I couldn't bring myself to make her feel this level of submission. 



Yet, I also recognized that I could give her these experiences by allowing it, by trusting her, by being strong enough to watch her dive into this world where she's not just Jaimee but Lexi. His words were like seeds, planted in the fertile ground of her heightened state, beginning to take root in her psyche, reinforcing the idea that her pleasure was inextricably linked to her submission, to her role in pleasing others. I could only hope that my trust in her, in us, would mean she wouldn't one day decide to leave me behind for this life.



Hours passed, each minute stretching into an eternity of exquisite torture for Lexi. She was beyond frustration, her body a live wire of need, every nerve ending screaming for release. Sipho's mastery wasn't just in his touch but in his voice, his commands, each one a stroke on the canvas of her submission. "Beg for it, Lexi. Show me how much you want to please," he coaxed, his tone both commanding and encouraging.



"Please, Daddy," Lexi's voice was raw, desperate, a mix of Jaimee's resolve and Lexi's surrender, "please let me show you how much I need this, how much I want to make you happy."



Sipho smiled, the satisfaction of a craftsman seeing his work take shape. "But are you sure you're ready, Lexi? Or is Jaimee still holding you back?" His question was like a gentle prod, designed to stir the conflict within her.



Lexi's response was a whisper, a struggle between identities. "I... I want to be Lexi, but... Jaimee is still here."



"Ah, but Lexi," Sipho's voice was hypnotic, "Jaimee doesn't have to disappear. She can watch, she can learn, but right now, you need to let Lexi take the lead. Feel how your body responds, how it craves this freedom, this pleasure."



He continued his game, pushing her towards the brink again and again, teasing her with the wand, only to retreat, leaving her yearning. But then, he used something more personal, more potent—his own fat cock, slowly entering her, then gradually increasing his pace. Each thrust was deliberate, a lesson in control and surrender, all while he whispered, "Embrace it, Lexi. Only my cock can bring you this truth."



The orgasm that followed was unlike anything I'd ever witnessed, a crescendo of physical and emotional release, a tidal wave that seemed to sweep through her body. Lexi's screams were more like songs, each note an affirmation of her climax, her body convulsing against the restraints, muscles tensing and then releasing as if she was shedding layers of herself to become pure sensation. In that moment, it was clear that for her, ultimate pleasure was tied to Sipho's mastery, to the feel of his cock, not some toy or another man's touch.



But there was a moment, just before the peak, where she fought back, her voice a mix of defiance and desire. "I'm still Jaimee too," she gasped, trying to cling to her identity.



Sipho's response was gentle, his mastery in his patience. "And Jaimee will always be part of you, but right now, let Lexi have this moment, this pleasure. Let her show you what you can be."



As the waves of pleasure crashed over her, overwhelming her senses, her eyes rolled back, her consciousness teetering on the edge. She murmured incoherently, phrases like "so good" mixed with names, perhaps mine, perhaps Sipho's, all blurred into one. Then, with a final, shuddering gasp, she passed out, her body going limp in the bindings, a serene expression on her face as if she had reached a nirvana beyond the physical realm.



Sipho watched her closely, ensuring her safety before beginning the aftercare, gently unbinding her, wrapping her in a soft blanket, his words of praise and care like a lullaby. "You did well, Lexi, embracing more of yourself today. Jaimee will always be there, but Lexi, she's the one who can soar."



As I watched, I realized the extent of his control, how he had woven pleasure with psychology, not to erase Jaimee but to expand her, to make her believe, even subtly, that her happiness could be found in this act of submission, in serving, in being the vessel of ecstasy. 



This session was not just about physical pleasure but about reshaping desires, about framing her sexual identity around the joy of pleasing, around the worship of the act itself. And as Lexi lay there, recovering, I couldn't help but wonder where this journey would take us, where the lines between pleasure, control, and identity would blur next. Sipho had made progress, but the battle for Lexi's full acceptance of herself was ongoing, a dance of push and pull between who she was and who she could become.



Sipho's words wove a narrative, not of separation but of integration, where Jaimee wasn't left behind but transformed. Lexi was the expression of her desires, her submission, her pleasure, all within the safety of our relationship. Sipho's manipulation was subtle, not outright claiming ownership but guiding her to realize her own desires, her own identity within this complex dynamic. 



Lexi's breath hitched, her mind wrestling with the duality of her identity, the pull towards this new self, this new freedom. "So, being Lexi... it's not just for you?" she asked, her voice laced with curiosity, seeking to understand her place, her role, in this tug-of-war between dominance and submission.



"It's for you, Lexi," Sipho answered, his tone almost reverent. "It's about finding who you truly are, beyond the roles we play every day. But I guide you, I help you see what you might not yet recognize in yourself. And Ky," he glanced at me again, "he's your anchor, your safe harbor. Without him, this journey wouldn't be possible. You're not just submitting to me; you're embracing a part of yourself that's been waiting to be set free."



The conversation was less about direct commands and more about planting seeds of identity, of desire, where Lexi could see herself not as a creation of Sipho's will but as an evolution of her own desires, facilitated by the love and trust of our marriage.



My eyes were drawn to the bed where Sipho cradled Jaimee, her form relaxed to the point of near comatose, her breathing deep and even as if in a profound sleep. The scene was both intimate and disconcerting, Sipho's arm wrapped protectively around her.



I cleared my throat, the air thick with the aftermath of their session. "Have you ever gone to this extent before, Sipho? Taken a woman as far as you have with Jaimee?"



Sipho looked up at me, his eyes thoughtful, a touch of his South African lilt in his voice. "Nah, man, Jaimee hasn't gone all that far compared to some of my past... adventures. When I was younger, I made a lot of mistakes. The power you feel in this kind of thing, it can be intense, ne? It's a challenge not to go too far. But I like to think I've matured. Now, I want to ensure everyone has a good experience, not just me. I'm not looking to hurt anyone. If I'm not careful, I'll end up with a woman chasing me for life, hey? Don't need that. Don't want to mess up people's lives."



He paused, looking down at Jaimee with a mixture of pride and affection. "I'm really enjoying my time with Lexi. I like to think of Lexi as mine and Jaimee as yours. It's a nice balance."



I nodded, absorbing his words, then ventured further. "What about other men? Has Lexi been with many?"



Sipho's expression grew serious. "Some, ja, but I only let her be with people I trust completely. It's something I take very seriously." He shifted slightly, adjusting Jaimee's blanket. "I'm enjoying my time with Jaimee more than with anyone else in my past. She's got a sharp mind, she's enjoyable to talk to, and of course very beautiful. She's nearly fearless, puts a lot of trust in me, and I don't want to lose that. Usually, I'm with multiple women, but since I've started with Jaimee, she's kept me... satisfied. My balls are empty, so I've no need to look elsewhere."



His candor was both reassuring and a reminder of the complex web we were all part of. I looked at Jaimee, her body at peace, her journey into Lexi both thrilling and terrifying. The balance Sipho spoke of, between control and care, between pleasure and responsibility, was a tightrope we were all walking. And as I watched over my wife, I felt both the weight of our choices and the profound connection that this lifestyle, with all its risks, seemed to cultivate between us.



"You look like you've got something on your mind, Ky. What are you thinking?" Sipho's voice was calm, inviting.



I shook myself out of my reverie. "Just processing," I said. "For years, Jaimee and I lived on a very tight budget. There was never any extra money." I paused, gathering my thoughts, and Sipho didn't press. "Now, we have a little extra, and as you know, we're planning this big trip to Florida. I bought the plane tickets the other day and put down a deposit on the accommodations. It was a large outlay of cash, and even though we had it, it still caused me a lot of anxiety. Like spending all that money went against everything I've been conditioned to feel. I don't know... it's like I have an internal governor that makes me uncomfortable when I spend more than I'm used to."



"I think I know where you're going with this, hey," Sipho said, his tone understanding. "But please continue."



I nodded, acknowledging his insight. "You probably have the right read on it. I have that same governor when it comes to this game Jaimee and I have been playing. I'm good for a while, but eventually, that anxiety starts to eat at me when I feel out of my comfort zone for too long."



"And you feel out of your comfort zone?" Sipho probed gently.



"Like I'm in another galaxy kind of distance from my comfort zone," I admitted.



"And you want to stop things now?"



"I wanted that a long time ago, but I agreed with my wife that this time I wouldn't be the one to throw in the towel. I'm trying to give her that choice, but she's gone so much further than I'd ever thought she would, and she doesn't show any signs of wanting to stop."



"Free will is a bitch sometimes, ne," Sipho quipped with a light chuckle.



I managed a dry laugh; he wasn't wrong.



"I don't have any sense that she's even wanting to slow down," I continued. "Does she want a total body suit of x-rated tattoos? Does she want to fuck another hundred guys? Does she have any limits on what she wants?"



Sipho chuckled again, shaking his head. "I don't see it going that far, man," he assured me. "Or if it does, you might want to have that safe word ready. For my part, I wouldn't take her that far."



"I appreciate you saying that," I replied, feeling a slight relief at his words, though the underlying tension of our situation remained, like a string stretched too tight, waiting to see if it would snap or find harmony.




Post 1836 — BigHotMess

Sat Feb 15, 2025 2:58 pm

KY,



You sound like a great guy and I’d like to be your friend in real life.  I know there is this thing here of people being too into something or, conversely, people being contrarians.



If you were my friend in real life I’d punch you in the fucking face.  I’d do it out of love, but you need to come to your senses.



This is a porn board and people will cheer the wrong things at the wrong times.  You have kids for fuck’s sake.




Post 1837 — Guest

Sat Feb 15, 2025 5:04 pm

Yeah, I'd like to be your friend too! Super post! A lot revealed in that episode!




Post 1838 — subtoall

Sat Feb 15, 2025 6:26 pm

Powerful. Intrepid.




Post 1839 — lkh96

Sun Feb 16, 2025 5:50 am

Jaimee already wants more tattoo and she's gettin it. What are the odds she comes home from sipho one night with fresh ink...

Safe word be dammed.




Post 1840 — Guest

Sun Feb 16, 2025 6:27 am

It was good that you got to have that conversation with Sipho. I didn't come away from your retelling of that feeling like Sipho would stop her. Sure he said he wouldn't take her that far but he also said you should have your safe word ready. Sipho may have had his own vision of what he wants from Jaimee but now it sounds like Jaimee now has her own ideas and desires. Those feelings and desires of Jaimee's have taken hold and become rooted. It feels like there's the potential for Sipho to reach his goals and end his game and move on to the next conquest. Jaimee may now have enough "time on task" and experience to pick up the ball and run with it on her own.



I get the feeling that as hard as it is to "live" the lifestyle, it's even harder to rein it in when it gets out of anyone's comfort zone. I get that some men get off on the anxiety and angst and denial. If that is the extent of your experience and you begin to perceive that's all it will ever be, that may not be enough to consider it more fun than an oppressive reluctance.



I can thoroughly understand why you came away from your discussion with Sipho as "slight relief". I look forward to your next installment. Thanks!




Post 1841 — Jacko

Sun Feb 16, 2025 7:48 am

I'm glad you were able to put a temporary pause on the tattoos, and that you can use your safe word, not to call a permanent halt, but as a stop light to allow a conversation and reset as you journey together. Personally I find a lot of "ink" can start to dilute the purity of the body, but that's just my opinion. It seems sensible given Jaimee's admission she may be becoming addicted to her inking, to take a breath and really consider what comes next.



I agree that it was good for you to be "invited to watch, to learn, to see my wife transform into Lexi under Sipho's guidance." I think it's important that you can feel included and involved, even as an observer. I'm sure it heightens the experience for all. It's also necessary for you to be able to trust Sipho with your wife. He clearly has his own roadmap for Jaimee/Lexi, but he was able to demonstrate his experience and understanding, his care for your relationship with Jaimee, as he cares for Lexi and guides her in her submissive path. I'm sure you are very familiar with the long straight roads in the US that can become boring, just a tedious path that has to be endured to get from A to B. In the UK, you have all these twists and turns, the journey is slower but has more potential for interesting diversions. So it seems it can be with Jaimee/Lexi, Sipho and you - navigating your way down the road, adapting and changing direction from time to time, but always with the final destination in play.



And that final destination is Lexi's submissive personality. It must be difficult at times for Jaimee to quiet her intelligent mind, to stop questioning her choices or your feelings about it all. She needs the noise of Sipho's domiance to drown that out, and to learn that there are ways to compartmentalize. Mom and wife Jaimee gets a little box, her feelings and even thoughts about Ky get a little box. These can be put away in the back of her mind as she learn her place and her role as Sipho's submissive. And her role is to serve and bring pleasure to him. She is learning. Her release comes from him. - "Please, Daddy," Lexi's voice was raw, desperate, a mix of Jaimee's resolve and Lexi's surrender, "please let me show you how much I need this, how much I want to make you happy."



Now, accepting the premise that Lexi's destiny is to please Sipho. Sipho wants Lexi to have bigger tits. Sipho wants to pay for her implants. It seems inevitable that will happen soon.



Ky, I would ask that you picture that earlier scene, with Lexi braced against the back office window. Naked, enhanced and shaped by Sipho's tastes and preferences, heavy breasts swaying as she's taken. Being mated as you watch. Don't you think she will look even more beautiful as you both accept her changes?




Post 1842 — mundyman

Sun Feb 16, 2025 8:48 am

What a great post. Thank you for taking the time and effort to recount these moments of you three.

I don’t see any way the ‘game’ is over in May. This is who Jaimie is and she obviously enjoys getting lost in the moment and will want to continue these experiences with Sipho.

More importantly is that Sipho now has a better understanding of Ky’s thoughts and where he is mentally in all this. How will Sipho use this information he has on Jaimie and now Ky to continue their immersion and experiences in the game????




Post 1843 — mick_flow

Sun Feb 16, 2025 11:25 am

Hey Ky, how did Valentine's Day go? - Did you balance time with Joanna and Jaimee? - I ask since the last post you made was on the 14th. Or was Lexi with Sipho for the night?



Awesomely well written post, love it. Thank you for sharing  you covered so much ground... the description of the tattoos was epic, and super erotic. It was awesome to get a better sense of Sipho too. I think you've done a great job of capturing the South African English speech pattern. Not to mention giving that insight into what was going on with the BDSM scene. You know, the phrase about Sipho being the only one to give her that release... damn man, that was so hot... 



It seems Sipho really is balancing things well, amazing to see how inclusive that experience was. 



I get your concern about hurting Joanna, when we played that was a major concern for both of us, hurting our respective partners. But if she's happy with it, then why not enjoy your time with her? - You can still be there for her too.



Yeah, as the others have said, you do sound like a cool guy, being your friend would be epic, but no punches here. Probably a pint, and then a chat, which will probably end up talking geeking out.



Can't wait for the next post!




Post 1844 — Guest

Sun Feb 16, 2025 12:04 pm

WOW!!!  Just F...ing WOW!!!!  You painted such a seductive scene for both of you.  I got the sense you were somehow seduced into acceptance yourself.  You seemed to be at peace with Lexi's current reality.



Rascal




Post 1845 — MustBeDenied2

Mon Feb 17, 2025 1:16 am

Ky, Thank you for all the effort you put into writing this.



MBD




Post 1846 — elina

Mon Feb 17, 2025 2:07 am

Thanks Ky



I truly appreciate you conveying these conversations, both the one with Jaimee about the tattoos and the one with Sipho. 

These two conversations adds an additional, and pretty fundamental (at least for my understanding) perspective that make it a lot easier to understand what world you are living in.



In particular it offers a wonderful perspective on Jamie/Lexie and how She basically is integrating these to aspects of Her personality, but also how important you are for Her in all of this.



Sincerely

elina




Post 1847 — mundyman

Mon Feb 17, 2025 3:40 am

“Sipho looked up at me, his eyes thoughtful, a touch of his South African lilt in his voice. "Nah, man, Jaimee hasn't gone all that far compared to some of my past... adventures. When I was younger, I made a lot of mistakes. The power you feel in this kind of thing, it can be intense, ne? It's a challenge not to go too far. But I like to think I've matured. Now, I want to ensure everyone has a good experience, not just me. I'm not looking to hurt anyone. If I'm not careful, I'll end up with a woman chasing me for life, hey?”



Ya’ll know what it’s like to read a long post like Ky’s last one, especially as it’s related to a thread that you’ve been drawn into and are intensely following. You read it and then certain passages begin to really stand out in your mind. The quote above is certainly one of them!!!!

Right now, Sipho has Jaimie developing her alter ego, her split personality Lexi. Drawing out her sexual and carnal desires wrapped into a new person called Lexi. A personality which overtakes her and she loses her personality of Jaimie. Her fight to keep Jaimie present during her interaction with Sipho (did she fight that hard b/c she knew Ky was there?), (does Jaimie tortally disappear when Ky isn’t there?) shows how developed Sipho has made this personality.

Sipho has Jaimie pierced.

Sipho has Jaimie tattooed.

Sipho has Jaimie serving as his personal fuck toy.

Sipho has Jaimie’s split personality Lexi becoming more of a whore and slut to the men, and women?, he chooses.

Sipho has Lexi dressing and getting made up to match her whorish behavior.

Sipho is slowly modifying Jaimie’s body, and now has her deciding on the size and scope of her breast implants.

And Sipho has Jaimie and Ky convinced that they are the ones making these choices, that they are in control. Jaimie developing into a sexy, slutty subslut, convincing them both that Ky is her anchor.



AND SIPHO TELLS KY THAT JAIMIE HASNT GONE ALL THAT FAR COMPARED TO HUS PAST ADVENTURES!!!!!!!!



Ky, please tell me you asked “how much farther have you taken  other women and couples on their adventure??

And what was his answer???



As always thank you for taking the time and effort to write about and share your adventures. I look forward to your next post.




Post 1848 — Jacko

Mon Feb 17, 2025 4:31 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman

It’s too bad the part about how to spell “Jaimee” isn’t one of them!




Post 1849 — Goodboy66

Mon Feb 17, 2025 5:04 am

It’s too bad the part about how to spell “Jaimee” isn’t one of them!  

[/quote]



To be fair one of the character from the start of this story has been Derrick, Derreck and Derek.




Post 1850 — all4fun

Mon Feb 17, 2025 12:26 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

I'm glad she liked the images. I added a bunch more for her to view.  Some real ones this time and some very nice work.



viewtopic.php?f=9&t=75239




Post 1851 — all4fun

Tue Feb 18, 2025 5:41 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Happy Monday all.  Ky, wow, what an update.  So much going on.  



Okay gang.  Who is dreading some shitty analysis from OHWs least favorite pretend behavioral psychologist?  Well then, let's get to it.  




No need to apologize.  Those who posts long and/or thoughtful stuff we understand how long it takes to create a post.  Just this mediocre post by me has taken hours, hours. I started working on it yesterday, and here we are Monday afternoon with me getting it done.  I, and many others, appreciate the time and effort you put into your postings.  




It certainly appears the tattoos are here to stay and she would like to get more.  Tattoos are certainly addicting.  I have many friends over the years that have added and added, canvasing their body.  Although it seems you've put a stop to them for now, Jaimee always seems to get her way as you are the "giver" or enabler for her.  There is also a strong drive for her Lexi persona, who seems to be increasing in magnitude, to get these.  While Jaimee looks at them with a eye of caution, Lexi is ready to get sperm tattoos around her nipple, or possibly "elsewhere".  A cavernous dichotomy emerging between Lexi and Jaimee.  



In full disclosure I am biased and love tattoos so I am the last one to take advice from and I am a bit envious that Jaimee has a few QOS tattoos.  My wife has some tattoos, but they are non sexual.  If she was to ever get a tattoo like the ones I have posted, fuck, I'd be in heaven.  She placates me by wearing a temp QOS above her pussy, although she had grown quite found of them herself.  Better than nothing I suppose.




Everything here points to a sex addiction, and I think it is both of you.   I don't see a sex addiction as an inherently negative thing, as long as it is somewhat controlled.  The women who set goals to sleep with 100 men a year or hit milestones like that posses a type of sex addiction.  Promiscuity is not a bad thing if done safely.  The sex addiction comes in tandem with everything else happening at once.  Perfect storm scenario.  






There is a lot going on here.  Al lot.  It seems like Jaimee's fantasy world came crashing down a bit when you spoke your safe word.  I have long witnessed the co-dependency between you two.  Not a big deal, I think many long term couples become co-dependent to some degree, even swapping roles on who is taking and who is giving, depending on the subject at hand.  



However, it has risen to a high level with the two of you now.  It is also possible that Jaimee's adaptation into becoming a queen of spades and the tattoos, which have certainly been instrumented by Sipho, was originally initiated by you, Ky.  If I recall you told Jaimee this fantasy many years ago when she discovered that blonde wife in CA, Nicole was it, had a QOS tattoo.  You told Jaimee how hot you thought the whole concept was back then.  My assumption is that this has stayed a fantasy our yours, and you have brought it up on many occasion, as husbands will do with this stuff.  I know this from experience.  When my own wife told me her fantasy was to fuck a black guy I obsessed over it, so badly it turned her off to the idea and delayed our hotwife adventures by years.  



I don't think you spoke of this, but my assumption is that Jaimee coming home with the QOS tattoos was not a complete surprise for you, and you likely had some encouragement on these.  My other assumption is there has probably been a lot of hot talk about Jaimee fucking BBC from you since she met Sipho.  Not just that, but likely a lot of talk from you about Sipho owning Jaimee.  Am I wrong here?  Does this banter about her being a BBC slut, or possibly black only, something you omit to tell us?  



It is highly likely, everything Jaimee has done, and is doing now, is for you.  She knows it is what you want.  You have watched Sipho turn her into quite the slut, never using your safe word, as she descends further.  You two are intertwined in this now.  You are both giving and taking from the other.  You are doing this for Jaimee, but also for yourself, and your dark cuckold desires, and Jaimee is doing this for you, but also her dark hidden desires, which seem to be submission.  



This cycle seems to be a common occurrence with cuckold couples.  The wife may start reluctantly, but finds she likes it, really likes it.  The husband chasing the original high of it happening, wants more, so he pushes farther and more extreme, and the wife finds she enjoys that next extreme, and the cycle continues.  You and Jaimee, just seem to be pushing it farther and more extreme than most are willing to go.  



From Mental Health America describing the taker.  "They find it hard to “be themselves.” Some try to feel better through alcohol, drugs or nicotine - and become addicted. Others may develop compulsive behaviors like workaholism, gambling, or indiscriminate sexual activity."  



Jaimee has made it clear form day one that she needs you on this journey with her.  I believe that.  You are her anchor.  I believe Jaimee continues to head down this path no matter what and she also absolutely needs your approval.  Without you, I fear that Jaimee would descend into a total path of Lexi self destruction.   You are also her enabler as you give her the freedom, safety, excuses, and cover to continue this.  "validation she sought from me" is an understatement.  She absolutely needs your validation. 



The DDNOS (yep, I referenced it again, I can be a broken record) and the emergence of Lexi coincide with the heavy condition from Sipho, the sex addiction, and the elevated co-dependency.  They are all related.  










Florida is after the current agreement ends with Sipho?  Food for thought, why not have Lexi branch out and meet someone new for fun.  After all, you will be away.  First of all, Florida, at least several cities, has a great hotwife scene, with a very strong BBC element.  I know you are away with kids but you could hit up SLS, SDC, or lifestyle lounge.  Lexi could sneak out one night for some NSA fun.  Might not be bad to have a night with a bull who is not Sipho, and Lexi can get her BBC fix.  








Um, yea.  Wow.  What I said above regarding behavioral conditioning and DDNOS.  Sipho is a master at this.  Lexi is his, and here to stay.  Conditioning can be undone, but it ain't aways easy.  Plus, it has to be done to a willing participant.  Jaimee was willing to submit to Sipho and undergo this change, Lexi may not be cooperative to give herself up.  




There are so many reasons not to trust Sipho.  Jaimee admitted many month ago her numbers were in the dozens, and it happened quickly.  Now, Sipho's response to a question I would expect some type of numerical response is "Some, ja."   Calling his bullshit here.  He's hiding something.  




If I was Sipho I would interpret this as he is paying for Jaimee's implants.  You had mentioned paying for them, but now you are blowing your wad on the trip to Florida.  I had rethought my original position on this.  Sipho's ownership of Lexi is a already cemented.  I think the initials on her arm were the turning point for that.  If the man want to buy her some boobs, ah, who cares.  They are less permanent than the tattoos, and can be removed, as many women have done.  




Again, reasons to question your trust in Sipho.  I think his mistakes in the past were he was too inpatient and the women he was conditioning backed out.  As he's gained experience, he realizes psychological conditioning is a slow burn.  He is basically challenging you to use the safe word, as I think he knows what doing that would do to Jaimee.  He knows there is no stopping.  






This is interesting.  He says be wouldn't take her that far himself, but certainly sees the possibility.  This could be interpreted a lot of ways.  Maybe, he plans to take her to the edge, knowing she will just continue herself.  Wasn't this his plan long ago, when he mentioned where Jaimee might be in 5 years.  Some type of myth of sexual pleasure, surpassing Sipho and being the queen of it all.



Again, none of this is meant to be neither praise or criticism, nor a deterrent or an encouragement.  They are just mere observations.  Only Ky and Jaimee can navigate these decisions and what they want next.




Post 1852 — veub

Tue Feb 18, 2025 7:29 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

The way I read this is that she is intended to  accept that her true self is the Lexi personality: the Lexi side is the leader and Jaimee is only a learner, follower who will totally disappear into the control of Lexi. Ky is now an accessory to support that transformation.




Post 1853 — luv2doit

Tue Feb 18, 2025 8:13 am

Where is the thread where it all began???




Post 1854 — vicg

Tue Feb 18, 2025 8:33 am

↳ Replying to: luv2doit

It has long since expired from the site.




Post 1855 — scdiver

Wed Feb 19, 2025 10:16 pm

We just got off the ship and I am catching up. I just want to say that what ky and Jaimee do as adults gets my gets my old feelings going again, but I want to reiterate that as much as you think you are keeping things from the kids, you are wrong. It won't be until later in life that you will find out how much damage you have done. Then it will be too late. Kids are smarter than you think sneakyer than you know. I thought that I kept our activities from my kids only to find out I'm their early teen years how wrong I was. 

It was decades later that the lifestyle my daughter had as a direct result of my early cuckold desires cost her her life. No kid should have that.

No matter how you try the kids look up to you to learn how to live life. No matter how you try to hide the sex tattoos and the lifestyle the kids will find out and the damage will be devastating.

Good luck Ky. Keep writing. You have improved my wife's and my sex lives. I have learned more about my wife's sexual leanings on the ship over to London than I learned in the last 40 years.




Post 1856 — scdiver

Thu Feb 20, 2025 1:57 am

I want to make one more point then I want to make a suggestion.

Your write up of Sipho coming into your home and fucking Lexi's ass was incredibly hot.

But you watched to make sure the kids didn't see anything. I am sure they heard Lexi's screaming as she orgasmed. They also could have heard the slapping of Sipho and Lexi fucking. They won't recognize the sounds now but they have the memory and it will last

Young parents don't understand how much the kids know and understand until it is too late.

Young parents really think they are keeping their sex lives from their kids. I thought so too.

That's all I will say about this.

Now the suggestion.

At the start with Sipho, Jaimee warned you that he would make her into a black cock slut. You scoffed then pushed her to go for it. A few months ago you fucked Jaimee then she made you call Sipho. She had you push her to go back to Sipho.

My suggestion is for you to push Lexi to totally submers herself in her slavery and stay with Sipho for a week

You should push for this before she tells you she is going to stay with Sipho for some time. Be first before you are just reacting.

I would enjoy your write up of her stay and her condition when she comes back to you.




Post 1857 — scdiver

Thu Feb 20, 2025 5:20 am

I just finished reading about the encounter with Sipho. 

In my humble opinion, that wasn't Sipho bringing out Lexi. That was classic brain washing technic's. Google it. 



I still think you should surprise Lexi by sending her to stay with Sipho for a week.




Post 1858 — MustBeDenied2

Thu Feb 20, 2025 5:51 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

So, you posted those two walls of text before you even caught up on the thread?



MBD




Post 1859 — mundyman

Thu Feb 20, 2025 7:30 am

“My suggestion is for you to push Lexi to totally submers herself in her slavery and stay with Sipho for a week

You should push for this before she tells you she is going to stay with Sipho for some time. Be first before you are just reacting.

I would enjoy your write up of her stay and her condition when she comes back to you.”



From a purely selfish standpoint I find this suggestion ridiculously hot and exciting. The possibilities of what would, or could  happen blow my mind. Total meltdown.

Of course it’s not my wife and more importantly, my children. So many real ridiculously important things to consider that I can’t even imagine that it is remotely possibly going to happen.



A question however, Ky:

How has Jaimie’s mother been lately? 

What has her reaction been to Jaimie’s more noticeable changes?




Post 1860 — tattoousagain

Thu Feb 20, 2025 9:19 am

Stunning story.  Thanks for sharing your journey with us.



I understand your hesitancy to post pictures of her tattoos.  My question is about her nipple rings.  You said her new rings are larger and thicker than her previous rings which are "...nearly impossible to obscure...".  How thick are they and what is the diameter?  I assume the holes from her original rings had closed up.  How long did it take for the new piercings to heal?  How rough do they play with them?



I hope everything works out well for you and your incredible bride.




Post 1861 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Thu Feb 20, 2025 12:18 pm

↳ Replying to: scdiver

Give it a rest mate.




Post 1862 — FamilyCuckold

Thu Feb 20, 2025 7:02 pm

Ky,



What an amazing update, thanks again for giving us such amazing glimpses into your lives.



I have to say, for me, the last section of your update where you and Sipho are exchanging a frank conversation about your relationship while Lexi/Jamiee is cuddled up to him in subspace was the killer arousal for me.



You two exchanging heartfelt, emotionally-open thoughts while your wife was lost to the orgasmic afterglow of what he did to her, either not comprehending your conversation or not caring at that moment, only reveling in what her Daddy just did to her...ugh...i'm bulging in my cage writing this...




Post 1863 — mick_flow

Fri Feb 21, 2025 10:47 pm

↳ Replying to: mundyman

Now that is an amazing idea. Yeah totally selfishly I agree - super hot. It would be like she’s away for a business trip for a week. It would be amazing to see the transformation that might occur. In the meantime Ky’s got Joanna. 



Fantasy aside, how’s the house hunting going ? Did Joanna agree to move with you guys?




Post 1864 — sabya167

Sat Feb 22, 2025 5:29 am

One has to read your posts way more than once, to cover  and fully grasp all the points therein, for which you make such efforts.  You left me relieved with your last post. You disclosed so much, nothing left unsaid, undiscussed. Every thought,  every question, every concern on my mind was addressed. It showed why you are the most alert, observant, watchful, thoughtful,  and ANTICIPATING among all of us here. And it's such a study in articulating ones thoughts. Your free gift to us--- an OHW classic.



Jaimee obviously is enjoying  the control she has got from you. She is in the drivers seat this time. That sense of freedom,  coupled  with the ecstasy she gets from Sipho could be pretty addictive. She is capable of losing  herself  in the flow. But somehow  I feel that the potential  seed of survival ( you two are habitual survivors, couples having  a tenth of what you guys have been through,  didn't  make it, there are so many threads on this very site, telling  us that)would come out on top. It's such a patient, long drawn out, tightrope walking for you. Echoing  your words,  I,  too, hope that Lexi doesn't  leave you for that life with Sipho. Apart from hoping,  do you see any other  possible mechanism to not let that happen? Communication and pillow talks, I guess.



I may have missed it, but, what is your frequency of being present with them? Because, without you being present there, there wouldn't  be another post like this and not  much to report I guess?



Right now we can all guess and make predictions but things wouldn't be clear until  further  developments.....




Post 1865 — Guest

Sat Feb 22, 2025 5:31 am

Anxiously awaiting your next installment!




Post 1866 — Ky_Da

Sun Feb 23, 2025 10:31 am

Hey all,



This week’s been a dull thud after months of relentless heat, and fuck, it’s been a relief. The game—our twisted, pulse-pounding dance—had been roaring at full throttle for so long that when the wind finally dropped, it was like the world exhaled. No one pushed to keep it going; even Sipho, with his insatiable appetite, seemed content to let it lie. Jaimee clocked a few days at the office, her heels clicking on corporate tile instead of sinking into some lover’s sheets. At home, it was just us—games, dishes, the mundane hum of family life. I didn’t crave her writhing under someone else, didn’t feel that familiar ache in my gut. My cock stayed soft, my mind blissfully free of lust’s clawing grip. It’s been good, damn good, to just breathe—to let the storm settle without forcing the next lightning strike.



But even in this lull, I owe you some answers, so let’s shift gears. I’m not throbbing with need right now, so I’ll keep it sharp and spill some details before I wander off into other thoughts.



Jaimee’s nipple rings—God, those wicked hoops. They started years back as 14-gauge CBRs, delicate little captives glinting against her creamy skin. She’d slip them out for stretches, letting the holes flirt with closing, but she always slid them back in, keeping her nipples primed. Then came the escalation—8-gauge beasts, 3.2 millimeters of thick, unyielding steel. With nipples as plump and ripe as hers, they could take it, but fuck, the tenderness lingered for weeks. I’d catch her wincing as the heavy rings tugged, her breath hitching when they brushed her bra. Now, they’re impossible to hide—bold, shameless outlines straining against every top, screaming Lexi’s presence. I’d watch her adjust them, her fingers trembling with a mix of pain and pride, and even in this quiet week, the memory of that sight still stirs something primal in me.



Some of you keep nudging about Lexi staying with Sipho longer—weeks, maybe months, lost in his dark, commanding orbit. It’s a fantasy that sets my pulse racing, picturing her splayed across his bed, his thick South African accent growling orders as she melts into him night after night. But with kids at home, it’s a line we won’t cross. I’d be lying if I said the thought didn’t drench me in that cuckold sweat, imagining her gone, her scent fading from our sheets while Sipho claims her fully. But no, it’s a hard stop. Family trumps filth, at least for now.



Jaimee’s mum? That’s a raw nerve I won’t prod too deep. They’re stitching something fragile together lately, spending more time side by side, but it’s a rocky path paved with old wounds. Boarding school fucked her up—shipped off year after year while her brothers got the cozy family life. She’s carried that resentment like a stone in her gut, and I’ll leave it there—private, messy, hers.



Anal-only November? Not much to tell. Jaimee aimed to ride that wild challenge, her tight ass taking Sipho’s relentless thrusts for a couple of weeks before she tapped out, panting and sore. Post-clitoral hood piercing, she stretched it further—those extra days of gasping, her body quivering as he filled her—but it’s too much. She’d limp around after, needing days to recover, her whimpers a mix of exhaustion and unspent hunger.



I’ll get back to the Lexi diary soon—those pages dripping with her descent—but for now, my mind’s drifting to the heaviest hits I’ve taken in this game. Finding out she was pregnant with Wade’s twins? You’d think it’d be the ultimate cuckold high, but fuck no—it was a gut punch that left me hollow, ice creeping through my veins. No rush, just dread, a sick weight I never want again. Then there was Brian snatching her from that private club, her dress riding up as he led her out, our friends’ jaws dropping—that burned hot and sharp, a knife-twist of lust and shame I’d kill to relive.



But one that still lingers, a few months back, hasn’t hit these pages yet. Jaimee swung by my office with lunch, the boys in tow, all grins and chaos. I’m showing them blueprints—proud dad shit—when Lance strolls in. He’s a tall, broad-shouldered Black guy from Atlanta, now up in New York, scoping out a project flush with Chips Act cash. We’ve built a growing friendship over the last few years, swapping beers and shop talk. He clocks Jaimee’s spade tattoo peeking from her capris, that black ink stark against her ankle, and his eyes flicker with recognition. He doesn’t linger—family’s there—but the next day, he corners me. “That spade mean what I think, Ky?” I shrug, heat creeping up my neck, and mutter, “Yeah, we play around.” His grin splits wide, voice low and smooth: “If you ever need a third, I’m your man—discreet, no bullshit.” No pressure, just an offer hanging there, ripe and heavy.



That night, I spill it to Jaimee—Lance saw, Lance knows, Lance wants in. My chest’s tight, cock twitching despite myself, but I warn her: he’s a client, a fucking HR minefield. She doesn’t flinch, just smirks, her voice dripping with that Lexi edge. “If I fuck him, Sipho decides, not you, Ky. You handed me over that night his ink marked me—your rights are gone.” Her words slam into me, a velvet-wrapped fist to the gut. My wife, my Jaimee, casually stripping me bare, her power over me absolute. Nothing’s happened—Lance hasn’t pushed, and Sipho’s leash holds—but fuck, the thought of him peeling her open, his dark hands on her pale skin, that spade tattoo winking at me as he takes what I can’t? It’s a cuckold fever dream I can’t shake, my balls aching with the tension of it.



We’re coasting now, tired but content, savoring the quiet. Stay well, all.




Post 1867 — cyw

Sun Feb 23, 2025 11:11 am

Thanks Ky for the update. Enjoy the calm before the next storm. Lol. I remember years back when Jaimee had taken Wade into her ass regularly and quite enjoyed it, I wonder why this time Lexi struggled to take it comfortably. Is it because of the size or the shape?




Post 1868 — venus-can99

Sun Feb 23, 2025 5:02 pm

Thanks for the update Ky. Good to hear that you and Jaimee are enjoying your family time.




Post 1869 — Mycall

Sun Feb 23, 2025 8:14 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Even without the family obligations I don’t think this would work. During a longer stint the mundane, ordinary and boring aspects of everyday life would creep in. Sipho would no longer be an escape or exotic temptation and the dynamic would totally change.



Personally I think having downtime and resetting between sessions will inevitably make those sessions seem more impactful and ultimately more alluring.



Obviously I could be wrong but I genuinely think that having the correct balance between security and adventure is what keeps things fresh and exciting.



All that being said I can totally see the fantasy allure of allowing Sipho a week or two to do whatever he wants to Jamiee’s body and then experiencing that angst wondering exactly what you are going to get back at the end of it.




Post 1870 — scdiver

Sun Feb 23, 2025 8:56 pm

Great update! 

Just a thought I had that might rock Jaimee's world. On one of your talks with Jaimee, confess that it has been so long since you have been with her and you have been making love with Joanna so much that you feel you are developing feelings for Joanna that trouble you. You really need to get with Jaimee but you can't stand the thought of more consequences. Especially another six months added on.

You could add that you are seeing Joanna as the woman Jaimee used to be and you find her more and more attractive.

Hopefully Jaimee will try to show her love by accommodating your needs and if she doesn't then you know you have a problem with Sipho. 

I just want to point out, in your write up of Jaimee's night with Sipho that Sipho admitted that he had gone exclusive with Lexi. With Lexi exclusive with Sipho, except for the men Sipho puts on Lexi, that statement would scare the crap out of me.  

Please keep up the updates.




Post 1871 — elina

Sun Feb 23, 2025 8:58 pm

Thanks Ky,



Sometimes the most interesting things happens when "nothing new" happens.

For me this is definitely true here. 



Thanks for sharing, this helps a lot in understanding both you and Jamie (and a very slight bit of Lexie) in a broader perspective.



Is Joanna simply back to a normal role also enjoying a period of normality?



Sincerely

elina




Post 1872 — Rogueuser1

Sun Feb 23, 2025 11:52 pm

Great update - hopefully anal has gotten at least a little easier for her since anal-only november!




Post 1873 — venus-can99

Mon Feb 24, 2025 3:16 am

Ky, just a thought - from update it seems that Lance is in ATL/NYC. So perhaps when you are vacationing in FL in May perhaps that might be an interesting opportunity for Jaimee to take his "Lance" and for you to enjoy ?




Post 1874 — ticklemang

Mon Feb 24, 2025 4:00 am

I wonder how long until Sipho and Lexi have Ky back in a charge as punishment for something




Post 1875 — mundyman

Mon Feb 24, 2025 9:30 am

Well Doctor Freud, and by that I mean Dr. All4fun, this right here explains an sweful lot, doesn’t it…..



“Jaimee’s mum? That’s a raw nerve I won’t prod too deep. They’re stitching something fragile together lately, spending more time side by side, but it’s a rocky path paved with old wounds. Boarding school fucked her up—shipped off year after year while her brothers got the cozy family life. She’s carried that resentment like a stone in her gut, and I’ll leave it there—private, messy, hers.”




Post 1876 — RGS22

Mon Feb 24, 2025 10:38 am

A book by Hope Edelman,  Motherless Daughters: The Legacy of Loss. Not trying to be an arm chair psychology expert. But I found this read very enlightening. 

Heres to your health and success Ky. 

RGS22.




Post 1877 — mick_flow

Mon Feb 24, 2025 11:46 pm

↳ Replying to: elina

Thanks for the update ky! As always it’s great to hear from you. I had the same question about Joanna and how she’s doing in the periods of normality.



It’s actually great to hear about the down time too. It provide some contrast and context for the more emotionally charged times. - there is a boiled sweet in the uk called “rhubarb and custard”. It’s a boiled sweet (candy) which is a melt of two flavours. The rhubarb is tart and sour and honestly the most exciting part to eat. The custard is plain and well vanilla. But we, ans kids, almost all experiment with all rhubarb and no custard and discover that it’s just far too sour.. you need the vanilla to make it all work.



Looking forward to the next update




Post 1878 — mundyman

Tue Feb 25, 2025 2:04 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky, 

Given the slow down in activities this month, good for you all!!!, where does that leave her breast augmentation, tattoos, and piercings????

Are those on the back burner for now also????




Post 1879 — tattoousagain

Tue Feb 25, 2025 8:12 am

Wow. Stretching to 8-guage is definitely not for the faint of heart.  I am glad she made out ok.



What is the diameter of the ring?  How big is the hoop?



I hope everything continues to work out well for both of you.




Post 1880 — txrockdog

Tue Feb 25, 2025 10:18 am

I won’t lie Ky, large gauge nipple rings on a woman, particularly with breasts on the smaller side are a big turn on for me, as is seeing them on a woman out in public who is otherwise just doing her thing and not actively trying to show them off.  Just imagining your wife doing ordinary tasks with the family and unable to truly hide her piercings is HOT!



Regarding the lull in current activity, do uou feel like it evolved naturally?  Or do you think there was some comparing of notes between Sipho and your wife that led to an agreement to back off a bit to avoid overwhelming you?  If so, I think it shows that your mental state and enjoyment of the game that isn’t a game anymore matters to both of them and that they don’t want to pursue their own fun without you enjoying it too.




Post 1881 — txrockdog

Thu Feb 27, 2025 1:05 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

So what happens if Lexi comes home from that last appointment and it turns out the “line work on her side” was a Slave Registry bar code tattoo announcing her ownership by Sipho?         



J/k Ky.  Hope yall are having fun and getting back some of that balance with each other.




Post 1882 — Trickydicky69

Sat Mar 01, 2025 4:05 am

It’s a great thread, although I do lurch from thinking they’re having a great time to is there going to be a car crash? Then back again! Brilliant writing. 

But they’re experienced players, even if not this deep before. 

Quick question- is he allowed PIV again 1st May or 31st? Because if the former, it’s obviously only 8 weeks away. 

And if somehow, Lexi or Sippho decide that no PIV will continue or more ink is involved or the boob jobs etc, will he then use the safe word?

I feel like he is getting to the limit of this game and wants to be “husband and wife with Jaimee” again. No Lexi or Sippho. Can she give it up? Also sounds like Sippho is aware that maybe it’s time to stop?




Post 1883 — txrockdog

Sat Mar 01, 2025 5:07 am

I don’t sense that Ky is ready to throw in the towel on the lifestyle or letting Lexi strut her stuff with other men.  I do think he wants to slow the pace of her doing semi-irreversible things like not easily hidden qos themed tats or boob jobs until after he and Jaimee detox in Florida for a while.  His natural inclination to pull back on the throttle when he senses they are headed too fast into the unknown seems to serve to protect them both at times.



I do have to wonder though, with how he describes the thrill he gets from such intensely humiliating moments like having his wife led away for the night by another man while out with friends; it would seem he would crave more of those intensely humiliating kinds of thrills (like sucking a dick for Jaimee).  But he really seems to want her to force those kinds of moments rather than gently leading him to them, while she wants him to go along/do it more willingly.  I think playing a bit with a FLR would be one helluva ride for both of them.




Post 1884 — mick_flow

Sat Mar 01, 2025 10:54 pm

Hey Ky! Hope the week went well? 



Re-reading your last post about normality, what does that look like now? - with Sipho still in charge of the bedroom I mean? … is it ever really “normal” when your wife reminds you that she belongs to another ?



I’m just wondering if thats become normality ? You recounted the story with Lance, but does some of that still happen at home, wanting each other but not giving? 



Looking forward to the next update! - even a continuation of normality!




Post 1885 — Trickydicky69

Sun Mar 02, 2025 1:30 am

I don’t think he wants to stop the lifestyle but I do wonder about pulling back so that Lexi is an occasional visitor rather than almost taking over Jaimee? 

And Sippho will obviously find a replacement so no need to feel sorry for him!

After all, they have had many great moments but sometimes the last straw could break the relationship without them having realised they’ve gone past the point of no return. 

But they both know that- just that Lexi is enthusiastically going along with Sippho and the safe word has been used recently so it suggests that subconsciously, Ky is getting to his limit, even if not Jaimee. 

He has stuck to his word and given her free rein until May but it wouldn’t be unreasonable for him to say that it’s now time to stop this intensity- for the sake of their whole family. 

What with her mother, the tats, the neighbours finding out about the LS at the club etc, the boys getting older and their paternity- a lot of stuff going on which could all unravel and hindsight is always a wonderful thing!




Post 1886 — walter2000uk

Sun Mar 02, 2025 11:08 am

It is not 100% clear to me as to whether Sipho actually pimps out Lexi as his whore, and whether Sipho has other Men pay to fuck Lexi?

What does everyone else think is the answer?

And, does Ky mind, either way?

(Not that Ky has much say in the matter anyway)?



Photographs of my wife Lily, 1-15 available free by email

Video available free by email

walter2000uk@yahoo.co.uk

lilyandhubby@yahoo.co.uk




Post 1887 — mick_flow

Tue Mar 04, 2025 12:16 am

Missing Ky’s regular weekly update. Maybe work has kicked in with vengeance ?! - hope all is well Ky!




Post 1888 — mick_flow

Mon Mar 10, 2025 6:00 am

Hey Ky,



I hope everything is good at home. We're coming up on half way through March. It's not that far to May now. I hope work hasn't consumed all of your time? Hope things are still going strong at home. Did Sipho and "Lexi" resume their meetings? How's Joanna doing? Any new tattoos for Lexi? Did you guys end up scheduling or having the breast argumentation appointments? 



Looking forward to the update!




Post 1889 — Ky_Da

Mon Mar 10, 2025 9:08 am

Hey all, 



I haven't posted as frequently lately, and that's been somewhat intentional, and somewhat just not sure if I want to continue. And when I say not continue, I mean writing on here as much as I mean the lifestyle and our game. My wife has gone further than I would have ever imagined. She's been gone more than she's been at home lately, and I've been sleeping with Joanna almost every night. But while this might seem a dream, it's become something of a nightmare, and I know I need to end it all. The question is how. 



The other night I received a new video, taken from my wife's phone and sent to me by someone who was filming her being fucked. She was being taken by four men. Her eyes were glazed over in lust, appearing completely delirious. The phone was moved to the person who was fucking her from behind. She was on her hands and knees, sucking a guys cock while this guy was burying his cock in her ass. From the cameras view, I could see Jaimee's back, and I saw that she had new tattoos. I small intricate chain running from the nap of her neck down the center of her spine. As I followed the chain back to her neck and looked closer, I saw another tattoo. The camera jostled and moved away, but not before I saw the word "LEXI" just below her hairline. 



It all became too much at that point. I realized how lost in lust we both were, and if we didn't make a change, my wife would be too far gone to come back to me. There's a part of me that worries she might already be there. But I won't be letting go that easy. One way or another, we'll come out on the other side of all of this. It's time we focus on things that actually matter. Our kids, our families, the things that will be with us for longer than an orgasm or two, the things of actual substance and good. It's time we right the ship and castoff the chains of lust that fog our minds and our feelings of love toward each other. 



I'm tired of letting lust control so much of my thoughts and energy. It's time to make a change. 



This probably isn't the kind of erotic reading people want, but it's where I'm at. I want to accomplish more than what I'm doing now. And while I'd like to think that we can 'lightly' play the game in the future. It seems we're incapable of half measures. One way or another, we always end up in the deep end of the pool. 



I wish all of you the best. For myself, I want to find a better path. There has to be more to life than what we've been doing the last number of years. We have a beautiful family, we live in a nice place (politics aside) and we have so much potential for a great future. But not if we stay our current course. I'm off to fix the things that aren't working for us anymore. I have a lot of work to do.




Post 1890 — Pecannut

Mon Mar 10, 2025 9:21 am

Hope things goes well with you and Jaimee. All the best!



It would be great to hear every now and then how are you doing.




Post 1891 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Mon Mar 10, 2025 9:22 am

Good to hear from you Ky. My hopes for you are that you get your family back to where you want them and need them to be. Of course I would be lying if I said I didn't want to hear about just how far Jaimee has gone....but that's up to you. Whatever you decide I'm behind you 100%. Take care of what is important. Don't be a stranger.




Post 1892 — txrockdog

Mon Mar 10, 2025 9:59 am

Ky it sounds like you have found the edge, now you need to grab Jaimee by the hand and pull her back.  Honestly, the descriptions you have given of her recently, while hot to think about, also re-raise the question of whether she has been drugged, with or without her consent to feed and grow her addiction to the men she is being passed around to.  It would explain her getting more tattoos even after telling you she would stop.  Maybe check around for some of the home drug test kits and ask her to take one.  Find out for sure if she is being manipulated.  It might help you bring her back if she finds out it was more than just lust they had her addicted to.




Post 1893 — Goodboy66

Mon Mar 10, 2025 10:29 am

Eyes glazed over in lust, that will be cocaine or E's. She's been gone almost every night. Not much of a mother to the kids. Wishing you luck in recovering from this erotic ride but ultimately a car crash .




Post 1894 — cyw

Mon Mar 10, 2025 10:42 am

Hi Ky,

Thanks for the update. Although I enjoyed reading your erotic tales, I totally support your decision to pull the plug. After following you from the beginning of your post, we all fell in love with Jamie and only want the best for you both. I have hope that you will be able to fix the things like other times. Remember Jamie was willing to immerse to this addictive lifestyle and totally let loose because she counted on your support. So your position and subsequent actions now are very decisive. Please share any news when you are ready.




Post 1895 — txrockdog

Mon Mar 10, 2025 11:51 am

Ky something else you may want to look into if you have access to her phone is who else is receiving messages with these videos from her phone.  Who and what she is texting may give some hints about what else she may have gotten involved with voluntarily or otherwise.




Post 1896 — mundyman

Mon Mar 10, 2025 1:10 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da



Thanks for the update Ky. It does indeed sound like her anchor needs to be an anchor and stop things where they are and give you two a chance to come back to each other and your senses.

Given her rather snippy and impatient responses the last times you wanted to talk about your current activities and how she was pissed b/c you told her she was in control this time, I’m certain this is going to be a heated and angry conversation. Unless of course the same thoughts have begun to creep into her mind.



I hope you return to tell us things are going and how these discussions are going. You’ve developed quite a following here and a group of people who are quite invested in your story and have been supporting you and Jaimie all this time. I think it’s fair to say we are just as interested in how you intend to pullback and reset your relationship with Jaimie, and if she is willing to go along with it.



I hope you stick to your guns, as the saying goes, when Jaimie begins to push back strongly against you putting a stop to her activities. 

And beware the “ I want one more get together with Sipho and the guys before I stop” as you have to know that won’t end well.



Good luck Ky. I am truly hoping for the best for all of you. Please keep,us update.




Post 1897 — mick_flow

Mon Mar 10, 2025 1:14 pm

Hey Ky, the beauty of writing things down is the art of reflection. If you don’t feel like sharing, please keep writing. I recently purchased a journal app to do just that. To give me the space to think. 



Everyone’s balance is different, and I think most of us  who have been around the lifestyle for a couple of years or more have found our own personal edge. 



When I found my edge I posted here, and honestly found great support. I believe that thread is long gone - but you kindly offered advice. Thank you.



The balance you strike will be right one for you guys.



Looking ahead to what might be, is a good way to process what’s going on, a great reflection opportunity.



I can see some deep conversations with Jaimee coming up. From what you’ve said in the past, when you’ve asked her for a honest chat and used a safe word she’s been right there with you. I’m sure she will again. 



Take care, stay calm. You guys will get through this. I know we are all rooting for you




Post 1898 — scdiver

Mon Mar 10, 2025 1:21 pm

You have a fight that will last years. Jaimee has been brainwashed by a master. My advice is to get out of England  and move back to the USA immediately.

I don't envy the pain you are going through. Please write and let us know how you are doing.

Jaimee is going to need years of therapy to undo the brainwashing Sipho has done 

I am praying for you.




Post 1899 — path22

Mon Mar 10, 2025 1:38 pm

Dear Ky, I am not a big commenter on forums, but I have read all of your posts. I think your story is a reality that you are surfing over time. You have gone through all kinds of highs, obviously I am not the one who can tell you what to do, since you are the only one who knows the whole reality of your life with Jaimee/Lexi. I think that you have always made the right decisions in these more than ten years and I don't think this time is the exception. Maybe you think this time is different, deeper, but you have already overcome things that are perhaps worse, like the birth of your first children. You and Jaimee are made for each other and you will find the right way to get the train back on track. I hope to continue receiving your updates to continue understanding the human brain. This site has been a great escape for you in many circumstances. Sometimes reading twenty different opinions helps you understand or find a small solution. Good luck, Ky.




Post 1900 — venus-can99

Mon Mar 10, 2025 3:34 pm

Wish you the best in righting the ship Ky and getting to things are are precious to both of you. Hope you do update us once the dust has settled and you can look back at the “game” and plan for the future with your wonderful family





Post 1901 — scdiver

Mon Mar 10, 2025 3:47 pm

You will probably not read this, but I am going to give you some advice. I will not mince words.

1. Grow a backbone. If you make a threat to Jaimee, don't make it an empty threat. Take action on that threat.

2. Get the kids out of the house. See if they can stay with Jaimee's mom for a while.

3.  Decide on which woman you really want. Joanna will provide a stable and loving home for you and the kids that Jaimee won't be able too for some time to come. 

I suspect that you will choose Jaimee. If so you must get Joanna out of the house. You can only have one woman.

4. Get a restraining order so that what you do next will be legal.

5.  Shock Jaimee with the restraining order, no kids in the house, and your safe word all at the same time. Let her know that if she goes out again, that you will change the locks and put her clothes outside. She will fight you and go anyway. You need to follow through on your threat.

 

Jaimee has an addiction that is just as powerful as alcohol, drugs, or gambling. Only tuff love may overcome this addiction.

I lost my battle all those years ago, but I won by finding my true love that I have been married to for over 40 years. 

For Jaimee to stay with you, insist that she removes any and all of Siphos slave tattoos and that clit jewelry. That jewelry is constantly tapping on Jaimee's clit and driving her nuts.

I would also insist on therapy for both of you.

Please don't stop writing. There are so many of us that are here for you and not just for masturbation material.

And again I want to add, get away from Sipho. Move back to the US. Do this as soon as possible. Next week even. It is vital to get Jaimee away from her source of addiction.

Good luck, you will need it.




Post 1902 — elina

Mon Mar 10, 2025 7:43 pm

Thank you Ky,



I fully understand your thinking. 



Sometimes things can get just get to "just too much".

I can relate and understand how you now feel it is time to make serious changes. 

At the same time, I also know how these emotions can change. If you have been sleeping with Joanna more or less every night now, I wonder if you are now in a constant "post-nut"-clarity state???



However, whatever you decide, and whatever you agree with Jaime to do, PLEASE do not just stop posting here!



I am not looking for any lengthy juicy details but I truly long to follow your path going forward to see how you proceed out of this situation, or fall back in?



I am a romantic at heart, hoping to see that you can get Jaime to subdue Her alter-ego-Lexi for the two of you to rediscover your love, or maybe discovering a different state of loving relationship. Also, I would love to see you help Joanna move on in life. She for sure is a good person...



Sincerely

elina




Post 1903 — veub

Tue Mar 11, 2025 1:46 am

↳ Replying to: veub

Well, I was wrong about Sipho being bored but otherwise this story is ending the same way as all his other tales.




Post 1904 — wannabecUKold

Tue Mar 11, 2025 5:09 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Thanks for the update Ky_Da. 



This is a very far-gone position for Jaimee.  I can’t see that she can pull herself out of it by herself.  I suspect that she needs to be dragged away by others.  She needs to be prevented from returning to Sipho. I suspect you’re going to have to bring her family into it.



I wonder where this leaves you. You are sleeping most nights with Joanna.  I can imagine that you are thinking of staying with her.  Life is much easier. It is a family life. It’s not a life of open sex, nor one of shock and extremes. You must be asking yourself whether Jaimee can ever get back to such a life. She’s always been a bit extreme.  Is it worth giving Joanna up, on the off chance that Jaimee will give up the life of sex and drugs?  You couldn’t be sure of it. 



Plainly you’re going to have to give Jaimee an ultimatum. This must not go on, for anyone’s sake.




Post 1905 — Guest

Tue Mar 11, 2025 5:20 am

I admire your desire to get your family back to more of what it was before Sipho!!!  But, honestly, I think Jaimee will have a very difficult time in letting Lexi go away.  I have a concern that Lexi will always be with her from now on and she will crave that experience even if she doesn't express it to you verbally.  Maybe you can help her in her withdrawal by finding some similar parties to take her to for just an evening to let her relive her extreme experiences.  You know she will always crave wanting to be bound and gang banged by many men at the same time.  Maybe giving her some latitude with that for just small time frames under your supervision will help her adjust.  Just be aware, some of those folks in those situations might want to drag her down that rabbit hole again for their own needs.  Maybe do this in another town/city where their influence isn't so strong.  These are just some of my wonderings in hoping your get what you want for your family again!!!  Good luck and please let us know how it all goes for you.



Rascal




Post 1906 — mick_flow

Tue Mar 11, 2025 6:36 am

↳ Replying to: elina

This is good advice. Think about what you really want. Deep down Ky wanted this, and it is basically what Sipho said would happen.



Long term, sure you can do this in a way that balances family? - Sure!  But it is a balance.



All experiences change people. We are not the same today that we were yesterday. That’s ok. We can’t roll back the clock, we can’t uns the milk.



That doesn’t mean our partners don’t love us. It doesn’t mean that they don’t want a strong family.



I get the impression that it’s the post nut clarity, coupled with the sense of distance to jaimee that has scared ky. I get that, been there got the t-shirt.



I hope the ship rights itself.




Post 1907 — citms2022

Tue Mar 11, 2025 7:11 am

Hi Ky! Haven't commented on your story at any point, just enjoyed reading what you've shared. I wish you strength in the challenge ahead. I feel like writing has probably been helpful for you prior to these struggles, and I hope it will continue to be, whether you share that writing or not. It is a great way to reflect and remember. And while you've struggled with sharing the more 'mundane' portions of your story in the past, I think they are even more valuable than the 'fun' parts. Best of luck to you and your family.




Post 1908 — sabya167

Tue Mar 11, 2025 7:21 am

It's best to get Sipho out of your lives... the sooner the better.... he seduced both of you.  Addiction,  mind control,  manipulation, hypnotism,  tantrik  voodoo inks  and tattoos and jewelry,  slutting, sex slave,  BDSM...  you don't  really need them,  KY,  to satisfy your " hunger for the next level".   Maybe you needed to explore  that avenue for the sake of variety  of experience. Maybe you needed to experience it once . You have been there. Now things are getting out of hand. It's  the right  time to pull Jaimee  back. She needs help against this Master tantrik  voodoo hypnosis manipulator. I suspect she can't stop on her own. BUT SHE WANTS TO.  Save her KY.  Remember her slap when you wanted to end it with Derrick? And you stayed and pulled  her  away  from him. That day I respected you because  YOU FOUGHT FOR YOUR MARRIAGE.  Do it again KY.  Whatever it takes. To hell with rules and deals and contracts. Go till the end of the road and beyond, if need be.   Drag her away....WHATEVER IT TAKES.




Post 1909 — Guest

Tue Mar 11, 2025 5:25 pm

Thanks for the update. I totally understand your reluctance to wanting to post. From the tone of your last post I get that you're focused on how to pull things back. Jaimee being gone more than she's home is not good for the family. Even more formidable is her inability to moderate her desire and discretion. The Lexi tattoo will be with her as a constant reminder for you and her. I didn't catch it, but it didn't sound like she consulted with you regarding the new tattoos. 



Your whole agreement/contract/time period thing with Sipho has been a test. It seems like you've figured out that Sipho's path is too much to handle for you both. If it clouds your thoughts Ky then there are other aspects of your day to day life that have to be suffering. The whole thing has to lost some of its appeal. Seeing videos of her like a porn star drunk with lust and not being surprised by her behavior has to be an "in your face" dose of reality. I can only imagine the thoughts tumbling around in your head about having the conversation with Jaimee. If she says she wants to continue and she knows you don't that will be a crusher!



You're right you have a lot to do. I hope you can pull things back to center. I'm pulling for you, I'm sure there are plenty of others too!




Post 1910 — David52

Wed Mar 12, 2025 5:25 am

Hi Ky.  I’m so sorry things have gone sideways.  Like most here, I don’t feel qualified to offer any advice but I have been thinking about where you are with things.



1.	Sipho.  Was your trust misplaced?  I assume you, Jamiee and Sipho have talked and he understands your misgivings and concerns.   You have consistently indicated that he was doing no more than what he said he would do and that he was not a threat to your family or marriage.  You have said that you even like the guy.  But you have not said much about Jaimee’s relationship with Sipho beyond sex.  They spend much time together during the week between work and evening play.  It is hard to believe anyone can have intense multi player sex four nights a week.  Do they travel together to art installations, openings, studios?  Make dinner and  watch TV at Sipho’s?   If he loves and cares for Jaimee why would he promote or at least accept her self-destructive behavior in the face of your resistance if not to drive a wedge between you and Jaimee?  I have suspected he introduced Joanna initally in order to get you out of the picture.

2.	Joanna.  Can a cuck really have two women?  Since I started reading your thread years ago, I have never understood how you can have such an active life and sex life with three young children.  For me and many having children is such an exhausting blessing that it effectively kills desire.  We suspended play for 10 years while we raised our kids.  Obviously, Joanna relieves Jaimee of much of her child care responsibility.  Again, four nights a week away?  Jaimee must need her three days home to just recover.  Jaimee can’t be holding up her parental role and this must be a major source of conflict.  It breaks my heart (as I’m sure it does yours) to think of the time Jamiee cannot get back with her young children.  Hearing this from you probably makes her angry.  The other sword edge is your relationship with Joanna.  Joanna does not just care for your children, she cares for you also.  When your story gets out to family and beyond, you will be seen in a worse light than Jaimee.  Women’s explore outside marriage, men are just cheaters.  I think you knew the risks of your relationship with Joanna when it was presented to you by Jaimee.  You must face it now.  Relationships especially cuckold relationships absolutely require consent.  What happens if you withdraw your consent?

3.	Jamiee.  What can you do?  You have been given some good suggestions to consider.  None of us can give you any real advice.  I know you have been determined to stick it out until your Florida trip in June but it now looks like you can’t wait.  It seems Jamiee (and Sipho?) has refused to honor your request to stop the escalation.  Can you and Jamiee get away for a time immediately?  Are you prepared for an intervention?  Would Jamiee’s friends and family be supportive in a constructive way?  An intervention would be dangerous with many possible unintended outcomes possible.  Would Jamiee ever agree to therapy (for both of you?) 

4.	Ky.  You have been clear that you want a loving family and that you will fight to recover it.  I wish there was something your loyal readers here could do to help.  But, we are invested in your story and want only the best for all of you.  You are a talented writer.  Focus your talents on documenting your personal path, not so much on what you think your readers want to see.



With respect and admiration, David




Post 1911 — veub

Wed Mar 12, 2025 7:33 am

↳ Replying to: David52

IIRC, what Sipho said that this was just the beginning: Jaimee would "grow" into a "legend" in the following years. Is that compatible with a family life even if Ky is her "anchor?" On the point of Sipho always referring to Ky as her "anchor," remember that an anchor is a dead weight that keeps a boat from moving. Is he really saying that Ky is the dead weight Jaimee will have to let go off to realize her full potential? 



I said that weeks ago and Ky discounted it. I still think that it is obvious she was placed there to pacify Ky.



When only one person in the relationship is having that "active life and sex life" the other has plenty of time to care for the children. As to the parental role, it didn't seem to bother anyone when she was spending all her time with Matt and playing mommy to his kids. I just don't think they are or have ever been a concern. 



Why should this relationship require consent? Ky voluntarily gave up any right to consent when they started this. Likely she will just ignore him because she has to grow into a legend.


  

What he probably should do is pack up the kids, take them to the US and start over. But, as in all his stories, there will be a tearful reconciliation and a year later they will move on to another adventure. 



Remember that there is no end date to the agreement with Sipho. That agreement is expected to continue for years. The only think that ends soon is the ban on Ky having sex with Jaimee. 


  

If he really cared about that he wouldn't have started down the road with Sipho. Before that he could pretend that he and the kids mattered or that the family mattered to him but once he agreed to Sipho's terms he could not longer pretend.




Post 1912 — scdiver

Thu Mar 13, 2025 3:12 am

Ky,

I see you have checked this thread today. Please if you read this, drop a short line to let us know what is happening. There's a lot of us that really care about you.

I know that there is a lot of pain in your life right now. 

Keep fighting for Jaimee, but don't let her control the outcome. An addict cannot think straight.

I pray for you.




Post 1913 — veub

Fri Mar 14, 2025 12:54 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

The problem is that there are two addicts - both of them crave this more than anything else in life.




Post 1914 — scdiver

Fri Mar 14, 2025 1:25 am

Veub



I feel even to the detriment of their kids.




Post 1915 — tojanman

Fri Mar 14, 2025 2:11 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

I feel that is unfair to Ky. He has been there for his kids the whole time.




Post 1916 — txrockdog

Fri Mar 14, 2025 4:10 am

↳ Replying to: tojanman, scdiver

Agree whole heartedly.  His concern for his family has figured prominently in his thoughts and decisions at many steps along the way.




Post 1917 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Fri Mar 14, 2025 5:48 am

So I started reading from page one of this thread again. In the very first post Ky made there is this:





“Ky,” she began, “If we start again, I’m not sure I’ll be able to stop. Each time it’s gotten harder and harder to stop… “ she paused in thought for a long minute, “If we decide to play again, and if we push the game further, I don’t know if there will be any coming back from it—I just have this feeling deep down that we’ve been playing a game where we are trying to jump into the water and only get a part of us wet, but each time we play, we get wetter… thinking about it now, it feels like we’re jumping into the deep end of the pool.”



I didn’t sleep much that night. I laid awake thinking about what my wife had said—I felt the same way—like something significant had just changed, only it was hard to quantify. When morning finally came, I told her I wanted to play again. It took some serious soul searching, but this is who I am and this is what I need.







So from the very beginning they spoke of how this could be something that they could not come back from, something that would change their marriage, relationship,  themselves.  



I would not be shocked in the least bit if Ky succumbs to this lifestyle and goes all in with Lexi and together they continue down this road with Sipho. And I mean all in as in getting his ass fucked side by side with Lexi. Sucking black cock right along with her. Maybe even get a few tattoos himself like "Lil Bitch" or "Slave" or "Property of Sipho". Get totally owned. 



Wouldn't be surprised at all. The addiction is so strong. Lexi is already at a point of no return.  Ky isn't far behind




Post 1918 — veub

Fri Mar 14, 2025 6:25 am

↳ Replying to: tojanman, scdiver

How can he "be there for his kids" when he consented to and encouraged her to go deeper and deeper into this situation? He has encouraged her and Sipho in everything they have done without concern, just so he can get his rocks off.




Post 1919 — mundyman

Fri Mar 14, 2025 7:47 am

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1





I do not see your ending, rather it will either be some type of separation, or Ky not wanting to break up his family learns to live with Jaimie’s slutty ways until Sipho kicks her raggedy used up ass to the curb and replaces her with a newer model with fewer miles. This lifestyle has got to be taking a toll on her body….

At that point Ky will probably have her back and try to patch together as much of a relationship with her as possible. You see it quite often with addicts and their enablers. 

I saw it with my parents as my mom struggled with my father’s alcoholism….




Post 1920 — scdiver

Fri Mar 14, 2025 1:41 pm

First of all you need to remember that my first wife and I went down a similar path in the late 70's and early 80's. My ex-wife and I destroyed our family with the lust and sex that went on. The damage we did ultimately caused my daughter to commit suicide. The kids always know more than what you think they do.

Ky, Jaimee and Joanna have been having deviant sex in the open thinking the kids were asleep. Ky can not watch for his kids correctly when Jaimee is getting ass fucked in his lap.

What Ky wrote about is just a small sampling of what went on in that house.

Now let's talk about Jaimee's sex and slave tattoos. Jaimee can't hide them fully from the kids as shown where Ky got propositioned by a client when Jaimee brought the kids to his work. This won't effect the kids now as they are too young to know what they.have seen. Believe me when I say that they have long memories and when they get older they will find out the meaning of those tattoos and it won't be good. Only Joanna has been there for the kids as Ky and Jaimee have been too wrapped up in Jaimee's activities. Even Joanna has not put the kids first by having sex with Ky. No parent in that house has been a good role model in the kids most formative years.

Ky and mostly Jaimee have a bad sex addiction. Any addiction if left uncontrolled will in one way or another destroy the addicted. That's a fact. The only way for Ky to gain control of their addiction is to get away from the source of that addiction. As long as they live in London, Sipho will have a powerful pull on Jaimee. A pull that Jaimee will not be able to resist.

I feel that Sipho's brain washing removed all of Jaimee's morals and self control under the excuse of being Lexi. When Jaimee got sexually tortured while being told what to think then got a huge orgasmic relief when she agreed with Sipho. Then gets cuddled showing love and safety, well I don't think anyone can resist that especially someone that wants those sessions.

I think that Sipho told Ky what Ky wanted to hear all the while stealing Jaimee right out from under him

Three things tell me this

1. Sipho told Ky that Jaimee will be Jaimee when at home but all other times will be known as Lexi 

2. Sipho told Ky that he felt that Jaimee belonged to Ky but Lexi belonged to him. If Jaimee acts as Lexi most of the time, what is there left for Ky.

3. Lexi keeps Siphos balls drained so Sipho went exclusive to Jaimee.

Ky was so wrapped up in his cuckold lust that he missed these signs. Hell, Sipho even invited Ky to use his safe word and Ky wouldn't even though Ky knew he should. 

Ky, Jaimee and Joanna are in for years of pain, and it will only get worse if Ky stays around Sipho.




Post 1921 — Ky_Da

Fri Mar 14, 2025 1:59 pm

Hey all, 



Lots of doom and gloom. Probably deserved. Sometimes makes me want to stop reading, or at least skip the comments. But I force myself to read them - got to take the good with the bad. I wish I could write a happily-ever-after scene and leave it alone, but life doesn't always work out that way. I'm in the middle of it. In the thick of it. This scene describes the most recent interaction. I read through my post a couple of times to edit mistakes, and it feels grittier to me than my usual posts. I can't say it surprises me. It's how I've been feeling as I try to steer through some hard turns. 





I sat in the dim living room, the lamp’s flicker throwing jagged shadows across the walls. It was late—too damn late for the kids to be up, too late for Joanna to still be hanging around downstairs. She’d slipped off to bed, leaving the house quiet except for the radiator’s low hum. I perched on the sofa, hands locked tight, staring at the empty armchair where Jaimee would plant herself. She stormed in, heels snapping hard against the hardwood, her scent slamming into me—perfume mixed with something darker, muskier. That post-Sipho glow clung to her, cheeks flushed, eyes too fucking bright. I hated how it twisted me up, hated how it still got me hard even then.



“Jaimee,” I said, keeping my voice low, fighting for steady. “We need to talk. Sit down.”



She froze mid-step, one hand on her hip, the other brushing back hair that’d grown wild—long and thick now, spilling halfway down her ass. “Bloody hell, Ky, what’s this then? Another midnight confessional?” Her British snap hit sharp, all educated and worn out, as she dropped into the armchair, legs crossed, skirt riding up to flash that spade on her ankle. “Go on, then. Out with it.”



I sucked in a breath, tension coiling tight in my chest. I’d been feeling her slip away, the spiral spinning out, and it scared the hell out of me. “I think you’re getting carried away,” I said, leaning forward, elbows digging into my knees. “This thing with Sipho, with Lexi—it’s out of control. You’re gone more than you’re here, and I don’t know how to pull us back.”



She stiffened, lips thinning into a hard line. “Carried away? That’s rich, coming from you,” she fired back. “I tell you all the time how I feel, Ky. I like who I am. I don’t hide that from you, do I?” Her voice stayed steady, but a quiver hid underneath, daring me to push.



“I know you say that,” I shot back. “You’re clear as hell about it. But Sipho—he’s got you hooked, Jaimee. You’re addicted to him, to this whole damn game. You can’t see it, but I can. You’re not you anymore. We need to start pulling back.” 



Her laugh cut sharp, bitter as hell. “Addicted? Oh, sod off with that, Ky. Yes, I’m mad for it—for him. But don’t act like this isn’t what we want. We agree to this, don’t we? You sit there, cock in hand, begging me to push it further. And I do. For us.” She uncrossed her legs, leaned in, mirroring me, eyes burning into mine.



I swallowed hard, her truth hitting like a punch. “You’re right,” I admitted, voice catching. “We did agree. I push you into his arms, tell you to go for it. But this—it’s more than I bargain for. You’re not just playing Lexi now; she’s taking over. You’re neglecting the kids, Jaimee. They barely see you. I’m stuck here, holding it together, and I don’t know how much more I can take.”



That landed. Her jaw tightened, and for a second, I caught a flicker of guilt in her eyes. She glanced out the window, into the dark, then swung back to me. “I like my Lexi side, Ky,” she said, softer but firm. “I tell you that too, don’t I? Something shifted when you let him mark me—those bloody queen of spades tattoos. When that ink hit, it stopped being a game. I felt it, deep down. Like Sipho owned me owns me in a way I can’t shake. And I don’t want to.”



Her words slammed into me, raw and dirty, that posh accent wrapping the filth in velvet. Lust and dread knotted up tight, choking me. “God, Jaimee,” I muttered, raking a hand through my hair. “You say you’re okay with that? With the world knowing you’re his—his whore, his slut for that black cock? That’s who you want to be?”



She didn’t flinch. “Yes,” she said, voice steady, proud as hell. “I am. I know what I am, Ky. A whore, a slut—his slut. And I’ve come to terms with it. I don’t care if the world knows, because it’s honest. It’s me. When he fucks me, when I’m with him, I feel alive in a way I never have before. You’ve given me that freedom, and I love you for it.”



I felt the ground slipping, but I pushed on, desperation clawing at me. “I get that it’s you,” I said, voice cracking. “I see how much you love it—hell, it’s why I’m still here, still riding this insane train. But it’s not just you anymore. The kids—they need their mom. I need my wife. Lexi’s swallowing you whole, and I’m scared shitless I’m losing you to her. To him.”



She softened, just a bit. Her shoulders sagged, and she let out a long, heavy sigh. “I don’t want to lose us either, Ky,” she said, quieter now. “You’re my anchor, you always are. But Lexi—she’s not some demon I can just banish. She’s me, too. I can’t unfeel what I feel with Sipho. It’s bloody intoxicating, and I’m not ready to let it go.”



“I’m not asking you to kill Lexi,” I said, voice dropping, reaching for her hand. “I’m asking you to pull back. Balance it. Or we’ll have to end the ride. We need limits. You’re my wife, Jaimee, not just his toy. I need you here, with me, with the kids. Can you do that?”



She stared at me, eyes drilling into mine, a war raging behind them. Her fingers twitched, brushing that long hair back again, like she needed something to do, something to hold onto. She shifted in the chair, uncrossing then recrossing her legs, the spade tattoo flashing again—a taunt, a reminder. Silence stretched, thick and heavy, her breath hitching once, twice. She looked down at her hands, nails digging into her palms, then up at me, uncertainty flickering where defiance had burned. “Alright, Ky,” she said finally, voice low, almost breaking. She paused, swallowing hard, her gaze darting to the floor, then back. “I… I’ll try. I suppose I can cut back—fewer nights, more time at home.” Her hand lifted, hesitated, then dropped to her lap, fidgeting with the hem of her skirt. “I’m a rubbish mum lately, aren’t I?” Another pause, longer this time, her lips parting like she wanted to argue but couldn’t. “I see that now, yeah? I do. But—” She stopped, eyes narrowing, then softening again, the fight draining out slow. “Don’t ask me to give him up. Not yet. I need him, need this, and you know you do too, I think.” Her voice trembled at the end, caught between surrender and clinging to that edge, her head tilting slightly as if testing me, waiting for me to push harder.



I exhaled, a weight lifting but far from gone. “Okay,” I said. “It’s a start. We figure it out—start pulling back, but don’t let it sink us. I’m in this with you, Jaimee, but I need you.”



She reached out, her hand grabbing mine, squeezing hard. “I need you too,” she said. “But don’t think this means Lexi’s going anywhere. She’s here, and I bloody love her. We just… rein her in a bit, yeah?”



“Yeah,” I said, feeling no relief from the conversation and an ache in my chest. “Rein her in. We ride this out together.”



Jaimee stood up slow, like she was testing the air between us, and fuck, I couldn’t look away. Her outfit screamed Lexi—slutty as hell, barely clinging to her frame. The top was this sheer black thing, cropped high, leaving her midriff bare and those thick nipple rings poking through like they were begging for attention. The skirt—damn, if you could call it that—was a tight, shiny leather number, so short it didn’t even cover the tops of her thighs, the hem riding up to flash the spade tattoo on her ankle and a peek of the “QOS” ink creeping up her hip. Her legs gleamed in fishnet stockings, ripped at the knees, and those heels—red, sky-high, scuffed from God-knows-what—clicked as she shifted her weight. That long hair, thick and wild, swung down her ass, brushing the edge of the skirt like a tease.



She leaned down, her tits practically spilling out, and pressed a soft kiss to my forehead—gentle, almost sweet, but her breath smelled of sex and sweat. Then she straightened, smirking, her voice dripping with that mix of street-whore grit and posh polish. “I need a shower, Ky,” she said. “I’m positively knackered, and frankly, I’m leaking Sipho’s spunk out me fanny somethin’ dreadful. And—oh, sod it—Brian’s jizz is still dribbling out me arse. Quite the sticky predicament, innit?”



I froze, her words hitting me like a gut punch. My cock twitched hard, betraying me again, and I just stared as she turned, hips swaying, leaving me there with the ache and the heat and the fucking mess of it all. 



I sat there, Jaimee’s words still ringing in my ears, her scent lingering like a taunt. Temptation clawed at me—Joanna, upstairs, that tight redhead pussy waiting to swallow me whole. I could’ve gone to her, fucked her silly, let her moans drown out the mess in my head. But guilt stabbed through me, sharp and cold. That’d just be using her, a quick fix, and I knew I had to shift gears—less Joanna, less Lexi, more Jaimee, the real Jaimee, if I could still find her.



I pushed off the sofa, legs heavy, and ignored the pull toward Joanna’s room. She’d welcome me, spread those pale thighs with that sweet grin, but I turned away, following Jaimee’s trail instead. Her heels echoed up the stairs, drawing me to our bedroom, then the bathroom. I stepped in as she started undressing, peeling off that slutty getup like shedding a second skin. The sheer black crop top slipped over her head, her full tits bouncing free, nipple rings glinting—thick, silver, 8-gauge beasts tugging at her plump, pink nipples. Red bite marks dotted her chest, fresh and angry, Sipho’s teeth stamped into her pale flesh. The leather mini skirt slid down next, pooling at her ankles, revealing the “QOS” tattoo on her hip, stark black against her skin, and that chain of ink running down her spine, delicate yet defiant. Her fishnets came off last, ripped and sticky, leaving her bare except for the clitoral hood piercing winking between her thighs, still slick with what she’d bragged about leaking.



She was beautiful—fuck, breathtaking—curves soft and feminine, skin flushed from sex, those tattoos and piercings screaming Lexi while her body still whispered Jaimee. I couldn’t just watch. I stripped quick, stepped into the shower as she turned on the water, steam curling around us. “Let me help,” I muttered, grabbing the soap, running it over her shoulders, down her arms. My hands slid to her breasts, lathering them slow, feeling the weight of them, the bite marks rough under my fingers.



She giggled, a soft, girlish sound, tilting her head back so her wet hair clung to her back. “Oh, Ky, I need a proper scrub lower down, don’t I? Me fanny’s a right mess—Sipho’s spunk’s still sloshing about.” Her voice danced, crude and posh, a teasing lilt that made my cock jump.



I swallowed hard, hands trembling as I worked the soap lower, washing her belly, her hips, then between her legs. She sighed, leaning into me, her skin warm and slippery. I cleaned her thoroughly—her pussy, her ass—fingers tracing every curve, every mark, the water rinsing away the evidence of her night. She turned in my arms, eyes half-lidded, and murmured, “Thanks, love. You’re too good to me. Why don’t you pop off to Joanna now? You look fit to burst, poor darling—she’d sort you right out.”



I froze, water pounding my back. “You asking if I want to fuck her?” I said, voice thick.



She grinned, playful, her fingers brushing my chest. “Maybe… or maybe you want to fuck me. Right here, all wet and willing.”



My breath hitched. “Yeah,” I admitted, “I do. Damn, I do.”



She leaned closer, lips grazing my ear, voice dropping to a husky purr. “It’ll cost you another tattoo, Ky. Sipho’s rule, innit? But I’d make it worth every bloody prick of the needle—shag you till you’re seeing stars, me tight little cunt squeezing you dry. You’d love that, wouldn’t you?”



I groaned, torn between the ache and the edge. “A hand job’ll do,” I managed, barely holding it together.



She smirked, knowing damn well what she did to me, and wrapped her delicate fingers around my cock. “Alright, love,” she said, stroking slow at first, then faster, her grip firm and slick. “You’re such a good boy, aren’t you? Letting me be his filthy slag while you wank off to it.” Her voice was pure cuckold honey, posh and dirty, her thumb teasing the tip until I lost it—cum spurting hard, splattering the glass in seconds.



A shadow crossed her face, something soft and sad, like melancholy sneaking in. She leaned her head against my arm, wet hair sticking to my skin, and sighed. “I love you, Ky,” she said, giving my softening dick a gentle squeeze. “But I don’t know if I can ever go back to just this, yeah? Me heart’s yours, but me cunt—it’s his now, proper fucked and owned. Reckon I’m too far gone for anything less than that big black cock stretching me wide.”



I stood there, chest heaving, her words sinking in—love and loss and lust all tangled up. The shower steamed around us, her body pressed close, and I knew the ride wasn’t over, not by a long shot.




Post 1922 — Guest

Fri Mar 14, 2025 3:00 pm

A very interesting update, Ky.  I can relate to your situation with Jaimee, but on a whole lower level.  Continuing to keep the communications open on a regular basis is, I think is the best.  It sounds like you haven't been doing that very much lately.  Maybe I'm not understanding the time frames well.  Just keep talking about it, reminding her of her responsibilities at home with you and the kids.  I think there is a chance she can withdrawal from the intensity and get to a different place.  I doubt that she will ever be monogamous again, at least for the next 20 -20 years, and you probably don't want that either, but you two will have to find a different way for her to satisfy her Lexi needs.  Good luck!!!!



Rascal




Post 1923 — venus-can99

Fri Mar 14, 2025 3:55 pm

Thanks for update describing the intense emotional highs and lows, fear and excitement from both of you. Wishing both of you the very best as you both try to pull back slowly




Post 1924 — Goodboy66

Fri Mar 14, 2025 4:01 pm

Wow, you've sort of agreed that she'll try to spend a bit more time with the kids. Living life fully for a kink and fuck any family values. If I was Wade reading this, I'd be flying over to check how my kids are, mind you he probably cares for them as little as the three adults looking after them.



I know we are not allowed to call out a thread as fiction but I hope this is.




Post 1925 — Guest

Fri Mar 14, 2025 5:15 pm

Thanks again for the update. I don't think the "dear, we need to talk" accomplished anything well, maybe some. Reading your post felt like two steps forward and two steps back. 



The fact that she suggested having Joanna take care of your needs before she offered you her pussy with Sipho's restrictions/consequences speaks volumes. She knows you think the tattoos have gone too far so, she didn't offer herself without reminding you of the cost. Jaimee seems fully aware that you want to dial it back and she let you know that her pussy is his and she can't/won't stop. Even her own admission of being a "rubbish mum" doesn't give her pause to consider the potential for lasting damage. 



Wasn't there a timeline/deadline for this game to end? If Jaimee can't or won't quit, what does that mean when that timeline is reached? What will happen when Sipho finds a new conquest? What will happen if he drops Lexi and moves on to the next subject that offers the thrill of converting another innocent young attractive wife? Sipho doesn't sound like the type to restrict himself. He sounds like the kind of guy that runs thing to a natural end, like he won't quit until you do. 



When Jaimee suggested Joanna for your relief, if you'd gone Jaimee would have dodged another day of having to deal with your reluctance. She'd know you were easily manipulated and could be appeased so simply. Even though you bartered down for the hand job, Jaimee knows you are serious. She also knows she can work on your weaknesses in the same way Sipho works on hers. 



The only thing I see accomplished with your "we need to talk" talk is that Jaimee is aware of your growing reluctance and it is in her head now. It may not be a significant voice in her head but if she has anything left in her that values you, that voice will grow. When people talk about regrets they always say it's about the things they "didn't" do. In Jaimee's case, she may have regrets about "she didn't" stop herself in time. Sure, you've had your part in it but ultimately it's the woman that decides if she fucks or not. Jaimee is in a distortion field, a cloud, a sex induced obfuscation.




Post 1926 — elina

Fri Mar 14, 2025 7:42 pm

Dear Ky,



Thanks for a very honest update.



There are some conditions affecting the human mind where there is a rule of thumb saying that you will need as much time to fully recover as you spent digging into it in the first place.



I am not sure if this is a good rulle of thumb for Jaimee/yours condition, but I do think that you will have to stay persistent and keep working with Jaimee to gradually help Her get off what is now clearly an addiction to Sipho and the other BBC's he shares Her with. 



If I remember correctly, you and Jaimee have an agreement (also with Sipho?) to pause from all of this and go on vacation sometimes later this spring. Is that agreement still on? And how far down the road does that break come up?



I think you handled the conversation with Jaimee that you described in your most recent post, not attacking Her, clearly taking responsibility for your own part in this, while persistently appealing to Jaimee in a non-confrontational way. Best off all, not giving in to Lexi's offer to fuck Her and accepting yet another tatto was absolutely critical. I think if you had given in at that point, the whole purpose of the conversation would have been lost. Continuing that approach will probably be critical to succeed with helping Jaimee come back and Lexi to gradually claim a smaller part of Her. 



Sincerely

elina




Post 1927 — scdiver

Fri Mar 14, 2025 8:18 pm

Any drug addict will always say that they can handle it. That they like the way the drugs make them feel. That is until the crash. 

Jaimee already promised no more tattoos, yet she now has a chain down her spine and the name Lexi on her neck. 

Ky did Jaimee consult you.before getting these tattoos like she promised?

Like any addict, Jaimee tells you that she loves you and her family. Does she really show it or are you being used as a convenient place to live between gang bangs.

Ky, you keep realizing that this has gone too far then you let Jaimee dictate what is going to happen going forward.

One question. Is Sipho still sexually torturing Jaimee?

You are just pushing the pain down and the road and the pain will be worse.

Good luck and keep writing.




Post 1928 — mick_flow

Fri Mar 14, 2025 11:52 pm

Hi Ky, - Thanks for the honest update, raw and honest - on my personal experience the more honest the post, the more support the community here provides.



I won't lie, what you described was equal parts as gutting as it was erotic. I think you sensed that too, at least based my reading of your update.



I know with my wife, bringing in the time with the children was a key part in getting getting her to take a step back and think about where she was spending time. It seems true with Jaimee. i think that pause when she started to think about her time as a mother was important. I didn't have a Joanna to help with the kids, so when my wife was away I was with my kids and I'd arrange a day our, or an evening out at the weekend. Museums, movies, etc.



My personal take is that it is really really hard in a long term engagement with another person to impossible to separate love and sex. It's natural that you end up developing emotionally connections with the person you are having intimate sexual relationships with. The inverse is also true, and you see marriages fall apart when the intimacy is lost (see reddit's r/deadbedroom for example).



Another approach would be to expand upon her proposition, she pushed you to Joanna, and then confirmed that she physically wouldn't want you. (Totally cuckold erotic btw, as you pointed out). But there was that point when you were aroused by Jaimee but your desire was for Joanna. That too was telling, where you had to try to refocus on Jaimee.



I think you did awesome in getting her to back down on the intensity with Sipho. For my wife it was a gradual withdrawal too, so that's a good start. Keep an eye on it. If you need to push her again you could try to play forward what would happen if you continue the way things had been going? - Would you guys just become friends? Are you still lovers? - If you desire Joanna when aroused, and Lexi / Jaimee wants Sipho... 



Are you bringing Joanna with you to Florida? - As a child minder, it would be awesome to give you and Jaimee some time out alone for a child free drink / meal?




Post 1929 — viking53

Sat Mar 15, 2025 12:20 am

Thanks for the update Ky. As long as you let your own lust through, you will never be able to pull back Jaimee/Lexi (although now she is clearly Lexi/Jaimee) and stop her continuing down this course. Her threat of getting more tattoos if you had penetrative sex with her was clearly incorrect as there are several tattoos that have appeared recently without consulting you. It's more likely that the "punishment" for Lexi if she had had penetrative sex with you would probably have been breast enlargement at Sipho's expense.




Post 1930 — fgare

Sat Mar 15, 2025 12:32 am

This character development is becoming somewhat predictable. The person pretending to be a husband makes a weak attempt to put his foot down, and salvage what remains of his marriage. Ultimately, nothing was resolved because the person assigned the role of wife has confessed she loves being a slut, and being a slut for her pimp, more than she loves the person she calls husband. Above all, she's supposed to be some sort of excellent mother figure. Yet, she not only consistently chooses to be with her pimp and have gang bangs instead of be with her family, but her kids are only an afterthought for her. Her response to the accusation of not being home enough for her family? "I'll try to be home more instead of out fucking strangers. Maybe." In what world would a truly caring mother say such tenuous things like that when it comes to taking care of her children? The ending being what it always is with the timid husband being placated with a hand job while being told he's truly no longer what she needs or wants. She wants her pimp, not her husband. I'd wager if Ky_Da packed his bags and left with Joanna, Jaimee would immediately move in with Sipho and be collared full time then leashed to a pole for all of Sipho's friends and clients to use.



It is ironic, though. Jaimee wanted the freedom to explore. She wanted to "be free" of her roles as wife/mother. She freely explored and then chose to become a literal sex slave. Key word being slave, antithesis of a free person and freedom. All the while the pretend husband allowed it, and she has no qualms about throwing it in his face anytime Ky_Da expresses reservations. "You allowed Sipho to mark me." "You have no say in this anymore, you gave me to Sipho." The Jaimee character used to at least be likeable.




Post 1931 — mundyman

Sat Mar 15, 2025 1:01 am

It is sad the every time Ky says “this is it, in putting my foot down!”, Jaimie throws the BS that it’s HIS fault that HE allowed all this to happen. That Ky pushed her into his arms, that Ky allowed the tattoos. 

And then he backs down.

Rather than standing tall and strong and reminding her that yes he allowed certain things to happen, that HE encouraged certain behaviors, but he did not sign up for it to get to this point. For things to become so extreme!!!

She is bullying and gaslighting Ky at this point, and he’s laying down and taking it.




Post 1932 — mick_flow

Sat Mar 15, 2025 1:15 am

Honestly, it’s hard. You can’t “put your foot down”. Why? - because if you do you just push your wife away. She’s emotionally caught up with another person… and did it, with what she thought was her husbands blessing. Yeah maybe she is carried away with it. But you have to get your wife to see where things are going and the danger before the direction changes.



It’s a slow process. It takes time. Others have brought up the parallels with addiction, I can see that too - Jaimee needs to see the issue before she’ll change.



And did Ky push?! And did jaimee pull… of course they did… they both go into this… it’ll take time to get back out, and it’s baby steps… and that’s ok, actually a good thing…



Put yourself in Jaimee’s shoes, she’s put herself out there with her husbands blessing, she feels like she’s doing all the right things, making sure she gets him videos, spends time teasing him, and she leans and and enjoys it, only to have her husband ask her to stop. It’s emotional exhausting too. All go. Then all atop. Then all go. Etc … 



But you can see Lexi / Jaimee becoming more confident with Ky. at least in what Ky’s telling us. When he asked her to slow last time, there was a moment of sadness, of ok, if you want. Now though, it was different, it was more defiant, and she told him how she feels, knowing it turns him on, and she pushed him, and he despite himself enjoyed it. 



It’s a slow dance as the both navigate this.




Post 1933 — scdiver

Sat Mar 15, 2025 1:39 am

I am willing to bet real money that Jaimee will not go with Ky to Florida. Jaimee will come up with some excuse, but the bottom line is that she can't go for two weeks without getting gang fucked.

Anybody willing to bet?




Post 1934 — scdiver

Sat Mar 15, 2025 1:40 am

I am willing to bet real money that Jaimee will not go with Ky to Florida. Jaimee will come up with some excuse, but the bottom line is that she can't go for two weeks without getting gang fucked.

Anybody willing to bet?




Post 1935 — scdiver

Sat Mar 15, 2025 1:41 am

Sorry about the double post




Post 1936 — venus-can99

Sat Mar 15, 2025 1:44 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

Why can't you delete the second post? Just curious




Post 1937 — elina

Sat Mar 15, 2025 2:07 am

↳ Replying to: venus-can99, scdiver

Yes you can mark it for deletion and provide the info that it is a double post. 

I think the Admins needs to delete it, but they will if requested.




Post 1938 — tojanman

Sat Mar 15, 2025 2:25 am

The only way Jaimee will slow down is if Sipho agrees to back down a bit and I have little confidence that he’ll do that. At this point he controls Lexi completely. He can make any demand he wants and Lexi will comply.




Post 1939 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sat Mar 15, 2025 2:30 am

Well Ky...if she wants to be Lexi full time and doesn't care who knows about it then there is no need for anonymity any longer. Ask her to join OHW and get verified.  She can share her journey with those that understand the lifestyle.  She can even start an OF page and share her world to her loyal fans. I'd sign up in a millisecond.




Post 1940 — veub

Sat Mar 15, 2025 3:11 am

At least with this post Ky admitted that he doesn't give a shit about the kids any more than she or Sipho do. He admits he wants her to continue in her path and that it excites me. 

He is more of a problem for the kids than she or Sipho are. He's the one keeping them in this environment. He could easily make plans to move them back to the states to get out of this situation. He could toss her out. Instead he begs her to "start pulling back." Why? Because he loves this. 

He  also knows that if he takes any action he won't be able to feed his addiction which is more important than the kids. 

I guess he figures since the twins aren't his (is the daughter?) he doesn't have to protect them.

It really doesn't matter anyway. It is clear that Ky is getting bored with sharing this story and he will soon wrap it up with a tearful reunion. Then next year we'll get another trip into cuckold heaven.




Post 1941 — mundyman

Sat Mar 15, 2025 3:22 am

I’m curious as to what type of affection Jaimie and Sipho share with each other. What words and actions do they give to each other. Yes he treats her as the white she’s become, but every Master loves his Sub, and I’m curious how they show that when they are alone.




Post 1942 — mundyman

Sat Mar 15, 2025 3:22 am

I’m curious as to what type of affection Jaimie and Sipho share with each other. What words and actions do they give to each other. Yes he treats her as the white she’s become, but every Master loves his Sub, and I’m curious how they show that when they are alone.




Post 1943 — veub

Sat Mar 15, 2025 3:51 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman

Does every pimp love his whore? That's all she is for him. And Ky loves it.




Post 1944 — lkh96

Sat Mar 15, 2025 4:14 am

Jesus Christ don't fuck up the kids. Today it's your marriage, the next day will be your kids. Remember you thought you two had it all figured out and look where you're now. 

If this story is true, the kids deserves better parents. Clearly not a dad who is an enabler and pretty much spineless, and a mum with unresolved childhood trauma who rather than work on it takes it out on her mom by being an independent spirit aka a whore. 

Stop looking for jaimee in your wife. She said it herself, she loves being Lexi. She IS Lexi. 

(OR maybe Ky is a skillful story teller and we will have a happy ending after all.)




Post 1945 — txrockdog

Sat Mar 15, 2025 4:31 am

Man y’all really know how to make a guy want to keep posting.  Nothing says “keep posting, we are here to support you” like immediately attacking the guy for not doing what you would have done.  



Ky, this is probably a good time to remind you that you can mute those you are tired of being insulted by using the “foe” tool.  I understand that everybody has their ways they think they would handle your situation, but nobody sees what your day to day life is and what you do with and for your kids.  I know there are folks here that think what you describe as highlights of the hottest and most angst producing incidents are a complete picture of the way that you and Jaimee live 24/7.  Keep doing what you can to be the anchor for Jaimee. 



Anchor really is a interesting term to use to describe your role, innit?  Sometimes anchors are used to stop a ship in a storm from being dragged into the rocks, while others are simply used to slow the drift of boat being blown in a direction by the wind.  Other still are used to fix an object in a single position you want it to stay, like a buoy marking the entrance to a channel.



Do you feel like maybe you and Sipho and Jaimee each have different ideas of what your function is as an anchor?  Maybe for Jaimee you are the anchor tethering her to where home is, letting her swing any direction in the tide but always keeping her attached to the ones she loves?  Maybe Sipho sees you as a drift anchor, keeping her drifting along in the currents of your life and not letting her get blown off course by various gusts of winds you encounter.  And maybe you see yourself as that emergency anchor deployed to keep Jaimee from being destroyed against the rocks in a storm of lust driven impulses; always questioning whether the strength of your tether will be enough to hold her fast against the crashing waves headed for the rocks.  



Understanding how you each see what the role of being “her anchor” really means might be an enlightening discussion to have with Jaimee next time you catch her clearheaded, and not dressed as Lexi with sperm from multiple men dripping down her thighs and the emotions and neurochemical fog from the subspace and orgasms clouding her ability to express herself.  I also do think you need to talk seriously about what role drugs might be playing in her “addiction” to Sipho, and whether she would be completely able to ensure that she hasn’t been drugged without her knowledge at times.




Post 1946 — David52

Sat Mar 15, 2025 4:42 am

Ky, have you considered forcing the issue by asking Joanna to leave your home and Jaimee to leave her job?




Post 1947 — out_of_ideas

Sat Mar 15, 2025 5:52 am

First of all let me say Thank you to KY for taking us on this journey for many years. I have been an often reader by limited commenter on this site for a long time. I wish you nothing but happiness in however this ends up. This does remind me of a couple that some of you might remember from at least 10 years ago and the previous site before everything went haywire for a few weeks. I believe they were out of Texas and he might of even had a military affiliation Hard to remember. Regardless, his wife "fell under" the spell of another man and began a long destructive path. Needles to say it came out that they were mixing in narcotics to her drinks unknown to her at the time and that helped in creating the dependency. I think his final post before he asked for the thread to be removed was something like he had to get his wife out of there as fast as he could in order to save something because she had become "addicted". Not saying this is happening but it is always something that I have thought about over the years with out own personal situations.



Thanks!




Post 1948 — mundyman

Sat Mar 15, 2025 6:44 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman






Post 1949 — butthurt

Sat Mar 15, 2025 7:34 am

Ky.  Thank you for your eloquent telling of your story, my introduction to this site was Jaimie’s posts about her and I think his name was Derrick.  Then it was on to your posting of your adventures with Wade.  One thing, my recollection of that time was there was a lot more in your posts of the dialog between the two of you, this seems to be missing in this thread.  Also it looks like there is no safe word anymore.  About safe words, it seems like people feel that they are weak for using them when I think at times it may be strength needed to use them.




Post 1950 — txrockdog

Sat Mar 15, 2025 7:55 am

What kind of dialog are you talking about?  Because I would guess of the top of my head that greater than 70% of Ky’s posts in the last few months where he wasn’t just answering questions have included some level of dialog between he and Jaimee.  And he posted about using his safeword as recently as a few weeks ago.  Now whether Jaimee is honoring his use of the safeword or just deciding to do what she wants anyway is a subject that is probably ripe for discussion between the two of them.




Post 1951 — Wistful

Sat Mar 15, 2025 9:31 am

“To the Edge . . . and Back” was a long multi-chapter piece of fiction Ky_Da worked on several years ago. As I recall he planned it to be a story of an extreme husband/wife cuckold adventure taken to the very limit of disaster, but where the couple would somehow pull back secure in the end.



To my knowledge Ky never completed the story.  The fictional couple were doing some wild things, but nothing so extreme as Ky and Jaimee have now lived in real life. Ky and Jaimee are closer to the lip of a far greater chasm than the story ever achieved.



But I so hope Ky and Jaimee can now manage an “ . . .and Back” ending in real life.




Post 1952 — viking53

Sat Mar 15, 2025 6:54 pm

There are two alternatives for the future: Ky, Jaimee and the kids and Joanna goes or Ky, Joanna and the kids and Lexi goes. In either alternative there is no place for Jaimee/Lexi or Lexi/Jaimee. The third alternative which is a continuation of the situation today, Ky, Joanna and Lexi/Jaimee (note the order) leaves no room for the kids so where do they go?




Post 1953 — wannabecUKold

Sat Mar 15, 2025 9:13 pm

↳ Replying to: scdiver

We thought you were accepting your own wager.




Post 1954 — DarrenZ

Sun Mar 16, 2025 2:22 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

There was no like button, but yes, this.




Post 1955 — FamilyCuckold

Sun Mar 16, 2025 3:47 am

↳ Replying to: DarrenZ, txrockdog

Yes this x2.




Post 1956 — NWUK

Sun Mar 16, 2025 5:57 am

↳ Replying to: mundyman

It appears that Sipho is turning Jaimie into a chav judging by her language.




Post 1957 — Ky_Da

Sun Mar 16, 2025 8:09 am

I sat there, staring at this thread, and it hit me—I’m done. I know I’ve got problems, fucked-up knots I need to untangle, and I’m going to work on that, figure out how to climb out of this hole. But I’ve hit the end of what I want to spill here; the judgmental pricks slinging their sanctimonious shit, acting like their lives are spotless, have sucked the fun out of it. I don’t enjoy this anymore—sharing personal bits just to get sneered at. In the end, it’s a matter of wanting something better, a life where lust doesn’t choke me every damn day, and I need to make some changes to get there. I’m hoping Jaimee’ll come with me, that we can claw our way back to something real together, but either way, this is where I sign off. I know I’ve tried before, but this one will take. I won’t be coming back, so I wish all those who’ve sent well-wishes, positivity, and optimism the best. Live your best lives, seek joy over happiness, and meaning over fleeting thrills. This is what I'm going to seek. Goodbye.




Post 1958 — viking53

Sun Mar 16, 2025 8:12 am

Ky, I wish you and Jaimee the best and really hope that you both manage to sort this out together and move on with your family intact.




Post 1959 — BigHotMess

Sun Mar 16, 2025 8:13 am

KY



You seem like a nice guy who has found himself in a pickle due to poor impulse control and a wife who has not prioritized you.  Both are solvable. Continuing on a site like this in your situation is like holding a AA meeting at an open bar.  



I truly hope that you find peace.



BHM




Post 1960 — venus-can99

Sun Mar 16, 2025 8:46 am

Thanks for giving us a glimpse into your life Ky and wish you and your family the best.




Post 1961 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun Mar 16, 2025 9:05 am

Ky right now there is lots of emotions going on. Hard to make any lasting decisions when in that state. I'm not talking about this site and your contribution to it. I'm talking about your real life situation. Focus on that my friend because that is where the value is, the reward. We are just a side note in the grand scheme of things. Work on you and Jaime. Live your life. Don't mind us. We'll be fine. We want you to be fine. If by chance you feel an update is something you feel is important enough you have plenty of supporters here that care about you and would want to know what's going on with you. Remember to block the haters. Best of luck to you. I hope to hear from you again. Right now...work on you.




Post 1962 — Bsod83

Sun Mar 16, 2025 9:44 am

Thank you ky for sharing your increadbly story. I have followed it mostly as a silent observer. 



I hope that you can mend your relationship with your wife, and heal the wounds in your heart.




Post 1963 — Goodboy66

Sun Mar 16, 2025 9:44 am

Toys out the pram.




Post 1964 — Pecannut

Sun Mar 16, 2025 9:53 am

KY all the best to you and your family. You are amazing guy and you write so well. It has been amazing to follow your life here. Thank you so much for sharing your experience with us! You rock!




Post 1965 — Guest

Sun Mar 16, 2025 10:36 am

Even though I'd love to read about the struggle to return to some semblance of normal, I understand how the judgemental posts would take the joy out of your wanting to share. You need to put all your focus on what you want the most. Thanks for your story. I'm a "Pollyanna" kinda of guy and I was pulling for a happy resolution. Best of luck to you Ky!




Post 1966 — shadowtantra

Sun Mar 16, 2025 11:03 am

Like most here, we thank you for sharing your story and being vulnerable to a group of anonymous readers.  Your writing is intense and powerful and hope that in whatever you do and wherever you go in the future that you continue to write for you!  Focus on You, Jaimee and the family and hope that you can find a pathway to happiness, joy, love  and contentment.




Post 1967 — path22

Sun Mar 16, 2025 2:44 pm

Hi Ky, how sad it makes me think that because of maladjusted people, incapable of dissenting without having to attack, insult, and belittle others, many of us will never hear from you again, Ky. I've read your entire thread from the beginning and have followed your story over the years, always waiting for an update to find out how you and Jaimee are doing. I wish you the best and hope that when the dust settles, you'll see fit to post new updates. Thanks for everything. Hugs from across the ocean.




Post 1968 — fgare

Sun Mar 16, 2025 3:24 pm

↳ Replying to: BigHotMess

These sentences here are very apt. I agree. Particularly this thread in February of 2024 is - informative. Ky, I truly hope you can regain your wife. you chose, poorly. I've returned to check on this thread out of pity because you are a lust junkie monkey jumping at any chance to get off, while your wife is an opium addict in a den chasing the dragon until the apes rule the world and Heston is screaming on a beach in front of the Statue of Liberty. Grab Jaimee, grab your kids, run full speed into a new life, away from any and all things in this current one, especially Sipho. He is, and always has been or will be, fucking toxic. Simply look back to Wed Sep 04, 2024 4:19 pm. Sipho always claimed he wasn't about splitting marriages, but it's exactly what he was about. Not overtly - in this case, force Jaimee to become Lexi, completely subservient and obedient to Sipho yet does not care about Ky, Jaimee's husband. Sipho is fucking toxic.




Post 1969 — tfx

Sun Mar 16, 2025 5:17 pm

Hell of a ride.

Yeah take your life back. It could never last forever and you're doing the right thing.

Jamie will come with ya... there is no future with Sipho and that lifestyle, but there is with her family. 

She can't possibly think when she gets into her older years that the drive will still be there and the outer beauty as well. I'm sure she's outstanding but life leaves its scars and will be harder to compete with Siphos new toy when he decides to move on.

Good luck and happily ever after.

Pop on in a year or two and let us know some good news in a sentence or 2. I already know things are gonna work out for you guys.




Post 1970 — Bboy

Sun Mar 16, 2025 11:16 pm

Ky. Thanks for sharing your journey. 



My best wishes go to you and Jaimee,  and most definitely also to your Kids. They have never had a say in all the fun choices, but frequently missing the attention and love of their mom must be tough.



I believe you have chosen to do the responsible thing now. It may be an uphill battle at first, because we see signs of addiction. But strong conviction you are on the right track and perseverence will make you come out on top.



I wish you all a sea of happy tears!




Post 1971 — scarlettscuck

Mon Mar 17, 2025 3:47 am

Ky - thanks for sharing your lives with us. Wishing you and your family the very best future. 

Take care!




Post 1972 — scdiver

Mon Mar 17, 2025 8:58 pm

I wonder how many marriages and lives Sipho has ruined. Now he can add one more marriage and five more lives to his tally. Ky, the three kids and Jaimee. This guy is more evil and manipulative than Pete, the guy that ruined my first marriage.

Ky I wish you well and I hope you find the strength to end the shit hole of a marriage that you are in. Get help, you can't fix anything untill you get your own head straight. Stop letting Jaimee dictate how you will live. Stop letting Jaimee use you for a bed and breakfasts between her sex bouts. Most of all, get away from her addiction source, Sipho.

I don't know if you have the strength to do this but I do know that you will not find true happiness until you do.



Good luck, I will keep you in my prayers.




Post 1973 — txrockdog

Tue Mar 18, 2025 12:28 am

↳ Replying to: scdiver

Good lord, let it go already!  You already managed to run him off by insulting him using your own recalled trauma to project your failed marriage onto his.  If anybody needs professional help, it is you.  You clearly aren’t over what happened in your first marriage and are projecting your own perceived failings on to Ky.  Just let it rest.  You have run him off and none of us will get the chance to find out if Ky is successful in unwinding Jaimee from Sipho’s grip.  I wish Ky would have just put you and a few others who couldn’t resist the urge to insult him and his wife on ignore instead of bailing out entirely, but here we are.  Hope you are happy with what you accomplished…




Post 1974 — all4fun

Tue Mar 18, 2025 1:10 am

Farewell Ky.  Likely a journey that should never had started, but safe voyages my friend wherever the winds of life blow you next.  I leave you with this.



Our anchor's too big for our ship,



So we're sittin' here tryin' to think.



If we leave it behind we'll be lost.



If we haul it on board, we will sink.



If we sit and keep talkin' about it,



It will soon be too late for our trip.



It sure can be rough on a sailor



When the anchor's too big for the ship.



- Shel Silverstein




Post 1975 — cyw

Tue Mar 18, 2025 1:50 am

Hi Ky,

I feel sorry and bad to see you stop posting for now. I can see this decision coming after reading so many negative comments from some readers criticizing, judging you and Jaimee's actions, predicting outcomes that even you don't know and still fighting. It's not worth wasting time here instead of focusing on fixing the problem. I have confidence you can do it again like the other times with Derrick and Wade. Share an update when you are ready. I hope to see you and Jaimee coming back stronger than ever.




Post 1976 — veub

Tue Mar 18, 2025 2:21 am

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

The highlighted comment really struck me.  For months all he has been posting about is his own concern and unhappiness only occasionally relieved by his sexual excitement. I can't imagine how this was supposed to be "fun" for him to share what seemingly is the destruction of his, his wife's  and his kids' life.

If that was supposed to be fun for him either he needs some serious therapy, or his imagination has run dry.




Post 1977 — Cgi69

Tue Mar 18, 2025 2:30 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog, scdiver

Txrockdog. Exactly!!!! Couldn't have said it better myself. Thanks for posting this.




Post 1978 — Tryagain

Tue Mar 18, 2025 3:05 am

Ky...please check in from time to time. Perhaps, barring the negative ones, you can still get some help here as you negotiate your way though things. There are some smart, intelligent, experienced people here. So many have always been rooting for you.




Post 1979 — gfdag

Tue Mar 18, 2025 3:24 am

Ky the negative people tend to be the loudest but there are many that have been quietly enjoying your stories.



Like me!




Post 1980 — user322

Tue Mar 18, 2025 4:22 am

Hi Ky, it might not be easy, but you should try to ignore the negative comments.



I only come here as a reader, and I notice in the various posts I follow that there's a lot of negativity from a certain number of commenters. Most of the time, everything they say is very exaggerated and alarmist, and most of the time, the catastrophic things they predict don't come true at all...



I've noticed this dynamic for a while now, and I find it unfortunate, especially when it comes to people who are just embarking on the adventure, who don't have much experience yet, and who can be frightened by alarmist comments that fall on them as soon as something doesn't go as planned...



So you have to know how to ignore these people (who think they know everything better than couples sharing their life experiences) and only take what's constructive from the comments.




Post 1981 — KHRunner

Tue Mar 18, 2025 4:42 am

Sad to see you go. Hope you'll reconsider as we have enjoyed your journey so far.




Post 1982 — Guest

Tue Mar 18, 2025 5:08 am

↳ Replying to: KHRunner






Post 1983 — realcucklife

Tue Mar 18, 2025 5:42 am

Such a shame to see you check out.

There are still those of us that love to read your adventures, that I only wish that I had the courage to walk.

Remember if your not hurting someone, how can it be wrong?




Post 1984 — path22

Tue Mar 18, 2025 6:48 am

Hi Ky, I totally agree with Txrockdog, Cyw, User322, Realcucklife, and many others. I still can't believe there are people who, behind the anonymity of the keyboard, can insult, abuse, and assume a lot of things Ky hasn't said (like drugs of all kinds, slavery, prostitution, etc.). We are readers and can politely express our opinions without attacking or belittling others. If we don't like it and disagree, we won't read the thread, but we should allow others to hear from an excellent writer like Ky about his story with Jaimee. Where is freedom of expression?

Sorry for my English; it's not my native language. We hope to read you again, Ky.




Post 1985 — FamilyCuckold

Tue Mar 18, 2025 9:47 am

↳ Replying to: path22

Adding my notes of support to you Ky, sorry you had to endure such negativity and outright insults, especially to your wife. Take care of your family, love lots, and live well.




Post 1986 — mundyman

Wed Mar 19, 2025 3:22 am

It sounds like Ky is at his wits end and has had enough….of everything.

Enough of Sipho and the boys

Enough of the tattoos, especially the tattoos

Enough of Lexi

Enough of having to be with Joanna rather than Jaimie

Enough of not being intimate with Jaimie

Enough of Jaimie leaving to go be a slut and not a Mom

Enough of there not being the normal family time that me he craves with his wife and kids

Enough of the lifestyle

Enough of Jaimie continuing to run down this rabbit hole at light speed, the changes to her coming so fast he hardly recognizes her anymore 

And then to top it off

Enough of the random shitty comments are on here.

I’m sure he comes here to vent, but also to get some support and understanding.

His last couple of posts continued to show his developing frustration and despair as he begins to realize his old life, and his wife, are gone forever. If he wants to stay together with Jaimie he’s going to have to come to grips with Jaimie’s physical and personality changes. She has become someone I’m sure he’s never thought of her becoming. She always was slutty and submissive, but also able to keep it somewhat under the radar of everyone else. Not anymore.



Good luck Ky. I wish you, all of your family, all the best and good luck as you sort this all out.

I hope you decide to come back and update us in the future after things have settled down.




Post 1987 — subtoall

Wed Mar 19, 2025 3:23 am

↳ Replying to: veub, Ky_Da

Apparently not enough to generate the humility necessary to recognize that you are one of the sanctimonious pricks he's talking about.




Post 1988 — Cgi69

Wed Mar 19, 2025 3:54 am

↳ Replying to: subtoall, veub, Ky_Da

Amen, Subtoall. Completely agree.




Post 1989 — Barti

Wed Mar 19, 2025 8:04 am

I hope everything comes good with Joanna....




Post 1990 — wannabecUKold

Wed Mar 19, 2025 8:50 pm

↳ Replying to: NWUK, mundyman

No, there is an upper class English public school argot/drawl that speaks like that, with cut glass accent. 'sloshing'.  Definitely authentic.




Post 1991 — wannabecUKold

Wed Mar 19, 2025 9:18 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Hi Ky_Da



Please don't go.  I am sorry that some of the readers here are sanctimonious, which is way out of order. 



I hope you will reconsider.  Your story is not only absolutely fascinating and beautifully written but also an object lesson for us all.  It really is of use to us to understand what is happening.  



I think you will be able to pull it back.  I think Jaimee will find enough self-will to be able to step back from a break-up and the descent.  I can understand that she wants to be true to herself, and Lexi is part of that true self.  I think she wants to  say to the world that she is a sexual woman, she is not going to suppress her sexuality, she holds her head up high when she announces that she fucks men, strong black men, many of them.  She sees no wrong in sex. She has been brought up to say what she believes. 



But there is another side and it is harmful: her addiction to sex and probably drugs, and her abandonment of her family, including you.  We all fail, but she may be causing real harm and permanent damage to herself and her real relationships. If that happens, she will have great remorse.  Let's accept her personality but, in an embrace of love, pull her back from the addictions that are enslaving her.  She must be dragged away - doubtless unwillingly - from Sipho, who is her Satan intent on destroying her.




Post 1992 — all4fun

Sat Mar 22, 2025 4:00 am

↳ Replying to: path22

This is an understatement.  While there are many fantastic writers on OHW, Ky is hands down my favorite.  His posts are always nothing less than captivating, but deeper on another level.

 

I was lying in bed last night, and I could not help but think about this thread.  Granted, the 5mg gummy I ate had ignited my imagination, but nonetheless, I was contemplating this journey and beyond.

 

Unless contrived from the imagination, the journey of Ky and Jaimee would make for a great case study.  The amount of material as it pertains to the human mind and various aspects of development, conditioning, and perception are extraordinary.  So much going on, DDNOS, sexual addiction, behavioral conditioning, the ties to African Zulu shamanism, "boarding school syndrome" (look it up peeps, it's a real fucking thing), the codependency.  It's been captivating the way Ky has conveyed the actions, intricacies, and emotions of it all.

 

Selfishly, I had thirsted for Ky to keep posting, everything; the good, the bad, the happy, the sad.  Like so many here, I am invested in them and care so much I lay awake thinking about it at night.  

 

Then I wondered why, why am I here, why are we here?  Why do we care so much about someone we have never met, do not know, but yet feel we know.  I believe many of the sanctimonious and critical comments come from a place of caring, not criticism.  People don't want to see Ky and Jaimee hurt.  They just have a poor way of communicating it.

 

I wondered.  Is this, all of this what Ky wanted?  As Heath Ledger said, "Everyone you meet always asks if you have a career, are married, or own a house as if life was some kind of grocery list. But no one ever asks you if you are happy".

 

Ky, are you happy?

 

What else is there?  Happiness and time are the only currency that matters.  Moments.  Then they are gone, we are gone.  

 

The references to the ocean, the anchor, got me thinking about the vastness of the ocean, the most unexplored and unknown place that exists on our virus like human infestation of a planet.  It all makes sense, the journey of Ky and Jaimee, the anchor, the vastness of the unknown, beautiful, but often dangerous ocean.  It mirrors the depths of the human mind and existence.  

 

This giant rock hurtling through space, through the never ending and expanding infinite galaxy.  What does the next pass through this arrangement of molecules and atoms look like?  Will we make the same decisions, will we even be the same?  The multiverse theory suggests sometimes we will, and sometimes we won't.  After all, we have an infinite number of chances, but we don't have the luxury, at least at this level of consciousness, to recall the previous go-rounds.

 

So, that leaves us this life, the one that is in front of us now.  This got me thinking of the path I am on.  Gluttony and lust are two of the cardinal sins.  Does any of this even matter, is it making me happy?  I can no longer answer that.  

 

What about you Ky?  I hope you find your happiness, whatever that looks like for you.  If that is with Jaimee without Lexi, it will likely take drastic measures so as not to be critical, but she sure sounds pretty far gone (i.e. an emergency move back to the States or elsewhere, and therapy), but it is not an insurmountable task.  If that is with Jaimee with Lexi, then this go-round the universe will be an interesting one, and although I have no crystal ball, likely fraught with pain and loss. 

 

Whatever you do my friend, I hope your time is spent in a way that you do not regret, and you find your happiness.  I never really pegged you as the "I'm gonna take my ball and go home type of guy" but maybe it is time to do that with Jaimee. 

 

For what it's worth though, thank you.

 

Thank you for your informative, emotional, insightful, and spellbinding posts over the years, and thank you for helping me on my own journey finally have an epiphany and see the light.  Much like the allegory of the cave, I feel like I am making my escape and have sight of the outside world.  I somehow owe it to you.  I hope you find it too Ky.




Post 1993 — Shauncuckold

Sat Mar 22, 2025 5:35 am

all4fun, great post!!!




Post 1994 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sat Mar 22, 2025 6:10 am

Yes good post there all4fun. Interesting perspective.




Post 1995 — Guest

Sat Mar 22, 2025 6:34 am

I'll climb on board with all4fun's post. I think this is the type of post that acknowledges Ky's situation while respecting him at the same time. Ky's writing does evoke strong feelings and strong opinions. Those feelings and opinions should be voiced respectfully or not at all. I too hope that Ky finds what he is looking for and wish him the greatest success in seeking it.




Post 1996 — mundyman

Wed Mar 26, 2025 3:00 pm

Bump….




Post 1997 — starman2

Thu Mar 27, 2025 10:24 pm

Ky  its been an amzing  read of your journey, i can't imagine how you cope with the highs and lows,but thanks for sharing such  a insight into you  cuckold   life i wish you all the best and hope things work out  for  all of you




Post 1998 — txrockdog

Thu Apr 03, 2025 11:30 am

Ky, I am sure this is the longest of shots, but there are a bunch of folks here that appreciate your skills as a writer, respect you for the way you and Jaimee have handled your extreme adventures in the lifestyle, and have come to care about both of you.  I respect your desire to step away and “do better”, but suspect this will always linger at the fringes of the sexuality in your relationship with Jaimee.  For better or worse, please come back and let us know how things are going with you two.  Even if you never tell another story about your adventures together or lack thereof, please let us know that you are ok and how things are going with your wife and kids.  The “foe” tool exists so that you can mute the voices that disrespect you or your wife…please use it liberally.



On the other hand, if we never hear from you again, I suspect you (and Jaimee) will still look in here from time to time, so best of luck to both of you and I hope you have a really long and happy life together.




Post 1999 — path22

Thu Apr 03, 2025 12:12 pm

I completely agree with txrockdog. Use the tool and don't deprive us of your story, which I've been following for years because of people who are incapable of expressing an opinion without attacking or insulting.




Post 2000 — Trickydicky69

Thu Apr 10, 2025 11:09 pm

Sadly, the only tool Ky will be using is a shovel to dig himself out of the hole he’s in. I really hope he can pull it back and will be able to update us with the happy news that he and Jaimie have a new, more together path, going forward together. 

Sippho is too addictive though and will need to detox from that. But I can’t see either of them completely getting away from the hotwife dynamic





Post 2001 — scdiver

Mon Apr 21, 2025 12:30 am

bump




Post 2002 — Rogueuser1

Mon Apr 21, 2025 9:38 am

↳ Replying to: Trickydicky69

This sort of nonsense is exactly why he no longer posts. Feel free to keep your anger and negativity to yourself.




Post 2003 — David52

Mon Apr 21, 2025 11:48 pm

Ky,  I hope you are well and checking in from time to time.  



I’m sure many here realize your ”contract” period with Sipho and Jaimee must be about to expire and the June family trip back to the States is coming up.  I hope you are looking forward to the time to reconnect.



You have been in a difficult place but with resolve,love and care you will find a way forward. David




Post 2004 — veub

Tue Apr 22, 2025 6:16 am

↳ Replying to: Rogueuser1, Trickydicky69

I'm one you would probably classify as negative and angry - I'm not. 

But as to his disappearance, in the past he has disappeared for long periods when the situation became too intense.




Post 2005 — Fred_Garvin

Tue Apr 22, 2025 7:20 am

I would really like to know how things are going for Ky and Jaimee. They have done things that I have fantasized about, and I have fantasized about doing some of the things they have done that I had never thought of.



Viewing their journey from a distance, they have done so many things that I think are unwise, and I don't know if a marriage can survive all of it.



However, following their journey from the beginning, I realize that I would have made the same decisions that Ky did in each incremental advancement. The cuckold desire is so strong for me, and the only thing that has kept me from doing what he did is an unwilling wife. If my wife were like Jaimee, we would go as far as they did.



That's why this is so compelling to me. I want to know if it's possible to survive the cuckold lifestyle in such an extreme form and remain sane and healthy.



Of course, following this for so many years has made me want this to have a happy ending, and I want both Ky and Jaimee to have a great life, and I want their family to thrive. 



Anyway, I'm assuming that we won't hear back from Ky, which makes me sad. But if staying away from this forum is what is needed for he and Jaimee, that is what he should do.




Post 2006 — michey

Sat May 10, 2025 10:54 am

Bump




Post 2007 — txrockdog

Sun Jun 01, 2025 3:44 pm

Well, it is the end of May.  By now, either Ky used his safe word and bailed out early, Jaimee stopped with their agreed upon pause for the upcoming family trip, or Ky was unable to get her away from whatever it was Sipho was using to enhance her addiction to him (voodoo magic, drugs, oxytocin, etc.].  Sure would be nice to get to read the end of the story, but I guess there is a reason we can’t have nice things around here.  I really wish more of the posters would use the ignore/foe function to mute the folks annoying them instead of letting them run them off the site.  But oh well.  Ky, I hope you and Jaimee and more importantly your kids are doing well.  Enjoy the upcoming trip to Florida if it is still on.




Post 2008 — Freemans892

Sun Jun 01, 2025 7:33 pm

I have a real issue of Sipho using drugs to get Jamiee addicted to him. Sipho is no better than a pimp.




Post 2009 — dnic

Mon Jun 02, 2025 12:38 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog







Post 2010 — Cgi69

Mon Jun 02, 2025 1:13 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog






Post 2011 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Mon Jun 02, 2025 4:45 am

Ky hasn't logged in since March, the day he made his last post. He's holding to his promise to vacate this site and never come back. I hope he changes his mind. I hope time will soften his stance. Too good of a story to leave unfinished. It's a waste of such a good writer. I hope he has created another profile here and can read these comments. One can only hope.




Post 2012 — txrockdog

Mon Jun 02, 2025 5:50 am

↳ Replying to: Freemans892

Well to be fair, we don’t know for sure that he did use drugs, but I have my suspicions.  If he was using drugs to enhance her addiction, particularly without her knowledge of consent, the trip to Florida could get real interesting if she starts detoxing while she is away from him.




Post 2013 — txrockdog

Mon Jun 02, 2025 5:55 am

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1

He doesn’t need a new profile to read them since you don’t have to be logged in to read this particular forum.  I honestly care less about hearing the rest of whatever Jaimee and Sipho got up to than how Ky and Jaimee are approaching their life and relationship potentially post-Sipho if Ky is determined to stop the game for good.  I would still love to see images of her body art and piercings though.  A proper mum out with her kids with exposed QOS tats and visible nipple rings kind of drives me crazy to think about.




Post 2014 — Guest

Mon Jun 02, 2025 6:34 am

This isn't the first time Ky-Da has gotten in over his head. This thread started with him seemingly understanding the issues he had from his first attempt. This time things became much more complicated. His obsession and Jaimee's willingness grew out of control for either of them.I get the feeling Ky-Da is done and he won't come back. 



The mixture of his highs and lows will torture his mind. He'll be "Monday morning quarterbacking" every decision he made along the way, kicking himself for every wrong move he made. He's gotten every kind of conflicting advice from posters here, from the extremely supportive to the extremely critical. Apparently he sees no point in continuing to post here (or most likely anywhere). I'm certain he feels that none of his answers are "here" and that his world has crashed once again. My heart goes out to him!




Post 2015 — path22

Mon Jun 02, 2025 12:39 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog



totaty accord




Post 2016 — scdiver

Fri Jun 13, 2025 12:52 pm

Bump




Post 2017 — michey

Sun Jun 29, 2025 8:29 am

Bump




Post 2018 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun Jun 29, 2025 8:57 am

Good luck. Ky is still pissed at us.




Post 2019 — BigHotMess

Sun Jun 29, 2025 11:46 am

He’s pissed at the reflection of his thoughts mirrored here.




Post 2020 — mick_flow

Wed Jul 09, 2025 10:31 pm

For many of us the pull of the lifestyle is the thought of loosing our wives. To see her captured by another, to fall in love with another. To prefer another to us. To watch her pleasure with another. These thoughts and desires drive us.



There are some, I know, that would love, and have enjoyed in the past actually loosing their wives. However, for must of us, we actually don't want that. But we do love the thrill of the possibility. Like a moth circling a flame.



This community is a real mix of thrill seekers who take pleasure in the stories that are shared and often share themselves. And those offering advice and caution. Both are awesome.



Ky's journey is amazing and he is a beautiful writer, capturing a lot of what we enjoy as thrill seekers. However that fear of loss, turned into a bit of reality for Ky. the distance between him and Jaimee grew while she was with Sipho. In his last detailed posts Jaimee was starting to push him toward Joanna. While erotic and fun, you could understand that it felt to Ky like this was increasing his distance from Jaimee.



It's a hard place to be for a poster. If the community leans into the erotic thrill, we're effectively encouraging him to continue down a path he seems uncomfortable with. I think Ky felt that too. If we caution or give warnings, then we're telling Ky to think again, and the normal positive reinforcement he previously received is not there.



I am sure he is going "cold turkey" at the moment. I would, if I were him. I'd be trying hard to repair everything. I honestly hope he does. He clearly loves Jaimee deeply, after all it was the distance from her which hurt him the most. We obliviously don't know what Jaimee's thoughts are. We only see her through Ky's eyes and what he chose to share. She obviously has an emotional attachment to Sipho, and breaking that will be hard for her too. We've all to remember that the wives in this story are have a lot of emotion too, even if we don't see it all. As for Joanna and Ky, well they have a connection too, Joanna appears smitten with Ky, and I'm sure he's feelings for her - even if they make him feel distant from Joanna. 



In my experience, when things went too far in our adventure as a couple I felt terribly guilty. All the other people including my wife and I that were hurt. Sipho, joanna, they are people too.... and well, one of things I've found is that my wife and she picks nice people, as I'm sure Jaimee has. They all end up getting hurt too.



I don't wan to loose Ky's amazing writing. But I also want to wish him, if he ever comes back, all the very best of luck. That his family is safe, and his relationship with Jaimee secure - even if he chooses not to comment, just to know that even after all this time, we are still thinking of him and wishing him the best.




Post 2021 — lockedhappyhubby

Wed Jul 09, 2025 11:40 pm

Well said mick_flow.




Post 2022 — Veryaware

Thu Jul 10, 2025 12:42 am

↳ Replying to: lockedhappyhubby

Ditto... posts like mick_flow's deserve a "like" button!




Post 2023 — shadowtantra

Thu Jul 10, 2025 5:40 am

Echoing others, Mick's thoughtful post prompted me to think and reflect on why I am here.  Thank you, it's appreciated and hope that Ky when he is ready can read it as well.




Post 2024 — path22

Thu Jul 10, 2025 9:43 am

I hope Ky can one day reconsider his decision and start writing again. There are haters everywhere, cowardly hiding behind a keyboard to write anything, insulting and belittling the work or opinions of others. I'll always be waiting for the continuation of Ky and Jaimee's story.




Post 2025 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Thu Jul 10, 2025 10:13 am

I miss Ky and his story. I hope and pray he is in a good place.




Post 2026 — Wannabe123

Thu Jul 10, 2025 10:17 am

One thing about his story is that it is sad and heavy. Makes me feel back for Ky, he was an unwilling participant and Jamie was brainwashed and severely abused.




Post 2027 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Thu Jul 10, 2025 10:49 am

↳ Replying to: Wannabe123

These type of comments are probably what drove him away.




Post 2028 — Wannabe123

Thu Jul 10, 2025 10:52 am

just saying the truth man. The way she was abused just made my heart heavy. She seemed like an innocent good girl but Sipho mercilessly took advantage of her.




Post 2029 — Trickydicky69

Fri Jul 11, 2025 5:53 am

Well said Mick. 

I personally see shades of the recent P Diddy case here - some say consensual but others say coerced. It can be a fine line. 

Either way, some damage has been done to their relationship, which is the bottom line, whatever else that us bystanders may think.




Post 2030 — Ygt hubby

Tue Jul 22, 2025 1:13 am

Ky,

I hope you get to read this. You gave us a view into your life and thoughts. I am personally very grateful for what you’ve shared. The way you opened up to us as you experienced everything took a lot of courage. 

You have personally helped me and my wife and that means the world to us. I remember battling to save my marriage years ago, it’s people like you that helped us see the way forward. 

Thank you so very much friend!

You have touched others lives and for that we are forever grateful.




Post 2031 — Ygt hubby

Tue Jul 22, 2025 1:16 am

Ky,

I hope you get to read this. You gave us a view into your life and thoughts. I am personally very grateful for what you’ve shared. The way you opened up to us as you experienced everything took a lot of courage. 

You have personally helped me and my wife and that means the world to us. I remember battling to save my marriage years ago, it’s people like you that helped us see the way forward. 

Thank you so very much friend!

You have touched others lives and for that we are forever grateful.




Post 2032 — Fred_Garvin

Mon Jul 28, 2025 11:01 am

As I recall, Ky and Jaimee were scheduled to travel to Florida this month, so I assume that has happened. I hope it was a great time of renewal and refreshing for them and their kids.




Post 2033 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Mon Jul 28, 2025 11:09 am

If it happened at all. No way of knowing unless KY decides to update his post.




Post 2034 — offendedgame

Sat Aug 09, 2025 9:00 pm

bumb




Post 2035 — Cgi69

Mon Aug 25, 2025 12:53 am

Ky, 

Hope all is well with you, Jaimee, and the family. Hope all turned out ok.




Post 2036 — JungleJim618

Wed Sep 10, 2025 11:43 pm

It's always amazing to me how caught up I get in these stories, how we want the Hollywood happy endings. I hope and wish the best for the family and that they can resolve whatever is happening.




Post 2037 — Laney26

Thu Sep 11, 2025 2:54 am

↳ Replying to: JungleJim618

He stopped posting because of judgment from commenters on the thread




Post 2038 — veub

Sat Sep 13, 2025 6:09 am

No, that's not why he stopped posting. He has done the same thing for years.




Post 2039 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sat Sep 13, 2025 10:17 am

↳ Replying to: veub

Dude...read his last post. It's exactly the reason why. Just read his words.




Post 2040 — veub

Wed Sep 17, 2025 4:08 am

Yes, and he has done the exact same thing in the past.




Post 2041 — vmb69

Thu Sep 18, 2025 3:27 am

After all the bad comments he received after sharing his thoughts and life with us. I seriously do not think he will be back.




Post 2042 — offendedgame

Sun Oct 12, 2025 2:02 am

bumb




Post 2043 — Guest

Sun Oct 19, 2025 8:20 am

You never know, KyDa might return. It could happen.




Post 2044 — antidote2909

Sun Oct 19, 2025 1:00 pm

I hope so.




Post 2045 — offendedgame

Mon Nov 24, 2025 7:01 am

bumb




Post 2046 — all4fun

Tue Dec 23, 2025 6:31 am

bump ditty bump bump ba dump bump.....



Always one of my favorite reads on here.



Any type of oholic will eventually relapse.  They almost always do.  Just like the recovering drunk stares at the liquor behind the bar at a restaurant with longing and a watering mouth, if I were a betting man, and I am, I bet Ky lurks here from time to time.  Can't help himself.



At some point, timeline completely unknown for sure, he will return with a long awaited update on the status of many a favorites couple.



Will he have moved Jaimee back to the US and be rid of Sipho?  Has Sipho completely morphed formerly Jaimee now Lexi into his sex slave?  If so she surely has some nice new tats, and definitely a boob job.  Maybe she is pregnant with Sipho's child, and expecting soon.  Are Ky and Jaimee even together anymore?



So many possible scenarios.  Until his return we wait.



I have swept away your offenses like a cloud,

your sins like the morning mist.

Return to me,

for I have redeemed you.



Isaiah 44:22




Post 2047 — Guest

Tue Dec 23, 2025 4:39 pm

A favorite thread here too! It's especially appealing because it's his second time around on the hot wife/cuckold life. Both times have been over the top. I honestly never expected his return from the first time. So I can't say I'd be totally surprised if does return here some day.




Post 2048 — txrockdog

Wed Dec 24, 2025 9:22 am

This has always been my favorite thread because of his story telling ability.  I keep checking in on the off chance he comes back, but I honestly don’t expect to see him here again.  His past departures from here have always been because he was trying to quit the lifestyle he saw as a threat to his marriage.  This time, on top of that I think he felt deeply disrespected by some of the posters here.  So even if he and Jaimee pulled back from the edge and found a way to balance her needs and his desires, I don’t think we will see them again here because of the disrespect he perceived from others here.



The part of me that recognizes the time and effort he put into the craft of his writing hopes that if he still lurks that he will eventually recognize the need for every story to have an ending, even if that ending is unhappy or not tittilating.  He put all the time and effort into getting us deeply invested emotionally in he and his wife’s relationship and well being, and has left us hanging at the moment the tale approached what would appear to have been the crescendo.  He obviously owes us nothing, but I would hope the story teller in him would want to finish the story.



Either way, Ky if you still look in here from time to time, Merry Christmas to you and if Jaimee is still a part of your life, Merry Christmas to her as well.  Hope you and the family are safe and sound and have a great and happy

New year.




Post 2049 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Wed Dec 24, 2025 3:50 pm

Well put txrockdog. Well put.




Post 2050 — Wistful

Wed Dec 24, 2025 10:24 pm

It would be nice to receive a Christmas note from Ky as a limited epilog to his thread.




Post 2051 — sabya167

Sun Dec 28, 2025 6:28 am

If KY is in a good place now (and I'm hoping and praying  that it is so) regarding  his family ; he is not somebody to harbor a grudge, he might be a bit moody but also quick to let go, if he is in a good place, I'd  expect a word from  him. He is too good natured not to do so. I so feel for him. I do feel for him. Here is a simple man, honest, talented and hard working, also chilled out and laid-back,  having a lot of  ideas in his head about the lifestyle,  willing  to try them out, willing to share them with the community, but very touchy, you touch a wrong nerve and boom, there is no KY anymore in your life. But, unless he is in a good place, I'm not sure he would like to share again, because bad comments  come when the ride is bumpy. So he can reappear only with good news, happy news to share. So, we might have to wait till everything turns out well. But I'm not going anywhere.  Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to you  Ky,  Jaimee and the kids.




Post 2052 — offendedgame

Sun Jan 18, 2026 11:16 pm

bump




Post 2053 — Guest

Fri Feb 13, 2026 10:02 am

I truly hope that you have found some peace of mind. I would wish that for you. Even if all you said was that you're surviving would be good enough for me.




Post 2054 — offendedgame

Mon Mar 16, 2026 6:20 am

It's been a year..




Post 2055 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Mon Mar 16, 2026 1:28 pm

He gone....




Post 2056 — path22

Mon Mar 16, 2026 2:11 pm

tal vez algun dia vuelva !!




Post 2057 — elina

Wed Mar 18, 2026 9:22 pm

He has been gone for long periods of time before as well.



Ky may come back when he thinks the time is right and he can see a benefit from posting here.




Post 2058 — 54321

Thu Mar 19, 2026 11:02 pm

I just started reading this thread. It's very exciting! What an amazing journey for you and you wife.



54321




Post 2059 — janetsexy77

Thu Mar 26, 2026 7:58 am

What an amazing story. I hope Ky was able to find a solution that brings him and his family peace.




Post 2060 — Fred_Garvin

Sat Mar 28, 2026 12:28 pm

I would love to know how things have worked out for Ky and Jaimee. They have experienced some extreme elements of cuckolding that really resonate with me, and if I were in the same position as Ky, I would have made the same decisions (rightly or wrongly).



I am curious if a marriage can survive and thrive on the path they have taken.



Ky, if you read this, I think many would like an update if you can get to it. I know I would appreciate it if you do.



Thanks.




Post 2061 — Ky_Da

Sun Apr 19, 2026 11:45 am

Hey all, 



I said I wasn't coming back.



Last March I sat at this same laptop and told all of you—and myself—that I was done. I meant it. I needed to mean it. The thread had turned into something I couldn't bring myself to open some days, and I was a man in a hole who kept answering to people who wanted to hand me a shovel. So I closed the tab. And then I closed a lot of other tabs too, metaphorically speaking. Hold that one for later.



It's been thirteen months. I'd like to tell you I walked off this forum and straight into the work of fixing things. I didn't. The truth is that for a while after I signed off, things didn't get better. They got worse. Some of you were already worried last March, and you were right to be.



For about four months after my last post, I barely saw my wife. Lexi didn't come and go in evenings anymore. She stayed for days. Then weeks. There was a stretch in early summer where I could tell you exactly which Sunday I'd last had breakfast with Jaimee and couldn't tell you a thing about what she'd been doing in between. She was not alone when I wasn't with her. She was rarely with one person. I won't catalog it. I don't want to, and most of you have read enough of this thread to fill in the sentences I'm refusing to write. What's harder to admit than the arithmetic of it is that she was happy. Not the performed happiness of the Sipho era. A loose, laughing, light-on-her-feet happiness I hadn't seen in her in years. I remember hating how well she looked. I remember standing in the kitchen at four in the afternoon holding a bowl of dry cereal I hadn't bothered to pour milk on, listening to her laugh on the phone in the other room with somebody whose name I didn't want to learn, and thinking that there is probably no stranger kind of grief than watching your wife thrive without you.



The kids were fine. I want to say that clearly. It wasn't easy, and I won't pretend it was—there were weeks I was running on fumes, holding the whole house together on school runs, football kits, reheated dinners, and bedtime stories I was half asleep through. But they were fed and dressed and read to, and that was the one line I refused to let slip. The twins are a self-contained unit and were sturdy enough not to notice most of what they didn't understand. My daughter is harder to hide things from. She didn't ask about it for a long time. She just watched the door a lot.



And then one afternoon Jaimee came by the house. I'd learned to stop asking why—sometimes she came back for a change of clothes, sometimes for a passport, once for a pair of shoes she hadn't worn in years. This time she said she wanted to see the kids. I said okay. I've learned over the last couple of years that some negotiations are won by not negotiating.



Our daughter saw her through the screen door before she was all the way through it. That little girl sprinted across the living room at a speed she has never summoned for any other purpose in her life, and she collided with her mother's legs and wrapped herself around them and didn't say anything for about ten seconds. Jaimee bent down and kissed the top of her head and said the things a mother says. The little girl finally lifted her face and said, in the perfectly matter-of-fact voice young children use for the largest questions, "Mummy, why don't you come home?"



I don't know what I expected. Something tidy. Something a grownup could answer. Jaimee looked at her for a long moment, and I watched something go through my wife that I hadn't seen go through her in over a long time—something like a key turning in a lock she'd forgotten she had. She didn't cry. She didn't answer. She kissed the top of our daughter's head again, longer this time, and then she looked up at me across the room with an expression I'm not going to try to describe to you because I don't have the words for it.



She stayed that night. Only that night—this isn't the story of one question fixing a marriage. She left again in the morning and was gone most of the week that followed. But something had cracked. The fog she'd been walking through had a draft in it now. A few days later she called me from somewhere I didn't recognize and asked if she could come home for a while. Not to stay. Just for a while. I said yes. I'm not sure why she needed me to say yes. I said yes anyway.



After that came everything I told you I was going to skip. Therapy, mostly. Mine first, which I should have done years ago and didn't, and which is the single most embarrassing thing I'll probably admit in this post. Then ours—a couples guy, a quiet office in a strip mall, an hour every Thursday for a stretch of months that felt both longer and shorter than it was. Then hers, on her own terms, in her own time, and I won't say more about that because it isn't mine to say. I won't pretend any of it was a clean line. There were months where I wondered if we'd made it out of the living room. There were weekends where I slept in the guest room without either of us saying the word "separate." We survived. Whether we've thrived is still an open question, and I'm suspicious of anyone who tells you the answer to that one arrives in under a year.



Sipho's gone. I'll say it plainly and I won't say it much more than that, because he doesn't deserve more space in this post than he deserved in our marriage. Jaimee made the call. I did not make her make it. I don't want credit for something that was ultimately her work. What I'll say is that the shape of our days is different now in ways both small and large. Mornings are mine again. Evenings are ours. The gym she goes to is different. The car she drives home in is her own.



I'll also tell you—and I've gone back and forth about whether this belongs here at all—that Lexi didn't die. That surprised me. It surprised Jaimee. For a stretch after she came home I assumed that whatever part of her became Lexi was something that had been done to her, and that once she was out from under it, the persona would dissolve the way a fever does. It didn't. It quieted for a while, and I thought for sure that was the end of it. And then, two months ago, on a Tuesday night so ordinary I can still see the dishes in the sink, Jaimee said her name out loud for the first time since last summer. Not as a weapon. Not as a dare. She said it the way you'd mention an old friend you hadn't thought about in a while. "Lexi would've worn the blue one," she said, about a blouse she was deciding against. I don't think she meant to. I'm not sure I was supposed to hear it. But I did. And we've been circling each other around the edges of it ever since.



I'm not telling you what that means yet. I'm not sure I know yet.



What I will tell you is that something happened last weekend that convinced me it was time to write again, and it's a small thing, but it's the kind of small thing this thread has always been built on. Jaimee was getting ready to go out with friends—real friends, women she actually likes, nothing remotely related to any of the things I've ever written about here—and she stood in front of the bathroom mirror fussing with the sleeves of her blouse. I didn't think anything of it at first. Then I realized what she was doing. The inner wrist of her left arm. She was pulling the cuff down past it. Adjusting it. Checking it from the side. Not the spade on her ankle, not the orchid, not the succubus, not any of the others. Just that one. The S. And when she caught me watching her in the mirror, she didn't look embarrassed. She looked thoughtful. She pulled the cuff back up her forearm so I could see it, held the wrist out between us like a piece of mail she wasn't sure who had sent, and said, "I want this one gone, Ky."



I didn't say anything. I didn't know what to say. She nodded once, mostly to herself, and went to her friends' thing. I sat on the edge of the tub for longer than I'll admit. I haven't slept right since.



That's where we are. I know there are a lot of new faces on the thread and a lot of old ones who've been waiting to see if I'd come back. I'm not promising I'll post on any schedule. I'm not promising the voice will be the same one you remember, because I'm not the same one you remember. Thirteen months of work on a marriage changes a man, or it doesn't, and if it doesn't then it wasn't really work. But there's a story I think I need to write, and for the first time in a long time I actually want to write it.



More soon. Thanks for still being out there.




Post 2062 — Tap

Sun Apr 19, 2026 12:12 pm

Just overjoyed to hear from you, again, Ky!




Post 2063 — cyw

Sun Apr 19, 2026 12:42 pm

Dear Ky,



I wanted to reach out and say how profoundly moved I was to see your post. I’ll be honest: when you signed off last year, there was a part of me that was worried, but another part that was relieved you were stepping away from the "shovels." Seeing you return now, with a voice that sounds more grounded and weary yet incredibly clear, is the best update we could have hoped for.

Please don't feel any pressure to stick to a schedule or provide a "tidy" ending. Life rarely offers those, and this thread has always been at its best when it reflects the messy reality of trying to fix what’s broken.



We are still out here. We are rooting for you, for Jaimee, and for those kids. Take your time, Ky. We’ll be here when you’re ready to write the next chapter.



With respect and best wishes!




Post 2064 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun Apr 19, 2026 12:45 pm

Wow! Ky I thought I would never read your words again. I am so happy for you and Jaime. I have a thousand questions I refuse to ask. Your story and experiences are unique and I'm so glad you decided to post again. Share what you feel comfortable.  Disregard the negative posters who will undoubtedly post their uneducated and unwanted opinions.  Ignore them. I'm glad you're ok and that Jaime and you are working on each other. 



Welcome back Sir!




Post 2065 — antidote2909

Sun Apr 19, 2026 1:00 pm

There are many of us who don't write much, I'm one of many such I suspect but you're a gem Ky and you were missed.




Post 2066 — mick_flow

Sun Apr 19, 2026 1:22 pm

Great to have you back Ky. We’ve been all holding our breath, hoping for the best and rooting for you and Jamiee. 



My wife had effectively moved in with her boyfriend. Returning for a night a week. I’d see her what felt like every other weekend. I recall taking the kids to the science museum - something I’d promised them. She returned home, was expecting us to be there, but we were not. She was angry. Shortly after she started taking about co-parenting. 



I realised that this was the end of the marriage. Yah, “no kidding” I hear you say. Hindsight, and the outside perspective of others is often better than your own in the heat of the moment.



Anyway, what followed was a no holds barred row. I’d be lying if I thought she came back just to me. She came back because of the kids. The lost time, and the prospect of that time being lost forever with coparenting.



I wish I’d taken the same step you and Jamiee have - counsjng and therapy. 



Keep us posted on your journey. We’re all rooting for you guys.




Post 2067 — path22

Sun Apr 19, 2026 1:41 pm

What great news to read your stories again! I always hoped you'd come back, and sometimes I wondered what had become of you, Jaimee, and Lexi. I hope you'll start writing regularly again, and I just ask that you don't listen to the people who will surely appear, trying to sabotage, insult, or degrade you. Just tell your great story however you want, with whatever details you want to share. Thank you for coming back.




Post 2068 — venus-can99

Sun Apr 19, 2026 2:38 pm

Thanks for this heartfelt post Ky. It is always good to hear from you. Hope things start to get better and I admire your courage and determination. Please post when convenient.




Post 2069 — Guest

Sun Apr 19, 2026 3:13 pm

Echoing the posts of encouragement and praise for you Ky-Da! You did right by your kids. After all that you've been through you would have to be a changed man. I don't expect you to sound or feel the same as you once were. Thanks for updating us. I'm sorry for all the pain you've experienced and I hope things will turn in your favor. You have earned some good coming your way!




Post 2070 — wannabecUKold

Sun Apr 19, 2026 6:16 pm

Overjoyed to have you back. Wonderful to hear from you again. Thank you for the catch up.  I am so pleased that you and Jaimee have just about swerved that ball, for which we all feared the worst.  Best of luck going forward.  Write again when you wish.




Post 2071 — Wistful

Sun Apr 19, 2026 7:09 pm

So nice to hear from you, Ky.




Post 2072 — elina

Sun Apr 19, 2026 7:37 pm

Dear Ky



Thank you for coming back and postig again.

I truly appreciating you taking the time and making the effort.

I have followed your for a long time, I have seen you go away for prolonged periods of time and then come back before.



I think that all of us following your post should know by now that you will write when you feel like it, we don't have any rights to expect you to follow up regularly but should all be free to express our thanks and joy when you do.



I wish you and Jamie and your kids all the best and am looking forward to your nex post when you feel the time is right.



Sincerely

elina




Post 2073 — realcucklife

Sun Apr 19, 2026 7:58 pm

So fantastic to see you back Ky.




Post 2074 — txrockdog

Mon Apr 20, 2026 12:23 am

Welcome back Ky and thanks for the update.  I am happy for you that you still have your relationship with Jaimee, changed as it may be.  But I am happy most of all for your kids who have their mother back.  I look forward to reading what you have to tell us about in the weeks and months to come.




Post 2075 — viking53

Mon Apr 20, 2026 12:32 am

Great to hear from you Ky and to hear that both you and Jaimee managed to pull back from the brink of self-destruction. Your investment and support into helping Jaimee is wonderful to hear.




Post 2076 — Hera78

Mon Apr 20, 2026 4:16 am

I couldn't find your previous story do you think it might be in the library?




Post 2077 — vicg

Mon Apr 20, 2026 5:57 am

↳ Replying to: Hera78

He does have two fiction stories in the Library, but his earlier stories about his life with Jaimee (I think there were two earlier ones over the years) have rolled off the site and are no longer available, sadly.




Post 2078 — Hera78

Mon Apr 20, 2026 6:07 am

Thanks, buddy. I’m disappointed since there’s no beginning, the story feels like it’s left unfinished. Questions like when they started dating, what they went through with their exes, and how long they’ve been together with Wade those have always been on my mind.




Post 2079 — subtoall

Mon Apr 20, 2026 6:35 am

Wishing you and your family all the best, Ky.  It's wonderful to hear from you.




Post 2080 — sabya167

Mon Apr 20, 2026 4:30 pm

Wow KY, you are back, when did that happen? I had pretty much given up on your return and stopped checking this thread....my love, respect and admiration for you just went up so many notches.

So so happy for you...you've been through hell.....A MOTHERS HEART WON......over the spell and intoxication of all pleasures...brought tears to my eyes....




Post 2081 — walter2000uk

Tue Apr 21, 2026 12:47 am

Wonderful to see that Ky is back and updating for us.

Good Man Ky.

and Fantastic sexy wife Jaimee, back with her hubby and children

All best wishes for the Family, now re-united




How do we find these fiction stories?

Can you please give the link to them?




Post 2082 — venus-can99

Tue Apr 21, 2026 5:32 am

↳ Replying to: walter2000uk

Here you go

How Way Leads On To Way

 viewtopic.php?t=54339



To the Edge and Back

viewtopic.php?t=61665




Post 2083 — vicg

Tue Apr 21, 2026 5:39 am

↳ Replying to: walter2000uk

How Way Leads On To Way



To the Edge and Back



Now that search is working better than it used to, I'm on a mission to empower users of this site by teaching them how to search. So here's how I found those:



	 Up by the search box at the very top right corner of almost every page on this site, there's a little button with what looks like a gear on it. Click that to go to Advanced Search.

	 In "Search for author" put "Ky_Da".

	 In "Search in forums" select "The Library" (usually I leave this alone to search all forums, but this time I was looking for those stories in the library specifically).

	 In "Search within" select "First post of topics only" (this will give you just the topic/threads Ky_Da created, not all of his individual posts).

	 Click "Search".







Post 2084 — venus-can99

Tue Apr 21, 2026 6:46 am

Thanks for the tip - this is the method I used to find the posts quickly.




Post 2085 — vmb69

Tue Apr 21, 2026 11:49 am

Welcome back Ky. We are here for you.




Post 2086 — yacmon

Tue Apr 21, 2026 2:12 pm

Happy to see you back.  Hope that returning and getting back to writing will be a positive for you.




Post 2087 — David52

Wed Apr 22, 2026 1:41 am

Welcome back Ky.  It's great to hear from you.




Post 2088 — walter2000uk

Wed Apr 22, 2026 6:42 am

walter2000uk wrote: Yesterday, 15:47

How do we find these fiction stories?

Can you please give the link to them?




Thank You, vicg 

Your Answers are Excellent

and Very Useful.



And Ky stories are SO erotic

even the Fiction

and exciting to read.

Also SO pleased that KY has returned

Welcome back to Ky and Jaimee, and 3 sons




Post 2089 — Ky_Da

Wed Apr 22, 2026 10:46 am

It was two nights later, because she needed them to be. That's how Jaimee works when something's big. She doesn't talk about it the day it happens. She carries it around with her for thirty-six or forty-eight hours, turning it over the way I used to turn river stones in my pocket when I was a kid, and then, when she's ready, she brings it back out. I've had to learn the difference between her being quiet because she's upset and her being quiet because she's thinking. Sixteen years of marriage and there's still a difference I can't always see from the outside, but I know now to wait.



The boys had gone to bed without a fight for once. The little one was down by eight, the way she always is. I was washing up in the kitchen—a thing I still don't love about this house is that it has no garbage disposal, which is something I miss more than I would have thought possible. I think about it every time I scrape a plate. Stupid, the things you miss. Jaimee came in behind me in bare feet, tapped the side of the kettle, and said, "Tea."



That was the signal. Tea in this house means sit down, because I need to talk.



Let me back up and fill in something I wrote about years ago, for the newer readers. Jaimee went to a girls' boarding school from the time she was eleven. She told me about it on one of our first dates, and I didn't think much of it at the time—just that it sounded romantic, some Hogwarts-adjacent fantasy cooked up out of Californian ignorance. The reality, as I've learned since we moved here, is a little less magical and a lot more specific. A few years on, I've come to know what a girl who came out of one of those places sounds like when she's relaxed versus when she's on. Most of them have a second voice they slip into around strangers. Jaimee had one too, when I met her. She doesn't anymore. Whatever happened over the last eighteen months—Sipho, the months after, the therapy, the four a.m. arguments—the second voice is gone. What's left is the girl underneath it, and I don't think she realizes yet that it's the most of herself she's ever been.



The tea was made English-strength, which I still brew American-weak when nobody's watching. She sat across from me at the island and tucked one foot up under her—the same way she used to do in our old kitchen in California, which is a thing I noticed the first time she did it in this one, because at least that hadn't changed. She wrapped both hands around the mug. She didn't say anything for a minute. Neither did I. The therapy bloke had a thing about not filling silences, and it turns out he was right about that, the bastard.



"I've been thinking about what I said," she said eventually, "in the mirror."



I nodded. I kept my mouth shut. I wanted to ask her seven questions. I asked none of them.



"I'm not going to cover all of them," she said. "I want to be clear about that. The spades are mine. The succubus is mine. The orchid is beautiful, even if I didn't choose the size of it. The anklet looks like jewelry, and I like looking at it. I'm not trying to scrub myself clean."



I nodded again.



"Just the S," she said. "Because that one's his. All the others—whatever he talked me into, whatever he decided he wanted—they still ended up being mine somehow. They sit on me and they belong to me. The S doesn't. Every time I look at it I see his handwriting."



She said handwriting. That stopped me. I hadn't thought about the fact that he'd probably drawn it. That he'd sketched the letter himself and handed it to an artist and said like this. I'd been reading it as a style. Until she said that word I hadn't understood what it was that she saw when she looked at her own wrist.



Then she told me the rest. The part she'd never told me. Before the appointment, he'd had her practice drawing the S herself. He'd given her a notebook. He'd had her trace his version over and over until she could freehand it. Hundreds of times. She doesn't remember the exact number but she remembers her wrist aching from it. When the artist asked for the reference, Sipho hadn't handed him a drawing. He'd handed him the notebook, open to a page in the middle where her copies had gotten clean enough to pass. That's whose handwriting is on her wrist. It looks like his. It isn't. It's hers, retrained to his.



I said, "Okay."



She said, "That's it?"



I said, "I've been practicing."



She laughed for the first time in that conversation—a quiet, single-syllable laugh—and set the mug down, and said, "Come upstairs."



The bedroom's at the top of a narrow staircase I still occasionally catch my shoulder on when I'm not paying attention. These old English houses were not built for Californians. She went up ahead of me and flipped on the hall lamp instead of the overhead, because she knew I'd been getting the headaches again. I stood in the doorway for a second watching her.



I want to take a minute on this, because it's been a long time since I described her, and a lot of you weren't here for the early posts. She's a touch over five feet tall. Small, but not delicate—she's spent years putting the work in, five mornings a week without fail, and you can see it in the shape of her shoulders and the lines of her legs. Dark hair, thick, with that natural wave you can't fake in a salon. She's a C cup, and in certain light and certain shirts she reads as bigger than that, and in others smaller, which has always amused me. Her face has gotten better with age. Some women's don't. Hers has. The eyes do most of the work—grey-green, set a little wide, with a way of going pale in strong light that I've watched strangers register and then double-take. Good bones. A jaw she used to think was too strong for her face and has since grown into, cheekbones that sit high enough to give her that alert, paying-attention look even when she's dead on her feet. Her mouth is uneven in a small way I've never noticed in anyone else—the left corner lifts half a beat before the right when she's trying not to laugh, and once you've seen it, you can't stop looking for it.



She started to undress the way she does now, which is without any ceremony at all—this is a woman who has undressed in front of so many people in the last two years that the act has no charge for her anymore unless she wants it to have one. Blouse first. I watched the S come out from under the cuff.



And that's when I saw it. Her right hand rose toward her left wrist the way a hand does when it's been doing something a thousand times without being told to. She caught it mid-motion. She looked at it. She lowered it. She looked at me. She hadn't known she was doing it either. And when I rolled back through the last few months in my head I realized I'd been watching her do it without seeing it—at the school gates, at the dinner table, in the photos the kids had taken of her at Christmas. Right hand sliding down over the wrist every time the cuff rode up. Her own body had been covering it for her. The S wasn't just a mark he'd left. It was a mark she was still, without knowing it, carrying for him.



She hung the blouse on the hook on the back of the door. Jeans next. She stepped out of them, folded them once, set them on the chair. Bra. Knickers. I've seen this a thousand times. I watched it like I was seeing it for the first time, because the body I was looking at is not the body I married. Sixteen years ago it had no tattoos on it at all.



The right breast with the spade near the areola, golf-ball sized, black and sharp. The matching spade on her ankle, with the fine chain-link anklet wrapping around and past it, in links thin as real jewelry. The succubus on the curve of her ass, that cartoon devil-girl I still, against my will, find funny. The orchid across her hip, six bloom heads in black and purple and white, the vines trailing down the inside of her thigh toward places they weren't meant to reach. "Temptation" at the waistline, one-inch text, lowercase t, above the hollow where a man might rest his thumb. The S on her inner left wrist, flashing under the hall light when she reached up to clip back her hair.



And low on her belly, on skin she's had permanently lasered smooth—a decision she made because most men preferred it, and Jaimee had come around to liking what men liked—the name Lexi in cursive. Black. An inch and a half tall. Her signature—the same flick of the pen she's put at the bottom of hotel registers and room-service slips hundreds of times by now. She walked into a shop a few months ago, signed it once on a sheet of paper, clean, and let the artist trace it into her skin. I didn't know it existed until the night of the mirror. It's the first thing a stranger reads on her. It reads before her face does. By the time a man has worked his way down past the orchid and the vines and Temptation and reached the place those vines were always heading, he already knows her name. The one she goes by in that room. Not the one I married.



She caught me looking. She didn't cover herself. She turned slightly so I could see all of it, and she said, "I don't know how many men have seen all of this, Ky. I stopped counting. I don't even know the number."



She said it plainly. Then she sat down on the edge of the bed, naked, hands loose in her lap, and she kept going.



"It ought to shame me that I don't know. And it does, rather. Properly does. I think about the girl in the fifth form who would have fainted dead away if you'd told her the number, and I think — well, she was a bit of an idiot, wasn't she. She had no notion what she was in for." She looked up at me. "But it thrills me too, darling. That's the bit I can't quite bring myself to tell the therapist. It thrills me that I don't know. I rather liked being the sort of woman who couldn't be bothered to count."



She said it the way she said everything — brittle and amused on top, something else underneath.



"Sipho was the first time I cut the string entirely. You know that. Before him there was always a bit of me watching, keeping score, making certain I came home at a reasonable hour. With him I was a kite that had finally got the bloody string off, and I flew frightfully high, Ky. Higher than I thought was in me. And I was good at it. I was —" she laughed, soft and bitter "— I was really quite good at it. You don't know how to hear that and I don't know how to say it any other way. I was good at making men lose their minds. I liked being good at it. I still do."



She pressed her palms flat to her thighs. Her knuckles went white for a moment and then released.



"The trouble is kites without a string crash. That one crashed into our front garden with the children watching. And now I'm meant to pack her away — Lexi — and I can't work out whether she's a costume I put on, or whether she's been the truest bit of me all along, and I'm terrified, Ky, that if I cut her out I'll go round the rest of my life with a hole in the shape of the only version of myself I've ever properly enjoyed. My therapist thinks I can integrate her. I think my therapist has never met her."



She looked at me, steady.



"I owe you an apology and I'm not entirely sorry. You pushed me into this life, darling. You did. And then I went — oh God, I went so much further than you asked me to, and I wanted to, and I'm not going to sit here naked and pretend I didn't. But I don't know if she can live in this house. That's the bit I don't know."



I didn't say anything for a long minute. Then I said what I'd been sitting on since she started.



"I'm scared of the same thing you are. From the other end of it."



She waited.



"I'm scared I've been lying about this, love. Not to you — to me. You've always been the whole of my life. You know that. You've been the whole of it since the week we met, and nothing that happened in any hotel room ever shifted that. I need you to hear me say that first, because of what comes next."



She was watching me.



"There's a part of me — the ugly, perverted, kinkier bit I keep locked in a drawer — that grew to love Lexi. More than I was ever willing to admit, even in my own head. I was too ashamed to tell you and too frightened to tell myself, because I couldn't see how she was sustainable either, and I could see what she was costing the children, and I kept thinking, well, if I don't say it out loud it isn't quite real. But it is real. I liked her too much. There is a bit of me that still wants her to go on being. That wants her back. Not instead of you — never instead of you — but alongside you, if there were a world where that didn't end up breaking the house down around us. I don't believe there is one. That's the part that frightens me. That the thing I want most and the thing I love most can't fit in the same life."



She didn't answer straight away. She reached out and put her hand over mine, the way she used to put her hand over mine in the cinema when we were first married, back when the whole of my week was waiting for her to do that.



"Then I suppose we're in the same mess, aren't we," she said.



"I suppose we are."



We sat like that a while. The lamp was still on in the hall. Somewhere down at the end of the lane, a bus went past with the slow roll they have at that hour. I kept thinking about the drawing on our fridge, the one she hadn't seen yet. I am going to have to tell her about that, I thought. Not tonight. But soon.



That was as close as we'd been in two years. It wasn't much. It was a great deal more than nothing.




Post 2090 — wittol

Wed Apr 22, 2026 11:25 am

Thank you for writing this.




Post 2091 — cyw

Wed Apr 22, 2026 1:45 pm

Hi Ky,

Thank you for such a raw and sincere piece. It takes immense courage to be this honest about the complexities of marriage and desire. I truly admire the calm and wise way you’ve maintained the line of communication with Jaimee. Navigating these conversations is incredibly difficult, but even though it feels like a small step, it’s clear that there is light at the end of the tunnel. Wishing you both strength as you navigate this together.




Post 2092 — Guest

Wed Apr 22, 2026 1:59 pm

Wow! Thank you for that post Ky-Da! That was written in excellent detail and painted a very easy to imagine picture. It's also easy to imagine that there will be more difficult discussions ahead. Post again when you feel up to it and thanks for your update.




Post 2093 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Wed Apr 22, 2026 3:43 pm

Thanks for sharing Ky. I miss your writing.  You have such a talent.  



I have a thousand questions.  But I'll keep them to myself. Maybe you will answer them when you post. Maybe not. 



I look forward to reading more about your journey. 



Take good care.




Post 2094 — sabya167

Wed Apr 22, 2026 5:01 pm

Amazing. You two. Your marriage has been that all through.Amazing. Not an everyday marriage.Not an everyday couple.I think the undercurrent of the desire to stop was building up in her for some time...and was clashing with the desire to continue...she was CONSUMED  by the Freedom...of not being controlled by you this time..Freedom from you developing cold feet and asking her to stop....AND THE FEAR THAT THIS OPPORTUNITY, MOST LIKELY, WOULD NOT HAPPEN AGAIN..it wasn't easy to let go.....but she was not oblivious to the downside...the damage, the pain, to the kids, to the family, to you.The incident with the little one gave her the push she needed...and then she went on to have a Final, Full blast, before she stopped. Never did I see all her intoxicating experiences  outweigh her bond to the family....(though it is easy to say with hindsight...even my faith in her was shaken)...she couldn't just muster enough willpower to let go of her Freedom ...of having no interference from you...and you quietly endured HeLL with HONOUR......honoured your commitment  of no interference this time....the trust you showed...the stomach you have...the bond you two share...not your everyday couple.




Post 2095 — viking53

Wed Apr 22, 2026 5:06 pm

Thank you for sharing this in such candid detail. I hope that writing about everything, in such an outstanding manner, and sharing with us is of help to you to get through this difficult phase. The journey Jaimee and you have gone through has been quite exceptional compared to others on this site and I believe it will be of great value for many to follow and understand the outcome of this journey.




Post 2096 — elina

Wed Apr 22, 2026 6:30 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Thanks Ky,

This might be out of context, and please excuse me if you think it is, but the things that come to mind is a few lines from Bruce Springsten:



".....

For wanting things that can only be found

In the darkness on the edge of town"



Your story is more interesting and moving than ever. 

I hope you will find it useful to continue.



Sincerely

elina




Post 2097 — Mack555

Thu Apr 23, 2026 8:04 am

Ky welcome back , its good to hear from you again! Write what you want when you feel like it ,dont worry about the the negitive nannys the can be blocked .  You work on you and your wife and marrage and family . We’ll all be here if you want to vent.

   Take care of yourself Ky, we are all pulling for you.




Post 2098 — path22

Thu Apr 23, 2026 12:46 pm

It's a great pleasure to read your stories. I've read each update twice, and they're incredible. Simply, THANK YOU.



Regarding the themes you explore in Part 2, I believe Lexi will never die because Jaimee lives with her, and they are one; you can't separate them.

Thank you for sharing your story again!




Post 2099 — guitarman

Fri Apr 24, 2026 12:07 am

Ky-Da,



Thanks for coming back and posting once again.  I have followed your missive from the very beginning of "To the Edge and Back" and remain impressed with the descriptive intensity of your writing, so much so, that I kept a copy of all your posts on that thread under its own heading in Word format. The last post that I have of yours from that time interval is Jan. 5th, 2024.  I did not copy comments from other posters so my file contains only your posts which may include responses to others.  I would be happy to email anyone on this site my Word file which totals some 217 pages.  PM me if you are interested.  



Again, heartfelt thanks for all your efforts and all the best to you and your family.




Post 2100 — Hera78

Fri Apr 24, 2026 1:24 am

If this is the previous post, I’d be really happy—I’ll send you a PM. Thanks.





Post 2101 — txrockdog

Fri Apr 24, 2026 3:16 am

Ky, thanks for the deep look into Jaimee and her mindset about Lexi.  It is intensely fascinating.   I am not asking you to talk about Sipho, given your statement about how it ended and what he deserved, but I noticed in your description you mentioned Jaimee with a set of C cups.  I remember you having a discussion about how she wasn’t happy with her size in the past and my impression was that she had less than that previously.  Did she end up going through with an enlargement?  And if so, are you able or willing to talk about how it came about and how you both reacted to it?  I know she is keeping most of her tattoos, but did she have to take out the nipple rings either for the enlargement or as part of leaving Sipho in her past?  Thanks again for coming back and letting us see into the hard and rocky path you have been walking over the last year.




Post 2102 — Ky_Da

Fri Apr 24, 2026 5:47 am

In general I try to handle reader questions inside new posts rather than reply-by-reply, but this one deserves a direct answer, and you asked it with enough care that I want to give it one.



The enlargement never happened. She got close — there was a consultation, there were reference photos saved on her phone for weeks, there was a date circled on the calendar — and then one morning about nine months ago she walked into the kitchen, said "I'm not doing it," and didn't bring it up again for three days. When she finally did, it was in bed with the lights off, which is how we talk about the things that are actually hard. What she said was that she couldn't tell anymore whether she wanted it because she wanted it, or because he wanted it, and she wasn't going to put a permanent decision on top of that uncertainty. She was right. I'd been quietly half-hoping she'd back out, and I hadn't had the nerve to say so.



On the size question itself — she was a B when we married. Three kids nudged her up. She was a heavy C for a stretch after our daughter, she didn't love it, and they've settled now at what any honest fitter would call a small C.



I'll admit something. There is a kinkier version of me that was curious what she'd look like two sizes up, and I'm not going to dress that up as anything nobler than it was. Part of her interest in the idea was proportional — her nipples are on the larger side, always have been, large enough that the babies struggled to latch properly, and she went through a stretch of thinking that bigger breasts would "make them fit." I never agreed with the premise. The proportions are hers, they've always been hers, and when she said all of this in the dark she told me she'd suspected for years that I felt that way and asked why I'd never said so. That's a fair question. I didn't have a good answer.



The rings stayed. There was never really a question about them, though I asked. She's had them for years — long before any of the recent trouble — back when they were the boldest thing on her body and she'd lift her shirt for me in the kitchen just to make me laugh. They aren't small and they aren't subtle. You feel them settle when she pulls a shirt on, and in the right top you can see exactly where they are. She wears them the way women wear the jewelry they bought for themselves — the kind that belongs to you because nobody else chose it. When I asked during the cover-up conversation whether they were going too, she looked at me as if I'd suggested cutting her hair. "No, darling," she said. "Those are mine." She told me the other week that taking them out would feel like being undressed in the wrong direction, and I understood exactly what she meant.




Post 2103 — edgedndenied

Fri Apr 24, 2026 6:07 am

Ky

Thanks for the update. I was wondering if Joanna was still with you. At one time Jaimie was pushing you and Joanna to have sex. How has that dynamic worked out?




Post 2104 — Barti

Fri Apr 24, 2026 8:01 am

↳ Replying to: edgedndenied

Good question.

I always found Joanna the big victim in this story.

She was alwayst there, but she was not "the loved one" by any of the others. I often felt sad about her position.




Post 2105 — txrockdog

Fri Apr 24, 2026 8:25 am

Thanks for the expansive explanation Ky.  I have always had a huge fascination with large gauge piercings (particularly visible under clothing in public) and your descriptions of Jaimee’s (or are they Lexi’s?) rings always filled me with a desire to see them.  I know she has always said pictures are a solid no, but if for any reason that ever changes, please lobby for a chance to show us those beauties!  Thanks again and looking forward to hearing more as you feel moved to post about it.




Post 2106 — offendedgame

Fri Apr 24, 2026 8:49 am

Came her to say.. I'm just happy y'all okay.




Post 2107 — wannabecUKold

Fri Apr 24, 2026 9:23 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Didn't she get those rings one drunken December evening with her school girlfriend and they ended up in bed together in the 'white house' hotel in her school town, where you and her brother and the friend's gf discovered her?




Post 2108 — David52

Fri Apr 24, 2026 11:21 pm

It looks like your trip to Florida last summer never came off?  It seemed you were very much looking forward.  This summer?




Post 2109 — wagonmaker1

Sat Apr 25, 2026 2:26 am

i have followed tghis story from the very beginning, when JaImee was on her asking about her husband wanting her to flirt with & meet another guy, i believe Derek!! i am so g;lad that Jaimee is back home, Ky would u tell us your age, yours,  Jaimee, & the kids? if it is ok to ask,,




Post 2110 — sabya167

Sat Apr 25, 2026 6:49 pm

KY would be around 42, Jaimee around 32, if Im not wrong...because near about at the beginning  of this  thread ,I think, KY had mentioned  his age to be 32 ( or was it early thirties?)at that time..and Jaimee a decade younger....if my memory serves me right....near about 2016/ 17..




Post 2111 — Ky_Da

Sun Apr 26, 2026 6:50 am

She'd been out of the shower about five minutes when I came in with the tea. The bedroom door was open. The little one was down the hall working on something, humming to herself. I had a cup in each hand and one of them was getting cold. That's what I remember about the morning it came out — tea going cold in one hand, my wife sitting naked on the end of our bed, and the Lexi signature sharper than anything else on her skin in the low light through the blinds.



She was moisturizing one calf, her hair wet and pinned up in that haphazard way she does when she isn't going anywhere. The duvet was half off the bed. She didn't hear me at first. I stood in the doorway with the tea for longer than I meant to.



"Morning," she said eventually, without reaching for anything. "That for me?"



"Yeah."



She took it. She didn't cover up. She took one sip and set the mug on the bedside table and went back to the calf.



I sat down on the chair by the window. I didn't know I was going to ask her until I was already asking, and I didn't get it out right the first time.



"Can I — "



She looked up.



" — ask you something."



"Mm."



"The Lexi. On your belly."



She didn't answer. She finished the calf and screwed the cap back on the bottle and set it on the floor. She pulled her feet up under her and looked at me.



"Why aren't you covering it," I said.



She took a second. "Because it isn't his."



"I know."



"No, Ky. I mean —" She stopped. Started again. "The S is going because it's his. Everything is getting sorted by that rule now. His hand on me, gone. My hand on me, staying. The Lexi is in my hand. I signed it with a pen I've been using for two years. That's the whole reason."



I nodded.



"I could draw that name in my sleep," she said. "My wrist does it before the pen touches paper. It's more fluent than my own legal signature. I sign Lexi a hundred times more smoothly than I sign Jillian Aimee."



I made a sound that wasn't a word.



"And," she said.



I waited.



"And — " She looked at the wall. "And I got it partly hoping you'd find it before I was ready to tell you about it."



That stopped me.

"Tell me what that means."



She didn't answer for a second. She looked down at her hands.



"I was tired of her only existing in hotel rooms. I wanted something of her in our house. On me. Where you'd see it. Even if I wasn't brave enough to show you. I was planting it, Ky. I don't know another word for it. Evidence of my own making, in our bed."



"All the way," I said. "Tell me what you imagined when you imagined me finding it."



She closed her eyes for a second. When she opened them her voice had dropped half a register.



"A lot of things. I'd had it drawn up in my head for months, Ky. The version I went back to most was you walking into the bedroom one night while I was changing, and seeing it for the first time, and not saying a word. Closing the door behind you. Crossing the room. Tracing it with your thumb. Not asking whose handwriting it was. Knowing already."



I didn't speak.



"I had others. The one where you got angry. The one where you didn't notice for a week and I had to walk past the mirror in front of you in steadily better light until you did. The one where you asked me to cover it the moment you saw it, and I had a whole speech ready. I drafted them all, Ky. There was one I wouldn't let myself draft."



I waited.



"The one where you wanted me more for it."



She said it quietly. She didn't look away.



"I wasn't brave enough to write that conversation. I wasn't brave enough to imagine the dialogue. But I wanted to find out. I wanted to know whether the man who loved me would still want the woman with her name on her belly. Which version of me you'd rather come home to. I wanted both answers to be the same, and I knew that wasn't fair to ask, and I asked it anyway. In ink. On my body. In the only way I had the nerve to."



She breathed in. Held it. Let it out.



"So no — I wasn't trying to confess. I was —" she searched for the word "— I was advertising. To one customer."



I looked at the ceiling for a second.



"Okay," I said.



She was watching me closely.



"There's —" She swallowed. "There's more."



"All right."



Her hands moved. They went to her thighs, palms down, and pressed. She noticed them doing it and kept them there.



"I've been —"



She stopped.



"Go ahead."



"I've been bringing her into this bed for a long time, Ky. Quietly. Months. Not all the time. But more than once. I haven't told you, and I haven't said it out loud to myself either, I've just been doing it, and I think you've known."



I didn't say anything.



"Say something."



I thought about it for a while. I could feel the tea going cold between my hands. I was looking at her across the room, at my wife sitting on the bed I sleep in every night, at the small black signature above her hip, at a woman I had now been married to for sixteen years and had still, apparently, a great deal of patience left to learn about. The silence lasted long enough that she almost said something else, and I spoke just before she did.



"I've known," I said.



"You have."



"There was a day in October. You came up to bed already wet. Not for me. You hadn't been near me in two hours. I knew it before you were under the covers. I didn't say anything. I turned the light off. That one I've been thinking about."



Her eyes closed briefly.



"There have been others," I said. "Three, four. More. Where I knew in the middle of it that I wasn't only with my wife. And I kept going. I kept going because I wanted to. I let myself want her. I let you be —"



I had to set the tea down on the floor. My hand wasn't quite steady.



"— both."



The harder word was still sitting in my mouth. I waited, and then I said it because not saying it felt worse than saying it.



"I knew she was there and I fucked you anyway."



Jaimee closed her eyes for a second. When she opened them she wasn't smiling, but she wasn't not-smiling either. Her lips were parted slightly. I could see her pulse at her throat.



"Thank you," she said, very quietly.



"For what."



"For saying it the right way round. You didn't say you fucked her. You said you fucked me and knew she was there. That matters. That's exactly the right sentence."



I didn't trust myself to speak for a minute. She filled it. Her hands hadn't moved from her thighs.



"I haven't told him everything, Ky. The therapist. You haven't either. We've both been working around the thing that actually matters. I think we've been lying to him."



"No."



She looked at me.



"Don't do that," I said. "Don't — " I had to find the sentence. "Don't take a pen to all of it in one line. We haven't been lying to him. We've been private about one piece. Those aren't the same word."



She pressed the heel of her hand against her forehead and kept it there.



"You're home," I said. "You came home. We're in the same bed. The boys have their mother in the house. Our daughter has both of us under the same roof. You've sat in his office and done the hardest conversations I've ever heard anyone do. Those weren't lies. The fact that we didn't put this one piece on his table doesn't erase the rest. That's not lying. That's incomplete. Those are different words, Jaimee, and I'm not going to let you have the first one this morning."



She was quiet for a long moment. Her hand came down.



"Fine," she said. "Incomplete."



It wasn't a concession. It was a deposit — she was going to come back to "lying" at some point, and I was going to have to fight that fight again. But for this morning she put the word down. I saw her put it down.



"The therapist has probably known," she said, after a pause. "He's been patient. He's been waiting for us to get there. We got there in our own bedroom instead of his."



"I'll take that."



She got off the bed then. She crossed the room in four steps and she stood in front of the chair for a second, and then she sat on the arm of it with her hip against my shoulder, and she put her left hand on my knee, and she left it there. She didn't put clothes on first. She just came over. The Lexi signature was six inches from my face.



"There's something I need to say to you, Ky." Her voice was lower. "It's going to be hard for both of us. I need you to hear me all the way through before you answer. All right?"



"All right."



"And — before I say it — I know what I'm asking you to hear right now. I wouldn't say any of this if I didn't think you could hold it. If you can't, tell me and I'll stop. But I don't think you're going to."



"Go ahead."



She took a breath. I felt her side rise against me where her hip met my shoulder. Her collarbone had gone a faint pink across the ridge of it. She saw me see it and didn't comment.



"There are two things true about me. And they don't fit."



I kept my mouth shut.



"One of them wants this. Our family. The boys. The little one in her room down the hall. You. This house. Our old life and the one we're trying to build back. She's the one who came home. She's the one who does the school run and the laundry and the four a.m. arguments. She's the one who's going to walk into that tattoo shop next month and hold my hand while a stranger puts our daughter's flower on my wrist. She's the one who loves you. That's the bit I need you to hear first."



"I hear it."



"The other one wants —"



She stopped. Her hand tightened on my knee, just for a second, and then released. She looked down at her own hand as if it had surprised her.



"Go on," I said.



"The other one wants everything."



Something moved across her skin. A breath shorter than the one before it. The pink on her collarbone had deepened. Her chest was rising a touch faster than the conversation warranted.



"All of it. Every man who ever looked at me. Every room I've walked into and every room I haven't walked into yet. Lexi doesn't hate them. Our children. That's the part I can't make the therapist understand. She doesn't hate them. She just doesn't factor them in. They're not in her maths. She likes them the way you like someone else's dog. Politely. She wants what she wants, and the only thing stopping her getting it is me."



Her thighs pressed together. I don't think she knew she'd done it.

"She wants to be fucked by every man who ever looked at me. And every man who hasn't looked yet. She wants to stay in that room and get used."



She stopped. She swallowed. Her pulse was visible at her throat, a small quick thing.



"She thinks she's a very good little cunt, Ky. That's her word for it, not mine. She uses it without flinching. She likes the sound of it."



The flush had spread from her collarbone to the tops of her breasts. Her lips were parted. Her eyes had gone slightly glassy, looking somewhere past me, and then snapped back.



"She has a whole language for herself that is not my language, and I have spent a year holding the door closed between us, and she's getting louder, and —"



She closed her eyes. She pressed her knees together harder. Her hand on my knee gripped and released.



"I'm sorry. Give me a — a moment."



She breathed in, held it, breathed out. Once. Twice. The flush didn't fade. Her chest was still moving faster than it should have been.



"I know," I said. "I can see it. It's doing it right now."



Her eyes came back to mine.



"I know," she said.



I was aware that my own pulse had come up. My own breath was wrong. I was sitting in a chair in our bedroom with my wife's hip against my shoulder, watching her body try to argue with her mouth, and I was — I don't know what to call what I was, except that part of it was wanting her, and I hated that part of it was wanting her, and I was not going to lie about either thing.



"I'm not going to pretend my body isn't doing what yours is doing right now," I said. "We're not in two different rooms about this. We haven't been. I'm — I'm as in it as you are. That's part of what I was trying to say before."



"I know you are."



"I know you know."



Her hand came off my knee. She straightened a little on the arm of the chair and turned so I could see her properly, and she held up her left wrist between us. "This one is his. That's why it's going."



Then she lowered the wrist and laid her palm flat on her belly, over the signature. "This one is hers. And she isn't going anywhere. And she is who I have to negotiate with for the rest of my life, Ky. Not the therapist. He doesn't know her. He can't. Lexi won't walk into his office. She is waiting for us to make room for her somewhere else. Somewhere she'll agree to live. And if we don't make that room, she is going to get out on her own, and this time I don't think she is coming back."



I sat with that. It was very quiet.



"What does she sound like in your head," I said.



It wasn't a question I'd planned. It came out of me like the rest of it.



She looked at me for a long second.



"She sounds like me," she said, "with nothing in the way."



I wasn't sure what to do with that. I tried to take it in. I couldn't, quite, all at once.



"Okay," I said eventually. "I'm not going to try to say something small back at that."

I had to start twice.



"I need to — there's something I have to say, and it's mine, not yours. Let me do it."



She nodded.



"I've been telling myself for a year that Sipho drove all of it. I've been saying it out loud, and I've been saying it in the therapist's office, and I've been saying it to you when you wanted to hear it. It —" I stopped. "It isn't true. I held the door open. He walked through a door I held open. I saw him looking, early. I saw him looking before you did. I didn't stop you from going over. I didn't stop him from getting close. I've been telling you he kicked the door in. He didn't. I held it. That was me."



"Ky."



"I'm not done. I've been —" I had to look away for a second. "I've been doing the same thing with her. With Lexi. I've been telling myself he made her. Most of her. Maybe. But I knew the shape of her before you put a name on her. He pushed her somewhere I didn't ask her to go — that's true. But the path she was already on, I — I helped put her on it, a long time ago, when you were twenty-five and I was thirty-one and I thought I was being clever, and I —" I made myself say the rest. "I have not been willing to admit that to anyone. The therapist included. You included. Me included."



She was crying quietly by then. Not hard. Just the steady kind you only get when the thing you've been doing alone turns out to have had somebody else at the other end of the rope the whole time.



"You," she said.



"Me."



"She's loud right now, Ky. I don't know how long I can hold the line. I'm going to need your help."



"You've got it."



"You don't know what I'm going to ask for yet."



"I know."



We sat there for a while. Her hand stayed on my knee. The duvet was still half off the bed. The tea was cold on the bedside table. Down the hall the little one was humming something tuneless to herself as she drew. I was thinking about a door I'd held open a long time ago, and a woman in my wife's body who didn't hate our children but didn't count them either, and a line Jaimee had been holding alone for longer than I'd understood.



I wasn't sure what help looked like. I wasn't sure I'd know when I was giving it. But I knew the next few months were going to be about her standing at that line with me next to her, and not, this time, with her holding it alone while I pretended not to see.



After a while she got off the arm of the chair. She crossed to the bed, picked a shirt of mine off the floor on the way, pulled it on over her head. The Lexi disappeared under the cotton. She lifted the mug from the bedside table and drank it down, cold, in two swallows, and set it back. Then she came back across the room to me and leaned down and kissed the top of my head — just that, nothing else — and she stepped past the chair and out into the hall, and I heard her say, from the little one's room, "Oh, that's lovely, darling. Draw me another one."



I closed my eyes.



I could still feel where her hand had been. The room was quieter than it had been a minute ago, and somehow more occupied. Whatever Jaimee had walked out of here with, she had left some of it in the chair with me. There was a piece of paper on the fridge downstairs that I had been not-looking at for three weeks. I knew that the next time I got up out of this chair, I was going to have to walk past it. And this time I was going to have to look.




Post 2112 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun Apr 26, 2026 8:10 am

Wow! That's heavy juju right there Ky. Thanks for sharing. It feels like you're peeling the onion one layer at a time. And an onion has so many layers.




Post 2113 — Guest

Sun Apr 26, 2026 8:11 am

Wow! That had me on the edge of my seat the whole way. You painted a vivid picture of anxiety and suspense with the retelling of that! It sounds like Lexi will eventually need "that fix" again. 



This is the thing that kills me! When things get so out of whack that it either shuts down or blows up. When it shuts down it doesn't just shut down for the female side. All the hopes a husband had for having fun shut down too. A dull and lifeless Jaimee is no more desirable than an out of control Lexi. Both of those have the least amount of joy associated with them.




Post 2114 — BigHotMess

Sun Apr 26, 2026 9:12 am

Ky, I am embarrassed for you that you are back here posting.  Think about your kids for fucks sake.




Post 2115 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun Apr 26, 2026 9:33 am

Yes I'm sure the kids will be irreparably harmed ....



by....





An adult posting on a website. 



Lol. Get real or get lost.




Post 2116 — txrockdog

Sun Apr 26, 2026 11:01 am

↳ Replying to: BigHotMess

Ky, please remember that there is a friend or foe setting you can assign to mute posts.  Most of us understand that we are not seeing these events in real time, but as retrospective look backs at events that have happened some time ago.  Please don’t let the judgmental and aggressive idiots who don’t understand that keep you from sharing your story in your own way.




Post 2117 — cyw

Sun Apr 26, 2026 1:35 pm

Hi Ky,

Thank you for sharing this. It is a rare and brave thing to lay bare a conversation this difficult, especially one that navigates the blurred lines between identity, desire, and the long-term work of a marriage. There is a profound level of trust and 'patience' described here that most people struggle to even imagine, let alone practice. I truly wish you and your wife find the viable and balanced solution.

Please do not let the hateful or disrespectful comments here get to you. It’s easy for strangers to judge from the outside, but it takes real strength to hold the line the way you are doing.




Post 2118 — RGS22

Sun Apr 26, 2026 2:21 pm

Your descriptive style is excellent. The material is emotionally heavy and nuanced. You’ve shown a sensitivity to your spouse that is above and beyond. Some of us take the vow “for better or worse, through sickness and health” as a fundamental brick in the foundation of our marriages, some don’t see it like that. 

Your life is not my life and  your path is your own. But I have tremendous respect for how brave you are, how sensitive you are and how supportive you are. And of course one of the best authors on this site. Your stories affect me as very real and brutally honest. You hooked this reader long ago. You could write about the weather and I wouldn’t miss a chapter. Ignore the Nay sayers. They only can dream of having your skill,  it’s not their story.




Post 2119 — RGS22

Sun Apr 26, 2026 2:22 pm

Your descriptive style is excellent. The material is emotionally heavy and nuanced. You’ve shown a sensitivity to your spouse that is above and beyond. Some of us take the vow “for better or worse, through sickness and in health” as a fundamental brick in the foundation of our marriages, some don’t see it like that. 

Your life is not my life and  your path is your own. But I have tremendous respect for how brave you are, how sensitive you are and how supportive you are. And of course one of the best authors on this site. Your stories affect me as very real and brutally honest. You hooked this reader long ago. You could write about the weather and I wouldn’t miss a chapter. Ignore the Nay sayers. They only can dream of having your skill,  it’s not their story.




Post 2120 — txrockdog

Sun Apr 26, 2026 2:57 pm

So Ky, another question came to mind as I have been reading all of your recent postings, and it may be a topic you will be working your way towards.  So if that is the case, ignore my question and carry on.  Otherwise, hopefully you are willing and able to flesh out a little more for us without getting too deeply into he who shall not be named.  My question is regarding your various mentions of Lexi signing her name to many hotel registers, room service slips, etc. and getting used to signing that name over the past months.  Can you share more about how those situations came about?  Was she escorting?  Or just meeting lots of men for dates/parties, etc.  I was just curious and the fact that it came up more than once in your recent writings made me think that maybe there was a story there to tell if you are so inclined.




Post 2121 — viking53

Sun Apr 26, 2026 6:44 pm

Ky, that was an amazing post. It was impossible to stop reading. I get the impression that your need to come back to this site really was to fill in the gap that neither you or Jaimee have been prepared to share with the therapist. Hopefully, your sharing all this with us (which is a privilege for us) will help you both to move ahead in the right direction. Clearly that direction will also have to include Lexi.




Post 2122 — elina

Sun Apr 26, 2026 7:46 pm

Dear Ky,



"Life must be lived going forwards,

 But can only be understood looking backwards"



Most people do not have the guts to look backwards in attempt to understand, 

You and Jamie have the guts to do so, honest and searching to understand.



Thank you so much for sharing, it means a lot to me as it is encouraging to see people honestly facing the parts of the truth that is difficult and challenging. 



Sincere regards

elina




Post 2123 — Guest

Mon Apr 27, 2026 1:20 am

↳ Replying to: elina

Great post! Same here elina! THE most interesting thing for me is no longer how it starts, it's what couples do to make it through the challenges and difficult times.




Post 2124 — Fred_Garvin

Tue Apr 28, 2026 4:27 am

Hello Ky,



This is more intense and deep than I expected, and I'm grateful for the detail you're providing.



I am so glad that your marriage is still intact after an extraordinarily difficult time, and it seems like you still have a tough road ahead.



In so many ways, you have lived my cuckold dreams in real life. Hearing about it confirms that my cuckold desires are extreme like yours, but I am protected by the fact that my wife will never even consider any extramarital activity. That's a good thing, because given the chance, I would probably follow a path that would be destructive to myself, my wife, our families, and many others.



I am still curious whether this cuckolding lifestyle can be compatible with a healthy marriage and family life. It seems like you are on a course to find the answer to that question. That's one of the reasons I am so grateful for your insights -- I want to know if you and your family can survive and/or thrive while continuing with cuckolding, or if it's necessary to leave it behind.



Thank you.




Post 2125 — shadowtantra

Tue Apr 28, 2026 5:53 am

Echoing all others who are appreciating your thoughtful sharing of the intense emotions in such a powerful way.  I cannot imagine in some ways and in others it's quite familiar though not at the same magnitude.  Having been married for 30 years and both of us having affairs at different times, we sat wth the therapists, we separated, we came back, we had those 4am conversations.  We too looked back and moved forward.  I am not comparing at all but noting that there is a feeling that resonates.  Your story is a powerful one and we are grateful that you have stepped back in to share your ongoing story of your relationship to each other and yourselves.  Thank you!




Post 2126 — mick_flow

Wed Apr 29, 2026 2:09 am

Wow Ky, you are navigating a unique balance.  At a high level it is something a lot of us share, the desire for "the game" with the need to keep the family / vanilla life together. It sounds like you are both navigating them together, which is just awesome. 



The truth is, suppressing one side of the equation leads to negative consequences. We've all got to search for the compromises. 



Loving that your back, and loving your writing. Hope you guys are still doing awesome, and I'm looking forward to hearing more.




Post 2127 — Guest

Wed Apr 29, 2026 11:50 am

Ky, WOW!!! Thanks for these last few updates!  They are an amazing peek into your situation!  I can't tell you how happy I am that you and Jamiee were able to sit and have a couple significant discussions about your relationships.  I'm looking so much to more of your story!!!

Rascal




Post 2128 — sabya167

Fri May 01, 2026 6:56 am

Deep,  intense,  most intimate,  most private, soulful exhange....between two intelligent people in love....thank you for allowing  us  into this most secret and sacred realm of your marriage....to my mind,  Lexi is the culminating point of the journey you began with Derek....but none of you seemed to know it then...that she existed...because she existed in the future .....after the evolution of her other side...culminating in a wild,    hungry,  wanting "Everything" persona......culmination of the road that you had put Jaimee on....thank you for letting us know her real name.....(maiden)? ...thank you for taking our eyes like a video camera...it's not easy to find a loving, caring, understanding,  supportive and intelligent partner like you...silently professing undying love and unbroken bond.....not through words but actions....




Post 2129 — Ky_Da

Fri May 01, 2026 10:50 am

I went downstairs about an hour later. The kitchen had that midmorning quiet the house only gets on Saturdays, with the fridge humming and the boys still off at football and the little one upstairs working through whatever she'd been working through. Jaimee was in our bedroom, dressed by then — I'd heard her go from the hall to our room and stay there. I had the morning's empty mugs in my hands. I rinsed them, set them upside down on the rack, and then I made myself stand still in front of the fridge and look.



There were nine of them.



I'd been seeing them go up for weeks without registering the count. Some were taped to the freezer door, some were under magnets on the main door, some were stuck on top of older drawings of dogs and houses she'd done before this phase. Nine flowers, in as many weeks. Pencil and crayon and one in marker that had bled through a little. They were the flowers a four-year-old draws — round centers, six-petal symmetry sometimes, four-petal asymmetry the rest of the time, stems that didn't always meet the bottom of the bloom. Two had bees on them. One had what I'd assumed was a sun in the corner but then I realized it was just a bandage. 



I set the tea down on the counter.



I'd known. I'd watched her start drawing them on a Sunday in March. We'd been at the breakfast table and the little one had looked up from her cereal and said, Mummy, what's that on your arm. Jaimee had glanced at me for half a second, found nothing useful in my face, and turned back and said, That's a tattoo, darling. Mummy has some tattoos. The little one had said, Does it hurt. Jaimee had said, no, sweetheart, not anymore. And the little one had looked at the S for a long beat — quiet, the way she gets when she's working something out — and then she had got down from her chair, gone to her room, and come back with a piece of paper with a flower on it. She had handed it to her mother and said, This is for your hurt one. And gone back to her cereal.



Jaimee had cried in the pantry for ten minutes. I'd held her there. I hadn't told her about the drawings I'd been keeping since. I think now that was the first crack in the construct my wife had been trying to live inside. The first thing that got past her before she could decide whether I was supposed to see it.



I put six of them in a stack. I left the three on the freezer door because I didn't have the heart to take them all down. I picked up the stack and went upstairs.



She was sitting on the edge of the bed in one of my shirts and a pair of leggings, her hair towel-dried by then but still loose. She had her phone face-down on the duvet beside her, which meant she'd been about to call somebody and had stopped. She looked up when I came in.



I sat next to her on the bed. I held the stack of paper between us on my lap for a second, and then I held it out to her.



She took it.



She went through them slowly. She didn't ask where I'd got them. She knew exactly where I'd got them. She turned each one over and looked at the back to see whether anything was written there, the way you do with old photos. Nothing was written on any of them. They were just flowers.



She got to the bottom of the stack. She didn't say anything for a minute.



"How long," she said.



"Since March."



"And you've been —"



"Putting them up. As they came in."



She nodded. She didn't look at me.



"There are three more on the fridge," I said. "I didn't bring those ones. They felt like hers."



"They're all hers."



"You know what I mean."



She nodded again. She set the stack down on her lap. She put one hand flat on top of it.



"I want one of these on my wrist, Ky."



That landed in the room and sat there.



"Wait," I said. "Before any of that. Why cover it at all? Why not have it removed?"



She looked at me.



"I asked," she said. "I asked the artist. I asked another artist. I asked the woman in Hannah's building who works in dermatology. I asked Google at three in the morning more times than I'm going to admit. Google has dreadfully strong opinions, none of which agree with each other."



"And."



"And it's a small piece of heavily saturated ink on thin wrist skin. Best case it's seven or eight laser sessions over a year and a half, every one of them painful. Realistic case is closer to twelve. And in either case it leaves a shadow — a faint discoloration in the shape of where the ink was, and the skin texture is never quite the same again. Cleared, anyone who'd ever seen the S would still see where it had been. They'd see the absence."



I sat with that.



"And," she said.



I waited.



"And I am not spending the next year of my life going to a clinic once a month to feel that letter come off in pieces. Every appointment would be another sit-down with him. I want it gone in one afternoon. Cover-up is the last visit, Ky. Removal is twelve more."



I had no answer to that.



She watched me for a moment. Then she put her hand flat back on the stack.



"And I want her flower," she said. Quieter now. "I want it to be hers."



I looked at the floor.



"You're sure," I said. Not pushing back. Just asking.



"Ky."



"Yeah."



"She put herself on me in March. With a piece of paper. She has been putting herself on me every week since. The only person who hasn't known she's been doing it is her, and that's because she's a child. She did sign up. She's been signing up. The only thing left for us to do is make permanent what she already made temporary."



I didn't have an answer to that.



"And," she said, quieter, "if it isn't her flower, it's something else, and the something-else will be a thing I picked off Pinterest at one in the morning to cover a man's idea of who I was. I would rather have her flower. I would rather walk around for the rest of my life with the thing my daughter drew for my hurt one, than the thing some other woman put in a folder for me to choose from."



I had to look at the floor for a second.



"You're right," I said.



"I know."



"I just — I don't want her to be part of —"



"She already is. We didn't ask, but she is. The kindest thing we can do is make a place for what she did."



I nodded. I couldn't quite manage anything else.



She picked up the top drawing — the one on top of the stack happened to be a four-petal one with a bee on it, which made me laugh once, briefly, against my will — and she slid back the cuff of my shirt and laid the paper on the inside of her left wrist. Right over where the S was. She held it there. Then she traced the outline of the flower with her right index finger, around and around the petals, the way you do when you're checking the shape of something.



"It would have to be smaller than this," she said. "Obviously."



"Obviously."



"And it would need a stem. Something that anchors it. The way she's drawn them they're floating."



"Mm."



"And I think more than one bloom. Not one. A small cluster. So that there's enough of her there to actually be there."



"Okay."



She kept tracing. Her finger went around and around. She had stopped looking at the drawing — she was looking at her wrist, and at her finger, and at the shape of the flower over the shape of the letter.



"Does it look like enough," she said.



"Enough for what."



"To cover him."



I leaned over her shoulder. The drawing was bigger than the S. The letter was small. A cluster of three or four blooms with a stem and a leaf or two would more than cover it, with room to spare for whatever line work the artist wanted to do around the edges to make the join clean.



"Yeah," I said. "More than enough."



She made a small sound. It wasn't a sob exactly, and it wasn't a laugh. It was the sound a person makes when they've been bracing for something to be hard for so long that finding out it's going to be easier than they thought is its own kind of weight.



She kept the paper on her wrist. She didn't lift it.



"I want to ring her shop today," she said.



I'd been waiting for this since the night she first told me she wanted it gone. Jaimee wanted the cover-up. Whether Lexi did was a separate question. There was a window between I want to and I did, and the window was smaller than Jaimee thought. Lexi was good at reasons. She could find six by Tuesday for why we ought to wait, push it back, do it the right way, do it next month. I was not giving Lexi until Tuesday.



"I agree," I said. "You should do it soon. Not three weeks out. Not a month."



She looked up.



"I've had his letter on my wife's wrist for a year, Jaimee. It's been on you every time I've put my hand on you. I'm done with it."



It came out harder than I'd meant. I let it stand. She didn't say anything for a moment. There was something in her face I hadn't seen on it in a long time.



"All right," she said.



"For this week if she'll take you."



"All right."



She pressed the paper against her skin with the flat of her right hand, like she was sealing it down, and she looked at me.



"This is a good morning," she said. "I didn't think we were going to have one of these for a while."



"I know."



"I mean it. This is a good morning. Don't take it from me."



"I'm not."



She held my look for a second. Then she lifted the paper off her wrist, smoothed it flat against the duvet, and set it on top of the stack.



The little one came in then. She was wearing one shoe and carrying the other and she had a pencil tucked behind her ear like a carpenter's. She looked at her mother and her father sitting on the bed with a stack of paper between them, and she said, with the gravity of a small person announcing a state matter:



"I need juice."



"All right, darling," Jaimee said.



The little one looked at the stack. She looked at her mother's wrist where the cuff was still pulled back. She did not, as far as I could see, register that the two were related. She looked at her mother's face. And then she said, almost as an afterthought:



"That's the one I made for your sore arm."



Jaimee said, very steadily, "I know, my love. It's a beautiful one."



"You can keep it."



"I will."



The little one nodded, satisfied with the transaction, and turned and went out of the room with one shoe on. We listened to her go down the stairs. We heard the fridge open in the kitchen. We heard her say, to nobody, "Where's the juice."



I got up to deal with that.



Halfway to the door I stopped and looked back. Jaimee had picked up the phone from the duvet and was scrolling through it for a number. The drawing was still on her lap. She wasn't covering her wrist with her right hand. She wasn't running her thumb over the S either. She was just sitting there with her wrist in the open and her phone in her hand, and the morning light through the window was on her, and I had not seen her sit like that in a year.



"Get her some juice," she said, without looking up. "Then come back. I'm not ringing her without you here."




Post 2130 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Fri May 01, 2026 3:16 pm

Awe...you're going to make me cry man!




Post 2131 — MustBeDenied2

Sat May 02, 2026 3:29 am

Thank you, Ky. 



You could write about the weather or what you’re having for lunch and I would read it. That you’re willing to share this gift with us is truly appreciated. 



MBD




Post 2132 — venus-can99

Sun May 03, 2026 12:06 am

Thanks Ky for sharing this beautiful moment between Jamie and your daughter with us. It brought tears to my eyes reading how you and daughter are bringing Jamie "back".




Post 2133 — sabya167

Sun May 03, 2026 6:28 am

Master story teller....the best in the world at showing and not telling....with tinges of fatherly humorous  affection....every post is  a readers delight.....




Post 2134 — cyw

Sun May 03, 2026 11:07 am

Hi Ky,

Thank you so much for this update. Reading about your daughter’s flowers—her way of 'signing up' to help her mother’s hurt—is incredibly moving. You can feel the weight Jaimee is carrying as she tries to navigate the space between being the mother her children need and the 'Lexi' persona that demands a different kind of life. 

The urgent need of removing the tattoo of Sipho really makes me curious about how that chapter with him finally closed.

Whenever you feel ready, please share that part of the history.




Post 2135 — cyw

Sun May 03, 2026 11:33 am

I was also particularly struck by Jaimee’s mention of signing the name 'Lexi' more fluently than her own name over the last two years for those hotel rooms. The history of those two years sounds both heavy and intriguing. I’d be very interested in knowing more about that period.




Post 2136 — Ky_Da

Mon May 04, 2026 6:37 am

Thanks for the comments and kind words. It means a lot. 



The cover-up was booked for the eleventh of May. Ten days out from the Saturday morning Jaimee had rung the artist. She'd reached the artist's voicemail on the first ring, and the artist had rung back forty minutes later from her car between appointments, and Jaimee had explained what she wanted in the kind of measured Cheltenham voice she uses when she has every intention of getting what she's after. The artist had listened and said yes and offered her the soonest she had, which was eleven days out, and Jaimee had taken it.



Three days had gone by easy. Easier than I'd let myself expect. She'd been present. She'd been kissing the kids goodnight without that small distracted half-second she sometimes had. She'd come to bed at the right time and slept through. I had been sleeping better than I had in months. I told myself I was watching her. I think I was actually watching her less.



I woke at two minutes past four and the side of the bed she sleeps on was cold.



A man learns the shape of a cold mattress beside him after a year that included the night his wife left at three in the morning and did not come home until two the following afternoon. I had not let myself think about that night in months. My body had not forgotten it. My body knew the difference between a *she's just gone to wee* coldness and a *this is the night again* coldness inside the second I noticed it. My hand was still on the empty side of the bed and I was already half-up.



I got out of bed slowly because moving slowly was the only thing keeping me from running. I went to the bedroom door and listened. Nothing. The hall was dark. I went to the top of the stairs first, because that is where you go when you are checking whether your wife has put her shoes back on. The shoes were in the bowl by the front door, the way she'd left them last night. I went back down the hall and into our bedroom and looked at the bedside table. Her phone was not there. I think I made some sound when I saw the phone wasn't there. I do not remember it.



I went back into the hall.



The strip of light under the bathroom door was the first thing I saw, and the relief of it sat on top of a thing in me that was not quite letting go. She was in the house. She was in the house and her phone was with her. I had been thinking about the front door and the missing keys and the headlights through the window. I had been thinking about a particular afternoon when the house phone had rung at the wrong angle of light, and she had finally answered after I had left six messages, and she had given me an address. All of that had been in my head in the last forty seconds. None of it was happening tonight. She was three steps down the hall.



I made myself walk.



The bathroom door wasn't shut. Pushed-to but not latched. I put my hand on it and pushed it the rest of the way open and I think I made another sound that I don't remember.



I want to tell you what my wife looked like on that bathroom floor at four in the morning, because I do not think I have written it yet, and it is the thing I have to take in before anything else in this story makes sense.



She was on the floor against the tub. The shower had been running at some point and was not running now, and had not been running for a while, because her hair at the ends was almost dry. She was wearing one of my old t-shirts and the t-shirt was rucked up around her ribs, twisted at the side, soaked through in patches where the fabric had not dried.



She is built for this. That sentence isn't one I'd ever wanted to write about my wife, and it is the only one that fits. Small and tight. The succubus on the curve of her arse. Breasts that sit where breasts that have nursed three babies aren't supposed to sit, both nipples ringed with the heavy gauge — the right one bare, the spade beside the areola gone almost black with the flush of her chest. The orchid down the inside of her thigh, onto skin nobody but me had been allowed to see for a long time. Every mark on her had been put there because of what her body could do to men — which I had spent fourteen years trying not to think about, and the next two years cashing in like the rest.



She had her right hand between her thighs and three fingers of her left hand in her own mouth, because she had been doing this for ninety minutes and her body had stopped knowing what to do with itself otherwise. Her thighs were open. There was sweat on the inside of her left thigh where her hand had not been. There was sweat in the dip below her ribs. Her hair was sticking to her temple. The orchid moved with her breathing. Her chest moved in the wrong rhythm for the hour, ribs going up too high, the pink spread of the flush deeper now and across both breasts and rising up her neck. Her cunt — I am writing the word, because the word is what I was looking at, and the word is what she was using on her own body — was wet from the four times she had already come and slick down the inside of her thigh, and her hand was working it again as if she had not just had it.



Her eyes when they finally found me were Lexi's eyes. Glassy. Pupils blown. Looking through me to the other side of the room, then snapping back to find me, then catching. The mouth open around her own fingers. The look of a woman who is very far inside her own body and not in the middle of being embarrassed about anyone watching it.



She did not stop. She finished what she was doing and her body shuddered against the tub and she made a sound around her own fingers and her head went back and the pink across her chest went almost red, and I watched her cunt clench around her own hand and her thighs lock and her back arch off the tub a couple of inches, and then she came down. She still did not stop. She started again.



And I understood something in that doorway that I had not understood for two years.



I had been telling myself, the whole way through this, that the war in our house was between the Jaimee I had married and the Lexi he had built. Two women, one body, fighting for the steering wheel. That was the story I had been telling in the therapist's office and on the bedroom chair and in the kitchen when she was crying in the pantry. Two women, fighting.



In the bathroom doorway at two minutes past four I looked at my wife and I understood that they had not been fighting. They had not been fighting for a long time. One of them had been *fed,* every day, for two years. Fed by other men's hands and other men's mouths and other men's permissions. Fed by being looked at by strangers in hotel bars. Fed by being passed in rooms by Sipho. Fed by being rung up at three in the afternoon by friends of his to say *we're at the Connaught, come.* Fed by being told she was a good girl by a man with his hand in her hair until her body learned to come from the words. She had been fed every day. The body in front of me on the bathroom floor was the body she had built on two years of being fed.



The other one — my wife. The mother of my children. The girl I had married when she was much younger. She had been *starved.* For nearly a year I had not put a hand on her. Before that, I had been putting hands on her with my eyes mostly somewhere else. She had been getting nothing. She had been holding the house up for nearly a year and getting nothing back from anyone, including me, and especially me.



There was no fight. There was a woman with a body built for sex on my bathroom floor coming for the fifth time that night, and there was a starving wife in the same body who had not been touched by her own husband in close to a year, and the only reason it had ever looked like a fight was that the starving one was very brave.



I had to look at the wall.



I had to look at the wall because every part of me that was not the part trying to be her husband was looking at the floor, and I had been feeding the wrong one of these women for two years, and if I went over to that floor right now and gave her what she was asking for I would be doing it again. The one on the floor did not need feeding. She had been fed every day for two years. The one who needed feeding was somewhere underneath her, in a body that had been starving so long it had started begging for the wrong meal.



I came in and shut the door behind me. The boys' room was at the other end of the hall and the little one was closer, but none of them woke easily. I sat down on the bath mat opposite her, my back against the cabinets, my knees up, the way she was sitting. I did not say anything. There was nothing to say. I waited.



It took her a few more minutes. Twice more, I think. I lost count. She had the look of a woman who had decided not to be embarrassed because she had moved past the part of the night where she had any embarrassment left to spend.



She finished, and her hand went limp against her thigh, and she didn't move it. Her head was back against the tub. Her chest kept moving fast for a while and then slowed.



"It isn't working, Ky," she said.



She still didn't look at me. She was looking at the ceiling.



"It isn't going to work."



I waited.



"I had a dream."



"All right."



"I'm going to tell you the dream because if I don't tell you the dream I'm going to call him, and I think if I tell you it instead of telling him I might not call him."



"Tell me."



She closed her eyes for it. I think she had to close her eyes to say any of it.



"That hotel by the river. The room with the corner view he always asked for. Stefan from the Frankfurt office. And another one. I am not going to say his name in our house. They were already there when he brought me in. He had told me on the way over it was going to be both of them and he wanted me to be very good, and I had said all right, and meant it. Stefan had me first. He had me on the side of the bed. The other one was waiting and I could hear him breathing across the room and he was watching me with Stefan, watching how I took it, and when Stefan was done — "



She stopped. Her eyes stayed closed.



"It isn't the sex bit, Ky. The sex bit isn't what woke me up. The sex bit is what it always was. He passed me. The other one fucked me. I came too many times. None of that is what I woke from. I woke from the bit afterwards, where he took me back to his side of the bed and pulled the blanket up over my shoulder. I lay with my head on his chest and he didn't say anything for a long time, and then he said *good girl,* and I — "



She opened her eyes.



"I came again, Ky. Just from him saying it. Just from being there with my head on his chest and him saying that. Without him touching me. I came in my sleep from a man saying *good girl* to me with his hand in my hair. I woke up with my body not stopping, and I have been in this room for an hour and a half trying to make my body stop, and it is not stopping."



Her hand had moved without my noticing it. It was back where it had been.



"I came in here to call him."



She looked at me directly for the first time.



"I didn't, Ky. I want to be clear about that. I have not called him. I do not know if I am going to be able to keep not calling him."



She turned her face against the side of the tub for a moment. When she turned it back she was steadier.



"I want to say something to you and you're not going to like the language."



"Go ahead."



"You've heard people on the BBC talk about coming off heroin. Not heroin. I'm not bloody Anthony Weiner either, before you say it. I know what that word sounds like coming out of a woman like me. I know that word is what middle-aged men hide behind on the morning news after their assistants ring the *Daily Mail*. I'm not asking you to use the word. I won't use it. But the *shape* of it, Ky. The shape is the shape. The thing where you are fine, you are managing, you are a week clear, or two, or three, and your body remembers something — a name in a song, a phrase from a man you used to know — and the wanting is louder than anything else, and you would do quite a lot of things to make it stop being louder. That is the shape of what I am inside right now. I will not say the word. I know the word. I won't say it."



I nodded.



"I am telling you this because I want you to know that what I am asking for next is being asked for by the wanting. Not by me. Or by both of us. By whatever the two of us are right now."



"All right."



"Take me back to bed, Ky."



She didn't lift her hand from where it was.



"I need you to fuck me. I need to want you in the place I am wanting him. I don't know if it'll work. I think it might. I think you might be the only thing in this house that could break what I am inside right now."



She finally moved her hand. She wiped the back of it across her thigh and put it on the tile.



"Please."



I sat with that for a long time.



I sat with it because part of me — the part of me that had been standing in the bathroom doorway three minutes ago looking at the wall — was already on the way to standing up and lifting her off that bathroom floor and taking her down the hall and giving her exactly what she had just asked for. That part of me was very loud. That part of me was the part that had spent two years watching another man teach my wife a vocabulary I had never had access to. That part of me had been waiting eighteen months to be asked.



I knew that part of me. I had let that part of me drive a Florida holiday and a kitchen affair and the hallway of a hotel I had not earned. I knew its sound. It was the sound that wins, every time, until it loses everything in one go.



But it wasn't the loudest thing in my head anymore. The loudest thing in my head was the thing I had just figured out in the doorway. I had been feeding the wrong one of these women for two years. The one asking me right now was the one who had been fed. Saying yes to her would feed her again. The other one — my wife, the woman underneath her, the one I was actually married to — would still be hungry in the morning, and the one with her name on her belly would have eaten one more time, on me.



"No, Jaimee."



She made a small breath in.



"Wait. Hear me. I am not saying no to *you*. I am saying no to *which one of you is asking*. The one asking me right now is the one who has been fed, every day, for two years. The one I married has not been fed by anyone, including me, in nearly that long. I have been confusing the two of you in my own head and I am not going to do it again on this floor at this hour. I am not going to put another meal on the wrong table tonight. The one asking is not the one who needs me. The one who needs me is somewhere underneath her, and I am not going to find her by feeding the one on top."



Her eyes had not moved from mine.



"Ky — "



"I'm not done. If we do this now, the way you are asking me to, in the next five minutes, what you will get for an hour is what you came in here for. And tomorrow morning the woman I married will still be starving, and the one with her name on your belly will have eaten again, on me, in our bed. I have done that for two years. I am not going to do it tonight. I love you. I am not going to be your drug at four in the morning."



She looked at me for a long second.



"You have got," she said quietly, "to be FUCKING joking, Ky."



"I'm not."



"After everything. After every fucking thing. After Florida. After Joanna. After the year you spent watching me leave and not stopping me. After all of that, you are going to sit on this bathroom floor and explain to me, *Anthony Weiner-style*, that you will not fuck me because you have decided which one of me is asking?"



"That is exactly what I am explaining."



"I am asking you to be my husband."



"You are asking me to feed the version of you that has had every meal in this house for two years, and I am telling you I love you too much to put another plate down in front of her tonight."



She put her hand over her mouth. Then she took it down. Then she put it back. She stayed like that a while. I did not move.



I watched her start to cry. Not the kind from earlier. Not arousal-crying, not edge-of-coming crying, not bathroom-floor desperation crying. The other kind. The kind a person cries when every door they had thought of opening at four in the morning has just been shut by the only person in the house who could shut them.



"Ky."



"I'm here."



"Ky."



"I'm here."



"Ky."



She said my name three times and the third time was different from the second. The third time it was the way you say the word that keeps you from going under. I understood the third one. I let it be.



I got off the bath mat. I went to her. I did not say anything else. I knelt down in front of her and I gathered her up off the floor and she let me. She was lighter than I remembered. The t-shirt slipped back down over her belly and the orchid disappeared and the spade went under the cotton, and she put her face into my shoulder, and I carried her out of the bathroom and down the hall to our bed.



I went back into the bathroom and got her phone off the tile. I came back into our room. I put the phone in my sock drawer underneath the wool ones at the back. I closed the drawer.



I got into bed beside her. She was on her side facing away from me. I came up behind her and put my arm over her and pulled her back against me and held her there. She was still shaking slightly. The shaking went on for a while. It slowed. She didn't sleep right away. I didn't either.



I lay there with my body still doing what it had been doing in the bathroom doorway. I had to decide, every two or three minutes, that I was not going to do anything about it. We had not had sex for nearly a year — the year she was with him. We had only just got it back in the winter, the tentative kind, three or four months ago. Tonight she had come into our bathroom and tried to come a man's name out of her body for ninety minutes and asked me to use the thing we had only just got back to put it down, and I had told her no. I had said no to my wife asking me to fuck her. I do not know how to write that sentence in a way that does not sound like I have lost my mind. I had said it because I had finally, finally understood the difference between loving the woman I married and feeding the one who had been built on top of her, and the bathroom floor at four in the morning was not the place to get those two confused again.



She slept eventually. I waited until I was sure she was under, and then I waited a while longer.



The artist had said eleven days out because that was the soonest she had. I had a number for her. I could ring her at nine in the morning and I could be the husband on the line who explained, gently and without making a scene of it, that the eleven days he had been told was the soonest could not be the soonest, because he had spent a night on a bathroom floor watching his wife try to come a man's name out of her body for ninety minutes, and she had not been able to, and the letter on her wrist could not be on her wrist for eleven more days. I would phrase it better than that. I knew how to phrase things. I would ring at nine.



She moved against me in her sleep. Her body had gone soft. The shaking had been gone for hours by then. My alarm hadn't gone yet. The boys would be up at six and a half. The little one not long after. I had three hours.



I lay there with the morning coming up grey behind the curtain and I held my wife — the one I had married, the one who had been getting nothing for nearly a year, the one who was somewhere under all of this and starving and going to need every meal I had in me from now on — and I thought about the man I had been the year before this one, who had stood in a hallway in Florida in a borrowed bathrobe and listened to a twenty-three-year-old soothe his daughter back to sleep in a voice that wasn't her mother's, and I thought about the man I had been an hour ago in a bathroom doorway with my hand on the latch, and I thought about the man I was going to have to be at nine in the morning when I rang the artist, and at three the next morning if there was one, and the morning after, and the morning after.



Some men get to put the work down at the end. I was learning I was not going to be one of those men. The work was going to be every morning. The work was going to be *which one of them I fed,* every morning, and *which one of them I held,* every night, and *which one of them I refused to hand a meal to* at four in the bathroom. I had decided that, in the doorway. I was going to do every morning. I had already decided.



She breathed against my arm.



I closed my eyes.




Post 2137 — cyw

Mon May 04, 2026 7:45 am

Hi Ky,

Thank you for having the courage to share this update. The level of mental and physical transparency here is staggering. It is heartbreaking to read about the 'starvation' Jaimee has endured and the sheer, exhausting intensity of the 'wanting' that Lexi brings into your home at four in the morning.

I want to offer you my deepest encouragement. The clarity you found in that doorway—the decision to feed the woman you married rather than the addiction she’s fighting—is a monumental act of love. It would have been so much easier to say yes in that moment, but by saying no, you chose her long-term survival over a temporary fix.

Wishing you both the strength to get through these next few days and find a way to make the 'starving' stop for good."




Post 2138 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Mon May 04, 2026 7:50 am

Good call Ky. Sometimes the harder decision is the best decision. As hard as it might be you're doing the right thing. The layers and layers of Lexi that have been built up over the years need to be peeled off just like peeling an onion. One layer at a time.  It's time consuming.  It takes patience. You're first layer (or half layer) is complete. You'll need many many more layers to get Jaime back and Lexi on the back burner.....permanently....and only allowed out with permission. 



I appreciate your insight in how complicated and deep this addiction is.




Post 2139 — venus-can99

Mon May 04, 2026 2:44 pm

Thanks for sharing this episode Ky. It is such a hallmark of your true love for Jaimee where some men would have given up on her long ago,




Post 2140 — elina

Mon May 04, 2026 11:22 pm

Thank you Ky,



I think that post is the most beautiful and insightsful I have ever read on this site. By far. 



I really do hope you managed to convince the artist to find an earlier time to erase a critical part of Lexi from Jamie, by placing something demonstrating your daughters love for Her mother in that spot instead.



Good luck with everything you are doing to help you and Jamie find each other again.



Sincere regards

elina




Post 2141 — txrockdog

Tue May 05, 2026 7:22 am

Ky, what an incredibly raw and unvarnished look at what recovery from an addiction can look like.  Thank you for sharing with us.  Did you ever find out if there was more to her addiction than just the sex?  I long suspected that drugs (willingly or unknowingly) were contributing to what your wife experienced with him.




Post 2142 — Guest

Wed May 06, 2026 5:59 am

You may not know it now, but you are the strong man Jamiee needs in this time of stress for her!!!  Be that man for her, give her every chance she needs to put Lexi back in the bottle.  You are that man Jamiee needs, right now!



Rascal




Post 2143 — nevertobe

Wed May 06, 2026 1:58 pm

We haven't heard from Ky in two days. I hope Jillian didn't make the call and disappear. Ky please, just a short line to let us know what has happened.




Post 2144 — armyguyot1

Wed May 06, 2026 2:57 pm

Welcome to the forum nevertobe.




Post 2145 — txrockdog

Wed May 06, 2026 3:31 pm

↳ Replying to: nevertobe

Don’t panic.  Ky is not typically an everyday poster.  He takes his time to write up the piece(s) of the story he wants to talk about and posts them when he is ready.  And the quality of his writing reflects the time and care he puts into telling his story.  He also has three young kids and a job that requires travel at times, so periodic absences should be expected.




Post 2146 — elina

Wed May 06, 2026 4:09 pm

↳ Replying to: txrockdog, nevertobe



Yes, and remember, Ky for sure has other much higher priorities right now than satisfying the curiosity among people at OHW. 

Ky should post when he has the time for it and when he feels like it,

The rest of us should patiently wait.



elina




Post 2147 — sabya167

Wed May 06, 2026 7:41 pm

It took me multiple readings to take in the subtle nuances of your sentences...what kind of love gives you this level of understanding.....gives you this level of ability to discern the truth in such a pressing and complex paradox..which era are you from, Ky? in complete awe and breathlessly waiting to know how it went....LEGENDARY eye for macro details...




Post 2148 — walter2000uk

Fri May 08, 2026 12:19 am

Ky wrote 

We are all pleased that Jaime is back with Ky as mother and wife,

and Ky is pleased to have his wife back home with him and the children



BUT:- .

Once a cuck, then always a cuck

and once a Hotwife, then always a Hotwife.



SO , Ky is going to let Jaimee be Lexi now and then, eventually?

but more under Ky's control, and Lexi in charge of Lexi and not submissive to some other Dominant man.

And for Lexi to always return home every night and be Jaimee again?



Be interesting to hear what other cuckolds think?

And more importantly, what Ky thinks?




Post 2149 — wifeyssissycuck1

Fri May 08, 2026 5:14 am

↳ Replying to: walter2000uk

Does complicated sound a little like an understatement?




Post 2150 — Ky_Da

Fri May 08, 2026 5:38 pm

Thanks to all who read and comment. I do enjoy reading the comments and PMs. I don't have the time to respond to all of them, but I'll try to weave in answers where I can in these posts. Also, keep in mind that what's happening in these posts has already taken place. I'll need some time to catch everyone up to present, with everything that happened over the last year. 



-_-





We took the eight-thirty train south. Imogen's studio was an hour and a quarter out, in a market town I'd been through twice and stopped in once, and the distance was the point. Jaimee hadn't wanted to do this anywhere she might run into anyone. The carriage was almost empty for a Tuesday morning. It rained the first half of the way and then stopped, and the countryside came up in that washed-out April-into-May green that's always made me homesick for something I can't quite identify even when I am inside it.



She had her left wrist face-down on her thigh, the way she'd been carrying it for a year, and her right ankle crossed over her left knee. The spade on the ankle was visible to anyone in our row.



I'd heard, somewhere along the way, that nothing says slut like a spade tattoo on a woman's ankle. I knew there were men in carriages just like this one, all over the country, who could read the mark for what it was meant to mean and were reading it the same way I was reading it. There is a vocabulary that gets into your wife's body without your permission. The vocabulary stays there even on the train south on a Tuesday morning to take a different word off her.



I sat with that for a few stops.



I sat with whether I was going to want it gone too, eventually, all of them, every mark. I sat with whether some of it could stay. I sat with whether the part of me that wanted some of it to stay was a man learning what to want, or a man dressing addict thinking up in clean clothes and calling it grown-up. I did not know the answer to that. I do not know it now. I only know I sat with it on the train, and I didn't let myself land anywhere comfortable, because anywhere comfortable was probably wrong.



Jaimee didn't look at me for most of the ride. She looked at her own hand on her thigh.



About ten minutes out from our stop she turned her left hand over, and she put it palm-up on her knee, and I put mine in it.



"All right?" I said.



"Mm."



She didn't say anything else. She didn't need to.



Imogen's studio sat above a tea shop, up a narrow set of stairs that smelled like baking. The waiting room had the kind of quiet a person who has done this work for a long time builds around herself — three chairs, a low table, one carefully chosen plant. No flash on the walls. She didn't advertise.



Imogen came out from the back when she heard the bell. Late forties, maybe early fifties. Tattoo sleeves down both arms, ending at the wrist. Black t-shirt. A small silver hoop in her septum that I had to look twice at to be certain about. Hair cropped short, gray running through it the way she'd let it run. There was a scar at her hairline that her own work hadn't quite covered, and I noticed it and noticed that I noticed it and put the noticing away.



"You're back," she said to Jaimee.



"I'm back."



"How long has it been."



"About eighteen months."



"Mm. We'll do good work today."



That was the whole exchange. Imogen looked at me for the first time then. Her eyes did a quick read of me — *husband, here for it, holding* — and she nodded once, and that was that.



We went through to the back.



She had Jaimee sit in the chair and put her left arm out on the rest. She got out the daughter's flower — Jaimee had emailed her the photograph two days ago — and a sketch she'd drawn from it, refined just enough to be inkable, three blooms in a small cluster with a stem and two leaves. The daughter's bee was still there. Imogen had kept the bee.



"Where do you want it sitting?" Imogen said.



Jaimee told her. Directly over the S. Stem going down toward the heel of her hand. The cluster centred so that nothing of what was underneath was going to show through.



Imogen sketched it onto Jaimee's wrist with a soft pen and the two of them looked at it together. Jaimee tilted her wrist this way and that. She said yes. Imogen wiped it down and re-drew it once with a slightly higher anchor. Jaimee said yes again.



"This will hurt more than the last one," Imogen said.



"I know."



"Squeeze his hand."



"I will."



I sat down on the low stool to her right. I took her right hand in both of mine. The S was visible for the last time in our marriage, three inches from my face. I did not look at it. Jaimee looked at me instead of at her wrist, and that was right.



Imogen started.



The buzz of the gun is a sound my body had never properly let in before, because the other times I'd been near one I hadn't been the husband holding a hand. I let it in. I let it become the room. The smell of the antiseptic was sharp the first ten minutes and then I stopped noticing it. Imogen worked quickly and she worked quietly and she did not make small talk. She would say one thing every few minutes — *good, breathe* or *small break in a moment* or *I'm bringing the line down now* — and then back into the buzz. Jaimee's right hand was closed inside both of mine and her grip would tighten and release and tighten again with the rhythm of the needle.



She started to cry about twenty minutes in. Not noise crying. The other kind, where the tears are just leaving without asking permission. I wiped one of them off her temple with my thumb. She did not look at me when I did it. She was looking at the ceiling.



I thought, very briefly, of a hallway in Florida and a borrowed bathrobe and the last time I had sat in a chair-equivalent for several hours waiting for my wife to come back to me. I'd been three thousand miles from her then. I was three feet from her now. The work had been a long way.



I let that go.



Halfway through, her face changed for a second, in a way that wasn't pain. Something passed behind her eyes and was gone. I think — I am almost sure — she was in the original session. The notebook. The pages she'd practised on for months. The handwriting that had been retrained out of her own hand and into a man's. I did not ask. She knew I knew. She closed her eyes for a moment and when she opened them she was back in the room.



Imogen finished the line work and went on to the colour. The black of the bloom heads, the small purple at the centres, a whisper of green for the leaves. The bee was the last thing she put in. She did the bee with two black dots for eyes and the smallest stripe of yellow because that was what the daughter had drawn, and she did not pretty it up beyond that.



When she came off the wrist with the gun for the last time it was just past eleven and we'd been at it about an hour and a half. Jaimee's right hand let go of mine for the first time. Imogen wiped the wrist down with something and the daughter's flower was on Jaimee's body, and the S was not.



I did not look at it for a long second. When I did, I had to look at the ceiling for almost as long. Then I looked again and I made myself take it in. Three blooms with a stem. A bee. The shape of a four-year-old's hand under a working artist's line. That was the shape of my wife's wrist now.



Imogen wrapped it. She gave Jaimee the aftercare card. They went over it once. Then Imogen set the card aside and she sat back on her own stool and she looked at Jaimee.



"Anything else you ever want me to look at, you ring," she said. "I won't push it."



"Actually," Jaimee said, "while we're here. I've been thinking about the vines on the orchid. Whether I want them altered."



Imogen tilted her head.



"Want me to look now?"



"If you've got the time."



"I've got the time."



Imogen rolled her chair back a foot to give herself room. Jaimee stood, undid the button of her jeans, slid them down with her knickers in the same motion, stepped out of one leg, and put her left foot up on the seat Imogen had just rolled away from. The orchid ran from her hip down the inside of her thigh in the open studio light. She did all of it without a second's hesitation. She did it the way another woman might pull her hair back to show somebody an earring.



I had to take a breath I hadn't intended to take.



I was on the low stool I'd been on for the cover-up, three feet from her hip. My wife had just stripped from the waist down in front of another woman in a working studio, and the strangeness of it sat in me alongside something else, and the something else had a shape I didn't love. Imogen didn't glance at me. Imogen didn't glance at Jaimee's face. She'd rolled her chair forward and was looking — calmly, professionally, the way somebody examines paint — at the inside of Jaimee's thigh.



"Hold still, love. Lift it toward me a touch."



Jaimee lifted.



"These were done freehand, were they."



"Mm."



"He had a good hand. Look at the bottom of this one — the way the line tapers off into what reads as a leaf shape. That is hard to do without looking like a mistake. The vine work is fine all the way down."



She moved her face closer — six inches from Jaimee's skin, by my eye. She pulled a small lamp off the workbench and clicked it on. She held it close. She looked for a long moment.



"Mm."



She reached for a jeweler's loupe on the bench and held it to her eye and looked through it. Quiet.



"I see them," she said.



"See what."



"There are inclusions inside the black on the spades nearest the top of the vines. They're white. White ink fades faster than black, so they're faint, but they're there. They're done in pairs and threes inside the spade shapes. Tiny. Done with a very fine needle. I would never have caught them without the loupe."



Jaimee was very still.



"What are they, Imogen."



Imogen lowered the loupe. She sat back on her stool. She looked up at Jaimee for a beat.



"I think you can guess, love."



The room was quiet for a second.



"Sperm," Jaimee said. Flat.



"Mm."



"I never saw them."



"They're done not to be seen. By anyone who wasn't him. They're filthy, frankly. I've been doing this for twenty years and I haven't seen anything quite like it. He had a good hand. He used it to make certain he was the only person in the world who knew what was on you."



Jaimee dropped her foot back to the floor. She pulled her knickers and her jeans up, fastened the button, sat back down in the chair. The whole sequence took her about four seconds. She hadn't blushed once.



I hadn't moved. I had a metallic taste in my mouth that I don't get often. I've got it twice in my life that I can name, and one of those was sitting in a tattoo studio above a tea shop on a Tuesday morning being told that my wife had been carrying something on her body for two years that I'd never noticed and had never been meant to notice.



Imogen let it sit.



"There are options if you ever want them gone," she said. "The cleanest one is reworking the spades as proper leaves — green, layered, with veining. The white inclusions disappear under the rework. You lose the spade pattern, but most viewers don't read them as spades anyway. The other option is fine shading inside the existing spades — keep the silhouette, layer pigment over the white. Less work. You'd still know they were there underneath. I wouldn't try laser for the white. White ink does badly under laser. It can oxidise and turn dark."



"Mm."



"I'm not pushing. I'm offering."



"I know. Thank you."



Imogen nodded once. She let it be.



Jaimee turned her left wrist gently on her lap, the way she turned things she was thinking about.



"I'm not ready," she said. "Not today. Not next week. The orchid as a whole — I think the orchid is beautiful work. I don't want to lose it. I want to think about whether I want it changed, and which way."



"That's fair."



"It might be a long while."



"That's fair too."



"Why do you do this work," I said. I hadn't meant to ask. It came out anyway.



Imogen looked at me for a beat.



"Because somebody did it for me once."



She did not elaborate. I did not ask.



"I'm not ready for any more today," Jaimee said. "I came in here for one thing. I'll come back."



"That's exactly right," Imogen said. "One at a time is the way."



We paid her. We went back down the narrow stairs that smelled like baking, and we stood on the pavement for a second in the May light with our coats over our arms, and Jaimee took my hand, and we walked to the station the long way without saying much.



The train back was almost wordless. We sat across from each other at a table and watched the same fields go by in reverse. Jaimee held the wrist on her lap, palm-up under the wrap. She didn't run her thumb over it. She wasn't going to. The old gesture was already starting to belong to the old mark, and the new mark was going to need a different touch when the time came for one.



About forty minutes in she said, "She was kind."



"She was."



"I want to think about what she said."



"Take however long you want."



"Mm."



She looked out of the window for the rest of the ride.



We got home a little after one. The boys were at school and the little one was at the childminder until three. The house was quiet. I put the kettle on. Jaimee sat at the kitchen table with the wrap up on the wood in front of her and looked at it for a long time without speaking.



I made tea. I set hers down. I sat down opposite her.



"Are you going to peel it," I said.



"Not yet. She said tomorrow."



"All right."



She drank her tea. She ate half a biscuit. She didn't say anything else about Imogen, or the orchid, or the room above the tea shop. There would be time for all of that. There was going to have to be a lot of time for all of that. Today she had done the one thing she had come to do and she had asked her body to take it and her body had taken it and that was enough for today.



The little one came home at three.



Jaimee didn't show her the wrist immediately. She let the afternoon happen normally. The wrap was small enough under a long sleeve that it wasn't visible, and the little one didn't ask. Tea, drawing at the table, the boys back from school, dinner. Bath. Story. Bed.



It was the next morning, before the boys were up, when Jaimee took the wrap off in the kitchen.



She did it slowly. She washed the wrist with the soap Imogen had given her, very gently, and patted it dry. The flower was a little raised still, the colour a touch louder than it would settle to in two weeks. The bee was the same bee. The S was gone.



She was sitting at the table with her wrist palm-up on the wood, looking at it, when the little one came in.



The little one was wearing one slipper and dragging the other by its strap and her hair was sticking up at the back the way it does in the morning before anyone has put a brush near it. She was holding the bear she sleeps with. She put the bear on a chair. She came over to the table.



She looked at her mother's wrist.



She looked at it for longer than a four-year-old usually looks at anything.



Then she said, "You used the one with the bee."



"I did, love," Jaimee said.



"Good."



The little one nodded, satisfied. She picked her bear back up. She started to walk toward the cupboard where the cereals are kept.



Three steps from the cupboard she stopped. She turned around. She looked at the wrist again from where she was standing. Her face didn't change.



"It's not the hurt one anymore," she said. Quietly. Matter-of-fact. The way a child says a fact she has just confirmed.



Jaimee said something — she made a sound — but I don't remember it being a word.



The little one waited a second to see if she was needed. She wasn't. She turned and went to the cupboard and got the cereal box down from the second shelf with both hands, the way she has been getting it down for a month, and she carried it to the table, and she said, "I can't open it."



"I'll open it, sweetheart," I said.



I opened it.



I do not remember the rest of the morning very well.




Post 2151 — elina

Fri May 08, 2026 6:03 pm

↳ Replying to: Ky_Da

Dear Ky



Thanks for sharing this most moving story,

I am glad you took the time you needed to tell it the way you wanted to.

The only part I feel a need to comment is:




I think that is highly understandable.

The reaction from the little one is both moving and so revealing of what children understand but will not allways communicate. 



Take care of your family.



Sincerely

elina




Post 2152 — MustBeDenied2

Sat May 09, 2026 12:50 am

Hi Ky,



Thank you for sharing another installment of this fascinating journey. Not that you need my validation, but I think it was right of you to refuse Lexi's request in the bathroom. In my opinion, you should never do anything that would make your face another one of the now dozens (hundreds? you said she lost count) in Lexi's memory. In time, yours would be the only one she remembers and that's not an association you want. Can you tell us what about the fallout from that decision? Was it ever mentioned? I think you mentioned that your intimacy with Jaimee was strained. How has that been since the bathroom?



Reading between the lines, it looks like you went to Florida with just your children and the nanny. I'm interested in how that story plays out, as well. You painted her as the innocent victim when you were posting more real-time, but I never really saw her that way.



As always, thank you for the effort you put into this.



All the best,



MBD




Post 2153 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sat May 09, 2026 1:16 am

"...and I noticed it and noticed that I noticed it and put the noticing away"



Love you're writing style Ky. Not sure this was a stab at humor or not but I got a chuckle out of it.



Thanks for sharing what was a very heavy moment in Jaime's life, and yours as well. It was a milestone moment for sure. Another layer peeled away.



Thanks for the point of reference.  I thought this was in real-time but evidently this was about a year ago. It's a little confusing because a year ago was when Lexi put her foot down and succumbed to her lifestyle,  putting Jaime in a box. I thought the Florida trip was last summer but maybe it was the summer before last?



Anyway....good to hear from you and looking forward to the next chapter.




Post 2154 — venus-can99

Sat May 09, 2026 5:33 am

Thanks Ky for sharing this touching episode of Jamie overlaying his mark with your wonderful daughter's flowers and bee. In her own way, your lovely daughter is helping both of you heal and bring you together as a family again.




Post 2155 — Colliercuck

Sat May 09, 2026 3:38 pm

Hello Ky, I just read your story, and I appreciate and respect your honesty, your openness and your vulnerability.

And so I’m going to be honest in return……..I’ve wanted or longed to be a cuckold for many many years……..and I guess I am , as my wife cheated, had a nine month affair.

Stories of people’s personal journey, often turn me on, I can imagine myself in their stories, and quite honestly, it’s extremely erotic and such a turn on when you have the same exact desires.

And your story did that for a little bit, and understand there is absolutely no judgement or shaming, no one has that right of another person.

But I felt hurt and angst as I read your story, felt pain I have not felt, to the point of almost crying and yelling, for you, your wife and your family 

It’s hard to see the jungle through the trees, and our desires gain tremendous traction over us

Hindsight is 20/20

And I saw the pain and destruction and was aching for eyes wide open before a crash

KY, I’m praying for you , Jamie and your family, really, I want you to make it, your family , you and your wife , that’s the treasure 

We cannot afford to , or we should never throw love or people away (and you are not doing that, I know) but I have……in the past.

God , forgive want you to reach the other side, a renewal, and it’s gonna take a strength and patience the kind you may have never seen before………..I have a feeling you have this, and you’ll need a boatload.

Jamiie strong and fierce, but also delicate and tender, an oxymoron for sure, but some of the best things are

It seems you understand the road ahead, the long journey, the broad shoulders you will need to carry the weight, for you your wife and your family.

I know it’s worth the fight, and some nights will feel heavier and some days longer

And your love will change for both of you, less fantasy and more a deliberate choice to choose and love each other

There is a Buddhist saying “no mud , no lotus “, for the exquisite lotus flower to bloom, it needs to rise from the deep dark muck…….sometimes all the pain is really a gift to help us grow.

I long to see and hear the story of you and Jammie’s love blooming, I am rooting for you brother and your beautiful wife and family.

And if you EVER need to vent, scream, need encouragement, or just a place to unload thoughts……….you have this online family that has your back!!!!!!! And is longing for your happy ending and a  fairytale ending 

Dreams do come true, but you usually have to go through the muck to get there




Post 2156 — nevertobe

Sun May 10, 2026 6:51 am

Ky,

First I want to state that I am not new here. I have posted here under another name that I use elsewhere and do not want that name on this forum any longer.

Also I want you to know that I have followed you since Jillian was with Derrick.

You are amazing In your writing and in your commitment to Jillian. These last months must have been devastating in the way Jillian treated you, yet you stayed with her.

In your writing you have hinted that Jillian did not go to Florida with your family. Is it possible you could write on this a little. 

Also What happened with Joanna?

One word of warning, You have noticed that your daughter is watching her mother. Daughters like to imitate their mother. Your kids haven’t figured out what the spades and the chains mean. They will in time. You don’t want your young teen daughter coming home one day with ink on her body. You also don’t want how the boys will act to their mother because of the tats when they become teenagers.

Remember, the kids always know more than what you think they do!

I have been there and done that.

Good luck

Thanks for now




Post 2157 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun May 10, 2026 2:05 pm

Who the fuck is Jillian?




Post 2158 — txrockdog

Sun May 10, 2026 3:12 pm

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1

I believe Ky mentioned in a recent post regarding signing her name that his wife’s name is Jillian Aimee, but she apparently goes by Jaimee (or Lexi).




Post 2159 — sabya167

Mon May 11, 2026 8:48 pm

KY disclosed the real name of Jaimee to us,  maybe in a fit of good mood,  at least 3 years back......as I said he is the best in showing and not telling.....he showed us that Wade called her Jills.. but didn't tell us why...and to be fair to him none of us had enquired why....now please don't ask who the fuck is Wade?....




Post 2160 — Ky_Da

Tue May 12, 2026 6:16 pm

In that reply I posted some weeks back about Joanna, the one a few of you asked me about, I said it had ended in our kitchen one afternoon. That was true. It wasn't the whole truth. The kitchen was where I told her. The afternoon I told her was not the afternoon I knew. I had known six days earlier, in a rented house on the gulf side of Key Largo, at three in the morning, standing in another man's bathrobe in a corridor, listening to the wrong woman sing my daughter back to sleep.



I have been carrying that one privately for the better part of a year. I am going to put it on the page now because some of you have asked outright and several more have asked sideways, and because the chapter we are now living was made possible only by the version of me that came home from Key Largo six days into a seven-day trip. The man who came home is not going to make sense to you without the man who went.



The trip had been on the calendar for months. Florida had been Jaimee's pick, and she had never been. She had had a thing about Florida since she was at school in the UK. Brochures of warm water and white beaches, the kind of America you only saw in postcards. We had lived in California for a long time and she had never quite forgiven the Pacific for being too cold. Florida was the warm-water version of the country she had married into, and she had wanted to take the kids before another summer slid past. The Keys, specifically. The dolphins were a piece of it. The daughter at three, she had said, was the right age to be put in a pool with a dolphin and to remember it. We had booked the house on a finger of mangrove a half-hour's drive south of where the road hits Key Largo. Pool, dock, a couple of paddleboards. We had booked it the day Jaimee and I had told each other we wanted the time.



By the end of June the plan had changed twice. The first change had been small and reasonable. Jaimee had told me, over breakfast, that Sipho had a thing in Frankfurt the same week and she had said yes to it, but she'd be done by Wednesday and would fly direct from Heathrow on the Wednesday afternoon and meet us at the house Wednesday night. I was already losing the part of me that would have asked what the thing in Frankfurt actually was. I hadn't asked, and I hadn't asked the second time either, when she'd told me two weeks before we flew that she might need until Thursday. The second change, Joanna coming with us, had been mine. I had told myself she was coming because the daughter was three and the boys were six and I was not going to do a transatlantic flight with three children alone if I could help it. The daughter was three. Jaimee might need until Thursday. Joanna was coming. Each sentence on its own was reasonable. Together they were a different sentence I wasn't yet ready to read.



We flew on the second of July. Joanna travelled in jeans and a long-sleeved jumper with her plait under a baseball cap and a paperback in her bag she had been carrying for three weeks without finishing, and the kind of patient watchfulness over the children that nannies who have been with a family for two years develop without thinking about it. She was the sort of young woman strangers would underestimate at a glance. The lifestyle dressed-up version of her, which a few of you saw in passing in earlier posts, was reserved for very particular evenings and very particular eyes. Day-to-day, you would not have looked at her twice on a high street. That, I will get to.



We were in Key Largo by Wednesday lunchtime local. Twelve hours of doors and queues and time-zone shifts that the boys handled like champions and the daughter handled by sleeping in the car from Miami. Joanna handled the rest. By six in the evening, eleven at night for Jaimee, she had got the boys into swim trunks and into the pool while I unpacked the kitchen, and the daughter was asleep on a sofa with a stuffed rabbit on her chest. By seven I had messaged Jaimee three times. She had not replied to any of them.



Around eight I rang. It went to voicemail. I left a message that was light and tired, and I checked my phone three more times in the next hour, and at quarter past nine my phone lit up with her name and her voice was bright. Tomorrow morning, she said. They had pushed the meeting and she would fly Thursday morning UK time, and she'd be in Miami Thursday evening, and I shouldn't wait dinner. I said all right. She said *I love you* and meant it, and I said *I love you* back and meant it, and rang off, and went out to the pool to where Joanna was reading on a lounger with her hair drying in the heat, and I sat down beside her, and we didn't say anything for ten minutes, and the boys were splashing each other in the shallow end, and the sun was almost down.



Thursday morning's call came at nine our time. Some technical thing she would not name. Friday now. Some apology in her voice that was real. I told her it was all right. I went out and bought groceries with Joanna and the boys. I took the daughter to the children's pool. I made tea in the late afternoon because that is what we do. I checked my phone six times during dinner and put it face-down. Friday morning's call came at half nine. Saturday now, she thought.



I rang her on Saturday morning.



I had not known I was going to ring her until I had rung her. I had been sitting on the floor of the rented kitchen at half six my time, which was half eleven her time, with a coffee in my hand, watching the daughter through the open glass door playing on the dock with Joanna and a bucket. I picked up the phone and rang my wife.



She answered.



"Ky."



There was a beat in her voice that was wrong for a Saturday morning answer. The kind of wrong I had stopped registering a year ago and was suddenly registering again. I heard, behind her voice, the staccato slap of skin on skin. I heard, in her hello, the small hitch where she'd had to take a breath and speak through it. I heard the rhythm under her not-quite-words, steady, paced, somebody who knew what he was doing. I heard, very faintly, a man's voice that was not loud enough to make out the word but was loud enough to know what it had been doing two seconds before she had picked up.



"Sweetheart," she said. "I'll ring you back."



I tried to speak, but the words wouldn't come. 



She rang off.



I stood with the phone in one hand and the coffee in the other, watching my daughter through the glass door putting wet sand into a bucket and Joanna laughing at something one of the boys had said, and I felt a heat in my face that was not arousal. There was a little of that, too, mixed in, against my will. But the arousal was the smaller thing in the room. The other thing, the part of me that had just heard the noise his wife's body was making while she pretended she wasn't on a call, that part of me had gone very cold and very still. The cold was bigger than the heat. It was a good deal bigger.



She rang back forty minutes later. Her voice was light. Tomorrow morning, she said. They had pushed it again. She was so sorry. She loved me.



I did not pick up.



By Saturday afternoon I had stopped picking up entirely. I had not decided to stop picking up. I had simply not picked up the first time and it had felt as if not picking up was the only thing I had left to do, and so I had not picked up the second time, and by the third time I was no longer thinking of it as not picking up. I was thinking of it as letting the phone do what the phone wanted to do without me. She left two voicemails Saturday afternoon. I listened to neither.



Some of what was happening that week I am only now able to see plainly. I had not noticed, for example, at the time, that Joanna had been buttering toast for the daughter the way Jaimee butters toast for the daughter, which is to take the butter just past the crust and not over the edge, because the daughter does not eat the buttered crust if it touches the side of the bread that hasn't been cut. I hadn't noticed that Joanna had begun singing the bedtime song the daughter knows, with the same pause in the middle that Jaimee puts in. I hadn't noticed that Joanna had been sitting on the side of the breakfast table that has Jaimee's coffee on it. I hadn't noticed any of it because I had been letting myself not notice. The kids hadn't noticed because Joanna had been their nanny for two years. The not-noticing was my contribution to the week. The kids were innocent.



It was Sunday night, the fourth night of the trip, that I lay awake in the four-poster bed of a rented house on the gulf side of Key Largo and worked out, for the first time, what was happening to me.



Joanna was asleep next to me. The back of her head was turned away. Her plait was undone for the night and loose on the pillow, dark red against the white cotton. She was wearing one of my t-shirts. We hadn't had sex that night. She had been tired, and so had I, and the t-shirt wasn't a costume. It was what she had been wearing to bed for a week. The straightforward, married fact of it sat in me alongside the fact that we were not married, and that the contradiction was the thing I had been working very hard not to look at.



I let my mind drift, lying there. I let myself think about her. About what we had together.



There is a quality to bedding a young woman who has not been bedded much. She had been with two men before me, both at university, both brief, both inattentive in the way young men are inattentive. She had told me, very early on, that she had never had what she called a *good time of it,* and that the things she could see I knew about would have to be taught to her. I had not realised, until she said it, how badly I had wanted somebody to ask me to teach. With Jaimee, by the time of any of this, there was nothing in any room I could show her about a body that she didn't already know better than I did. With Joanna there had been everything. The first time she had asked me, with her face a little pink, what to do with my fingers. The first time she had looked up from between my legs and asked me, in that Scouse lilt, if it had been all right. The way she would whisper, after, what she had liked, the same shy way every time, as if she still wasn't quite sure she was allowed to have liked it. The way she made the same small sound at the end every time, a sound she had never used with anybody else, a sound she had given me. I was the only man in the world who had heard that sound. The exclusivity of it had got into me like a drug.



I let myself enjoy thinking about it, lying there, longer than I should have. I felt my body answer to the memories the way it always answered to the memories. The lust-voice was loud. The lust-voice told me, very confidently, that what I had with her was real and good and rare, and that any man would be a fool to put it down once he'd found it.



Then I caught myself.



The lust-voice always sounded sensible while it was speaking. It was the voice that had bought me Florida. It was the voice that had told me, every step of the last year and a half, that what was happening was manageable, and that managing it was the same as having it under control. It was the voice that felt good in the moment and left me cold and hollow when the moment was over. It had been the loudest voice in the house for two years. Underneath it was the other voice, softer, slower, less interesting to listen to, that had been telling me, the whole time, what I was actually doing.



I made myself listen to the other voice.



I had been telling myself, for months, that what I had with Joanna was a thing I had taken under consent. Jaimee's. Mine. Joanna's, with reservations Joanna had named and held to. I had been telling myself that taking the offer my wife had been pressing me to take for almost a year was, in some way, the way the marriage was holding. I had been telling myself I was the cuckold husband who had finally been allowed his side. I had been telling myself I was a man having a managed, considered thing on the side while my wife had hers, and that if either of us crossed a line we would know.



I was lying in a rented bed in July with a twenty-two-year-old's hair on the pillow next to mine and my wife three thousand miles away in a hotel room I did not want to picture, and I was happy. Not relieved. Not grateful. Happy. The kind of happy a man only gets when his body has stopped fighting itself about something.



I had read somewhere, I cannot now remember where, about the way bodies bond. Hormonal arithmetic. Two animals wired the same way will start to need each other, the article had said, if you put them together long enough at the right intervals. I had thought of it, when I read it, as a thing that happened to women. I had not, that I could remember, ever considered that it might be happening to me.



Joanna had been in our house for two years. She had been in my bed, by then, on and off for the better part of one. I had not been counting. I had taken some kind of pride in not counting. The not-counting now looked to me like the kind of small denial that has a name. The shape of what I was inside, lying there in the small hours, did not feel like a man having a thing on the side. It felt like something my body had picked, slowly, while I kept my eyes elsewhere. The chemistry had been doing its work. I had not been managing it. It had been managing me.



I turned my head on the pillow and looked at her.



The dark red plait. The small section of her cheek I could see. The way her shoulder came up where she'd pulled the blanket. She was twenty-two. She was four months out of her degree. She had been wearing my t-shirts to bed for almost a year, in a house that had been our house, in the spare bedroom that had become her bedroom, and on certain nights, never the nights when the daughter was in the corridor, in mine. The conservative version of her, the one a stranger would have walked past without seeing, was the version she lived in by daylight. The other version of her, the one that was sleeping next to me in my t-shirt with the t-shirt riding up at the hip, was a version she had been keeping for me only. Not for a circle of men. Not for parties. For the man whose children she was raising.



I had not earned that. I had been taking it. I had been taking it for months. I had, in the part of me I had pretended did not exist, been collecting it.



She turned in her sleep then. She made a small sound that wasn't quite a word, and her hand came across the bed, and her fingers settled on my chest, and they stayed. She didn't wake up. She didn't need to. Her body had reached, and had found me, and had settled.



I lay there for a long time with her hand on my chest and I let myself think the thing I had been not letting myself think since some time in February.



Joanna deserved her own marriage. She deserved her own thirties. She deserved to be the kept-for woman in a man's life who had no other woman, no children he had made with somebody else, no wife in another country whose absence the kept-for woman was tolerating because it was the price of being kept-for at all. Joanna would let me. That was the part that broke me, lying there. Joanna would let me have what I had at this scale for as long as I wanted to keep having it. She had told me as much, in different words, when we were on the edge of starting it. *I'm here too, we'll figure it out, or at least try to. Together.* She had meant it then, and she meant it now, and she would still mean it in three years. The cost of letting her mean it was that her twenties would go inside this, and her thirties would go too if I let them, and her chance at being someone's only would be spent on being mine sometimes.



A small note here, since some of you have asked. A few of you have asked, since I came back to write again, whether drugs were part of what Jaimee was on. They weren't, not in the serious sense. Jaimee lost a close friend at sixteen to an overdose, and the fear of going the way her friend had gone has held a line for her ever since. There has been the very occasional something at a party — a line of something one night, a small experiment another — but nothing that ever tipped past the curiosity end of the spectrum, and nothing that ever became a habit. She has always been afraid of what her own body could do under those conditions, and the fear has always held. The chemistry that ran her was the chemistry her own body made under conditions a man was very good at producing. It turns out that is its own kind of being on something. I learned that, in Florida, in July, by being on something myself.



I did not sleep. I closed my eyes for what I thought was a few minutes, and the room was darker when I opened them, and somewhere in the house the daughter was crying.



The first cry was small, the kind of waking-from-something cry that a child of three sometimes does and goes back to sleep from inside of a minute. I was halfway out of bed when the second cry came, and the second cry was *Mummy.* She was calling for her mother. She'd had a bad dream, and she was three years old, and she was calling for the woman who was supposed to be in this house with her this week, and the woman wasn't.



Joanna was already up.



She had got out of the bed without my noticing. I had been on the edge of getting up myself, and she had pulled my t-shirt down to her thighs and she had a glass of water from the bedside that I hadn't seen her pick up, and she was at the door before I was on my feet. I think I made some sound. I think I started to say *I'll go.* I do not think the sound left my throat. By the time I had a word ready Joanna was already across the corridor and at the daughter's door, and her voice was already low and steady, and the daughter's crying was already beginning to slow under the sound of it.



I stopped at the door of our room.



I did not go to my daughter.



I stood in the doorway in a borrowed bathrobe. I had grabbed a robe off a hook in the en-suite when I had stood up, and it hadn't been the robe I had brought with me. I was wearing somebody else's bathrobe in a rented house in Key Largo at three in the morning, listening to the wrong woman soothe my child, and I did not go down the corridor.



Joanna sang the song. The pause-in-the-middle song, the one Jaimee had been singing at bedtime for a year and a half. She sang it the way Jaimee sang it. The daughter quieted. The daughter said something I didn't catch. Joanna said something back, low, in the voice she used with our children. The daughter said *all right* — I caught that — and her breathing slowed, and within four minutes she was asleep again.



Joanna stayed in the room another minute or so to be sure. I heard her ease the door. I heard her come back across the corridor.



I had not moved.



She didn't look surprised to find me at our door. She put her hand on my chest, the same place her sleep-hand had been an hour ago, and she said, very quietly, *back to bed, love.* Then she went past me into our room and got back under the covers, and I stood in the doorway in another man's bathrobe for I do not know how long.



My three-year-old had just had a nightmare in the middle of the night, and the woman who had got out of bed first to soothe her had not been her mother, and the daughter had not minded. She hadn't even noticed she ought to mind. The mother-shaped hole in her bed-time, in this rented house in Key Largo, in the small hours of a Sunday in July, had been filled by Joanna so completely that the daughter had not registered the shape was the wrong one. That was the closest I had ever come to losing my family without anybody having walked out of the house.




Post 2161 — sabya167

Tue May 12, 2026 8:36 pm

Its like " To the edge and not back"...We've  seen  your life  saved by a hairs  breadth in Mexico....now, I guess, we are witnessing the same for your marriage. You talk of " To the Edge and back"...this was the edge.....all the events of your life at this point....like a raft being pulled to the edge of the waterfall....out of control. It's a textbook scenario for the dissolution and the end...and a new beginning....hundreds of accounts, both real and fiction, all around....but, then,  you are YOU.  Is it the depth of the bond of your soul with your soul mate, the core goodness and righteousness of your being, that never let's you lose sight of  the right thing to do? My heart goes out to Joanna. You have such affection  in your heart...the way you described her...Breathlessly waiting for the next post in this Masterpiece, unlike none else , or probably very few, on this site.Dying to know what happened in the immediate aftermath...till you bring us up to date.. till the present moment....bracing up for possible surprises...




Post 2162 — antidote2909

Wed May 13, 2026 12:42 am

I'm sorry you had to undergo this Ky but your writing is a masterpiece. I don't think I took a single breath reading this account.




Post 2163 — David52

Wed May 13, 2026 12:50 am

From your posts, I understood that your arrangement with Sipho expired around May of last year and I assumed the Florida trip was intended to give your family exclusive time to reconnect.  It was clear the trip was important to you.  

I thought of you often in June last year, wondering about the trip.  

Thank you for your lovely writing and sharing your amazing story.




Post 2164 — txrockdog

Wed May 13, 2026 3:18 am

Wow Ky!  What an absolute betrayal not just by Sipho but also by Jaimee.  They both knew beyond a doubt how important that trip was to you and your relationship, and how uncomfortable you were with how much you had spent on it to give Jaimee what she wanted.  Even if Jaimee was too sex drunk to say no, Sipho clearly was deliberately trying to sabotage the time you two had set aside to reconnect.  You are a stronger man than I am, because if I were in your place, her bailing out on such an important trip with you and her kids just to get fucked some more would have put me right over the edge into a place that I doubt the relationship could have come back from.




Post 2165 — nevertobe

Wed May 13, 2026 6:30 am

Masterful writing! I also look forward to your next post. How did you release Joanna? She seemed to be falling in love with you and she was really the only mother the kids knew for some time.

But I have a different question. In the beginning when Jaimmee was first getting with Sipho she told you that with the quantity of sperm Sipho but in her that it was just a matter of time till she was “on the duff” or pregnant.

Sometime after that She started teasing you about another man getting her pregnant again. According to what you wrote Sipho even joined in on the teasing and you had to use your safe word to end the teasing.

My question is are you sure that Jaimee was not pregnant during this teasing and they were just feeling out your reaction to this news. After they learned your opposition to a pregnancy, did Sipho order Jaimee to get an abortion and the two of them never told you about this?

Don’t tell me that this couldn’t happen. My first wife got black pregnant and aborted the baby and kept it from me for two years.

Maybe in your next therapy session together you might want to ask her?




Post 2166 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Wed May 13, 2026 6:40 am

That was a heartbreaking  recount of the events Ky. It must have been hard to go through.  I'm glad you and Jaime are getting through it now but now I wonder about poor Joanna. I hope she is OK and this wasn't devastating for her.




Post 2167 — mick_flow

Wed May 13, 2026 9:59 am

Ky, very well put. In my experience we did something similar, my wife with another man, and me with another women. When you fall in love, while married, it hits different. There is a guilt. A guilt that says that you are not giving your new lover all that you can. A guilt that says you are steeling time away from them. A guilt the says, they need to have the experiences you have.



It's not just the year between the sheets, it's more. It's the love and affection. It's meeting their friends and family. It's realizing that continuing down that path leads to upset, leads to family changes. Life changes.



It is when you realize that the love that you feel for your new partner, is a love and an emotion and an experience you used to have with your wife. 



Suddenly you are lost, adrift in a sea of emotions, guilt and love, and a strange loneliness that you can't shake.Paddling towards the shore, toward your old life, toward your soulmate, the women you married, it feels like the only thing to do. But it also feels like paddling against the tide.



Some, not all of course, rings with a familiarity which is haunting. Thank you for sharing this.




Post 2168 — Wistful

Wed May 13, 2026 5:47 pm

The first after-Florida communication between Ky and Jaimee (whether by phone or in person) must have been truly grievous.



Yet Ky has implied (unless I very possibly misread or misunderstood the timeline) that Jaimee continued on with Sipho and others after Florida, being gone for weeks at a time.



Paraphrasing some of Ky’s post of February 26, 2024, Jaimee asked Ky for permission to allow herself to be “transformed” into Siphos’ “black cock slut.”



“But he is into the psychology of it all, using the brain’s reward system. As in releasing dopamine, creating associations between interracial sex and feeling pleasure… it’s basically behavior modification.” “It’s not a game to him—or maybe it is—but it’s not the way we think of a game. He enjoys provoking that transformation, orchestrating it.”

“This wouldn’t be like anything we’ve done before,” my wife began to explain. “He’s not into breaking up a marriage, but he absolutely believes he would make me his…” Jaimee paused, bit her lower lip briefly, but finally said, “cock slut.” “This isn’t just a game. This is serious, it’s behavior modification. You really want me, your wife, to be addicted to black cock?” 



We know Jaimee’s transformation, over time, was completed—probably more completely than even Ky and Jaimee could have understood.



But Ky intimates Jaimee has now pulled back, and they are attempting to construct a new family life together. I’m sure Ky will address the story, but I wonder how Jaimee finally reversed course.



The visit to have the tattoo covered was a very detailed account, but it left me oddly unsettled. Imogen at the studio had last seen Jaimee 18 months before—presumably she had originally inked the wrist? Or at least some of Jaimee’s previous tattoos? Imogen mentioned the cover will hurt more than the time before. Yet when she examined the orchid and vines Imogen asked if the work was done freehand, adding “HE had a good hand.” When she gets the jeweler’s loupe for the nearly microscopic spermatozoa inclusions she pronounced “"They're done not to be seen. By anyone who wasn't him. They're filthy, frankly.”



Was she implying that Sipho inked the tattoo himself?




Post 2169 — elina

Wed May 13, 2026 7:04 pm

Dear Ky,



Thanks for telling that part of the story, as you said it is a perspective which makes everything else easier to understand and put into context. It also illustrates how dangerous it is for those of us following your story unfolding to think we understand when there is probably other perspectives still lacking..



Joanna comes across as a wonderful person. You are right, She deserves a man who loves Her and will commit to Her. However this unfolded, I hope She got Her degree and has/is learning to be happy in whatever life She is living now. Also, She clearly had become an incredibly important person to your children and probably they to Her. It must have been a very difficult breakup for everyone involved. 



Sincerely

elina




Post 2170 — txrockdog

Sat May 23, 2026 6:22 am

Ky,



Hope you and family are well.  Just bumping this up so you know we haven’t forgotten about you (and still check the site multiple times a day just in case you posted again).  Look forward to hearing more when you have the time and inclination to share.




Post 2171 — mick_flow

Mon May 25, 2026 3:46 am

Hi Ky, it is great to hear you and Jaimee are making huge efforts. How are things now? - I've very grateful that you returned here to this forum. It is fantastic to hear from you. I'm curious about what motivated you to return?




Post 2172 — nevertobe

Tue Jun 02, 2026 10:03 am

Ky, You haven't posted since May 8th. I hope all is going well with you two




Post 2173 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Tue Jun 02, 2026 11:25 am

Pretty sure it's because of the issues with the site.




Post 2174 — Torquemada_uk

Sun Jun 07, 2026 9:57 am

I think not just the site issues - although they probably haven’t helped.  And Ky has often gone radio silent for weeks, or even months at a time, when work or just life in general took all his time and attention.  But most of all I suspect his current hiatus is because what he’s writing now is the most difficult, the most painful, part of what he wants (needs?) to share with us.



And we’ve seen in the weeks since his return that what he is now able to share are excoriating truths told with an unflinching honesty and maturity that’s frankly courageous - but obviously it has to be at his own pace and his truth takes time to craft.  Plus it would not surprise to me to learn that Jaimee also has a say - a veto - on just what is or isn’t posted here.



What comes next - perhaps across several updates - is likely to cover critical events we know happened last summer: the end of the Florida trip; the end of the relationship with Joanna (and how utterly devastating that must that have been - both for her and for young children who abruptly lost a surrogate mother); and above all, the fallout from Jaimee then not flying out to join her family at all (or was it that she wanted to but Lexi, perhaps encouraged by Sipho, did not - and Lexi was in control now).



These are the key turning points that Ky has alluded to - but from the breadcrumbs he’s dropped, I think we can already partly fill in at least some of the blanks with educated guesses…



Given the tone of Ky’s last posts in 2025, it’s clear he knew Jaimee was being overwhelmed by Lexi and tried to pull her back, but Jaimee (or was it really Lexi that whole conversation?) persuaded him to keep going.  I think therefore we can assume that Jaimee then disappeared almost entirely into Lexi whilst Ky honoured his agreements not to stop the ‘game’ and to see the second 6-month PIV denial through to the end, even though it continued to damage his family.



“For about four months after my last post, I barely saw my wife.”



“there were weeks I was running on fumes, holding the whole house together on school runs, football kits, reheated dinners, and bedtime stories I was half asleep through.”



At this point - March thru June last year - Joanna would still have been helping Ky with looking after the twins and the little one, whilst Sipho continued to use sexual reinforcement and pain/pleasure dopamine rewards to increasingly rewire Lexi into the primary personality and his own personal plaything.  The key conversation about this was, I think, when Sipho told Ky “I'm really enjoying my time with Lexi. I like to think of Lexi as mine and Jaimee as yours. It's a nice balance."  But it seems Ky didn’t understand the cruel nature of the Mephistophelian bargain being struck - that Sipho would eventually turn his wife so completely into Lexi that there would be nothing left of Jaimee for Ky to hold on to any more - that Sipho would do exactly what he said would at the outset and rewire her mind to make her addicted to sex with only him and his friends.



But, although things very much kept escalating, with Lexi seemingly ever more in the driving seat, the second six month denial period did eventually end and some semblance of normalcy in their relationship restored - especially around reconnecting during the long planned holiday in Florida.



“Jaimee had told me, over breakfast, that Sipho had a thing in Frankfurt the same week and she had said yes to it, but she'd be done by Wednesday.”



And even after plans (predictably) began to fall apart, it seems there was still a genuine connection between them.



“They had pushed the meeting and she would fly Thursday morning UK time, and she'd be in Miami Thursday evening, and I shouldn't wait dinner. I said all right. She said *I love you* and meant it, and I said *I love you* back and meant it.”



But then, as we now know, Jaimee didn’t fly out to join him, choosing to stay in Europe with Sipho instead.  So Ky cut short the holiday and returned - undoubtedly feeling a mix of emotions: anger, fear, disappointment, frustration, and deep conflict about his relationship with Joanna.  Perhaps - given time to reflect as he flew back to the UK - he decided to finally pull the plug on everything relating to Sipho and Lexi, and use his safeword to end the game.  And a major part of that ending was likely asking Joanna to leave.  Hard proof through such a total and irrevocable action that Ky truly intended things to be different this time.



And this is where and why I suspect Ky is struggling to find the words to say what happened next…



That he came home, loins girdered, and ready for a very difficult conversation with Jaimee - perhaps prepared to even go as far as a final showdown and a nuclear ‘D’-word ultimatum - only to find his wife, for all intents and purposes, was gone.  Instead he found himself only ever meeting with Lexi.  A Lexi who wasn’t cruel but who wasn’t kind either - just indifferent to him.  A Lexi who ignored his safeword, and who laughed in a bemused way at his talk of family and marriage - because Lexi wasn’t married, and Lexi had no kids, and Lexi had never agreed to any safewords or any commitment and definitely wasn’t in love with Ky.  That was just some irrelevant old clutter from Jaimee’s life and Jaimee had left the building.



For some time after Florida, perhaps several weeks, Lexi continued forging her own sexual path, only rarely checking in and leaving Ky to again look after the home and kids - but now without Joanna to help. 



“And then one afternoon Jaimee [Lexi] came by the house. I'd learned to stop asking why—sometimes she came back for a change of clothes, sometimes for a passport, once for a pair of shoes she hadn't worn in years.”



Until something inside Lexi eventually snapped and, with the innocent power of a small child’s love to bolster her, Jaimee was eventually able to start clawing her way back to being the primary personality and force Lexi out.  Which brings us up to the present day with their therapy sessions and tattoo cover up, etc.  Except even then it seems Ky has dropped hints that at least once since Jaimee came home, Lexi was able to take control over her again.



“a year that included the night his wife left at three in the morning and did not come home until two the following afternoon.”



“And if we don't make that room, she is going to get out on her own [again], and this time I don't think she is coming back.”



Which is another part of their journey I hope Ky feels able to share with us in time.




Post 2175 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Sun Jun 07, 2026 11:27 am

Pretty interesting take on things. Who's to say this is how it happened. But it seems plausible.  



Looking forward to hearing from Ky.




Post 2176 — nevertobe

Mon Jun 08, 2026 6:40 am

One thing I wonder, Ky is a US citizen and can move the family back to the US at any time. Yet he stays in London where Lexi can call and be under Sipho or one of his thugs in under an hour. 

Does Lexi fight leaving England, has Jillian gained a police record because of Lexi and can not get a visa? 

Ky should get an ocean between them.

I am also worried that Lexi went back to Sipho and that is why Ky isn't writing.

I hope not.



Just my thoughts




Post 2177 — txrockdog

Mon Jun 08, 2026 11:39 am

I think it is more likely that they want to stay closer to her family for assistance with the kids and so the grandparents don’t have to travel to see them.  As the previous poster said, Ky frequently takes longer breaks and it is usually related to being busy at work or activities with family.  I also suspect we are right around the 1-year anniversary of Jaimee leaving Ky and the kids high and dry on a trip to Florida without her.  That may be bringing up difficult memories for both of them and making it difficult for Ky to want to write.  Or looking at it from a glass half full perspective, maybe they are taking the trip again (or going somewhere else special) as just a couple to reconnect and work on their relationship.




Post 2178 — Torquemada_uk

Mon Jun 08, 2026 7:39 pm

I think we are all hoping that their glasses are full.



After their game started turning sour 2 years ago, we’ve all had ringside seats into how their life became a year long slow-motion car crash from which they’ve then spent another year slowly trying to pick up the pieces.  There’s still a long road ahead for them and their family, with no guarantees that the psychological damage and manipulation that was inflicted on them can ever be fully repaired.



I sincerely and fervently hope that they are in a good place.  I hope that they are healing, giving each other strength, and that this current pause is a good sign for them.




Post 2179 — mick_flow

Tue Jun 16, 2026 7:24 am

The challenge Ky and Jamiee face is huge. Jamiee has spent about a year, living an alternative life. One in which her dopamine reward has come from giving in to her submissive side. To both the pleasure and the pain of her last partner. Don't get me wrong, it's intoxicating for Jamiee, for Ky and for us as readers too. For Jamiee, as others have said, this is mind altering experience, to have lived without responsibilities, to be driven only by your own desires and need for the dopamine. You don't artificial drugs to alter your behavior. 



Ky is stronger than he gives himself credit for. Stopping that direction of travel is hard. Supporting Jamiee is even harder.



Experiences and time change all of us. We are different people today from what we were yesterday.  Jamiee is not the same women she was before her last partner. She's changed. Her desires and opinions have changed. Likewise, Ky has changed too. 



I hope this pause in writing is due to Ky's general cadence, and nothing untoward. I'm learning from what Ky is sharing tips for my own relationship. I'm also rooting for this awesome couple.




Post 2180 — Fred_Garvin

Sat Jun 20, 2026 2:10 am

I am curious about this lifestyle, and want to know if a marriage can endure and even be vibrant with cuckolding as a major part of it.



Ky has many of the same desires and motivations as I do, but I have never had the opportunities that he has. I know that I would have made the same choices that he did given the same circumstances.



It may be important for Ky to stay away from this site, but I hope he can give us some updates on his and Jaimee's marriage.



Obviously, I want the best for Ky, Jaimee, and the kids.




Post 2181 — Goodboy66

Sat Jun 20, 2026 5:31 am

↳ Replying to: Fred_Garvin

Hopefully you wouldn't want the same experience if you have children.




Post 2182 — Fred_Garvin

Sat Jun 27, 2026 12:13 am

↳ Replying to: Goodboy66, Fred_Garvin

No, in hindsight, I would not want that experience, and would regret the decisions leading up to it.



However, the siren call of cuckolding is so strong for me that I wouldn't be able to resist going deeper into it if my wife offered me the choice. I'm not saying the decisions would be wise, I'm just saying that I probably wouldn't be able to resist the siren call.




Post 2183 — txrockdog

Wed Jul 08, 2026 2:16 am

Ky,

Hope you and the family had a happy 4th, although I suspect it is not nearly as widely celebrated over there.  I hope all is well with you and your relationship with Jaimee.  Would love a checkin from you even if you are not ready to tell more of your story right now.  You have people who care here who want to know you are ok, regardless of where you and Jaimee stand with reconciling your relationship.




Post 2184 — Wistful

Wed Jul 08, 2026 6:35 am

"Ditto" what txrockdog just said.




Post 2185 — Torquemada_uk

Wed Jul 08, 2026 6:39 am

↳ Replying to: txrockdog

You’re right Txrockdog - the 4th is just not a thing over here at all.



But right now we’re pretty much spot on for the 1-year anniversary of the return from the failed Florida trip and Joanna having to leave.  And that’s got to be dredging up a lot of difficult memories and emotions.  It’s hardly any wonder Ky doesn’t much feel like engaging right now.  And that's assuming he’s not also been stuck on some difficult engineering project for the past few weeks (hopefully with no unexpected volcanoes this time).




Post 2186 — Cgi69

Mon Aug 03, 2026 3:39 am

Ky,

We would love to hear from you. Just a check-in to let us know you are ok. Anything.




Post 2187 — Torquemada_uk

Thu Aug 13, 2026 9:24 am

It’s been exactly 3 months since Ky last posted, and that’s not boding well for good news.  Although this thread has been running since May 2018, there’s only been 3 times when the gaps in his personal postings exceeded 3 months - and they all aligned with significant personal changes or issues.

The first lasted an immense 4 1/2 years - starting just after the birth of the twins, and finishing a year after the birth of his daughter and the move to the UK (although he did make some basic vanilla posts to announce both the move and the second pregnancy, and was still regularly posting to The Library during this period).  The second was his recent 13 months away during the Lexi situation and its subsequent fallout.  And the 3rd was for 5 months in 2024 when Sipho’s sex parties, the tattoos, the PIV denial, the creation of Lexi, and Ky starting to sleep with Joanna was all too much to share.

So it’s reasonable to assume this gap is also being driven by something significant - and, as there were no hints beforehand, that it is also something unexpected.



Hopefully the something is a positive.  Ky has oftentimes said that this site fed into him making poor decisions and he knew he ought to stay away.  Perhaps, for the sake of rebuilding his marriage, he’s now decided to do precisely that - either off his own bat or because it’s a suggestion that came out of a therapy session.  Or it’s possible Jaimee has directly asked him to stop.  In the preface to his story in the Library, Ky told us back in 2019 that, after the twins were born, Jaimee asked him to stop posting personal details in this thread - and he did for four years. 



Absolutely there should be no victim blaming here - and there’s no doubt that victims of Sipho is exactly what Ky and Jaimee are. But, it would be disingenuous not to at least acknowledge that from mid-‘24 to mid-‘25, Jaimee/Lexi’s behaviour (as described by Ky) became increasingly reckless, selfish and manipulative (even if she was mostly acting under a deeply malign influence).  And, given that Ky’s last post here confirmed what many had suspected - that she then didn’t even go to Florida for her family - it might be that Jaimee already feels enough guilt and regret about everything that’s happened, without Ky now raking it back up and exposing her to the disapproval of thousands of strangers.  So to help them heal, she might have asked Ky to stop posting things that paint her in a bad light or dredge up bad memories.



But it’s also possible that the something that’s come up is a negative.  And it might not be anything to do with the lifestyle.  It might just be that there’s been a family emergency - either Jaimee’s in the UK or Ky’s in the US that’s taking all his attention.  Or Ky might be having major work problems.  Or he or one of the kids might be having a significant health concern.



And then there are the darker possibilities that are lifestyle related…  Perhaps it’s finally come out that Ky is not the twins bio dad - and now they’re dealing with lots of family questions - and, worse, the judgement of Jaimee’s mother.  Or perhaps there’s been a health scare from having unprotected sex with such a high number of partners.  Or perhaps Ky discovered there’d been a secret pregnancy and that Sipho had ordered Lexi to get a termination.  Or perhaps Joanna has come back on the scene.



And then there’s the elephant in the room.  That Jaimee/Lexi’s addiction got the better of her and she started seeing Sipho or some of his associates again.  When she was merely discussing getting Sipho’s mark on her wrist covered up, it caused her subconscious to go into overdrive and resulted in her spending half a night masturbating on the bathroom floor - and nearly calling Sipho.  Who knows what might have happened as a result of Ky then helping her actually go through with the cover up…?  Did Lexi fight against Jaimee taking so much autonomy back for herself?  Or was Ky’s refusal to ‘feed’ the wrong woman so much of a trigger that it ended up driving Jaimee/Lexi back into old patterns of behaviour?



Obviously we all hope that there is a prosaic reason for Ky to have gone silent again - and that all the sinister scenarios we can conjure up are just a result of overactive imaginations.   Hopefully Ky and Jaimee are still healing and continuing to give each other strength in the rebuilding of their family and their relationship.  And we will just have to be patient and wait to see if Ky ever comes back in the future (hopefully sooner than 4+ years).




Post 2188 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Thu Aug 13, 2026 10:52 am

Good writeup Torq. I think you covered all the possible scenarios  pretty well. I hope he comes back sooner than later. I know I'm not alone when I say that Ky has shared his amazing life with us...pulling us in...post by marvelous post...that we are also invested in his story. 



I hope all is well with him and Jaime and the family.




Post 2189 — Learning_Man

Mon Aug 24, 2026 12:49 am

ky, Just wanted to say hi and that I am rooting for you and Jamiee! I read much of your story as a lurker, before I joined the site. It's so hard when cucking turns from excitement to sorrow, but you have handled it with such grace, and seemed to be very effectively working you both back from the brink. Hoping your silence means that you and Jamiee and your wonderful family are doing better these days, reducing your need to post here. Still, would love to hear how its all going. You have been a true inspiration.




Post 2190 — Goodboy66

Mon Aug 24, 2026 3:28 am

How many people are holding back from saying something for fear of getting barred from the group.




Post 2191 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Mon Aug 24, 2026 3:34 am

↳ Replying to: Goodboy66

If you feel your comments could get you barred....maybe it is wise to keep them to yourself?




Post 2192 — Goodboy66

Mon Aug 24, 2026 3:39 am

↳ Replying to: Cuckcuckgoose1, Goodboy66

But if someone posts on a public forum, should you be allowed to comment however negative or not the narrative that others want to read.




Post 2193 — Cuckcuckgoose1

Mon Aug 24, 2026 3:48 am

Not necessarily.  This isn't a public forum that gives you rights to free speech. It is a private forum. It's for an exclusive group of people that indulge in this type of lifestyle.  



Negative comments or advice can be accepted if presented properly. 



Proceed with caution .




Post 2194 — sabya167

Fri Aug 28, 2026 6:15 am

Hey,  what's going on between you kiddos? Where is Ky?




Post 2195 — nevertobe

Thu Sep 17, 2026 11:51 am

Bump




Post 2196 — SardAn

Fri Oct 09, 2026 8:14 pm

Man, that was grim—I just finished reading it.




Post 2197 — Guest

Fri Oct 09, 2026 8:43 pm

Welcome to OHW, SardAn




Post 2198 — Torquemada_uk

Sat Oct 10, 2026 1:06 am

↳ Replying to: SardAn

Grim is the word.



Ky’s thread - particularly after they meet Sipho at the start of 2024 - has become THE cautionary tale for OHW.  A clear example of how getting everything you think you want can suddenly flip and turn out to be nothing but a poisoned chalice.  And even more so now that his continued sudden absence (5 months at this point) makes it increasingly look like there’s not going to be the happy ending for them we all hoped for.



Plus it leaves us with one of the all-time great cliffhangers - what did happen after Ky and Joanna came back early from Florida and how did the subsequent reunion with Jaimee/Lexi go?  I know it’s selfish to be frustrated about his posts just stopping - these are peoples’ fractured lives we’re picking over - but it’s also only human to be curious and sympathetic about those we feel we’ve come to know.




Post 2199 — Goodboy66

Sat Oct 10, 2026 7:29 am

↳ Replying to: SardAn

Ky craved that life, Jaime craved it once she got a taste. Three children didn't.




Post 2200 — Fred_Garvin

Sat Oct 10, 2026 11:33 am

I don't automatically assume that Ky's marriage has shipwrecked.



It's possible that things have gone south, and Jaimee has left the family to pursue a hedonistic lifestyle, or maybe the marriage just is dissolving from all the hurt and pain.



It's also possible that they are on a good path to repairing the damage, and part of that process involves avoiding online sites like this.



I would love to know what is happening, whether good or ill, because I have come to care about the people involved. I also am curious whether a marriage can survive and thrive with a cuckold dynamic, and if not, whether it can heal after going so deeply into it.



I hope to hear from him with anything he's willing to share.
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		930 — JustWantToWatch


		931 — Ky_Da


		932 — vmb69


		933 — Ky_Da


		934 — vmb69


		935 — desertsub


		936 — vmb69


		937 — Ky_Da


		938 — SamWarrens


		939 — lookingiansa


		940 — SamWarrens


		941 — SamWarrens


		942 — SamWarrens


		943 — randomrick123


		944 — Guhunkadorn


		945 — PANTIES


		946 — starman2


		947 — txrockdog


		948 — jailor0


		949 — alan137


		950 — luv2doit


		951 — tito123177


		952 — tojanman


		953 — veub


		954 — DoctorLuv


		955 — veub


		956 — veub


		957 — Veryaware


		958 — Ky_Da


		959 — Wistful


		960 — Wistful


		961 — realcucklife


		962 — subtoall


		963 — venus-can99


		964 — Oneillfranko


		965 — vmb69


		966 — tojanman


		967 — txrockdog


		968 — Ky_Da


		969 — Wistful


		970 — venus-can99


		971 — Open2it


		972 — entropia


		973 — scarlettscuck


		974 — mick_flow


		975 — DoctorLuv


		976 — Southernman


		977 — mundyman


		978 — tojanman


		979 — Ky_Da


		980 — Des 31


		981 — venus-can99


		982 — entropia


		983 — mick_flow


		984 — David52


		985 — venus-can99


		986 — magnus


		987 — Ky_Da


		988 — venus-can99


		989 — Wistful


		990 — offendedgame


		991 — DoctorLuv


		992 — David52


		993 — Ky_Da


		994 — KyGrappler80


		995 — txrockdog


		996 — Ky_Da


		997 — Ky_Da


		998 — Ky_Da


		999 — txrockdog


		1000 — venus-can99







		Posts 1001–1100
		1001 — Ky_Da


		1002 — venus-can99


		1003 — Open2it


		1004 — vmb69


		1005 — magnus


		1006 — veub


		1007 — Ky_Da


		1008 — txrockdog


		1009 — wagonmaker1


		1010 — Ky_Da


		1011 — mundyman


		1012 — txrockdog


		1013 — venus-can99


		1014 — DoctorLuv


		1015 — jay-jenna


		1016 — magnus


		1017 — ddriver86


		1018 — David52


		1019 — Ky_Da


		1020 — venus-can99


		1021 — DoctorLuv


		1022 — viking53


		1023 — txrockdog


		1024 — Ky_Da


		1025 — Ky_Da


		1026 — txrockdog


		1027 — txrockdog


		1028 — Ky_Da


		1029 — Ky_Da


		1030 — txrockdog


		1031 — DarrenZ


		1032 — venus-can99


		1033 — DLD


		1034 — Ky_Da


		1035 — Ky_Da


		1036 — Ky_Da


		1037 — txrockdog


		1038 — veub


		1039 — scarlettscuck


		1040 — Ky_Da


		1041 — venus-can99


		1042 — subtoall


		1043 — viking53


		1044 — antidote2909


		1045 — veub


		1046 — DarrenZ


		1047 — Ky_Da


		1048 — veub


		1049 — ddriver86


		1050 — Ky_Da


		1051 — veub


		1052 — vmb69


		1053 — Lucky Dog


		1054 — MustBeDenied2


		1055 — DarrenZ


		1056 — Ky_Da


		1057 — txrockdog


		1058 — venus-can99


		1059 — veub


		1060 — Goodboy66


		1061 — matador5511


		1062 — txrockdog


		1063 — David52


		1064 — txrockdog


		1065 — mick_flow


		1066 — Ky_Da


		1067 — magnus


		1068 — venus-can99


		1069 — David52


		1070 — wagonmaker1


		1071 — txrockdog


		1072 — Ky_Da


		1073 — txrockdog


		1074 — venus-can99


		1075 — Open2it


		1076 — Bnc63


		1077 — vmb69


		1078 — DarrenZ


		1079 — user322


		1080 — veub


		1081 — vmb69


		1082 — Magellanic29


		1083 — txrockdog


		1084 — magnus


		1085 — veub


		1086 — veub


		1087 — vmb69


		1088 — veub


		1089 — veub


		1090 — Pecannut


		1091 — txrockdog


		1092 — DarrenZ


		1093 — user322


		1094 — ddriver86


		1095 — vmb69


		1096 — mundyman


		1097 — veub


		1098 — txrockdog


		1099 — Ky_Da


		1100 — residueS







		Posts 1101–1200
		1101 — vmb69


		1102 — veub


		1103 — mundyman


		1104 — txrockdog


		1105 — user322


		1106 — user322


		1107 — DoctorLuv


		1108 — scarlettscuck


		1109 — alan137


		1110 — Ky_Da


		1111 — vmb69


		1112 — setv4


		1113 — venus-can99


		1114 — DLD


		1115 — mundyman


		1116 — vmb69


		1117 — DarrenZ


		1118 — mundyman


		1119 — mick_flow


		1120 — David52


		1121 — viking53


		1122 — vmb69


		1123 — user322


		1124 — Goodboy66


		1125 — Guhunkadorn


		1126 — ResponsibullCummings


		1127 — wagonmaker1


		1128 — vmb69


		1129 — michey


		1130 — user322


		1131 — venus-can99


		1132 — txrockdog


		1133 — cyw


		1134 — tfx


		1135 — Crusty1969


		1136 — Midnight Joker


		1137 — mundyman


		1138 — mundyman


		1139 — txrockdog


		1140 — mundyman


		1141 — txrockdog


		1142 — Mrbigbull


		1143 — wannabecUKold


		1144 — Mrbigbull


		1145 — vmb69


		1146 — funfortwo


		1147 — user322


		1148 — Mrbigbull


		1149 — Mrbigbull


		1150 — mick_flow


		1151 — magnus


		1152 — user322


		1153 — Mrbigbull


		1154 — Mrbigbull


		1155 — txrockdog


		1156 — Mrbigbull


		1157 — veub


		1158 — Johng1953


		1159 — michey


		1160 — user322


		1161 — alan137


		1162 — alan137


		1163 — vmb69


		1164 — mick_flow


		1165 — vmb69


		1166 — user322


		1167 — vmb69


		1168 — Rover68uk


		1169 — veub


		1170 — entropia


		1171 — vmb69


		1172 — r_h_nc


		1173 — txrockdog


		1174 — vmb69


		1175 — tojanman


		1176 — vmb69


		1177 — FamilyCuckold


		1178 — Tryagain


		1179 — WatchinginNJ


		1180 — vmb69


		1181 — txrockdog


		1182 — offendedgame


		1183 — Ky_Da


		1184 — Bovary2012


		1185 — txrockdog


		1186 — vmb69


		1187 — venus-can99


		1188 — Midnight Joker


		1189 — Johng1953


		1190 — DarrenZ


		1191 — wannabecUKold


		1192 — mundyman


		1193 — Ky_Da


		1194 — user322


		1195 — txrockdog


		1196 — vmb69


		1197 — txrockdog


		1198 — venus-can99


		1199 — magnus


		1200 — Pecannut







		Posts 1201–1300
		1201 — Ky_Da


		1202 — Ky_Da


		1203 — Ky_Da


		1204 — michey


		1205 — Ky_Da


		1206 — WarrenOldcuck


		1207 — FamilyCuckold


		1208 — venus-can99


		1209 — mundyman


		1210 — veub


		1211 — Ky_Da


		1212 — venus-can99


		1213 — txrockdog


		1214 — Pecannut


		1215 — false-abroad


		1216 — Ky_Da


		1217 — Ky_Da


		1218 — Southernman


		1219 — txrockdog


		1220 — Ky_Da


		1221 — txrockdog


		1222 — mick_flow


		1223 — venus-can99


		1224 — false-abroad


		1225 — offendedgame


		1226 — offendedgame


		1227 — DarrenZ


		1228 — veub


		1229 — veub


		1230 — veub


		1231 — false-abroad


		1232 — veub


		1233 — veub


		1234 — txrockdog


		1235 — veub


		1236 — wannabecUKold


		1237 — txrockdog


		1238 — veub


		1239 — txrockdog


		1240 — David52


		1241 — mick_flow


		1242 — DarrenZ


		1243 — mick_flow


		1244 — David52


		1245 — veub


		1246 — txrockdog


		1247 — veub


		1248 — txrockdog


		1249 — veub


		1250 — txrockdog


		1251 — FamilyCuckold


		1252 — entropia


		1253 — Ky_Da


		1254 — venus-can99


		1255 — Magellanic29


		1256 — user322


		1257 — txrockdog


		1258 — andyupnaway


		1259 — viking53


		1260 — DoctorLuv


		1261 — veub


		1262 — vmb69


		1263 — leander99


		1264 — funfortwo


		1265 — venus-can99


		1266 — txrockdog


		1267 — user322


		1268 — mick_flow


		1269 — veub


		1270 — Guest


		1271 — tojanman


		1272 — txrockdog


		1273 — ResponsibullCummings


		1274 — txrockdog


		1275 — hotpastdawn


		1276 — veub


		1277 — offendedgame


		1278 — venus-can99


		1279 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1280 — DLD


		1281 — Ky_Da


		1282 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1283 — DLD


		1284 — venus-can99


		1285 — realcucklife


		1286 — Johng1953


		1287 — elina


		1288 — txrockdog


		1289 — lockedhappyhubby


		1290 — vmb69


		1291 — Oneillfranko


		1292 — mattyg_2671


		1293 — scarlettscuck


		1294 — wannabecUKold


		1295 — DarrenZ


		1296 — offendedgame


		1297 — Ky_Da


		1298 — magnus


		1299 — subtoall


		1300 — venus-can99







		Posts 1301–1400
		1301 — wannabecUKold


		1302 — elina


		1303 — lockedhappyhubby


		1304 — kenlonely


		1305 — Bsod83


		1306 — David52


		1307 — pixmangurn


		1308 — Wistful


		1309 — realcucklife


		1310 — Ky_Da


		1311 — Oneillfranko


		1312 — vmb69


		1313 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1314 — venus-can99


		1315 — elina


		1316 — false-abroad


		1317 — wittol


		1318 — Ky_Da


		1319 — Southernman


		1320 — Southernman


		1321 — vmb69


		1322 — venus-can99


		1323 — elina


		1324 — lockedhappyhubby


		1325 — livinginsin


		1326 — silky nylons


		1327 — viking53


		1328 — txrockdog


		1329 — bradisalpha


		1330 — David52


		1331 — mick_flow


		1332 — Ky_Da


		1333 — Ky_Da


		1334 — venus-can99


		1335 — funfortwo


		1336 — mundyman


		1337 — DLD


		1338 — vmb69


		1339 — false-abroad


		1340 — michey


		1341 — lockedhappyhubby


		1342 — Jacko


		1343 — txrockdog


		1344 — Southernman


		1345 — michey


		1346 — steel4u0987


		1347 — michey


		1348 — michey


		1349 — Seattlepie


		1350 — michey


		1351 — swe_cuckold_wannabe


		1352 — michey


		1353 — txrockdog


		1354 — venus-can99


		1355 — txrockdog


		1356 — citms2022


		1357 — wannabecUKold


		1358 — Southernman


		1359 — venus-can99


		1360 — Ky_Da


		1361 — venus-can99


		1362 — vmb69


		1363 — realcucklife


		1364 — viking53


		1365 — Southernman


		1366 — offendedgame


		1367 — David52


		1368 — ColoCuck75


		1369 — elina


		1370 — wannabecUKold


		1371 — David52


		1372 — lockedhappyhubby


		1373 — scarlettscuck


		1374 — BigHotMess


		1375 — Johng1953


		1376 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1377 — ticklemang


		1378 — mick_flow


		1379 — DarrenZ


		1380 — Ky_Da


		1381 — venus-can99


		1382 — Southernman


		1383 — David52


		1384 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1385 — subtoall


		1386 — venus-can99


		1387 — false-abroad


		1388 — elina


		1389 — Ky_Da


		1390 — venus-can99


		1391 — vmb69


		1392 — michey


		1393 — Mycall


		1394 — elina


		1395 — mick_flow


		1396 — viking53


		1397 — FamilyCuckold


		1398 — DarrenZ


		1399 — mick_flow


		1400 — David52







		Posts 1401–1500
		1401 — Guest


		1402 — Ky_Da


		1403 — Guest


		1404 — pixmangurn


		1405 — Guest


		1406 — Rogueuser1


		1407 — vmb69


		1408 — wannabecUKold


		1409 — Ky_Da


		1410 — David52


		1411 — cyw


		1412 — Guest


		1413 — mick_flow


		1414 — Rogueuser1


		1415 — viking53


		1416 — mick_flow


		1417 — vmb69


		1418 — Ky_Da


		1419 — Guest


		1420 — Goodboy66


		1421 — cyw


		1422 — mick_flow


		1423 — Guest


		1424 — wannabecUKold


		1425 — Ky_Da


		1426 — veub


		1427 — MustBeDenied2


		1428 — Guest


		1429 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1430 — Guest


		1431 — veub


		1432 — Ky_Da


		1433 — Guest


		1434 — FamilyCuckold


		1435 — txrockdog


		1436 — mick_flow


		1437 — mick_flow


		1438 — Ky_Da


		1439 — Ky_Da


		1440 — Ky_Da


		1441 — scdiver


		1442 — mundyman


		1443 — Ky_Da


		1444 — Guest


		1445 — Guest


		1446 — venus-can99


		1447 — steel4u0987


		1448 — David52


		1449 — mundyman


		1450 — cuckoldtipp


		1451 — cuckoldtipp


		1452 — cuckoldtipp


		1453 — cuckoldtipp


		1454 — Ky_Da


		1455 — Ky_Da


		1456 — Ky_Da


		1457 — Guest


		1458 — David52


		1459 — mick_flow


		1460 — venus-can99


		1461 — wannabecUKold


		1462 — mundyman


		1463 — mundyman


		1464 — mundyman


		1465 — Rogueuser1


		1466 — Johng1953


		1467 — mick_flow


		1468 — nnjcpl2002


		1469 — mundyman


		1470 — Guest


		1471 — Ky_Da


		1472 — mundyman


		1473 — mick_flow


		1474 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1475 — Guest


		1476 — Guest


		1477 — lockedhappyhubby


		1478 — mundyman


		1479 — mick_flow


		1480 — viking53


		1481 — Ky_Da


		1482 — Ky_Da


		1483 — mundyman


		1484 — mundyman


		1485 — mundyman


		1486 — Ky_Da


		1487 — txrockdog


		1488 — venus-can99


		1489 — subtoall


		1490 — Ky_Da


		1491 — David52


		1492 — veub


		1493 — Guest


		1494 — offendedgame


		1495 — WatchinginNJ


		1496 — mick_flow


		1497 — Maddie_Hippychick


		1498 — Ky_Da


		1499 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1500 — mick_flow







		Posts 1501–1600
		1501 — mick_flow


		1502 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1503 — offendedgame


		1504 — wannabecUKold


		1505 — Guest


		1506 — mick_flow


		1507 — veub


		1508 — Tap


		1509 — Jacko


		1510 — veub


		1511 — mick_flow


		1512 — Tap


		1513 — veub


		1514 — mick_flow


		1515 — mick_flow


		1516 — Ky_Da


		1517 — Ky_Da


		1518 — Ky_Da


		1519 — js117


		1520 — veub


		1521 — JeffBingham


		1522 — mick_flow


		1523 — NWUK


		1524 — Tap


		1525 — mick_flow


		1526 — txrockdog


		1527 — Tap


		1528 — elina


		1529 — mick_flow


		1530 — mundyman


		1531 — Ky_Da


		1532 — Goodboy66


		1533 — offendedgame


		1534 — mick_flow


		1535 — scdiver


		1536 — Guest


		1537 — Guest


		1538 — elina


		1539 — subtoall


		1540 — Mycall


		1541 — false-abroad


		1542 — Mycall


		1543 — Goodboy66


		1544 — tepidwalker


		1545 — armyguyot1


		1546 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1547 — David52


		1548 — scdiver


		1549 — veub


		1550 — mick_flow


		1551 — tepidwalker


		1552 — tepidwalker


		1553 — Guest


		1554 — Goodboy66


		1555 — false-abroad


		1556 — mundyman


		1557 — false-abroad


		1558 — Goodboy66


		1559 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1560 — mick_flow


		1561 — Johng1953


		1562 — Guest


		1563 — tepidwalker


		1564 — venus-can99


		1565 — Tap


		1566 — Guest


		1567 — scarlettscuck


		1568 — scarlettscuck


		1569 — Tap


		1570 — false-abroad


		1571 — elina


		1572 — wannabecUKold


		1573 — viking53


		1574 — mundyman


		1575 — Goodboy66


		1576 — Hotwife_Stag


		1577 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1578 — Hotwife_Stag


		1579 — mick_flow


		1580 — mundyman


		1581 — mundyman


		1582 — mick_flow


		1583 — wannabecUKold


		1584 — vmb69


		1585 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1586 — veub


		1587 — all4fun


		1588 — David52


		1589 — txrockdog


		1590 — txrockdog


		1591 — Tap


		1592 — scdiver


		1593 — mick_flow


		1594 — RGS22


		1595 — RGS22


		1596 — venus-can99


		1597 — mundyman


		1598 — ResponsibullCummings


		1599 — Tap


		1600 — wannabecUKold







		Posts 1601–1700
		1601 — DarrenZ


		1602 — Rover68uk


		1603 — venus-can99


		1604 — all4fun


		1605 — all4fun


		1606 — Tap


		1607 — offendedgame


		1608 — veub


		1609 — FamilyCuckold


		1610 — Ky_Da


		1611 — Goodboy66


		1612 — elina


		1613 — Guest


		1614 — venus-can99


		1615 — DarrenZ


		1616 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1617 — scdiver


		1618 — Tap


		1619 — false-abroad


		1620 — Goodboy66


		1621 — mick_flow


		1622 — scdiver


		1623 — Ky_Da


		1624 — vmb69


		1625 — Ky_Da


		1626 — Guest


		1627 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1628 — mick_flow


		1629 — Johng1953


		1630 — Ky_Da


		1631 — mundyman


		1632 — Guest


		1633 — scdiver


		1634 — venus-can99


		1635 — scdiver


		1636 — mick_flow


		1637 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1638 — Guest


		1639 — wannabecUKold


		1640 — mick_flow


		1641 — txrockdog


		1642 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1643 — Guest


		1644 — Mycall


		1645 — Mycall


		1646 — viking53


		1647 — wannabecUKold


		1648 — mick_flow


		1649 — Mycall


		1650 — scdiver


		1651 — veub


		1652 — veub


		1653 — Goodboy66


		1654 — txrockdog


		1655 — scdiver


		1656 — mundyman


		1657 — Mycall


		1658 — Mycall


		1659 — mundyman


		1660 — Goodboy66


		1661 — Mycall


		1662 — mundyman


		1663 — veub


		1664 — veub


		1665 — Wistful


		1666 — txrockdog


		1667 — scdiver


		1668 — mick_flow


		1669 — scdiver


		1670 — scdiver


		1671 — Guest


		1672 — mick_flow


		1673 — mick_flow


		1674 — Ky_Da


		1675 — mundyman


		1676 — mundyman


		1677 — mundyman


		1678 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1679 — venus-can99


		1680 — Mycall


		1681 — Goodboy66


		1682 — txrockdog


		1683 — tojanman


		1684 — veub


		1685 — fgare


		1686 — mick_flow


		1687 — scdiver


		1688 — fgare


		1689 — Guest


		1690 — scdiver


		1691 — RGS22


		1692 — fgare


		1693 — scdiver


		1694 — mundyman


		1695 — mundyman


		1696 — FamilyCuckold


		1697 — Hotwifeok


		1698 — scdiver


		1699 — lkh96


		1700 — subtoall







		Posts 1701–1800
		1701 — scdiver


		1702 — viking53


		1703 — Guest


		1704 — venus-can99


		1705 — all4fun


		1706 — scarlettscuck


		1707 — Wistful


		1708 — Ky_Da


		1709 — txrockdog


		1710 — scdiver


		1711 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1712 — mick_flow


		1713 — ResponsibullCummings


		1714 — venus-can99


		1715 — Mycall


		1716 — elina


		1717 — Termain


		1718 — all4fun


		1719 — mundyman


		1720 — scdiver


		1721 — RGS22


		1722 — venus-can99


		1723 — Ky_Da


		1724 — Ky_Da


		1725 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1726 — walter2000uk


		1727 — realcucklife


		1728 — scdiver


		1729 — Crusty1969


		1730 — Goodboy66


		1731 — Ky_Da


		1732 — all4fun


		1733 — kenlonely


		1734 — David52


		1735 — Ky_Da


		1736 — David52


		1737 — vmb69


		1738 — mundyman


		1739 — Pecannut


		1740 — Guest


		1741 — scdiver


		1742 — Rogueuser1


		1743 — txrockdog


		1744 — mick_flow


		1745 — Mycall


		1746 — elina


		1747 — lkh96


		1748 — vmb69


		1749 — scdiver


		1750 — mundyman


		1751 — scdiver


		1752 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1753 — txrockdog


		1754 — scdiver


		1755 — txrockdog


		1756 — scdiver


		1757 — scdiver


		1758 — scdiver


		1759 — wannabecUKold


		1760 — Ky_Da


		1761 — Ky_Da


		1762 — ResponsibullCummings


		1763 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1764 — mundyman


		1765 — scdiver


		1766 — scdiver


		1767 — txrockdog


		1768 — Ky_Da


		1769 — sabya167


		1770 — FamilyCuckold


		1771 — txrockdog


		1772 — Guest


		1773 — mick_flow


		1774 — txrockdog


		1775 — elina


		1776 — mundyman


		1777 — scdiver


		1778 — mundyman


		1779 — Ky_Da


		1780 — Ky_Da


		1781 — veub


		1782 — David52


		1783 — Ky_Da


		1784 — David52


		1785 — scdiver


		1786 — scdiver


		1787 — all4fun


		1788 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1789 — scdiver


		1790 — mundyman


		1791 — venus-can99


		1792 — walter2000uk


		1793 — Serrand


		1794 — scdiver


		1795 — scdiver


		1796 — txrockdog


		1797 — Cgi69


		1798 — FamilyCuckold


		1799 — scdiver


		1800 — scdiver







		Posts 1801–1900
		1801 — MustBeDenied2


		1802 — sabya167


		1803 — all4fun


		1804 — Guest


		1805 — Guest


		1806 — Cgi69


		1807 — mick_flow


		1808 — fgare


		1809 — Goodboy66


		1810 — wannabecUKold


		1811 — txrockdog


		1812 — fgare


		1813 — Ky_Da


		1814 — David52


		1815 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1816 — cyw


		1817 — txrockdog


		1818 — mick_flow


		1819 — Wistful


		1820 — mundyman


		1821 — Goodboy66


		1822 — Guest


		1823 — elina


		1824 — offendedgame


		1825 — out_of_ideas


		1826 — Rogueuser1


		1827 — sabya167


		1828 — all4fun


		1829 — veub


		1830 — ResponsibullCummings


		1831 — shadowtantra


		1832 — KHRunner


		1833 — mick_flow


		1834 — Jacko


		1835 — Ky_Da


		1836 — BigHotMess


		1837 — Guest


		1838 — subtoall


		1839 — lkh96


		1840 — Guest


		1841 — Jacko


		1842 — mundyman


		1843 — mick_flow


		1844 — Guest


		1845 — MustBeDenied2


		1846 — elina


		1847 — mundyman


		1848 — Jacko


		1849 — Goodboy66


		1850 — all4fun


		1851 — all4fun


		1852 — veub


		1853 — luv2doit


		1854 — vicg


		1855 — scdiver


		1856 — scdiver


		1857 — scdiver


		1858 — MustBeDenied2


		1859 — mundyman


		1860 — tattoousagain


		1861 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1862 — FamilyCuckold


		1863 — mick_flow


		1864 — sabya167


		1865 — Guest


		1866 — Ky_Da


		1867 — cyw


		1868 — venus-can99


		1869 — Mycall


		1870 — scdiver


		1871 — elina


		1872 — Rogueuser1


		1873 — venus-can99


		1874 — ticklemang


		1875 — mundyman


		1876 — RGS22


		1877 — mick_flow


		1878 — mundyman


		1879 — tattoousagain


		1880 — txrockdog


		1881 — txrockdog


		1882 — Trickydicky69


		1883 — txrockdog


		1884 — mick_flow


		1885 — Trickydicky69


		1886 — walter2000uk


		1887 — mick_flow


		1888 — mick_flow


		1889 — Ky_Da


		1890 — Pecannut


		1891 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1892 — txrockdog


		1893 — Goodboy66


		1894 — cyw


		1895 — txrockdog


		1896 — mundyman


		1897 — mick_flow


		1898 — scdiver


		1899 — path22


		1900 — venus-can99







		Posts 1901–2000
		1901 — scdiver


		1902 — elina


		1903 — veub


		1904 — wannabecUKold


		1905 — Guest


		1906 — mick_flow


		1907 — citms2022


		1908 — sabya167


		1909 — Guest


		1910 — David52


		1911 — veub


		1912 — scdiver


		1913 — veub


		1914 — scdiver


		1915 — tojanman


		1916 — txrockdog


		1917 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1918 — veub


		1919 — mundyman


		1920 — scdiver


		1921 — Ky_Da


		1922 — Guest


		1923 — venus-can99


		1924 — Goodboy66


		1925 — Guest


		1926 — elina


		1927 — scdiver


		1928 — mick_flow


		1929 — viking53


		1930 — fgare


		1931 — mundyman


		1932 — mick_flow


		1933 — scdiver


		1934 — scdiver


		1935 — scdiver


		1936 — venus-can99


		1937 — elina


		1938 — tojanman


		1939 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1940 — veub


		1941 — mundyman


		1942 — mundyman


		1943 — veub


		1944 — lkh96


		1945 — txrockdog


		1946 — David52


		1947 — out_of_ideas


		1948 — mundyman


		1949 — butthurt


		1950 — txrockdog


		1951 — Wistful


		1952 — viking53


		1953 — wannabecUKold


		1954 — DarrenZ


		1955 — FamilyCuckold


		1956 — NWUK


		1957 — Ky_Da


		1958 — viking53


		1959 — BigHotMess


		1960 — venus-can99


		1961 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1962 — Bsod83


		1963 — Goodboy66


		1964 — Pecannut


		1965 — Guest


		1966 — shadowtantra


		1967 — path22


		1968 — fgare


		1969 — tfx


		1970 — Bboy


		1971 — scarlettscuck


		1972 — scdiver


		1973 — txrockdog


		1974 — all4fun


		1975 — cyw


		1976 — veub


		1977 — Cgi69


		1978 — Tryagain


		1979 — gfdag


		1980 — user322


		1981 — KHRunner


		1982 — Guest


		1983 — realcucklife


		1984 — path22


		1985 — FamilyCuckold


		1986 — mundyman


		1987 — subtoall


		1988 — Cgi69


		1989 — Barti


		1990 — wannabecUKold


		1991 — wannabecUKold


		1992 — all4fun


		1993 — Shauncuckold


		1994 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		1995 — Guest


		1996 — mundyman


		1997 — starman2


		1998 — txrockdog


		1999 — path22


		2000 — Trickydicky69







		Posts 2001–2100
		2001 — scdiver


		2002 — Rogueuser1


		2003 — David52


		2004 — veub


		2005 — Fred_Garvin


		2006 — michey


		2007 — txrockdog


		2008 — Freemans892


		2009 — dnic


		2010 — Cgi69


		2011 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2012 — txrockdog


		2013 — txrockdog


		2014 — Guest


		2015 — path22


		2016 — scdiver


		2017 — michey


		2018 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2019 — BigHotMess


		2020 — mick_flow


		2021 — lockedhappyhubby


		2022 — Veryaware


		2023 — shadowtantra


		2024 — path22


		2025 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2026 — Wannabe123


		2027 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2028 — Wannabe123


		2029 — Trickydicky69


		2030 — Ygt hubby


		2031 — Ygt hubby


		2032 — Fred_Garvin


		2033 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2034 — offendedgame


		2035 — Cgi69


		2036 — JungleJim618


		2037 — Laney26


		2038 — veub


		2039 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2040 — veub


		2041 — vmb69


		2042 — offendedgame


		2043 — Guest


		2044 — antidote2909


		2045 — offendedgame


		2046 — all4fun


		2047 — Guest


		2048 — txrockdog


		2049 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2050 — Wistful


		2051 — sabya167


		2052 — offendedgame


		2053 — Guest


		2054 — offendedgame


		2055 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2056 — path22


		2057 — elina


		2058 — 54321


		2059 — janetsexy77


		2060 — Fred_Garvin


		2061 — Ky_Da


		2062 — Tap


		2063 — cyw


		2064 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2065 — antidote2909


		2066 — mick_flow


		2067 — path22


		2068 — venus-can99


		2069 — Guest


		2070 — wannabecUKold


		2071 — Wistful


		2072 — elina


		2073 — realcucklife


		2074 — txrockdog


		2075 — viking53


		2076 — Hera78


		2077 — vicg


		2078 — Hera78


		2079 — subtoall


		2080 — sabya167


		2081 — walter2000uk


		2082 — venus-can99


		2083 — vicg


		2084 — venus-can99


		2085 — vmb69


		2086 — yacmon


		2087 — David52


		2088 — walter2000uk


		2089 — Ky_Da


		2090 — wittol


		2091 — cyw


		2092 — Guest


		2093 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2094 — sabya167


		2095 — viking53


		2096 — elina


		2097 — Mack555


		2098 — path22


		2099 — guitarman


		2100 — Hera78







		Posts 2101–2200
		2101 — txrockdog


		2102 — Ky_Da


		2103 — edgedndenied


		2104 — Barti


		2105 — txrockdog


		2106 — offendedgame


		2107 — wannabecUKold


		2108 — David52


		2109 — wagonmaker1


		2110 — sabya167


		2111 — Ky_Da


		2112 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2113 — Guest


		2114 — BigHotMess


		2115 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2116 — txrockdog


		2117 — cyw


		2118 — RGS22


		2119 — RGS22


		2120 — txrockdog


		2121 — viking53


		2122 — elina


		2123 — Guest


		2124 — Fred_Garvin


		2125 — shadowtantra


		2126 — mick_flow


		2127 — Guest


		2128 — sabya167


		2129 — Ky_Da


		2130 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2131 — MustBeDenied2


		2132 — venus-can99


		2133 — sabya167


		2134 — cyw


		2135 — cyw


		2136 — Ky_Da


		2137 — cyw


		2138 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2139 — venus-can99


		2140 — elina


		2141 — txrockdog


		2142 — Guest


		2143 — nevertobe


		2144 — armyguyot1


		2145 — txrockdog


		2146 — elina


		2147 — sabya167


		2148 — walter2000uk


		2149 — wifeyssissycuck1


		2150 — Ky_Da


		2151 — elina


		2152 — MustBeDenied2


		2153 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2154 — venus-can99


		2155 — Colliercuck


		2156 — nevertobe


		2157 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2158 — txrockdog


		2159 — sabya167


		2160 — Ky_Da


		2161 — sabya167


		2162 — antidote2909


		2163 — David52


		2164 — txrockdog


		2165 — nevertobe


		2166 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2167 — mick_flow


		2168 — Wistful


		2169 — elina


		2170 — txrockdog


		2171 — mick_flow


		2172 — nevertobe


		2173 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2174 — Torquemada_uk


		2175 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2176 — nevertobe


		2177 — txrockdog


		2178 — Torquemada_uk


		2179 — mick_flow


		2180 — Fred_Garvin


		2181 — Goodboy66


		2182 — Fred_Garvin


		2183 — txrockdog


		2184 — Wistful


		2185 — Torquemada_uk


		2186 — Cgi69


		2187 — Torquemada_uk


		2188 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2189 — Learning_Man


		2190 — Goodboy66


		2191 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2192 — Goodboy66


		2193 — Cuckcuckgoose1


		2194 — sabya167


		2195 — nevertobe


		2196 — SardAn


		2197 — Guest


		2198 — Torquemada_uk


		2199 — Goodboy66


		2200 — Fred_Garvin











