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Operation Cuckold

Harry’s having problems rising to the occasion and discovers Michelle’s been using porn to help take care of things herself.

He suggests she lives out her fantasy of a one-night stand, but is shocked by how much he gets out of it. As they repeat the experience with other men, pretty soon neither can stand the idea of going back to what they had before, even though Michelle pushes Harry right out of his comfort zone.

A cuck and bull story about a very happy hotwife.
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Chapter One

They lay side by side staring at the ceiling. Harry could hear his wife’s breathing—short intakes of anger and frustration.

“I’m sorry, Michelle.”

“Why won’t you see someone about it?”

“I will.”

“You said you’d see your doctor months ago, yet here we are again...”

“I’ll make an appointment, okay?”

“This is the sort of things that affects older men, not someone who’s thirty-one.”

“It’s not every time, though. It was okay the other night when we—”

Michelle turned to look at him. “The other night you weren’t fully hard, but you spooned it in. By the time it was getting hard enough for me to get any pleasure, you came.”

“But you came as w—”

“No, I didn’t.” Michelle shook her head once, a sadness filling her eyes. “I faked it, Harry. I pretended I’d come because I know you’re anxious. But something’s got to change.”

Harry saw her tears and hated himself. What the fuck’s wrong with me? “I’ll get some pills. I’ve got a spam folder full of suppliers.”

“I think it’s all in your head.”

Harry sat forward, puzzled. “What d’you mean by that?”

“I think you’re having issues with me.”

“No I’m not. Why would you think that?”

Michelle shrugged.

He waited for her to say something, but she just stared at the ceiling, her eyes over-bright. He stroked his hand across the flat of her belly. “I’m married to the best-looking woman I know, and for some reason I can’t get it up for her. Whatever my problem is, it’s physical.”

She shook her head. “When you’re asleep you get amazing erections.”

This news surprised him. “When?”

“It’s happened a few times.”

“How do you know?”

“I feel them pushing against my back. Or I put my arm around you and feel it pressed against your tummy.”

“Maybe you should use me then.”

She gave a half-smile. “Don’t think I haven’t considered it.”

“I’m sorry.” He squeezed her hand. “I’ll make an appointment.”

She nodded, turned the light off and they settled down under the quilt. Michelle slept soundly, but Harry lay awake for hours.

* * * *

A few days later while using their tablet, Harry accidentally clicked on the Kindle app, which opened up the current page of a story Michelle must be reading. He was about to close it when a line jumped out at him.

“You don’t need to know everything, you only need to know how many cocks I had inside me. How many cocks I sucked.”

Harry skimmed down the rest of the page. The woman in the story had admitted she’d just cheated, but before she’d finished describing the details, her husband had ejaculated over his stomach. He opened the library; there were a lot of books he’d never seen before. He scanned the titles and thumbnail icons of the covers. Most featured muscled torsos of shirtless men.

Michelle was working in the kitchen, so Harry read the blurbs and skim-read several of the stories. Nearly all involved a married woman who had sex with other men. But the cheating wife—known as a hotwife, apparently—made sure her husband knew about her infidelities. She’d either describe it, or, in some of the books, actually make him watch while she had sex with the other men.

Harry had a strange tightness in his stomach. He closed the app, his mind racing. Had Michelle always read dirty stories? And if so, had she always liked this type, or was it a new fantasy thanks to his inadequacies?

Michelle shouted something from the kitchen and when Harry stood he felt a wetness inside his boxers. He was actually aroused by the thought of Michelle reading this kind of story, but wasn’t sure why.

The following Saturday, Harry was playing tennis when his opponent pulled a calf muscle in only the second game. The match was cancelled and Harry arrived home two hours earlier than planned. He dumped his kit in the kitchen and as he walked through into the hall, he heard Michelle’s voice from upstairs. He was about to shout up and announce his presence when he heard her again and paused. He’d assumed she was on the phone, but this time it sounded more like a groan.

Harry stood with one foot on the bottom stair, his mind and pulse both racing. Was there another man with her? He crept up a couple of stairs and heard her moan again.  Now certain her moans were a result of sexual pleasure, coldness gripped his stomach. Before he reached the landing he became aware of another noise and his gut relaxed, but his heart beat a little faster. It was a low buzzing sound.

The bedroom door stood slightly ajar and he crept along the landing towards it. From the door he could see the bottom half of the bed. Michelle’s feet were placed apart and heel-down, her toes pulled up. He inched his head further to the right and her legs came into view, knees bent and raised slightly off the sheet. He heard another guttural moan, and his cock stirred inside his tennis shorts.

Harry moved a little further so he could see her body up to the shoulders. She wore a t-shirt, but was naked from the waist down. Her right hand eased a vibrator in and out of her sex in a slow, steady rhythm. Her left hand supported the tablet, which rested on the bed. She was watching a porn film. The screen definition was clear enough for Harry to see a woman on her hands and knees being fucked from behind. As the guy increased the speed of his thrusts, so Michelle increased the intensity of her arm movements. In the film the man withdrew and the girl turned round. She opened her mouth wide as he ejaculated, some of his cum hitting the target, but some also landing on her cheek. Michelle dropped the tablet back on the bed and raised her hips, pounding herself with the vibrator until she screamed her release. Her hand movements eventually slowed, rocking the toy forward and back rather than stabbing with it. Michelle’s breathing was heavy and Harry’s cock was rigid.

He stepped into the room. Michelle yanked out the vibrator and spent a split second trying to conceal it but gave up, looking resigned and embarrassed. Harry pushed down his shorts and released his cock. She stared at it with wide eyes, then looked at his face. He grabbed her feet and pulled her down the bed towards him. She parted her legs and he pushed inside her. His cock was harder than it’d been in months. He pulled her onto his thrusts, each one making her yelp. He continued his onslaught until the contractions of her second orgasm made him erupt inside her. He cried out and she wriggled and rocked her hips, squeezing herself around him. He closed his eyes and felt the tension draining away.

Harry eased out of her and stripped off his tennis kit. Michelle slipped off her t-shirt and they both climbed into bed. Harry picked up the tablet. The video clip was still running. The actor was now sitting in a chair, the actress kneeling between his legs. The guy had another erection and Harry noticed how well-endowed he was. His cock must have been at least nine inches long, the girth so thick the actress struggled to get her lips around it.

Harry nodded at the screen. “Jesus. I can see how he got a job in porn movies.”

Michelle kept her head on his shoulder and her eyes on the screen. “Yeah.”

“Probably didn’t even need to audition, just send in a picture.” He felt her smile against his arm. “Michelle, I saw the books in the Kindle library.”

He felt her stiffen slightly, so he turned and kissed her head. “I had a look at a few of them. There’s a common theme.”

“Yeah, I suppose…”

“D’you want to talk about it?”

She sat up. “Talk about what?”

Not wanting to lose this closeness, he tried to defuse any confrontation. “I thought we could talk about the stories you’ve been reading.”

“There’s a few books, so I’m not really sure—”

“The ones I saw all seemed to involve a hotwife.”

“Er, yeah.”

Harry tried to sound casual. “It’s not a big thing, but if you wanted to—”

“They’re just stories, Harry.”

He stroked her hair. “They’re stories about married women getting fucked senseless by strangers with big cocks.”

Michelle laughed. “Yeah, I suppose they are. It’s escapism—and a common fantasy.”

“Does it turn you on?”

Michelle shrugged. “Some of the books are good. They’re stories about a lot of things, relationships and stuff. They’re not just about the sex.”

“How long have you been into those ones?”

“I don’t know. Why?”

He didn’t answer because on the screen the woman had just made the guy come again. This time he’d ejaculated between her silicone-enhanced breasts. When Harry glanced at Michelle, she was staring at the screen, watching the actress massage the cum into her breasts with red-nailed fingers.

Harry cleared his throat. “I got really turned on watching you.”

“I’m sorry I—”

“There’s nothing to apologise for. I know you have needs.”

“Yeah, but you don’t need me making things worse by—”

“You gave me the first proper hard-on I can remember in ages.”

She looked into his eyes. “Why then, though? Why not when I want you inside me?”

“I don’t know. I love your body, and to see you in the throes of ecstasy was a big turn on. I was on the landing for a while.”

Michelle’s eyes widened. “How long?”

“A few minutes. I could have walked in earlier, but I wanted to see you make yourself come.”

“Why didn’t you join me and make me come with your cock, instead?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. I considered sneaking off after I’d watched, but thought my hard-on was too good to waste.”

“Hmm, it was.”

“Michelle…”

“Hmmm?”

“I’ve been thinking…”

“Oh?”

“I read part of one of the books you’ve downloaded.”

She had a smile on her face. “Yeah?”

“About a married woman who’d fucked around.”

“A hotwife,” she corrected.

“Right. Well, I liked the story. I found it exciting.”

“They’re popular with women and men.”

He nodded. “I can see it’d be a nice fantasy.”

Michelle held his gaze, still smiling.

“Do you get wet when you read them?”

Michelle laughed and shook her head. “I think I’ve embarrassed myself enough for one day.”

“Don’t be embarrassed.”

“How would you feel if I’d caught you beating your meat and watching porn?”

Harry saw her point. “When women do it, it’s sexy.”

Michelle frowned, showing she didn’t agree.

“Do the stories make you wet?”

“Oh, for god’s sake! Yes, Harry, they make me wet. Happy now?”

“What if I suggested you make it more than a fantasy?” Harry bit his lip, his stomach in knots.

She turned away from him, stared out of the window.

He wasn’t sure if he’d upset her. “So what do you think?”

Michelle shook her head, puzzled. “What’re you on about?”

“After I saw the books, I started thinking.”

She watched him but didn’t interrupt.

“The fact I’m having problems with…” He nodded towards his crotch.

“Harry, please don’t make this—”

“No, listen. I know you’re not getting what you need, and I feel bad about it. After reading bits of those books, I started imagining you getting what you need from somebody else.”

“That’s not going to happen. I love you, and all I need is for you to get back to normal.”

“I know, and I will. But it’d be a short-term fix.”

Michelle shook her head. “I don’t need a short-term fix. I need you, long term.”

“You’ll always have me. But…”

“But what?” A playfulness crept into her smile.

“But while we’re waiting for me to get back to normal, you could have a one-night stand with some bull and get what you need from him.”

Her eyebrows went up. “You’d let me do that?”

Harry shook his head. “Not let you—I’d encourage you to do it.”

“Why? To ease your guilt?”

“No, although it may make me less anxious. But the idea of you getting pleasured by someone else turns me on.”

“Since when?”

“Since I read those stories, I suppose. But what really convinced me is how I felt when I watched you with your vibrator.”

“Don’t keep going on—”

“I loved it. The fact you were watching porn made it even hotter.”

“Why?”

“Because you weren’t thinking about the vibrator, you were pretending it was him fucking you, his big cock inside you.”

Michelle wouldn’t—or couldn’t—look at him.

He sat up in bed, took her hand in his. “Don’t be embarrassed—that’s what turned me on the most. That’s why I think you should get the real thing. It’s not that I want to share you, but a night like that could help both of us.”

“Harry, watching me masturbate and imagining me with somebody else are two very different things.”

“I wouldn’t want to imagine you with somebody else. I’d want to watch.”

“What? You can’t be serious. I don’t know what part of your body’s doing the thinking, but it’s not your brain.” She got up and walked into the bathroom.

Harry heard the water running, got out of bed and followed her. Michelle was just stepping into the shower and he joined her. He picked up the soap and started to wash her shoulders. He waited until she looked up into his eyes before he spoke. “You can’t pretend the idea doesn’t appeal.”

“It’s a nice idea, but I don’t intend cheating on you.”

“It wouldn’t be cheating. I’ve told you, it’s what I want.”

She shook her head. “Harry, why are you doing this?”

“Because I love you, and I want you to be happy.”

“I am happy.”

“I know. But I want to make you even happier.”

Michelle smiled. “Hmm, we’ll see.”

They finished their shower and spent what was left of the afternoon doing chores around the house and garden. They decided to eat out, and after a nice meal in their regular pub, they were sitting on a leather couch near an open fire.

Harry leaned close to whisper in her ear. “What sort of guy do you fantasise about?”

Michelle smiled mischievously. “Oh, the usual. Hard body, big cock.”

Harry tried to maintain his smile. He knew his cock was nothing like the one in the film. Stats said that six inches was average, so Harry was almost average. But he felt inadequate. Michelle’s vibrator was two inches longer and considerably thicker than his cock. “What would you want him to do to you?”

She started to shake her head, but Harry rubbed his leg against hers. “Come on, it’s your fantasy. Tell me what you’d want him to do.”

“Fuck me.” Michelle shook her hair back from her face and looked straight into his eyes. “I’d want him to fuck me. Hard, and from behind.”

He had a lump in his throat. “Like in the film.”

“Yeah, like in the film. I’d want to be used like that.”

“What about safe sex?”

She hesitated. “That’s something I hadn’t considered. It’s only ever been a fantasy, but I suppose a condom would be wise.”

Harry thought back to the film, and remembered her raising herself up off the bed at the point of the guy’s climax, achieving her own at the same time. “But in your fantasy the guy doesn’t wear a condom, does he?”

She gave a half-smile and shook her head. “No, in my fantasy there’s no condom.”

“Does he come in your mouth, like in the film?”

She held his gaze.

He pushed his knee against her leg again. “Come on Michelle, you can tell me.”

She looked at him. “In my fantasy, he just uses my body. He fucks me hard for a long time, and then he turns me around and comes into my mouth.”

Harry was shocked. She liked to be wooed, kissed, stroked and cuddled. “That’s not how we act in bed.”

“That’s because you’re my husband. We’re in love and we make love. In my fantasy I’m with a stranger. I don’t want him to make love to me.”

Harry stared at his wife. She’d just confessed to fantasising about getting fucked hard by a stranger, and he was turned on. His remembered the force with which she slammed the huge sex-toy into herself, her screams of ecstasy as she came. He imagined how much hotter it’d be with a man kneeling behind her, pounding her with all his force. Harry wondered how loud she’d scream then.

“He could be a soldier.” Michelle’s voice interrupted his thoughts.

“Sorry?”

“The guy, he could be a soldier.”

“Why a soldier?”

She shrugged. “Why not? I think a soldier would be happy with a casual sex arrangement.”

Harry laughed. “Michelle, you’re gorgeous. Any man would be more than happy with a casual sex arrangement that involved you.”

She smiled. “I want a fit guy.”

Harry saw her point. “I think Aldershot has a big army barracks.”

“Okay then, take me to Aldershot.” She held his gaze and he felt she’d issued a challenge.

Harry took out his phone and opened the browser. He searched for city-centre hotels, whizzed through the options until he found one he liked. He took out his card and entered the number, then put his phone back in his pocket. “We’re booked in for next Saturday night. You’ve got seven days to wait.”

Michelle looked shocked. “Are you serious?”

He nodded. “Of course I am. I wouldn’t have suggested it if I wasn’t.”

“But what if you can’t stand to watch? Or if jealousy surfaces after the event? That’d spoil everything we have, and I could never make it better.”

Harry smiled. “If I can’t stand to watch, I’ll discreetly leave the room. But I really don’t think that’ll be the case. And if I start having nightmares afterwards, all you’ll need to do is remind me it was all my idea. I promise I won’t blame you—you’ve made it very clear that you’d be happy to leave it as a fantasy. Does that put your mind at rest?”

Michelle half-smiled. “I suppose so, but now I’m the one with anxiety.”

He laughed and kissed her forehead. “Well, you’ve got a week to decide what you’re going to wear, and how you’re going to pick him up.”

Michelle nodded, then knocked back her drink in one gulp.

When they got in bed twenty minutes later, both were randy. She reached for him, and he was fairly hard. She climbed on top and started to move on him. He noticed how wet she was and realised he was closer to orgasm than he ought to be. As he worried about coming too soon, his erection started to wilt. Harry closed his eyes so he didn’t have to see Michelle’s disappointment. He cast his mind back to watching from the landing, the quiet hum of the vibrator, the squelching of her juices as she moved it in and out, the grunts she made as she approached orgasm, her screams as she tipped over the edge. His erection was back. Harry thought about the film she’d been watching. In his version of the movie, Michelle was down on all fours, being fucked from behind by the guy with the enormous cock…

Harry let out a groan as he came. He opened his eyes and was about to apologise when he felt her contractions gripping him. Michelle rocked on him for a few more seconds, let out a long sigh then opened her eyes and smiled, her breathing ragged. Obviously the idea of what they’d got planned was working for both of them.

As they lay together, Michelle stroked his chest. “Harry…?”

“Hmm?”

“Are you sure about this?”

He pulled her closer. “Yes.”

“But…”

“But what?” He looked down at her.

Michelle bit her lip. “What if I manage to get a guy—?”

Harry snorted. “You’ll get a guy. You’re gorgeous!”

“Thank you. Okay, say I get a guy who’s happy to come back to our room, and everything’s good. What happens then?”

“If everything’s good, I presume you tell him you want to be fucked hard from behind. If you want the whole fantasy, I suppose you should tell him to come in your mouth as well.”

Michelle pulled away to look into his eyes. “You wouldn’t mind that?”

Harry shrugged. “Not if it’s what you want.”

“I thought you wanted him to wear a condom?”

“I didn’t say that. I just asked if you’d thought about the risks. I suppose we’d have to trust him…”

“But what I’m getting at is, what if the night’s a success?”

“You mean what if you get fucked senseless and I shoot my load in my pants while I’m watching?”

She nodded, then shook her head. “Not the second part. Would that happen?”

Harry shook his head. “No, I don’t think so.”

“Well, what I mean is, what happens after?”

Harry watched her face. She looked serious. Fair enough—it was a very serious question. “I suppose we’ll have to talk about how we felt about it, and decide if it’s the sort of thing we’d want to repeat.”

“Do you think it’s the sort of thing you’d want to witness more than once?”

“I can’t give you a definite answer—but in theory, if we both get as much out of it as we’re hoping…”

Michelle looked thoughtful.

Harry was struck by another issue. “How will you explain to the guy what you want? And my presence?”

She grinned. “I’ll tell him it’s my birthday and that you’d said I can have anything I want. And that I’d chosen him.”

He laughed.

“Or, maybe I could tell him it’s your birthday, and it’s something you’ve always wanted.”

“I think I’d prefer your birthday, otherwise he’ll think I’m a pervert.”

“Harry, if we do this, we’re probably both perverts.”

“Hmm, I hope so.”
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Chapter Two

The following Saturday night they were sitting in a crowded bar in Aldershot. Harry found a high table at the back of the bar and hopped up on the stool, almost spilling his Corona. He could just about make out Michelle near the bar through the Saturday night squaddie crowd. He studied his wife, aware that several other men were eyeing her up, too. Harry got the impression that the ‘fishing expedition’ wasn’t going to take very long.

Michelle wore a cream lace blouse, a black fitted skirt that reached her knees, and black high-heels. Her long brown hair appeared to shimmer every time the rotating blue ceiling spotlights passed over her. Within a few minutes, Harry saw a man approach his wife but he left after just a couple of words. She can’t have had time to have made her suggestion, so she can’t have considered him suitable as a bull. Or, he thought, to put it more bluntly—she didn’t want to fuck him. Another guy approached her and she smiled at him, then nodded. Harry felt a lump in his throat, wondering how she could have sorted things out so quickly, but then the guy headed to the bar. Harry chastised himself for his stupidity; Michelle had simply accepted his offer of a drink.

Harry watched the pair of them chatting for about fifteen minutes before Michelle went to get their next round. Harry’s stomach tightened as she leaned closer and whispered into the man’s ear. The music blaring from the speakers made eavesdropping impossible, but from her body language, Harry felt sure she’d just told the man what she wanted—what they wanted. He wished he could have heard their conversation. It would have turned him on.

Michelle took the guy’s hand and led him over to Harry’s table. As they got closer, Harry got a better look at him. He was probably under six feet, but his shoulders were broad.  His fair hair was cut very short. He had blue eyes and an unfriendly face, and Harry realised he didn’t like the look of him.

Michelle looked nervous. “Harry, this is Paul. He’s going to help me celebrate my birthday.”

The guy didn’t offer his hand, but simply nodded. Harry nodded back, wondering if he should offer to get them both another drink, but Michelle was obviously eager to get back to the hotel.

“Let’s go.” She headed for the door, still holding Paul’s hand. Harry followed, feeling more emotions than he could count.

The hotel was only a couple of minutes’ walk away, and neither Michelle nor Paul spoke to Harry as they all made their way through the town. The pair of them walked arm in arm, with Harry trailing a couple of paces behind. He wondered what the two of them were thinking—both probably excited, but surely the man found Harry’s presence a strange complication to what was otherwise a very attractive proposition. They walked through the hotel reception and straight to the elevator.

Before they’d left their room, Harry had rearranged the furniture, moving the chair from the desk and putting it in the bay of the window, facing the bed. Only the reading lights over the bed were on, leaving Harry’s chair in relative shadow. Michelle used her card to open the door, and they all moved into the room. Harry hoped she didn’t excuse herself and disappear to the bathroom—he didn’t want to be left alone with the other man. Apart from the dislike he’d felt in the pub, Harry also felt a little intimidated. Something about the way Paul looked at him made him uneasy, but he was determined not to let his unsettled feelings spoil the night. He went straight to the chair and sat, getting out of the way.

Michelle glanced at him, then back at Paul. She took a deep breath, looking self-conscious. “This is weird.”

She bit her lip and reached out, stroked Paul’s chest. “So, when are you going to give me my birthday present?” She moved closer, putting her arms around his waist. Then stood on tiptoes and kissed him on the mouth. 

Paul hesitated, but not for long. His huge arms wrapped round her, pulled her close as he returned the kiss. His arms slid lower, and Harry watched as the other man’s hands squeezed his wife’s bum. He watched as the man pulled her against him, no doubt pushing his erection against her. Michelle stepped back as they broke the kiss. She was a little breathless as her fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. Paul glanced in Harry’s direction, then set about undoing Michelle’s blouse. As both garments were removed, Harry noted the sheer difference in size between the two of them. She was very petite, though her shoulders and arms were nicely toned, while Paul was solidly built. He was probably twice as wide as her from shoulder to shoulder. His chest had a smattering of hair, and the muscles in his arms and stomach were well defined—like the men on the covers of the downloaded books.

Michelle undid her skirt and allowed it to slide down her legs. Paul kicked off his shoes and unbuttoned his jeans. He pushed them down, one hand on the bed as he pushed them over his feet, taking his socks with them. The pair stood facing each other wearing only their underwear, with Michelle still in her shoes. Harry held his breath as he watched them taking in each other’s body. Paul reached around and released the clip of her bra and let it fall to the floor. He stared at her boobs for a few seconds then bent and took one of her nipples into his mouth. Harry’s throat was dry as he heard Michelle catch her breath. Paul dropped to his knees and slipped his fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her thighs and revealing her neatly trimmed silky-black bush. He pushed them all the way down and Michelle stepped out of both panties and shoes.

From his chair, Harry watched as the other man stood and moved his wife to the bed. She sat on the edge and reached forward, rubbing her hand over the material at the front of Paul’s shorts. Harry could see the outline of his cock. Michelle looked up into Paul’s face as she slowly pulled down his shorts. When they reached his thighs, his huge cock sprung out like a jack-in-the-box. Harry stared at it for a couple of seconds, then saw the expression on his wife’s face. Her eyes were wider than he could ever remember seeing them. She reached out tentatively and stroked the shaft with one finger. It twitched, pointed a little higher. She leaned forward and kissed the tip of it, then moved herself back onto the bed and lay down.

Paul reached down to his jeans and took a condom from his pocket. He placed it on the sheet and climbed over Michelle, lying next to her on the far side of the bed.

Harry was relieved he hadn’t blocked his view.

The soldier slowly stroked her breasts and toyed with the nipples, then trailed his hand over her stomach, inching lower and lower. She moaned when his hand reached her sex, let out a sigh as he slipped two fingers inside her. Harry watched as his wife writhed and moaned while being fingered. He felt the first hint of pre-cum in his underwear.

Paul leant over Michelle and watched her face while he finger-fucked her. She was groaning and raising herself up to meet his hand, staring into his eyes. He increased his force and Michelle started arching her back like she’d done with the vibrator. Harry knew she was approaching orgasm. Paul obviously knew it too, and as her moans intensified, he dropped his face to her sex. Harry assumed Paul’s tongue found her clit, because Michelle screamed as she came, pulling his head down and grinding her crotch against his face.

She pushed his hand away and gripped his cock, eager to get it inside her. Paul picked up the condom and ripped the wrapper. Michelle took it from him and placed it over the head, rolling it down the full length. Harry felt a weird thrill from seeing his wife’s tiny hands holding the huge cock and hoped Paul didn’t notice him watching.

Paul climbed between Michelle’s legs and positioned his cock at the entrance to her sex. Harry could see the hairs glistening with her juices. He briefly wondered if she’d be able to take such a huge cock without discomfort. Before he had chance to dwell on this, he saw Michelle grip Paul’s waist and pull him into her. Harry needn’t have worried. The cock slid in easily and his wife’s reaction was to let out a long, grateful sigh.

She wrapped her legs around the back of Paul’s and moved with him as he fucked her slowly with long, deep strokes. Harry watched, mesmerised as the huge cock—pale yellow in its rubber suit—moved in and out of his wife. She was groaning and writhing and clinging onto him, running her hands over all the muscles in his back and arms. Her eyes were fixed on Paul’s body, watching the rippling in his shoulders and abs as he fucked her. She let out another cry, and Harry knew she was coming again. He watched transfixed as she thrashed and moaned beneath the other man. Harry had to move slightly in his chair to ease the pressure of his erection.

“Oh, yeah, ride me.”

Harry held his breath as Michelle started whispering to her bull.

“Ride me, ride me. Keep feeding that fucking thing right into me. Oh, god…”

Paul raised himself up onto his arms and started banging her. Michelle yelped with each thrust, her eyes now closed, breathing heavily through her mouth. After a short time she rested her hands on his chest and pushed him up. He stopped his thrusts. Harry knew what she was going to say.

“Fuck me from behind. I want you to do me doggy-style.”

As Paul knelt up she flipped over onto all-fours. Harry loved her body, and in this position it looked really good; smooth legs, the perfect swell of her backside, pert boobs pointing down. Paul tried to get into position but his cock was slightly too high—his thighs significantly longer than hers. He stepped to the floor and stood at the foot of the bed. Michelle crawled backwards, and Harry watched the huge cock disappear inside her again. As Paul pushed, Michelle’s eyes shot open in surprise. He was going deeper than earlier, probably deeper than anyone had ever been before, and Harry felt a strange thrill he couldn’t explain. Paul pushed again, and she winced. But after just a few thrusts Michelle was moaning again with pleasure, pushing herself back to meet his onslaught. He reached round and groped her breasts, pulling at her nipples. Then he gripped her waist and slammed into her with force. Every thrust caused a shockwave that ran through her hips and up her sides. Her breasts shook. Paul banged her harder and faster, making Michelle grunt through gritted teeth.

Paul turned and sneered at Harry. Anger rose. Who the fuck does he think he is? Suddenly, Harry didn’t want the guy anywhere near his wife. He tried to concentrate on her, watched the cock ploughing in and out and listened to her grunts of pleasure, saw her enjoyment. The guy was now banging as hard as he could, and it was evident to all three of them what would happen very soon.

“Don’t come there.”

Harry hardly recognised his wife’s voice, and Paul didn’t halt his rhythm.

Michelle turned her head, looked over her shoulder. “Paul! Don’t come in me. I want you to come in my mouth.”

Harry bit his lip and watched in turmoil.

Paul pulled out. He was shaking slightly as Michelle scooted round on the bed. She crawled forward and reached out for his cock, quickly peeled off the condom and put her mouth around the bulbous tip. Paul’s face showed his surprise—he’d obviously expected her to leave the condom in place. Then his head dropped back as he let out a long groan.

In the porn film Michelle had been watching, the actor had spurted into the actress’s mouth from inches away, the whole explosion played out in technicolour. Right now, the only evidence of Paul’s orgasm was his facial expressions and the sound of Michelle’s gulping as she swallowed everything being pumped into her mouth. Harry watched as her tiny hand gripped the base of the huge dick and pumped it. Paul let out another grunt and pushed his hips forward, and Harry heard more gulps. Michelle stilled her hand but kept the cock in her mouth. She opened her eyes and looked up at Paul. He was catching his breath and Harry thought he looked a bit stunned.

Michelle let the cock fall from her mouth and knelt up so she was eye to eye with Paul. “Hmm, thank you.” She sounded breathless.

He smiled. “Happy Birthday.”

Michelle hadn’t looked at Harry at all while she’d been having sex. He didn’t know if this was intentional or just because she’d been too interested in the other man to think about him.

She climbed off the bed and picked up Paul’s jeans. He got the hint and quickly dressed. He didn’t acknowledge Harry as he moved towards the door. Michelle held the door and smiled up at him. She kissed his cheek as he left.

As soon as the door was closed, Harry stood up and undid his trousers. His cock was hard and slick with pre-cum. Michelle walked toward him and he put his hands on her shoulders, easing her onto the chair from which he’d watched. He pointed his cock towards her face. She knew what he wanted and opened her mouth. As soon as he felt her wet warmth surround him his insides started to boil. Keeping her eyes on him, their gazes locked, she moved her head forward and back and he came instantly, hard jets firing into her throat. She gagged, obviously not expecting it to happen quite so quickly. She swallowed, using her hand to pull more from him. Harry cried out, sounding as if he was in pain. She kept him in her mouth until he softened, then held his cock in her hand and kissed the tip gently.

It took a moment to come down. As he got his breath back, he watched her face. She seemed reluctant to start the conversation, or even look at him.

Harry took a breath. “I didn’t like him.”

She looked up but didn’t say anything in reply.

“He seemed arrogant, rather than grateful.”

Michelle maintained her silence, her hand still holding his now flaccid cock.

He let out a breath. “But I suppose he was everything that was needed—everything you needed. He’d got a hard body and a big cock, and he fucked you hard like you wanted.”

She bit her lip, nodded.

Harry smiled down at his wife. “How was it for you?”

She shrugged, as if non-committal. “I suppose it was okay…”

He laughed. “From what I saw, your reaction to what he was doing suggested it was better than ‘okay’.”

Michelle frowned. “What do you want me to say, Harry?”

“I want you to tell me how much you enjoyed your first bull.”

She scrutinised his face, like she was trying to decide how honest to be. “I had a very good time, as well you know.”

Harry stepped back and pulled her to her feet. He stripped, and they both slid into bed, facing each other.

He stroked her face tenderly. “His cock was huge.”

“Hmm, I noticed.”

“Did it hurt?”

She scrunched up her nose. “Only in a nice way.”

“When he fucked you from behind I was worried he was hurting you.”

“It was fine. A bit of a shock at first, but I soon got used to it.”

“I’m going to have to try to ignore them and just concentrate on watching you.”

Michelle blinked in surprise. “Them?”

Harry stroked her face. “I’d say tonight’s been a success, wouldn’t you?”

She held his gaze for a few seconds, then nodded once.

“Do you want to play the role of a hotwife again?”

Her expression was serious. “Would you want me to?”

He reached out and traced his fingers over her nipple. “I got a big thrill out of watching you. You just saw how much it turned me on.”

“I was surprised when you came so fast.”

Harry remembered the way he’d felt as soon as her mouth closed around his cock. “So, are we going to try and find another bull to tend to your needs?”

She leaned closer and whispered into his ear. “Yes, please.”

Harry felt his cock twitch.

As Michelle slept soundly, Harry lay awake. He’d experienced an unbelievable high from seeing his wife writhing and moaning as Paul fingered and fucked her to orgasm after orgasm. But his biggest thrill came when he saw the shock on her face when Paul slid all the way into her from behind. Seeing her struggling to accommodate the huge cock had turned Harry on more than he could have imagined, and he couldn’t explain why that should be so. He wasn’t a sadist, but there’d been an undeniable pleasure in seeing her wide-eyed shock. Although Paul’s climax had been exactly what Michelle had said she’d wanted, Harry couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed at being deprived of the visual feast the porn film had served up. Maybe it was something he could mention before Michelle recruited her next bull.

She was already showered and dressed when he woke, and as they made their way downstairs, she suggested they didn’t discuss Bull Night until they were alone. After a full breakfast in the hotel restaurant, they set off on the journey home. Harry kept stealing glances at Michelle during the drive, until she finally turned down the radio and looked at him.

“Do you want to say something?” Her voice was playful.

He shrugged. “Just wondering how you feel about things in the cold light of day.”

“I feel the same as I did last night. Why, are you having regrets?”

Harry shook his head. “No, not at all. I spent a lot of time thinking about it while you slept, and although I felt a lot of things, regret wasn’t one of them.”

She smiled at him for a few seconds. “Good.”

They drove in silence for the next couple of miles before Harry built up the courage to ask the question that had been on his mind since Paul had left. “When do you want to do it again?”

“Why?”

He shrugged, trying to keep his voice casual. “I was just wondering…”

She placed her hand on his arm and squeezed it gently. “I thought we’d be better leaving it a while to make sure you were still okay after you’d had a chance to think about it.”

“I thought about it a lot beforehand. I wouldn’t have suggested it if I wasn’t sure it was something I wanted.”

She smiled mischievously. “In that case, bring on the next bull.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Three

Harry and Michelle soon settled back into their usual routine. Both went to work on Monday as usual, and there was no mention of another bull until they were in bed on Wednesday night.

Harry brought the subject up as he started to stroke her hip. “Will you get the next bull to give you the same as Paul did?”

She looked into his face, a half-smile on her lips. “What do you mean?”

“Will you tell him to fuck you hard from behind and then come in your mouth?”

Michelle ran her finger along the length of his cock through his boxers. She shrugged, then scrunched her nose up. “Been there, done that. I think I should try something else from the menu, don’t you?”

Harry laughed. “I see. And do you have a list of things you want to try?”

As Michelle gripped his dick through the material, Harry was relieved it had got harder when he fantasised about watching her with the next bull.

“You could say I have a few things on my bucket list.” She smiled, mischievously. “Or maybe ‘fuck-it list’.”

Harry slipped his hand inside her panties. She was already wet. “What sort of things?”

“Ooh, lots and lots of things.” She pushed his boxers down to his knees, removed her t-shirt and panties, straddled his thighs and gripped his cock in her hand. Michelle started pumping, holding eye contact.

“Are you going to tell me, or are you just going to show me when you’re with your bulls?”

She stroked him faster. “I hadn’t thought of that. Maybe I’ll do both—tell you some things, but then surprise you when I get him to do something extra-dirty.”

The thought of his wife with other men turned Harry on more than he liked to admit, and he was worried she was going to make him come. “I think you’d better put me inside you.”

Michelle laughed, but there was something about the tone he didn’t like. She leaned over him and looked into his eyes. “No, I think you’re going to have to wait until I’ve had another bull before you get to fuck me again.”

With that she squeezed his cock tighter and pumped her hand as fast as she could. Harry cried out and arched his back as he came, thick jets shooting from him and landing on his chest and stomach. Michelle kept pumping, and more cum oozed out and ran down his length, covering her fingers.

He lay breathless and watched her face. She was looking down at her hands, spreading his cream all over his skin. She looked serious.

“Michelle?”

She looked up and smiled.

“What do you want me to do to you?”

“Nothing.” She shook her hair back from her face. “I can wait. You can watch him fuck me, and you’ll see me come then.”

That was a little worrying. “Are you saying you don’t want sex with me?”

She moved herself up his body a little and then lowered her crotch onto the sticky mess on his groin. He was flaccid with no chance of entering her, but she just wriggled on him, and he could feel her wetness against the quickly-drying cum on his body.

She leaned forward until they were face to face. “Of course I want to have sex with you, but you’re just going to have to be patient and wait your turn.”

After a short silence, Harry decided to tell her his news. “There’s a barracks in Catterick.”

“Oh?”

“It’s in North Yorkshire.”

She held his gaze but didn’t speak.

“I’ve rented a cottage there for next weekend.”

Michelle looked surprised, but pleased. “A cottage?”

Harry shrugged. “It was about the same price as a nice hotel, but I thought it would give us a bit more flexibility.”

“That sounds interesting—I can be very flexible.”

He laughed and slapped her on the thigh. “Yeah, I’m sure you can.”

She rolled off him and lay by his side. They stared at each other in silence for a few seconds, then she reached over and turned off the lamp. Harry fell asleep thinking about watching his wife reaching climax after climax with other men.

* * * *

There was very little conversation as they drove to Yorkshire on the Saturday morning. The sky was a clear blue and the countryside picturesque. Emotions tumbled around inside Harry—mainly excitement and anxiety—giving him butterflies in the stomach and a warm feeling lower down. As they reached a railroad crossing, he glanced over to see her daydreaming out of the window. She had her hair tucked behind her ears and it glowed in the sun. It was hard to tell if she was excited, but she looked completely serene.

The cottage turned out to be a small terraced house. It was clean and bright, although the grey and gold patterned wallpaper in the living room wasn’t something Harry would have chosen. The room was furnished with a large leather couch, matching armchair, and flat-screen TV mounted on the wall opposite the couch. The kitchen and bathroom were both modern, and the only bedroom was fitted with a king-sized bed and wardrobe. The room was quite small, and couldn’t really fit anything else in it.

Michelle hung her clothes in the wardrobe, but Harry just dropped his holdall on the bed. He’d only brought jeans and t-shirts, so he wasn’t too concerned about creases. They decided to go for a walk around and get an idea of possible venues for later. Once they’d seen several places that looked promising, they entered a pub with a blackboard showing an extensive menu.

After ordering lunch, they took their drinks to the beer garden, taking the table at the back near the bushes. Several of the other tables were occupied by groups of military personnel—both male and female. As they sat down, Harry noticed Michelle surreptitiously looking around at the soldiers.

“There’s no need to pretend you’re not checking out the meat.” He smiled when she looked at him.

“I thought I’d have a quick look-see, to get an idea of what’s likely to be on the menu.”

Harry nodded, took a sip of his beer. He wanted to talk about later, but wasn’t sure how best to phrase things.

“What is it?” Michelle looked concerned.

“I was just wondering… if you’d got a definite plan of action. For later.”

“You mean, am I going to claim it’s my birthday again?”

He laughed. “No, I was thinking more about when we got back to the cottage…”

“I think the bedroom’s too small for you to watch from a discreet distance—you’d probably have to sit on the bed or stand in the corner.”

This had also occurred to Harry when he’d first walked into the bedroom.

“So,” she continued, stirring the ice cubes with her straw. “Maybe we should use the lounge. You could sit on the armchair, and we could use the couch.”

“Good idea. Have you thought about the… other aspects?”

Michelle took a sip of her drink through the straw, then looked straight into his eyes. “Do you mean what I want him to do to me?”

Harry nodded.  His throat was suddenly dry, but he delayed taking a sip of his drink until she’d answered.

“Maybe I’ll wait and see what he’s like, and what I’m in the mood for at the time.” She narrowed her eyes and leaned closer to him. “Do you have any requests?”

Harry hesitated. There was something he wanted to mention, but he didn’t know how to say it without sounding like a pervert. “Er…”

A smile played at the corners of her mouth. “Tell me.”

He didn’t know how to express what he’d like. “The last time—”

“The first time. Don’t make it sound like I’ve had so many.”

He laughed. “Fair enough. The other time, I enjoyed watching you. I loved seeing you come—your facial expressions, the moaning and groaning in ecstasy. I got a real kick out of that.”

She smiled. “Good. I liked it, too.”

“Hmm. The dirty talk was a turn-on, too.”

She waited. When he didn’t say anything else, she frowned. “But?”

“But I didn’t get anything out of seeing him scrunch his face up or hearing him grunt.”

Michelle was still frowning. She shook her head, puzzled. “I know you didn’t like him, but I’m not sure I understand what—”

“When he came in your mouth, I heard him grunting and you gulping—and that was it. In the film we watched, we could see the guy come.”

“Ah.” She finally seemed to understand what he’d being getting at. “So you wanted to see Paul coming, to witness his cum actually shooting out?”

Harry shrugged, feeling more than a little embarrassed. “It makes better viewing—ask anybody who watches porn.”

“So, tell me what you want.”

Harry got the feeling she was angry at him, all of a sudden. “Nothing. It’s not all about what I want.”

“I know that. But I’m getting what I want by fucking them, so tell me exactly what you want from watching.”

Harry worried he’d spoilt the mood. “Michelle—”

“Tell me what you want, Harry. It’ll turn me on more if I know there’s something you want me to do.”

His dick started to swell in his trousers. “I want to see him fuck you, and hear you moan and groan while he does it. I want to watch your face when you come—because for me, that’s the sexiest part. But when he shoots his load, I want to be able to see it.”

Her face was still very serious. “Where do you want him to come?”

“I don’t care. Anywhere, everywhere. He can come on your tits, tummy, face, back, legs, arse, feet. It’s your choice. He can come in your mouth again if that’s what turns you on the most, but hold his cock a few inches away so I can see it.”

She nodded. “I can do that. I may even get him to come more than once, and unload in different places.”

Harry now had a full erection, and was just about to ask where she’d instruct her bull to come when a young girl arrived with their food.

They ate lunch in relative silence, but Harry’s mind couldn’t let go of what Michelle had said about the bull coming more than once. This was a deviation from the first time. Harry suspected that no matter how fit the new guy was, he’d need at least half an hour’s rest before he’d be able to come again. Clearly Michelle intended this evening to last a lot longer than the first. He wasn’t sure if that was a good or bad thing.

* * * *

Harry and Michelle left the rented cottage a little after eight. He was a little surprised at her choice of outfit. It was a warm summer evening, but Michelle wore a black lace top, short black skirt and black tights. The only colour came from a pale blue angora jumper that hung off one shoulder. When he mentioned that most women would probably be showing a lot of flesh, she pointed out that her skirt was too short to wear without tights.

They walked to the pub they’d liked the look of earlier, and it was already busy, most of the customers soldiers. Without a word, Michelle walked confidently to the bar and left Harry standing on his own. He looked round for a free table, but they were all occupied. He stood and waited for a while, feeling uncomfortable, but when he saw Michelle chatting with a couple of guys at the bar, he decided to go and buy himself a drink. He queued at the opposite end of the bar, and when he’d finally been served he took his drink and stood near the door, where he had a clear view of Michelle. She was now chatting to a group—men and women—at the end of the bar. He waited for over fifteen minutes, but in that time she never once looked over in his direction. If she’d decided she wanted to do things this way, he wished she’d mentioned it to him first.

Harry replenished his drink, and was beginning to get a bad feeling about the way things were developing, when Michelle suddenly left her group and walked towards him, smiling.

“Mission accomplished.”

Harry glanced from her to the group she’d been talking to. None of them were looking in his direction. “You’ve found a guy?”

She nodded. “Yeah, and he’s more than happy to let you see what we do.”

Something about the way she’d worded it annoyed him, but he couldn’t explain why. After all, this was what they’d planned—for Michelle and the stranger to have sex while Harry watched. But the phrase ‘see what we do’ made him feel like an outsider. He was her husband. The other guy was the outsider.

“Harry?”

“Sorry, yeah. Great. So, what d’you want to do?”

Michelle smiled. “Vinny’s just getting us another drink.”

“Vinny?”

“Yeah—it’s a nickname, I think. But we’re going to have one more drink, then we’ll leave. Do you want to wait here for us, or back at the cottage?”

Flustered, Harry raised his glass for her to see. “I’ve still got this to drink, so I’ll hang around for a while.”

Michelle ran her hand down his arm. “I just thought it’d be less awkward if all three of us didn’t have to walk back together. Last time it felt really weird.”

“So, what do you suggest?” Harry’s voice came out a little colder than he’d intended, but she didn’t seem to notice.

She smiled and leaned close, whispering in his ear. “Why not go and draw the curtains, set the lighting and wait for us to get there.” She ran a finger down his cheek, then turned and headed back to the bar.

He finished his drink in two gulps and left the pub. On his way back, he passed an off-licence and bought a couple of bottles of wine and a six-pack of beer. Once in the cottage he closed the curtains and turned on the wall-lights. Then he settled down in the armchair, drinking beer from the can in silence.

Harry was on his third can when he heard the key in the lock. Michelle came through the door followed by Vinny. He was huge—over six feet tall, and very broad across the chest. He wore a white t-shirt which showed off all his muscles. Harry thought he looked more like a body-builder than a soldier. His hair was short, fair and receding slightly.

Michelle did the introductions. “Harry, this is Vinny. Vinny, meet my husband, Harry.”

Vinny stepped forward and shook Harry’s hand. “Alright, mate?”

“Yeah.” Harry felt the man’s strength as his hand was squeezed in a vice-like grip. He couldn’t place his accent, but at least the guy seemed friendly enough, and a lot more polite than Paul had been. He cleared his throat. “Do you two want a drink?”

Michelle answered for both of them. “Maybe afterwards, but first I want to get his clothes off.”

Vinny laughed and looked a bit uncomfortable. Harry retreated to the armchair and sat down. Michelle stepped close to Vinny, gripped the hem of his t-shirt and pulled it up and over his head. Harry thought the soldier’s waist looked unnaturally small compared to his huge chest and shoulders. His stomach had a clearly-defined six-pack, and his pectorals and lats were very developed. As Michelle ran her hands all over his torso, they looked tiny. Her nails were painted silver, which Harry hadn’t noticed earlier.

She undid the buttons of Vinny’s jeans and pushed them down his thighs, revealing white cotton boxers. He kicked off his shoes and shrugged off his jeans.

Michelle stepped back and looked at him. “Oh, I’m going to enjoy tonight.”

She took off her jumper and undid her skirt, letting it slide down to the floor. Still wearing her shoes, tights and lace teddy, she stepped close to Vinny and ran a hand ran over his crotch. Even in her four-inch heels, she still had to pull his head down so she could kiss him on the mouth.

Harry sat in silence, a dull glow burning in his groin.

The pair grew more passionate in their kissing, exploring each other’s body with their hands. Michelle guided him to the couch and encouraged him to lay flat. She straddled him, but he sat and started to kiss her boobs through her bra and teddy. When Vinny wrapped his arms around her tiny waist, Harry saw the shoulders bulge, his biceps and triceps prominent, indicating many hours a day working out.

Michelle pushed Vinny back flat on the couch, then raised herself up on her knees. She gripped the gusset of her tights with her fingers and ripped them open, surprising both Vinny and Harry. She undid the studs of the teddy, pulled the thin strip of her panties to one side, and lowered her crotch onto Vinny’s face.

Harry sat motionless as Michelle gave Vinny instructions on what she wanted.

“Yeah, lick my pussy. Taste me.”

It sounded strange to Harry—he’d never heard her refer to her sex as a pussy before.

“Oh, that’s so good. Push your tongue into my hole… Yeah, that’s it. Fuck me with your tongue.”

Harry watched as she started to rock her hips, her crotch pressed onto Vinny’s face. A small voice inside Harry’s head kept reminding him that this had all been his idea, but a much louder voice kept telling him Michelle could have his tongue whenever she wanted it. He had no problems getting his tongue to perform.

She was breathless. “Okay, clit, clit, clit. Suck my clit, because I’m going to…”

An ear-piercing scream filled the room as Michelle’s orgasm arrived. She kept grinding her crotch onto Vinny’s face, then suddenly pulled herself up and off him, presumably too sensitive for more.

She stood, pulled Vinny to his feet and dropped to her knees in front of him. She dragged his boxers off in one fluid movement, then parted her lips and took his cock into her mouth. Vinny let out a sigh and placed his hands on either side of her head.

She cupped his balls in one hand, using the other to pump the base of his dick. She continued this only for a minute or so, then stood and walked over to Harry in the armchair. She bent and kissed him on the mouth. He could taste Vinny’s dick on her tongue. It wasn’t something he’d expected, or wanted.

Michelle straightened and smiled down at him. “Okay baby, Vinny’s going to fuck me now. I want you to watch how much I enjoy getting serviced by his big cock.”

Her behaviour was getting annoying. She never called him baby, and he didn’t appreciate the running commentary. Maybe he shouldn’t have mentioned to her that he’d liked the dirty talk with Paul.

Michelle sat in the middle of the couch, leaned against the backrest and spread her legs wide. She looked at both men in turn, then held open the lips of her sex with a finger from each hand.

She pouted at Vinny. “Come on, soldier. You’ve made it all hot and wet, and now it’s waiting for your cock.”

Harry noticed that despite Vinny’s very impressive physique, his cock wasn’t nearly as big as Paul’s. He doubted if it was much bigger than his own—maybe a little more girth, but not a lot longer. Or maybe it was an optical illusion because Vinny’s thighs were so muscle-bound.

The bull knelt on the floor between Michelle’s legs and positioned his cock at the opening of her sex.

She put her hands on Vinny’s shoulders, looking over at Harry. “Are you as excited as I am, baby?” With that she pulled Vinny into her, letting out a loud, almost theatrical moan.

Harry found her over-the-top behaviour almost laughable, but Vinny didn’t seem to mind in the slightest. He slammed into her with force.

Michelle groaned and writhed, watching Vinny’s face while he fucked her. “Ooh, yeah. Give it to me, give it to me.”

And Vinny did exactly as she asked. He pounded her again and again, pulling her onto him with his huge hands.

“Oh, oh, oh.” Her voice was getting higher and higher, but Harry couldn’t tell if it was real. “Shit, I’m going to come again.”

Vinny raised himself onto straightened legs—his hands on the cushion either side of Michelle as if doing push-ups. His hips pumped at an incredible rate, and Michelle grunted each time he slammed into her.

Sweat broke out on Vinny’s head, and Harry imagined this was how the guy looked when working out in the gym. His expression was one of determination rather than pleasure, and his thrusts were relentless. He’d been going at it for about fifteen minutes. Michelle had apparently had two orgasms during this time, although Harry didn’t know if she really had, or if it was just another part of her performance. By now her groans had become pained grunts.

A low growl in Vinny’s throat suggested he was finally reaching his climax, and Michelle became more animated.

“Ah yeah, fuck me, fuck me. I’ve never been fucked so hard....” She put her hands on either side of Vinny’s face. “I want you to come all over me. Harry loves to see me covered in other men’s spunk.”

Vinny withdrew and gripped his cock in one hand, his other arm easily supporting his body weight. He let out a cry as a huge dollop of cum erupted from him, landing high on Michelle’s chest and neck, soaking her teddy. The next eruption landed on the lace covering her bra.

Harry watched as Vinny continued to pump his cock, and more and more cum shot out. After at least five spurts, Vinny was still able to squeeze out more dribbles, all of which he deposited onto Michelle. Her black lace top was completely splattered with his stuff. He stood, taking deep breaths.

She looked down at herself, then up at Harry. “How d’you like that, baby? Is that enough cum for you?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, but sat forward and took Vinny’s softening cock all the way into her mouth and moaned theatrically. Then she pulled back and looked up at his face. “Ooh, you taste as good as you look.”

After a brief pause, she looked back at her husband. “Maybe we could all have a drink now, baby.”

Harry stood and looked at Vinny. He was about to ask what he’d like when Michelle decided to take the soldier’s cock back into her mouth. The men looked at each other in silence for an awkward moment. Harry retreated to the kitchen and came back dangling the remaining three cans of beer in one hand, and holding a couple of bottles of wine by the necks in the other.

He held up his hands. “What’ll it be?”

Michelle had released Vinny’s cock from her mouth. “White wine for me, baby.”

“A tinnie. Cheers, mate.”

Harry passed Vinny a can and returned to the kitchen for a wine glass. On his return, Michelle had discarded her shoes and was removing her ripped tights. She sat upright and lifted the cum-soaked teddy over her head, sitting back on the couch in bra and panties. Harry poured her wine and sat back in his chair. Vinny was still completely naked, his cock now flaccid. He sat down next to Michelle, and another awkward silence ensued.

The amount of beer Harry had drunk was beginning to take its toll, and he needed to pee. He excused himself. Before he’d gotten half-way up the stairs, he heard Vinny’s voice from the lounge.

“D’you think he’s going for a wank?”

Michelle laughed. “No, he’ll save it up and give it to me, later.”

Harry stopped, holding his breath as he listened.

“Fair enough.” There was a pause, and Harry thought he could hear them kissing. “Do you two do this a lot, then?”

Michelle giggled and said something Harry couldn’t make out.

Vinny let out a groan, and Harry was fairly sure she’d taken his cock into her mouth again.

Harry walked up the remaining stairs and into the bathroom. When he took out his cock to pee, it was completely soft—although there was evidence of precum on the tip.

The night had been disappointing—nowhere near as arousing as the one with Paul, which seemed strange. Vinny was certainly a more likable character; Harry had felt none of the resentment he’d experienced during the first time. He hated to admit it to himself, but he’d been turned off by Michelle’s behaviour. Her OTT hotwife act had started when she’d left him standing in the pub, then her performance and commentary during the sex had irritated him too. He wasn’t sure if she was doing it to impress Vinny, or him.

Another difference was the size of the bull’s cock. Harry had definitely experienced a perverse thrill when Paul had shoved his monster cock so deep into Michelle that it made her wince. Was that why tonight hadn’t had the same effect? He thought about the pounding Vinny had given her earlier. Michelle had actually said she’d never been fucked so hard and, even if it had been part of her performance, Harry was inclined to believe it was true. He’d certainly never been able to keep up that intensity for that long—he simply didn’t have the stamina. When they’d started on this adventure, Michelle had told him she wanted to be fucked hard by a man with a fit body. There was no doubt in Harry’s mind that his wife had enjoyed this occasion just as much as the last time. Or that she had every intention of getting another helping of what Vinny had to offer before the night was over.

Harry washed his hands and headed back downstairs. He wasn’t looking forward to making small-talk, even on topics as harmless as asking where Vinny had served. He definitely didn’t want to explain why he liked to watch his wife with other men. When he opened the door, Harry realised he needn’t have worried about finding things to talk about. Vinny was leaning back on the couch with his eyes closed. Michelle had her mouth on his balls and her hand wrapped around his cock, which was already standing proud and ready to go again. Harry made his way to the armchair without a word.

Michelle got up, quickly removed her bra and panties then stood naked in front of Vinny. The soldier’s eyes wandered all over her body, and Harry’s cock twitched inside his trousers. She straddled the sitting soldier and fed his cock inside her. Harry watched her face as she slowly lowered herself onto him. She winced briefly—probably still tender from his earlier battering—but then closed her eyes and let out a long sigh. As she moved slowly up and down on her bull, Harry’s cock began to swell.

This time she seemed to be concentrating on her own feelings, rather than doing the running commentary, and Harry found it much sexier. Her breathing got heavier, her movements a little more urgent. Then she let out a low groan and Harry could see her legs shaking. Michelle got a little more vocal, still only letting out moans of pleasure. There was no tacky soundtrack-script, like earlier. When her orgasm was over, it was obvious to everyone that she was too tired to keep riding Vinny. The couple changed positions, Michelle kneeling on the floor and resting her body on the seat of the couch, with Vinny kneeling down behind her. He pushed into her from behind and started pounding her again. Harry’s cock was now rock hard inside his trousers. Michelle yelped with each thrust, and he hoped for her sake that Vinny wouldn’t take as long to come as he had earlier.

Michelle turned her head on the couch and watched Harry’s face as Vinny continued to fuck her with force. She was gritting her teeth and grunting, but Harry saw she was also pushing back to meet each thrust. After a few more minutes of this, Vinny finally announced that he was going to come.

“Shoot it over me. Come over m—”

Vinny pulled out and came immediately, leaving a thick white cord of cum running from her buttocks to between her shoulder-blades. He pumped himself hard and more of his stuff landed on the small of Michelle’s back.

Harry had never imagined that a guy could produce so much cum. He was impressed, and a little intimidated. He was also as horny as hell, his cock painful inside the confines of his jeans.

Vinny stood and looked down at Michelle, then over at Harry. He was breathing very heavily. He bent and picked up his shorts, jeans and t-shirt. “Can I use your loo?”

Harry stood. “Yeah, it’s upstairs. First door.”

“Cheers.” Vinny nodded and left the room.

Michelle turned towards Harry, but stayed on her knees. Her hand reached up and gripped his cock through his jeans. She looked into his eyes, her hair stuck to her face with sweat. “Do you think you’ll be able to come before he gets back downstairs?”

Harry was shocked at her suggestion, but didn’t stop her from undoing the button of his jeans and releasing his cock. As soon as he felt her mouth envelop him he let out a sigh. She bobbed her head and pumped the base with her hand, and in less than twenty seconds Harry exploded deep into her throat. He gripped her head and pumped his hips, breathing hard through gritted teeth as he emptied himself.

When they heard the upstairs door open Michelle stood and Harry retreated into the kitchen to fasten his jeans. He gave himself a few seconds to calm his breathing then returned to the lounge where Vinny, now dressed, was sitting on the couch fastening his shoes. Michelle stood in the middle of the lounge, her back still covered in Vinny’s jism.

When she stepped close to Vinny, she looked tiny. Without her shoes there was over a foot difference in height. She stood on tiptoes and kissed his cheek gently. “Thank you for a wonderful evening.”

Vinny smiled. “The pleasure was all mine.”

She turned to Harry and looked down at her nakedness. “Could you show Vinny to the door?”

“Yeah, course.” Harry led the way and opened the front door. Vinny walked out, then turned on the step and held out his hand. “Thanks, mate. I’m jealous of the life you two lead, and really grateful to have been involved in it.”

Harry didn’t know what to say, so he just smiled and shook Vinny’s hand.

“Okay, enjoy the rest of your evening. Cheers mate.” Vinny turned and walked down the road.

Back in the living room, Michelle was still standing in the middle of the lounge, naked. She looked as if she were waiting to hear his thoughts on the night.

Harry looked down at her. “D’you want to maybe get cleaned up and talk about it in bed?”

Michelle nodded, then slowly turned around. “Would you wipe my back? It’s all gone cold and it’s running down my bum-crack.”

Harry got a tissue and began to wipe up the mess. The act of wiping another man’s cum from his wife’s body wasn’t as gross as he’d imagined. “I seem to remember reading somewhere that body-building supplements increase the volume of semen produced.” He needed to get another tissue because the first was sodden. “After seeing how much that guy came, I can believe it.” 

She turned her head to look at him over her shoulder. “Did you approve of how much he came?”

He waited until he’d finished cleaning her before looking into her eyes. “Yeah. It made quite a spectacle, I’ll give him that. It’s a good job you didn’t make this one come in your mouth, you’d have drowned.”

She slapped his shoulder as he turned off the lights and they made their way upstairs.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Four

Harry waited in bed while Michelle took a shower. She joined him a few minutes later and he put his arms around her, held her close for a few seconds. Her behaviour earlier in the evening seemed less annoying to him now.

Michelle pulled back and looked up at him. “So, how was it for you?”

He laughed out loud. He was more relaxed than he’d been all night, which he knew was probably due to his orgasm. “I thought Vinny was a lot more personable than Paul. He seemed like a nice guy.”

Michelle looked relieved.

“But I’m not the one who fucked him. What did you think?”

“I thought he was a nice guy, too.”

Harry pushed his leg against hers. “I didn’t mean his personality, and you know it.”

She giggled and snuggled up to him. “I liked his body, and loved how strong he was. I felt like a doll as he moved me around to where he wanted me.”

“Is that a good thing?”

She nodded. “Yeah—I want these men to be in charge, and just use me.”

Harry was puzzled. “It looked like you wanted to use him at first, getting him to go down on you.” He held off pointing out that he’d never had a problem performing that part of their love-life.

Michelle grinned like a kid. “I wanted the first one to be on his tongue. He’d made some comment in the pub about me looking good enough to eat, so I made him prove it.”

“Ah, I see.” Harry thought back to when he’d watched them fucking. “The first time seemed to go on forever—I thought he was never going to come.”

“I know what you mean. I swear I’ve never had anything like—” She stopped herself mid-sentence, then put a consoling hand on his arm. “What I meant was…”

“Don’t worry, I know what you mean. I’ve never seen anything like it—it was as if he was on a mission to bang you all night.”

She frowned. “I’m actually quite sore, now.”

“I’m not surprised.” Harry was reluctant to spoil the mood between them, but he knew he had to mention her behaviour before it rankled any longer. “You know earlier…?”

Michelle pulled back a little so she could see his face. “Hmm?”

“I wanted to ask about something. You know your dirty talk…”

She smiled. “That was for your benefit. You said you’d enjoyed it when I did it with Paul.”

“That time it seemed… natural. This time it sounded fake, like the script from a bad porn film.”

Michelle looked deflated. “Didn’t it turn you on?”

Harry felt guilty, regretting the need to mention it. “I think Vinny liked it, but I know the real you, and it just seemed too over-the-top.”

“Okay, sorry. I won’t do it again.”

“I’m not suggesting that, but maybe limit it to what you’re really feeling at the time. Be more like you were with Paul.”

She nodded.

“The other thing was when you sucked his cock then pushed your tongue into my mouth.”

“Ah, that was for my benefit.”

Her reply surprised him. “What?”

“I did that because it turned me on to think about you tasting the cock I was going to get inside me.”

“Why does that turn you on?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know, but it does.”

Harry hoped the repulsion he felt didn’t show on his face. He leaned over and turned the lamp off.

She snuggled into him, kissed his neck. “Do you want to go inside me?”

“I thought you’d be too sore.”

“If you want me, you can have me. I’m your wife, don’t forget.”

He kissed the top of her head. “You mean my hotwife.”

“Mmm, and getting hotter all the time.”

Harry laughed. “I’m fine, thanks. You’ve already seen to my needs.”

Her hand stroked his stomach. “What time do we have to leave the cottage tomorrow?”

“There’s no set time. The cleaners are coming in Monday morning, so we just have to lock up and post the keys back through the letterbox when we leave.”

“Ah…”

The tone of her voice told him something was on her mind. “Why?”

“I was just thinking…”

He ran his hand down her back and gripped her backside. “Oh were you?” His cock was beginning to swell.

“Yeah, I was thinking that since we only do this when we’re close to a barracks, maybe we should make the most of each trip.”

Harry’s heart beat a little faster in his chest. “You want another bull tomorrow?”

“Maybe…”

He held his breath.

She rubbed her foot against his leg. “Do you want me to have another bull tomorrow?”

He wondered if she could feel his heart as she lay with her head on his shoulder. If she could, she already knew his answer. “If that’s what you want.”

Michelle dug her nails into his stomach. “It has to be what we both want.”

Harry tensed as her nails dug into flesh. He was being manipulated, even though this whole hotwife thing had been his idea. “Yes.”

“So, tell me what you want.” She turned her head and bit into his shoulder.

Harry’s cock was now rock hard against his stomach. “I want you to fuck somebody else tomorrow.”

“You mean another bull.”

“Yes.”

“But you want something else, too.”

Harry paused, unsure of what she was getting at. “What do you mean?”

“You don’t just want me to fuck another bull. You want to watch me while I do it.”

“Ah, yes.”

“Tell me what you want to see.”

“I want to see a bull with a big cock fuck you. I want to see him use your body, and then shoot his cum all over you.”

“Good.” She slowly ran her hand down his stomach and gripped his cock. Her thumb swept over the wet tip. She leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “You dirty boy.”

He lay awake for a long time, her hand still wrapped around his cock. His cock stayed hard long after Michelle had fallen asleep. He reminded himself why they’d embarked on this journey, and the blood pumping in his ears and other parts of his body suggested the plan was working.

* * * *

They ate breakfast in a small café near the town centre. Harry fought the urge to ask his wife what she was planning to do with her next bull. He liked when she talked about fucking other men. It was a big turn-on to hear what she fantasised about, what she wanted the men to do to her. He idly wondered if they could have cured his erectile problems by just talking about fantasies, rather than actually living them out. Maybe a bit of role-play would have been enough to put the lead back in his pencil.

Catching his wife pleasuring herself with a sex toy while watching a porn film had given him the biggest erection he could remember. Why hadn’t he suggested she do the same again, rather than insisting they go down this route of him watching her being taken by a string of different men? Was it something to do with the books she’d downloaded? Was he so desperate to be the cuckold? Or was it that he suspected if they didn’t do it this way, then rather than be a hotwife, Michelle would become an adulteress? Maybe his suggestion had been a selfish one, because if Michelle was likely to need extramarital sex, at least this way he could get off by watching her.

Harry realised she’d asked him something. “Sorry, what?”

She chuckled. “I said, do you want to go back to the cottage and wait there for me? I need to pick up a couple of things from a pharmacy, then I’ll pick up my next stud and bring him back.”

He didn’t know what to say. He shrugged. “Is that what you want?”

She reached over the table and squeezed his hand. “I thought it’d be nicer for you to go and relax, maybe read the paper for an hour or so.”

“If that’s what you want…” Harry wondered if he was being side-lined.

Michelle must have guessed as much from his expression. She stroked his knuckles with her thumb. “Hey, it’ll be easier for me if I don’t have to keep looking over in your direction to check you’re alright.”

Harry thought she hadn’t checked on him at all the previous night when she was with Vinny, but kept that to himself.

“Harry?”

“Yeah? Oh…yeah, that’s fine. I’ll have another coffee here then set off back. You come back whenever, I’ll be ready.”

She stood, kissed his cheek and left.

He watched as she walked away in white vest-top, knee-length denim skirt and heeled-sandals. He didn’t think she’d have any trouble finding someone happy to do whatever she asked.

* * * *

It was over two hours later when he heard her key in the door. Harry put the paper down and stood, waiting in the lounge to meet the guy who was about to fuck his wife.

The door opened and Michelle came through, holding the hand of a guy in a blue shirt and chinos.

“Harry, this is Eric. This is my very understanding husband, Harry.”

Eric held out a hand, which Harry shook. This bull was older than the others had been—maybe somewhere in his late forties. His dark, wavy hair was greying at the temples, and his face was deeply tanned. Harry wondered if he’d recently returned from Afghanistan or somewhere in the Gulf.

Michelle looked at Harry, waiting for him to sit in the armchair. When he’d sat down she dropped her handbag on the floor by his feet and turned around.

She stepped close to Eric and placed her finger on his chest. “I told you my husband allows me to enjoy another man every once in a while.” She slowly moved her finger downwards, tracing over his stomach and down to his belt, which she unbuckled. “Well, today I’m going to enjoy you.”

Eric glanced in Harry’s direction, but Harry avoided eye-contact by keeping his eyes on Michelle’s hands. She’d undone Eric’s belt and opened the button and zip. Harry watched his wife’s delicate hand slip inside the soldier’s trousers, heard him groan as her fingers found his cock.

She looked into Eric’s eyes as she slowly stroked him to hardness inside his pants. The soldier reached a tentative hand up towards her boobs, hesitated, and looked towards Harry again. Michelle removed her hand from his trousers, slipped both hands up her back to unclip her bra, then lifted her vest and bra off over her head. She quickly removed her skirt and stood in front of Eric, naked except for her sandals. She wasn’t wearing any panties, which was certainly a surprise to Harry.

Her smile was confident as she slipped her hand back inside the front of Eric’s trousers. She leaned closer, kissed him on the mouth. His hand reached up and caressed her boob, his thumb brushing back and forth over the nipple. The kissing and fondling went on for a couple more minutes before Michelle started to undo the buttons of Eric’s shirt, revealing a hairy chest and well-toned stomach. As she slid the shirt back and off him, Harry saw he wasn’t pumped-up like Vinny, but wiry. His arms and shoulders showed clearly defined muscle-tone, but there was a lot less bulk.

Their kissing was now passionate, and Harry could hear them both breathing heavily. He saw tongues probing mouths. Michelle broke the kiss and dropped to her knees. She undid Eric’s laces and he kicked off his shoes. Then she slid her hand back inside his trousers and released his cock. As soon as it was free of his trousers, she took him into her mouth. Eric ran his fingers through her hair, gathering it at the nape of her neck. Without releasing his cock from her mouth, she pushed his trousers and shorts down to his ankles. Then she started to move her head on him, cupping his balls with one hand, scratching his leg with the nails of the other.

When she finally released Eric’s cock, Harry saw it properly for the first time. It was big. Much bigger than his, and Vinny’s. It was as big as Paul’s. Harry couldn’t take his eyes off it.

Michelle sat on the edge of the couch and lay back, just as she’d done for Vinny fourteen hours earlier. But instead of the ripped tights and the black teddy she’d worn last night, she was now completely naked except for her sandals, and Harry thought she looked much sexier. She reached up and stroked Eric’s cock, then spread her legs wide. The bull dropped to his knees and positioned his tip at her entrance. He stroked the bulbous head slowly up and down between her labia, and Harry could see the glistening of his wife’s juices covering the man’s cock.

As Eric pushed himself into Michelle, Harry watched her expression. Her eyes and mouth both opened wide for an instant, a mixture of shock and pleasant surprise. It reminded him of her face when he’d proposed—though that seemed a strange comparison considering he was now watching her being fucked by the third stranger in as many weeks.

Eric’s thrusts were slower and more controlled than Vinny’s had been, and Harry watched his wife as she undulated her body. Her facial expressions and body movements announced her orgasm, but rather than the theatrical screams of last night, she just sobbed as if in mourning, then let out a long sigh. Harry felt a constant dripping inside his own shorts.  Her orgasm was one of the sexiest things he’d ever witnessed.

Michelle leaned forward and kissed Eric, who was still fucking her very slowly. She held his hips to halt his movements, looked over at Harry briefly, then back into Eric’s eyes. “I want you to take me in the ass.”

Harry almost fell off his chair.

Michelle kept her eyes on Eric’s. “Would you do that for me?”

“If you’d like me to…”

Michelle smiled, then looked over at Harry. “There’s some lube in my bag.”

Harry stared, unable to move. Eric’s cock was huge.

Is she mad?

She raised her eyebrows, waiting for him to pick up her bag.

He reached down and opened it up. Inside was a paper bag with a local pharmacy logo on, containing a tube of water-based lubricant and a pack of condoms. Harry took out both items and held them up.

Michelle smiled, eased Eric out of her and sat forward, taking the condoms from Harry. She opened the pack, took one out and ripped the foil while looking at Eric. “I thought you should wear one of these in there, just in case I get the urge to have you inside anywhere else afterwards.”

Both men watched Michelle place the rubber on the end on Eric’s huge cock and roll it down the shaft. It didn’t reach all the way to the base.

“Now,” she said, still stroking the condom down but looking into Eric’s eyes. “I haven’t had anal sex for a long time, so I want you to go slowly.”

This was news to Harry. He’d never tried anal sex, and Michelle hadn’t ever mentioned experimenting, either.

Michelle was nose to nose with Eric, still holding his cock. “What’s more, I’ve never had anything this big in there, so I want you to start off gentle, okay?”

Eric nodded.

“But when you’re about to come, I want you to withdraw, take off the rubber and come over my back. I want to feel you coming on me.” Without waiting for a reply, Michelle quickly turned so she was kneeling on the floor and resting her upper body on the seat of the couch. She turned her head to Harry. “Would you lube me up, please?”

Harry hesitated, shocked to have been asked. “Sorry?”

Michelle smiled. “Rub some lube around my bum-hole.”

He looked at Eric, then stood and bent over her. Eric leaned back to give him access. Harry squeezed a glob of the jelly onto his middle finger and rubbed it around his wife’s rosebud. She wiggled her backside at him, pressing back against his finger. He pushed, felt the brief resistance, and his fingertip slid into her anus. She let out a disappointed moan when he removed it, but all he was doing was adding more jelly to his finger. He pushed it in again, and this time she groaned as he went in as far as his second knuckle. He could feel her tightness around his finger, and again he wondered how she could possibly accommodate such a huge cock in there.

“Now two fingers.” She spoke to him over her shoulder, a hint of a smile on her face.

Harry removed his finger, adding even more jelly to his first and second fingers, then worked them into her. He rotated his hand and felt her clenching. His cock was rock hard, and he wished Eric would disappear and he could be the one to fuck her up there, here and now.

Michelle’s voice brought him back. “Okay, you’d better lube Eric’s cock, too.”

“What?” Harry was surprised how high-pitched his voice could go.

She laughed. “I said you should rub some lube onto the tip of his cock.”

He looked at Eric, who just shrugged and knelt up to allow Harry to reach him. He looked back at his wife. He could see the anticipation in her eyes; she wanted this because it turned her on. Just like kissing him after she’d sucked Vinny.

Putting a big dollop of jelly onto his first and second fingers, Harry reached his hand out slowly until he touched the tip of the other man’s cock. He was glad it was fitted with a condom. The blob of jelly stuck to the tip.

“Rub it all around the head, Harry.” Her gaze remained fixed on Eric’s cock.

Harry tried to spread the jelly using just two fingers of his right hand, but the cock just bent away from his touch. He had to grip the shaft in his left hand while his right spread the lube, dragging his fingers all around the bull’s cockhead. When Eric was fully lubed, Harry wrapped his finger and thumb around the tip and moved his hand down the shaft, making sure the condom was on properly. Harry felt a lump in his throat, but there was also an undeniable thrill to it. He assured himself it was because he knew it was turning Michelle on. And because he knew where this cock was going, and what it would do to Michelle’s composure.

“Add a bit more, and down the shaft, too.”

Harry did as his wife instructed him. It was a weird sensation, and he hoped neither Eric nor Michelle could see the bulge in his trousers.

“Is that okay?”

Eric’s dick was rock hard inside the rubber and slick with jelly. Michelle looked at the dick, then up to Harry’s face. She smiled and nodded.

Harry moved back, but didn’t make it all the way to the armchair. He remained kneeling on the floor next to the couch.

Michelle twisted her body so she could look at Eric. “Okay, nice and slow. And when you come, don’t forget to shower me.”

As Eric placed the tip of his cock at Michelle’s opening, Harry held his breath. He was nervous for her, worried that the huge cock was too big for what she wanted. But it was an exciting kind of nervousness—his stomach and groin both clenching with a tightness he couldn’t ignore.

She let out a groan as Eric pushed himself forward, and Harry could see her sphincter opening slowly around the dome of the cockhead. Eric eased in a little further, then waited. He fed in a little more of the head, and Michelle let out a cry. Harry watched her face, which showed a mixture of discomfort and concentration. Eric pulled back slightly, then pushed in a little further. He continued this over a couple of minutes, with each extra push bringing out more groans from Michelle. Harry was constantly changing his focus from the expression on her face to the huge cock forcing its way into a gap that seemed far too tight for it.

Eric pulled himself all the way out, then turned to Harry. “Add more lube to the tip of my cock.”

Harry didn’t hesitate. He reached out and gripped the shaft with his left hand and squeezed a large dollop of jelly directly onto the head. He quickly smeared the lube around the entire dome without a second thought.

Eric moved back into position and pushed slowly. Michelle let out a loud yelp as the entire tip slipped inside her. Harry watched as her anus closed around the shaft, and he could only imagine how nice and tight she must feel to the bull. Eric pushed into her another inch, and Michelle let out a grateful moan. Eric pulled back, and pushed in again, and another moan escaped her lips.

“Ooh yeah. Oh, fuck.”

Harry assumed the initial pain of being penetrated had passed, because his wife was obviously now enjoying this. She pushed back to meet Eric’s thrusts, and the huge cock was now disappearing until half of the length was inside.

“Fuck me, Eric. Fuck me harder, fuck me deeper.”

Like a good soldier, Eric obeyed without question. He pushed his hips forward and Harry saw the cock disappear to the point that the condom reached down his shaft. His wife let out a squeal, and Harry felt precum dripping from his cock.

Eric rammed into her again, and Michelle let out another cry. He sped up his thrusts, and gripped her hips as he banged her with force.

By now she was screaming. Each of his thrusts was greeted by her saying ‘yes’, over and over through gritted teeth as he fucked her. Her eyes were shut tight, hands clenched into fists on the seat.

Eric slammed into her one more time before he pulled out, ripped the condom off and came immediately, a fountain of off-white gushing from him and splashing on her back. Michelle let out a yell, and turned quickly. She reached forward and grabbed Eric’s cock. She bent her head towards it as it sent out another stream of cum, which landed on her cheek.

She took his cock into her mouth. Eric let out a loud cry and Harry was sure he’d fired another spurt into his wife’s mouth, because he heard her gag and moan at the same time. She started wanking the base of his dick while sucking the top half, and Eric had to ease her head away, evidently no longer able to stand the intensity. He was completely spent, and they all knew it.

Harry wanted him out of the way so he could fuck his wife. He needed her. Now.

There was a brief moment of awkwardness as Harry watched his wife and her bull share a look, but it didn’t last for more than a couple of seconds. Eric knew he’d fulfilled his task, and he quickly dressed and made his way to the door. Harry saw him out and went back to the lounge. Michelle was lying back against the couch, probably smearing Eric’s cum all over the leather. As Harry approached, she raised her eyebrows. Harry undid his jeans and released his cock, and she let her legs fall open.

Harry dropped to his knees and pushed into her as hard as he could.

She let out a sigh and wrapped her legs round his waist. “Yeah, fuck me. Come on, take me back. Make me yours. Fill me with your—”

With a pained cry, Harry exploded inside her. He felt her squeezing around him and shuddered as another wave poured from him.

Michelle watched his face and she wriggled, but she didn’t come again. Both stopped moving but left his cock inside. They stared into each other’s eyes in silence for a long time.

Harry was surprised by the emotional closeness he felt. When he eventually softened, he withdrew and watched as his juices dribbled out of her and onto the couch.

There were a hundred questions he wanted to ask, but now didn’t seem the time. Instead, he suggested she take a shower while he cleaned the couch. Thirty minutes later they were leaving the town and driving home.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Five

Harry left things until they were reasonably relaxed, sitting at right angles on the L-shaped settee in their living room. The TV was on with the sound muted, neither of them watching it. Harry couldn’t focus. His mind kept coming back to Michelle’s comment about her previous experience of anal sex.

He cleared his throat, making her look up from whatever she was reading on her phone.

“So… what made you choose an older guy this time?”

Michelle seemed surprised by the question. “I don’t know. He wasn’t that old, was he?”

“He was older than the others you’ve picked—and older than us.

“I never gave it a thought. I don’t care about their age.” She shrugged. “To be honest, I’m not that bothered about their personalities, either.”

“Oh?”

“No. I just think of them as sex toys. Vibrators with a pulse.”

He laughed. “That’s a bit unfair.”

“No it’s not. I want their cocks, and that’s it. I try not to see them as people.”

Harry was shocked. “If a bloke said something along those lines about women, you’d call him a sexist pig.”

Michelle shook her hair back from her face and looked defiantly at him. “I’m not talking about men in general. I’m talking about my bulls.”

This line of discussion took him away from his intended questions about her previous experience of anal sex.

She put her phone to one side and leaned a little closer to him. “All we need is a guy with a big cock to fuck me hard while you watch.”

“I don’t think that’s—”

“Yes it is. Every time you’ve watched me with a bull, you’ve shot your load within a matter of seconds.”

Harry couldn’t deny it.

“You love watching them pound me with their big cocks. I’ve seen the state of your boxers afterwards—your cock must dribble the entire time you’re watching. It’s the only thing that makes you hard, and you come at the drop of a hat as soon as they leave.”

He couldn’t work out whether she was taunting him or trying to arouse him.

“Is your cock hard now, Harry?”

He shook his head.

“Would you like me to remind you how many big-cocked bulls have fucked me in the last three weeks?”

He stared at her in silence.

“I could have had more, you know. I could get as many cocks as I like.”

“What d’you mean by that?”

“Exactly what I said. As soon as I got into the pub today, some young stud hit on me. Bought me a drink, told me he thought I was sexy.”

Harry held his breath.

“I invited him to come back to the cottage so I could show him how sexy I really was. But when I explained that my hubby would be there watching, he got cold feet. He said he didn’t like the idea of some pervert jacking off in the corner.”

“That’s not what—”

“But he suggested we go back to his place, where he’d be more than happy to fuck me any way I wanted.”

Harry didn’t say anything, but his mind was racing. How long had she been gone?

She smiled, but it was a little twisted. “He lived close by. Maybe we went back and fucked like rabbits. Without you there, he could have come wherever I wanted it. Then I could have gone back to the pub, picked up Eric and brought him back to become my third bull of the weekend.”

He worked out the timeframe. It would have been possible.

She smiled at him. “I bet your cock’s hard now.”

It was true; he had a full erection. “Why are you doing this?”

“Because you need to understand what’s going on here, Harry. Our relationship has moved on, and you’d better get used to it.”

Dread seeped into his mind. “I thought we’d agreed that this was a temporary thing, until—”

“Until what? Until you manage to fuck me without seeing someone else do it first?”

“That’s n—”

“Or are you going to grow a cock big enough to satisfy me?”

“Fuck off!”

Michelle laughed. “Come on, Harry. I get off from being fucked hard by a big cock, and you get off from watching that big cock poking me deeper than you ever could. We both know that, and we both know what you really want.”

He frowned. “Yeah? And what’s that?”

“You want to be cuckolded.”

Harry shook his head, mainly because it seemed like the natural response to give.

She leaned forward, raising her eyebrows as if she was letting him into a secret. “Why won’t you admit to the pleasure you get from watching me with other men?”

He nodded. “Okay. Yeah, it turns me on—but that doesn’t mean anything. It’d be the same if we went to an orgy, or tried swinging.”

“Is that what you think? Would you like to try swinging?”

He hesitated, not really sure how to answer. Truthfully, he didn’t know.

“Come on, Harry. Which friend of ours do you fantasise about sleeping with? Who do you fancy?”

Harry looked down at his feet. “I don’t fancy anybody as much as I fancy you.”

“I know. I’m your wife, and that’s how it should be.” Michelle placed her hand on his arm. “But our marriage has evolved over the past few weeks. I know it, and so do you.”

“How…?” His voice broke. He coughed, tried again. “How do you think it’s evolved?”

“In everyday life, we’ve probably become closer. We love each other as much as we ever did—maybe even more. But in the bedroom, things have changed. Our sex-life has changed.”

“Changed how?”

“It’s changed for the better. I’m getting an alpha-bull to service me because my beta-husband isn’t up to the job himself.”

Harry flinched. “You can’t just change the—”

“I’m not changing anything. I’m simply pointing out what we’ve already changed. We’re not doing this just for me, but because it’s what you want, too.”

“You don’t know that.” Harry felt a tingling in his loins and hated himself for it.

“Harry, there’s nothing wrong with it. It’s more common than you’d think.”

“How do you know that?”

“It doesn’t matter. You get turned on by me sleeping with other men. You like to watch them fuck me, to see me struggle to accommodate their big cocks. That’s a big thrill for you. Admit it.”

Harry hesitated, wondering if he should bother trying to deny it. Eventually, he nodded.

“The fact you got an erection when I told you about the other bull suggests you probably don’t even need to watch it. Just the thought of somebody else fucking me turns you on.” She smiled, knowingly. “Now that you accept it, it’s time for us to move on to the next stage, which involves you showing some restraint.”

“What do you mean, restraint?”

“If I don’t let you come immediately after watching, think how much more of a tease it would be. How much more of a thrill. We’ll have to set a time-table where you count down the days until you’re allowed your release.”

Harry’s throat was too dry for him to speak.

She was nodding to herself. “There’s a lot of other things we can try. Maybe my next bull can stay over. You can sleep in the spare room and listen to him going at me all night long.”

He didn’t know what to say, and wished his erection would disappear.

She continued to taunt him. “But you won’t be allowed to make yourself come while you’re listening. There are things we can buy that stop you touching yourself, you know. I’ll lock your cock in a cage and hang the key round my neck, only letting you out to come when I say so.”

Trying to sound more confident than he actually felt, Harry sat up a little straighter. “You can’t just decide something like this on your own.”

Michelle looked surprised. “It’s not a case of me deciding—it’s the obvious next step from what’s already happened. Be honest, would you want to go back to what we had before?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know—you spooning it in soft and wondering if it’ll get hard before you shoot your load, and me faking my orgasms until I can use my vibrator.”

How long had she viewed their love-life this way? He held her gaze for a few seconds, then looked down.

When she spoke again her voice was quieter, almost a whisper. “Would you really want to stop what we’re doing?”

He looked up into her face. She was truly beautiful; thick brown hair, dark brown eyes, prominent cheekbones, perfect teeth and a great smile. But he couldn’t help thinking she was at her most beautiful when she was being fucked by someone with a big cock. He loved the facial expressions that accompanied the orgasms she achieved with her bulls.

Harry shook his head slowly. “No,” he admitted. “I don’t want to stop what we’re doing.”

Michelle got up and walked into the kitchen, returning with a bottle of wine and two glasses. She poured their drinks and sat back down on the settee. “I don’t think we need all the bulls to be soldiers.”

“Oh?” This surprised him because the military angle had been her idea.

“I think we’re limiting ourselves too much. Besides, it’d get expensive if we had to use a hotel or rent a house every time we do it.”

Harry’s mouth dropped open. “You’d invite a bull into our home?”

She laughed. “Of course. Why wouldn’t I?”

He shrugged. “I just thought you wanted to keep all of this separate from our real life.”

She looked serious. “This is our real life. I thought you’d accepted that now.”

Harry looked down at his feet, nodded once.

“Besides, it’ll give us a lot more freedom.” She pointed to her phone on the seat beside her. “There are loads of contact websites we can use. But first, we need to get a certificate to say we’re clear from any STDs.”

“Why?”

“Because we’re going to do this in a responsible way.”

“You didn’t seem to worry about that with all the others.”

“They were trial runs—this is the real thing. Anyway, they didn’t come inside me, and Paul was the only one whose cum I swallowed. All the others sprayed it over me.”

“Vinny and Eric both fucked you bareback. They probably dribbled inside you before they withdrew. And you took them both into your mouth after they’d come.” Harry got a perverted buzz as he remembered each occasion. “Besides, STDs don’t just transfer in semen.”

She nodded. “You’re right, and that’s why we need to get checked out.”

“What about the young bull this morning, before Eric? Did he come inside you, or in your mouth?”

She looked up in surprise, a half-smile on her face. “Where would you have liked him to come?”

He shrugged, butterflies in his stomach.

“Would you have wanted me to swallow his load like I did for Paul, or would you rather I’d held him close, my arms and legs wrapped around him as he pumped me full of his cream?”

Harry’s mouth was dry. He couldn’t decide which he’d prefer. Maybe she did both…

She laughed. “I didn’t go back with him, Harry. But I love the fact you’re probably disappointed to hear it.”

He shook his head, and she rested her hand on his arm.

“Don’t worry, you won’t need to be disappointed again.”

Harry bit his lip, then asked the question he’d wanted to ask all day. “You told Eric it’d been a long time since you’d had anal sex. Was it true, or were you just telling him that?”

She took a sip of wine and studied his face. “So what you’re really asking is, had I had anal sex before today?”

He nodded. Waited.

“Yes, I’ve had it in the past.”

“How many times?”

She looked surprised. “What, how many men, or how many different occasions?”

Now it was his turn to be surprised. He shrugged. “Both, I suppose.”

“Eric was the third. Two other men have done it to me.”

“And the number of times?” His throat was so tight he sounded hoarse.

“One of them only did it once, on a drunken one-night stand I had. But the other was the guy I lived with when I was nineteen. He was older and a lot more experienced. He was the first to do it to me, and we repeated it quite a few times. I honestly don’t know how many.”

Harry felt childish for his questions, but something kept him asking them anyway. “Five, ten, fifty?”

She laughed, shaking her head as if making a guess. “More than ten, less than fifty.”

“How come we’ve never done it?”

“You’ve never asked.”

“What if I asked now?”

“Oh, I think we need to start concentrating on your restraint.”

“Is that a ‘no’?”

“Yes, Harry, that’s a definite ‘no’. Which is a word you’re going to be hearing from me a lot in the future.”

He stared at her, wondering if she was putting on an act, or if this was how it was going to be from now on.

She pulled up her skirt, revealing her bare legs. “But you won’t hear me saying ‘no’ to my bulls. They’ll be able to do whatever they want to me, and if you behave, I’ll let you watch them.”

Harry couldn’t take his eyes off her legs.

“Harry?” She waited until he looked up to her face. “Did you enjoy putting lube on Eric’s cock?”

“No. Of course I didn’t enjoy it. Why would I?”

She smiled. “I enjoyed watching you do it. It was really hot, and turned me on.”

“Why?”

“It just did. Seeing you holding the huge cock about to service me.”

Harry shook his head, disgusted. “That makes no sense.”

“What was it like for you, playing with a cock that big?”

“I didn’t play with it, I just put lube on it.”

She smiled at him. “Hmm. We’ll see.”

Harry wondered what she meant by that, and realised the butterflies were back in his stomach.

They spent the rest of the evening in near-silence. Harry drank his wine while watching the muted TV, and Michelle read things on her phone. When they retired for the night, Harry was in bed by the time his wife came out of the bathroom.

She pulled the quilt back and knelt on her side of the bed. She gripped the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down to his thighs. “Don’t look so hopeful, nothing’s going to happen.” She took out a tape measure and held it next to his flaccid cock. Then she measured the girth, made a note of the figures in her phone and smiled at him before turning the light off.

Harry lay awake for a long time, his heart thumping in his chest while his wife slept contentedly. She’d had a busy weekend.

The night after she’d told him he needed to learn restraint, Michelle had kissed Harry chastely on the cheek, turned out the light and gone to sleep. The same pattern was repeated for the following two nights.

On Thursday evening, Harry was loading the dishwasher while Michelle wiped down the countertop. She turned around and leant against the sink. “I’ve got some good news.”

“Oh?” He looked up at her from his crouch.

“Actually, it’s two pieces of good news. First, I got the all clear from the clinic today.”

Harry stood upright. “I thought we were going to get checked out together?”

She shrugged. “I phoned on Monday and was told they could test me straight away, so I nipped out of work in my lunch hour. I phoned back today for the results, and can pick up the paperwork tomorrow.”

He nodded, a tightness beginning to grip his stomach. “Good. And the other good news?”

She hesitated for a couple of seconds, watched his eyes. “I’ve arranged a date with a bull for this Saturday night.”

They stood in total silence, staring at each other.

Harry wondered which of them was the more excited by the prospect. “Where are you meeting him?”

“I told him I’d be in The Crypt at eight o’clock.”

The Crypt was a local bar which Harry had only been to a couple of times. He wondered if any of their friends would be in there, and what he’d say if they mentioned seeing his wife with another man. “And you’re going to bring him back here?”

“Of course. I don’t intend fucking him in the pub car park.”

Harry smiled. “Where did you find him?”

“One of the contact websites I’ve been following for a while.”

“Is he local?” Harry wasn’t sure how he’d feel if he recognised the bull.

“No. He lives about thirty miles away.”

Harry wondered if this meant Michelle intended to go ahead with her suggestion about her bull staying over while he listened from the spare room.

“So, what do you think?” She seemed to be studying his face.

“What do you mean?”

“I suppose I want to know if the idea of another man fucking me in the marital bed is turning you on.”

His stomach was tight and he could feel his legs shaking slightly. “I don’t think you doing it in our bed is really any different from doing it somewhere else.”

She pushed herself away from the counter, stepping closer. “I’ve seen a photo of this bull’s cock.”

“Oh?” He fought the temptation to ask if she’d sent him any pictures of herself naked.

She nodded, bit her lip. “He’s huge. Bigger than the other three. It’s going to be a struggle to take all of it in.” She lifted her eyebrows and smiled. “Still, a girl’s got to try.”

She licked her lips and walked out of the kitchen, leaving him with a dry throat and wet underwear.

There was no other mention of the upcoming date when they went to bed that night. As usual, Michelle kissed his cheek and fell asleep almost immediately, while Harry lay awake for over an hour. His thoughts focussed on the new bull. What would he be like, and what would he do to a hotwife as sexy as Michelle? If he was listed as a bull in contact magazines, he’d probably had a lot of experience in dealing with the husbands. The cuckolds. Would he feel obliged to humiliate him as a way of impressing Michelle? Would he refuse to let Harry watch?

And he couldn’t stop thinking about this ‘restraint’ idea. Michelle had told him he wouldn’t be allowed any release after Saturday’s performance. How would he cope with that? And how long would he have to wait? But his thoughts kept coming back to what Michelle had said in the kitchen earlier that evening.

He’s huge. Bigger than the other three.
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Chapter Six

When Harry arrived home from work on Friday evening, the house was empty. This was unusual because Michelle worked much closer to home and finished earlier. He checked his phone to see if he’d any missed calls or texts. He hadn’t.

His mind kicked into overdrive. What if she’d decided to meet her bull a day early for a practice run? What if she’d contacted more than one bull, deciding Harry could watch some of her exploits, and only hear about others?

Just then, he saw her car pull onto the drive.

She came through the door and smiled, kissing him on the cheek. “Hiya. Sorry, thought I’d be able to get finished before you were home. I called in town to get my legs waxed.”

He chided himself for letting his imagination run away with him, although he wasn’t sure if he was relieved or disappointed. “Since it’s such a nice night, shall we eat out? Maybe drive to a pub in the country?”

She smiled broadly. “Yeah, I’d like that. Can I just have a quick shower, get the rest of the wax off?”

While Michelle was getting ready, Harry picked up the iPad. There was no evidence of any contact websites in the search history—evidently Michelle had either used her phone or her laptop to arrange tomorrow’s date. Thirty minutes later, Michelle walked into the living room wearing a white cotton top, a pair of faded jeans and heeled silver sandals. Her hair was still wet, and apart from lipstick, she didn’t seem to be wearing any make-up.

Harry looked her over appreciatively. “You look great.”

“Thanks.” She picked up her handbag. “Ready?”

The drive took a little over twenty minutes, and they found a table near a window. They chatted about work gossip and other mundane, inconsequential things, a relaxed atmosphere between them. They laughed easily and often. Harry saw what his wife had meant the other night when she’d said they’d probably become closer. The only difference was the dynamic within their sex-life. Now, she called the shots.

Harry wanted to raise the subject of tomorrow night’s date with the new bull, but didn’t know how to do it. So he went straight for the thing that had been on his mind the most.

“We never went into detail about the restraint issue.”

She looked at him, the corners of her mouth turning up slightly. “Didn’t we?”

He shook his head. “No, you just said that you thought it would be better if I wasn’t allowed my release straight after your bull had left.”

She leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “You didn’t actually wait for one of them to leave, but fucked my face while he was upstairs getting dressed.”

Harry looked into her eyes, which seemed to sparkle with mischief. “That was your idea.”

She opened her eyes a little wider. “Was it?”

He nodded, smiling.

“Well, I’m going to have to learn to show some restraint, too.” She nodded, then looked up as if another thought had just occurred to her. “But only where you’re concerned. I won’t be showing any restraint with my bulls.”

Harry swallowed the lump in his throat. “So, what I was wondering was…”

“Yes?”

“Have you got any thoughts as to a length of time?”

“Time?”

“Yeah. How long do you think would be an acceptable length of time to wait?”

“Length of time to wait for what?” She cocked her head to one side, smiling, like she was more than happy to make him spell out what he wanted to know.

Harry looked around to make sure nobody was listening to their conversation. “How long do I have to wait until I’m allowed my release?”

She picked up her drink and swirled it in the glass. “I was thinking along the lines of a couple of weeks.”

“Two weeks?” His voice was louder than intended, and a few people glanced in their direction.

“Yes, I think fourteen days is a good time period for your restraint.” She took another sip of her drink and watched him over the rim of her glass.

He thought two weeks sounded like a ridiculously long time, then a thought occurred to him. “Two weeks from when?”

“From your previous release.”

“Which was last Sunday, after Eric left.”

“I know.”

“So two weeks from then takes us to next Sunday.”

She nodded.

“But, that’ll be eight days after your date with your bull tomorrow.”

“That’s right.”

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to wait that long without… You know!”

“Without what?” Her eyes danced with mischief.

“Coming. What if it happens on its own, with no help from either of us?”

She laughed. “It won’t. I’ll make sure of that.”

Before Harry could ask how she’d do that, their food was delivered to the table. After the waitress had left, he leaned over to continue, but she held her hand up.

“No more questions. I’ve got a way to make sure you last until I say it’s time. Trust me.”

Harry nodded and picked up his knife and fork.

“On the other hand, I only have to wait until tomorrow.” She smiled sweetly, then put a piece of chicken into her mouth.

They finished their dinner and had another drink, then drove home. After watching TV for a short while, Michelle announced they should get an early night. She didn’t need to elaborate about them probably getting little sleep the following night.

Harry spent the whole of Saturday morning trying to keep his mind off what was planned for later. He washed both cars, then walked into town to get a few things—none of them urgent purchases, he was just keeping his mind occupied and keeping out of Michelle’s way. Although he was excited about what was in store, he didn’t need to see how much she was looking forward to it.

He was sorting out some stuff in his garage when he heard footsteps behind him and turned round.

Michelle was there, holding a mug of coffee. “Thought you might fancy a brew.”

He took it and nodded. “Great, thanks.”

As she walked to the door, she paused and looked over her shoulder. “When you’ve finished that, come into the house. I’ve bought you a present.”

After she’d left, he couldn’t stop wondering what the ‘gift’ was. Since it was only a few hours before she was due to meet her next bull, surely that meant it was something for him to use tonight? Maybe she’d bought him a mask to wear so the bull wouldn’t see his face. Or maybe she’d bought a video camera to record the proceedings. One with more memory than a phone. Maybe even with a tripod, because she knew he wouldn’t be able to hold his hand steady while he was watching. Another thought occurred—what if she’d decided to dress him in something to humiliate him? Maybe she wanted him to wear a pair of her stockings while she was getting fucked by her bull, just to emphasise who the real man was? Although the thought of dressing up like that repulsed him, a coldness inside made him realise he’d do it if she told him to.

When he’d finished his coffee, he locked up the garage and went back into the house. Michelle was curled up in her favourite armchair, a cup of tea in one hand, her phone in the other.

She looked up and smiled. “Go get undressed and lie on the bed.”

He hesitated for only a second or two, then went upstairs and stripped. He lay naked in the middle of the bed, hoping she’d decided to give him his release early.

Michelle entered the bedroom a couple of minutes later, one hand behind her back. She looked down at Harry’s cock and frowned; he had a semi-erection.

“We’re going to have to get rid of that.” Without another word she bent over him and flicked the tip of his cock hard with a finger.

It hurt, and he gasped in surprise.

She shrugged. “Sorry, but I need it to be as soft as it usually is when I’m horny.” Her insult had the effect she was obviously hoping for—his cock withered almost instantly. She smiled and kneeled on the bed next to him. “There, that’s more like my cuck’s cock.”

Harry watched her face. Her eyes sparkled with humour. She was enjoying teasing him.

“Here,” she said, bringing her hand from behind her back. “This is yours.”

Harry stared at the thing in her hand. It was metal and shiny, and looked like a penis made out of a series of rings with a caged dome at the end. There was a small padlock fitted at the base. He felt a coldness in the pit of his stomach and couldn’t take his eyes off the device, even when she started talking again.

“This is called a Spiral Chastity Device, and it’s going to help you with your restraint.” She laughed, a small playful giggle that made him look up into her eyes. “Or to put it another way, it’s going to help you come to terms with not coming.”

Harry’s mouth opened, but no words came out.

“Here, let me show you how it works.” She removed the padlock, and he saw the device was actually made up of two separate parts; a thick single ring with a square bar protruding at right-angles, and the rest of the cage structure. She threaded his flaccid cock and balls through the big ring, the protruding bar at the front. Then she reached under her pillow and took out what looked like the foot from a pair of tights. She placed this over his cock, and fed it into the cage structure.

Harry saw the bar on the thick ring had a hole in the end, and as the cage structure slid up into position, a square section slid over the bar. Michelle slipped the padlock through the hole, securing the two parts together. There was no way Harry would be able to take it off without first removing the padlock. He looked up at his wife.

She smiled at him, then used her finger and thumb to grip the nylon and slowly pull it off and out of the cage, leaving his cock there. “There, that looks perfect.”

Harry looked down at the device, which was shaped like a natural cock at ease. The end of the dome was a ring with a hole in it. “How long do I have to keep this on for?”

“Until I decide it’s time for your release.”

“I can’t walk round with this on all the time.”

“Of course you can. That’s what they’re designed for.”

“How can I have a pee?”

She laughed. “How do you think? It allows you to do everything you need to do. It’s stainless steel and perfectly safe. You can pee, shower and sleep in it.” She put her hand around it and moved it left and right. “The only thing you can’t do in it is play with yourself.”

She stepped off the bed and looked at her watch. “Right, I’m going to have a nice long bath to get myself clean and smelling nice for my bull. Would you mind taking those bags of rubbish to the dump? They look a bit of a mess on the drive.”

Harry looked down at himself, then at his wife. “What, like this?”

“No, you tit. Put some clothes on.” She turned and walked out of the bedroom.

When he heard the bathroom door close and the taps start running, he stood up. The weight of the device felt weird, but he had to admit it wasn’t uncomfortable. He dressed, then checked in the full-length mirror by the wardrobe. The fact he was wearing a cage on his cock wasn’t evident by sight. Another thought occurred to him. He knocked on the bathroom door.

Michelle opened it and looked at him. The room was already full of steam.

“What if I get a hard-on?” As soon as the words left his lips, he realised he’d set himself up for a sarcastic comment like ‘I’ll phone the newspapers’.

She smiled sweetly. “You won’t be able to. But if you start to, it’s apparently quite a nice sensation to feel the cage restricting it.” She closed the door in his face before he could respond.

He went outside and started to load the bags into the boot of his car. There was so much rubbish to shift, it needed three separate trips. By the time he got back, it was past five.

Michelle was sitting in the living room wearing her dressing gown, painting her toenails. She looked at the state of his clothes. A couple of the rubbish bags had gotten water in them from the rain, and this had run out down Harry’s jumper and jeans.

“I think you should have a shower. And when you’re finished, go and sit on the bed.” She ignored his questioning look and started to apply a second coat of nail varnish.

Harry went to the bathroom and stripped. He’d forgotten about the chastity cage until he started opening his jeans, and felt it through the denim. He stepped into the shower and saw the water run down his body and through the cage. A few minutes later he dried himself and went back into their bedroom, which had been tidied. The items of clothing which were usually left on the dresser or hanging on a wardrobe door had all been moved. The bedside cabinets had been cleared and dusted. He doubted the bull would notice the state of the room with Michelle lying naked on the bed.

He slipped on a clean pair of boxers, t-shirt and the jogging bottoms he often wore for sitting around the house. He perched himself on the bed and waited. A few minutes later, Michelle came upstairs and into the bedroom. He noticed her fingernails were now the same shade of dark blue as her toenails.

“I thought it’d be nice for you to watch me get ready.”

“Oh?” Harry was taken aback. Seeing her getting ready wasn’t something he’d ever done before.

“I want you to sit there and watch me put on my makeup, so you can see how pretty I’m going to make myself for my bull. I want you to appreciate how much effort I’m going to, just to make myself look as good as I can for when he fucks me.”

Harry’s throat constricted and his cock twitched inside its cage. “Okay, if that’s what you want.”

She held his gaze for a few seconds. “It’s what we want, Harry. Remember that.”

He nodded dumbly.

Michelle turned and faced the full-length mirror. She slipped her dressing gown off her shoulders and stood naked. “I’ve already put body cream on my legs so they look shiny. I want him to be eager to get between them from the minute he sees me.”

Harry let his eyes wander over her body and felt his pulse increase.

She walked over to her chest of drawers and pulled out a black, silk thong. She watched his face as she stepped into it, pulling up the waistband until it sat high on her hips. She turned slightly and looked over her shoulder at her reflection in the mirror. Harry could see her reflection too; the cheeks of her backside looked wonderful.

She turned to Harry, smiled and selected the matching bra, which fastened at the front. Her pert breasts were perfect hemispheres, the nipples dark brown. Opening the wardrobe door, she bent at the waist but kept her legs straight. Harry noticed the flexed muscles in her thighs and calves. He was also able to fully appreciate how good her backside looked in the thong. She straightened and turned round, a pair of shoes dangling from her fingers. They were black sandals with stiletto heels and an ankle strap. Harry assumed these had been bought especially for tonight, because he hadn’t seen them before.

Michelle dropped the shoes on the bed next to Harry. “Would you mind fastening the buckles? My fingernails are still a bit wet.”

She lifted a foot to the bed, and he fitted the shoe. He wrapped the strap around her leg then fastened the buckle. The shoes were very nice, the heel about four inches high. She replaced one foot with the other and he buckled that one, too. Michelle stepped away from the bed and walked back and forth past the mirror, watching her feet as she did so. Harry watched, too. The heels emphasised the muscles in her calves and made her legs look longer. Because the heel was higher than she usually wore, it also seemed to affect the rest of her posture—pushing her backside and boobs further out.

When she looked back at Harry she smiled excitedly. “I bet he makes me leave these on while he fucks me.”

A shiver ran down his back.

She turned back to the wardrobe and brought out a small, dark garment. As she took it off the hanger he saw it was a short skirt. It was black with sparkly-silver threads through the weave of the material, another new purchase. Michelle held it in both hands and stepped into it. As she pulled it up onto her hips, he guessed it must be made of Lycra or some such, because it stretched and hugged her curves like a second skin. It was short—barely covering her crotch. She turned round to check herself in the mirror again. She looked back towards her husband and smiled.

“What do you think?”

“I think your bull will be a very happy man.”

She smiled, nodded. “Right, I’ll do my makeup before I put my top on.”

He watched as she first moisturised her face, then put on foundation. She added a small amount of blusher to emphasise her already prominent cheekbones, then used a dark pencil to apply eye-liner.

Next came a green-blue eye shadow, followed by mascara which gave her eyes a sultry, exotic look. Then she used a pencil-type thing to draw around her mouth, before colouring with a dark red lip gloss.

She pouted her lips and looked at Harry’s reflection in the mirror. “Well?”

He smiled and nodded. Her face looked really sexy.

She squirted a generous spray of perfume to each side of her neck, and another to her chest above her cleavage. Then she took out a grey lace top, which to Harry looked like chain-mail. She slipped it over her head and pulled it down. The crochet-effect meant her skin and bra were easily visible through the holes. She inspected her reflection, then turned to Harry, holding her arms out at the side for his appraisal.

“You look fantastic.” It was true. He couldn’t remember ever seeing her look as sexy as this.

“Thank you.” She stepped closer to the bed and held out her hand. He took it in his.

“Making myself look good isn’t just for my bull, you know.”

“Oh?” He watched her face, expecting another bout of teasing.

Her expression was serious. “No. I want to look sexy so my bull desires me, but I also want to look as good as I can for you. I want you to enjoy watching me.”

He swallowed. “I always enjoy watching you.”

Her flirtatious smile returned. “Watching me what?”

He smiled, too. “I always enjoy watching you getting pleasured by your bulls.”

“Be more specific.”

“I enjoy watching your body writhing in ecstasy. I love the look on your face when they stretch you with their big cocks, but most of all I love your expression when you come while they’re fucking you.”

She ran her tongue between her lips, then nodded. She turned, picked something up from the dresser. It was a necklace. She fastened it around her neck and turned to face him. He saw what was on the chain—it was the small key to the padlock on his cock-cage.

She smiled at him and walked out of the bedroom. Harry watched her legs and backside all the way. When he heard her go downstairs, he checked his watch; it was almost seven. She’d be meeting the next bull in just over an hour.

He found her sitting on the settee in the living room, legs crossed.

She looked up at him as he sat in the chair opposite her. “Any requests for later?”

The question startled him. “Sorry?”

She shrugged. “Is there anything in particular you want to see me do?”

Put on the spot, nothing occurred to him right away. “Just do whatever you want to.”

“Okay.”

Harry smirked. “But I liked your idea about keeping your shoes on while he fucks you.”

She laughed, twisted her ankles admiring her shoes. “Yeah, I thought you might.”

A few minutes later she stood and picked up her car keys. “Right, I’d better get going.” She stepped close and bent down, her perfume almost overpowering. She held her cheek for him to kiss, which he did. She blinked her heavily-made up eyes a couple of times, then smiled and walked through the kitchen and out the back door.

He watched her car drive past the lounge window and let out a long sigh. His legs were shaking with the anticipation, but all he could do was wait.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Seven

Harry sat in silence, not bothering to turn on the TV or make himself anything to eat. Nothing had passed his lips since Michelle had brought him a coffee in the garage, but he wasn’t hungry.

He’d been waiting in a state of delicious anticipation for an hour and a half when his phone pinged. It was a text from Michelle.

Take a dining chair to the bedroom and put it by the window. Close the curtains, strip naked and sit on the chair. We’re on our way.

Harry did as instructed. He’d been sitting for about five minutes when he heard her car pull onto the drive. Another car stopped on the pavement outside their house. He heard voices in the kitchen, and footsteps on the stairs.

Michelle came through the door, closely followed by the bull.

“Harry, this is Roy.”

The man looked over at Harry and nodded. He seemed completely indifferent to the fact Harry was sitting naked except for a cock-cage just a few feet from the bed. He was a big guy, solidly built but like someone who did a physical job, rather than spending countless hours at the gym. His hair was clipped short at the sides, but longer on top and pulled back in a small ponytail—a style used by some professional footballers. His face and arms were tanned, and his hands were covered in small cuts and scratches. Harry guessed he worked outdoors, maybe a road-worker or some other kind of labourer.

Michelle stood by the bed and looked up at her new bull. Harry saw her bite her lip, and wondered what the pair of them had chatted about in the pub for all this time.

Roy placed his huge hands on her hips and pulled her close. The top of her head fitted beneath his chin. Instead of stooping to kiss her, as the other guys had, Roy slid his hands down and cupped the cheeks of her backside, pulling her against him and grinding his crotch against her.

Michelle pulled back and looked up into his eyes. She gripped the hem of his t-shirt and pulled upwards, and he helped her remove it. His body was solid and tanned, and almost entirely covered with tattoos.

Harry silently watched his wife run her fingers over the patterns and colours, then move down to the buttons of his jeans. He held his breath as she slipped her hand inside Roy’s shorts.

“Oh… My… God.” Michelle was still looking at Roy’s face, her eyes wide.

He smiled at her but didn’t say anything.

Michelle pushed his jeans down and Harry saw it for himself. His own eyes opened as wide as Michelle’s had. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Roy’s cock was the biggest he’d ever seen. It must have measured about ten inches, and it was as thick as a beer bottle.

By the time Roy had stepped out of his jeans, he was fully hard. Harry saw the cock was slightly tapered, thicker at the base than at the tip. Michelle was running her fingers over the head, and they looked ridiculously small on the huge lump of flesh.

She turned and bent at the waist, resting her hands on the foot of the bed. Roy dropped to his knees and slid his hands up her skirt, peeling her thong down her legs and off. Then he stood and slowly rolled her skirt up to her waist, revealing the curve of her arse in all its glory.

Harry watched, glancing quickly between his wife’s raised backside and Roy’s lecherous stare. He saw the bull lick his lips as he ran his hands over the smooth flesh of her bum cheeks.

Michelle placed her feet a step apart and wiggled her hips. Roy held his cock and moved into position, ready to enter her. Harry held his breath.

The bull gripped her hips and plunged into her with a single violent thrust of his hips. Michelle’s eyes opened wide and she screamed, her subsequent breaths coming in short rasps as Roy held her against his groin, his huge cock completely buried inside her. After a few seconds he pulled slightly out, then drove back into her again. Another scream escaped her lips, and her head fell forwards, eyes closed. She breathed heavily through her mouth, and Harry imagined her insides stretching to accommodate the over-sized invader. Harry's cock swelled and he felt pre-cum seeping out

Roy started to fuck her, slowly but with force. He pulled her hips back to meet each thrust, and Harry could tell from his wife’s moans that she was already starting to reach her first orgasm.

Harry saw her beautiful face show pain, shock, pleasure and ecstasy as Roy slowly poked her to climax. When it finally hit, she let out a wail, and Harry felt his cock straining against the cage. Roy never changed the rhythm of his thrusts as he fucked her slow and hard. Harry counted in his head and the thrusts were a little over two seconds apart.

Michelle’s hair fell forward and partially hid her face. Her groans got a little louder, already working up to coming again. Then she started talking, but Harry doubted she knew she was doing it; she seemed to be on another plane.

“Oh yeah. That’s… Just keep… Oh, Christ. Yeah, yeah, just fucking… Oh, God! Fuck, oh…”

Then her second orgasm hit and the words gave way to more moans, yelps and cries. Her legs started to shake, but Roy held her in position and just kept pounding her at the same tempo.

Michelle forced herself upright and Roy stepped back and out of her. Harry saw his cock, slick with her juices. Again he marvelled at the size of it.

Michelle turned to face Roy, took her top off, and then pulled her skirt up and over her head, too. Wearing just her bra and shoes, she lay back on the bed and spread her legs. Her eyes were fixed on Roy’s cock. He knelt on the bed between her legs and slipped his cock between her outer lips.

Harry watched as she raised her hips off the bed and Roy pushed all the way in. Michelle gave another sigh, and then the moans and mumblings started again.

“Ooh… Come on, fuck me, fuck me. Oh, fuck me.”

The bull raised himself up and lifted her legs, pullling her feet over his shoulders. He started to fuck her faster, and Michelle sounded like she was crying between grunts. For a split second Harry was worried, but then she started repeating ‘yes’ and ‘fuck’ over and over.

Roy fucked her like this for another five minutes before Michelle announced she was going to come again. Which she did. Loudly.

Harry saw that both Roy and Michelle were sweating profusely. Her legs were now flat on the bed, wide apart with her bull still pounding her, breathing heavily.

Harry saw a look pass between his wife and her bull.

Roy stood up and Michelle turned and got on all fours on the bed, her head by Roy’s crotch. Harry assumed they’d already discussed what she wanted, and was expecting the same scenario as with Paul, with the bull coming into her mouth.

But instead, Roy looked at Harry. “Get over here.”

He jumped, startled. “What?” It was the first time Roy had spoken, and his words were like a bark.

“Come on, Sissy. Get up here now.”

Harry obeyed.

Roy held his huge cock in his hand. “Right, now jerk me off into your wife’s pretty face.”

Harry’s mouth dropped open. “What?” He turned to look at Michelle, who stared back at him with unfocussed eyes. Her hair was clinging to her face.

Roy grabbed Harry’s arm and pushed it towards his huge cock. “I said beat my fucking meat. Your wife wants to feel my hot cum all over her face.”

Harry hesitated for a split second too long.

Roy slapped him round the head. “Come on, Sissy, I’m itching to blow, here.”

Stunned, he reached out and wrapped his hand around the dick. It was hot, wet and slippery. And bigger than anything he’d ever held before. He gripped tighter.

“That’s it. Now, wank me off.”

Harry started to slide his hand up and down on Roy’s cock. It felt surreal.

“Yeah, that’s it. Work it like that, but faster.”

Without taking his eyes off the cock in his hand, Harry started to pump his wrist faster. He’d had lots of practice at this over the years, but only ever on his own small cock. He looked up to his wife’s face. She was watching him, smiling. He moved his hand faster, gripped a little tighter.

Michelle shook her hair back from her face, licked her lips. “Come on, drench me.” She leaned closer and held her tongue out.

“Come on, Sissy. Get my fucking load up and all over her face.” Roy was breathless, now very close.

Harry stood sideways on between Roy and Michelle, jerking the huge cock as fast as he could. He aimed the tip at his wife’s face and cupped his left hand under Roy’s huge balls.

Roy let out a rumble from his chest, and then a thick stream of cum erupted from him, hitting Michelle on the cheek. Harry pumped harder and another spurt hit her forehead and eye. Harry kept pumping as fast as he could, determined to drain every drop. Roy let out a scream of his own, and another spurt landed on Michelle’s face. Harry took the hand from Roy’s balls and pulled Michelle’s head forward by the hair, forcing the cock into her mouth.

Roy cried out again and Harry heard Michelle gagging. He had no idea if more cum had erupted, or if she was just struggling to get her mouth around such a huge knob end.

“Alright!” Roy gasped, pulling back. “Alright, stop.”

Harry released his grip and stepped back, more than a little shocked by his own behaviour. He’d just wanked another man off into his own wife’s face. His cock was now flaccid within the cage, but precum was dripping freely, running down his thigh. He looked at Michelle. Her face was completely covered in cum, eyes closed, Roy’s cock still in her mouth. Her mascara was smudged on one eye where the cum had landed, her lip gloss smeared round her mouth—the delicate work of art from earlier messed by the heat of their passion.

Michelle opened her eyes and looked up at Harry. Her eyes smiled as she finally released the hold of her mouth on the bulbous tip of Roy’s cock.

“I can go again.”

Michelle and Harry looked at Roy in shock.

He shrugged. “I always stay hard after I come the first time. I’m ready to fuck you again.”

Michelle looked at Harry, then back at Roy. “Want me to clean up first?”

Roy shook his head. “You look good like that.” He ran his finger through the mess on her cheek then sucked it into his mouth. “It’s my cum. A lot of the times when I’m fucking a slutwife, she could have the cum from three or four different guys on her face. Don’t bother me.”

Michelle knelt up and unfastened her bra, leaving it hanging open from her shoulders. She still had the key on the chain round her neck. “Okay then, bull, come and fuck this slutwife some more. But pump your next load inside me.”

Roy pushed her onto her back and mounted her roughly. She groaned, and he fucked her hard and fast. Harry hadn’t moved back to his chair, so he stood at the foot of the bed and watched as Roy bucked his hips over and over. Michelle wrapped her legs around the backs of his and moved with him, riding him from below.

She leaned up and bit into his shoulder, scratched at the  patterned back, howled as her fourth orgasm washed through her, then grunted and hugged him close as he stilled, his buttocks clenching and unclenching. Harry knew the bull was doing exactly what his wife had told him to do—he was pumping his second load deep inside her.

Michelle opened her eyes and looked at Harry over Roy’s shoulder. She smiled at him, and Harry knew he’d love her forever.

This was the life he wanted to lead.

He made his way back to the chair and watched as the pair on the bed rested and dozed. After less than an hour, they had sex for a third time. Michelle straddled her bull and rode him until she’d made herself come. After that she was encouraged onto her knees and taken doggy style, Roy again electing to come inside her. Harry was starting to get cold and considered getting a t-shirt, but decided against it.

Roy reached down and took a blue pill from his jeans, placing it under his tongue.

Harry smiled to himself. Even bulls need a tonic.

Ten minutes later, Roy encouraged Michelle to suck him back to hardness, which she did. Once hard, he fucked her for the fourth time. They started off in the missionary position, during which Michelle achieved her sixth orgasm of the night. Then he fucked her from behind, turning her quickly at the end so he could shoot his final load into her mouth.

Five minutes later, Roy was fully dressed and ready to leave. He didn’t acknowledge Harry before Michelle walked him downstairs. She returned to the bedroom a few minutes later.

Harry was a little concerned, because she looked shattered. Shagged out, even. “Are you okay?”

She nodded. “You?”

He shook his head. “No, I mean are you feeling all right?”

She nodded again. “Just tired, and a bit sore.” She looked down at herself. “I need a bath.”

Harry stepped close and wrapped his arms around her. “Let’s just get into bed. You can have a bath in the morning.”

“I’m leaking cum everywhere.” She looked slightly embarrassed.

He pulled the quilt back and moved her closer. “I don’t care, you need to rest. We’ll change the sheets in the morning.”

She looked into his eyes. “Don’t you mind sleeping in someone else’s damp patch?”

He laughed. “No. If it’s dripped out of you, that’s all that matters—I don’t care who pumps it in.”

She removed her shoes and they climbed into bed. She moved her head to kiss him but hesitated. Her face was still covered with dry cum. She’d also just swallowed Roy’s final load.

Harry leaned forward and licked her cheek. She pulled him close and held him tight. His heart thumped in his chest, and they fell asleep embracing. He wished he’d been allowed to come too, but knew this was probably for the best. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so happy.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Eight

When Harry woke next morning, they were still entwined. He watched his wife’s face as she slept. Even with the remnants of her makeup and Roy’s cum, she still looked beautiful. Harry let his mind re-live the events of last night, and wondered if he’d admit to the thrill he’d got from jerking Roy off into her face.

He held her until he needed to get up to pee, at which point Michelle opened her eyes. They kissed again, then she took a bath while he dressed and made breakfast. She came downstairs dressed in leggings and t-shirt, her face clean and her hair wet. He passed her a glass of orange juice which she drank in one go.

She smiled shyly at him, looking a little embarrassed. “Was last night okay for you?”

He nodded, wondering what was on her mind. “Why do you ask?”

“Most of the times he came inside. I know you like—”

“It was fine. I don’t need to see every single one. I got turned on by knowing he was coming inside you.”

She nodded, relieved for a second before the concern returned to her face. “In the pub, I asked him to make you finish him off by hand. I’m sorry if you didn’t—”

“It was fine. I didn’t mind, don’t worry.”

“It turned me on so much, you have no idea.”

He laughed self-consciously. He wanted to make light of it and not admit how much it had turned him on, too. He tried to move things along to other parts of the evening. “I think a lot of things turned you on. I can’t believe you came so many times.”

She laughed. “Me neither.”

“Whereas I…” He waited until she looked at him. “Am being made to wait for another whole week.”

She nodded. Then she bit her lip, pushed her hair back behind one ear. “About that…”

“Yeah?” He was getting a bad feeling.

She smiled. “Well, before that, I’m afraid you’re going to have to sit through another night of passion.”

“Another night of watching your passion?” Harry felt the familiar tingle inside.

She nodded.

“With Roy?”

She shook her head. “No, not this time.”

“Oh?”

She took a deep breath. “On Friday, you’re going to be watching the BBC.”

Harry’s mouth dropped open.

“I’m not talking about the television channel, you know.”

Harry nodded. He knew what BBC stood for, because he’d been looking at cuckolding sites, too. Michelle had arranged another bull, and this one had a big black cock. He felt a twitch inside his cage.

* * * *

Harry sat naked on the chair while his wife was downstairs with her latest bull. He heard the chink of a bottle on a glass, music playing. Laughter. He thought they were dancing. Another song followed. Then another. By the time he heard them making their way upstairs, it was dark outside.

When they came into the bedroom, Michelle was wearing only her underwear and shoes. Her bull was down to his boxers. He was tall and slim with a shaved head. His ebony chest was hairless, his shoulders and arms muscular.

Neither of them looked at Harry. They kissed passionately, then Michelle dropped to her knees and pulled down his boxers. Harry saw his cock was already hard, and already wet. Michelle must have started sucking him before they came upstairs. He listened to the slurps of her mouth, the moans from her bull. He watched as she tried to get as much of his huge cock into her mouth as she could.

His cock was long, but thinner than Roy’s had been. It was perfectly straight, like a rolling pin. Michelle took it out of her mouth and held it in both hands. Then she looked at Harry for the first time. She held the long cock in her hands and ran her tongue down the entire length of the shaft while looking into her husband’s eyes.

She stood and stepped over to Harry, held out her hand. He looked up at her, confused.

She pulled him from the chair, turned him round and pushed him back onto the bed, laying him down across the width of the mattress. Harry knew she liked to involve him, but this was probably more involved than he wanted to be. She walked around and crawled onto the bed, kneeling above him. If he hadn’t been wearing the cage, he might have thought they were going to have a 69. But she moved a little too far over him, so her head was over his thighs, her crotch over his chest. Harry gazed up at her sex. Although he’d get a perfect view of the big cock sliding into her, it also meant he wouldn’t be able to watch her face, which was a disappointment. He knew what was going to happen next, and he was in the firing line. Literally.

The bull knelt on the bed on either side of Harry’s head. Without looking down, he raised his cock and placed it at the entrance of Michelle’s sex. Then he slowly slid into her, and Harry watched from below, his face just a few inches away, as the latest bull fucked his eager wife. She came twice in quick succession, each time crying out. The bull increased his pace, then suddenly held still.

Harry saw the balls rise and fall within the sac, heard the bull gasp with each spasm, heard his wife moan her appreciation. He watched in silent anticipation as the bull slowly pulled out of her and got off the bed.

Michelle clenched and relaxed her pelvic muscles. Within a few seconds the bull’s cum, white and thick, dribbled out of her sex and onto Harry’s chest. His heart banged against his ribs. He knew what she wanted, and he didn’t consider for a second if it was what he wanted, too. Harry raised himself up and pushed his tongue into her sex. She moaned, and he pressed as far into her as he could. He didn’t think about the taste or the wetness. She pumped her hips and he moved his head faster, fucking her with his tongue.

When she started to whimper he moved his tongue down to her clit, his nose now buried inside her. When she came the contractions released more cum, and Harry kept licking and swallowing. He swelled inside the cage, and ached for his release. He had no idea how long he lapped at her, but by the time she lifted herself up and got off the bed, her bull had replaced his boxers and was sitting in his chair.

Michelle took the bull’s hand and they went back downstairs.

Harry lay on the bed, breathless. He wondered if the pair would continue their evening without him, maybe do some more dancing and then have sex in the living room. He wouldn’t mind if they did, content with the idea of lying here and listening to his wife’s moans. But after a couple of minutes he heard the front door close, then Michelle came back in the room.

She stood by the bed and nodded at the mess on his chest. “Do you want to wash that off?”

He held her gaze, shook his head.

She touched the pillow, indicating for him to turn through ninety degrees and lie properly on the bed. He did so.

She crawled up the bed until she was on all fours above him, looking down into his face. Then she slowly lowered herself on top of him, her breasts crushing against his chest. She squirmed and wriggled, smearing the bull’s cum over both of their chests. She kissed him on the mouth, and he held her tight. He felt her rubbing her crotch against the cock-cage and it turned him on. She kept moving against him and he watched her eyes close, felt her gasps as she came. His cock was wet and swollen, a delicious warmth in his groin. His urge to come was intense, but it eventually passed. They fell asleep in each other’s arms again.

For some reason, they were at their closest after they’d shared her body with another man.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Nine

Michelle shopped with a friend for most of Saturday, while Harry cut the lawn and did some other jobs that needed doing in the garden. They spent the evening watching TV, and both went up to bed shortly after eleven.

Harry woke first on Sunday morning and watched his wife sleeping. Today was the day he was to be allowed his release. He wondered if he’d be allowed to choose how his orgasm was achieved. When Michelle had shown no signs of stirring for fifteen minutes, he got up and went downstairs.

It was almost an hour later when she joined him in the kitchen wearing one of his shirts. She kissed his cheek and made her way to the kettle. As she poured herself a cup of tea, Harry ogled her from behind. Her legs were tanned, feet bare, the toenails painted a dark red. His mind filled with images of her with all the bulls she’d had in the last few weeks.

She turned and must have caught his expression. “Well, today’s the day.”

Harry looked into her face, wondering if she was going to suggest leaving his release for another week.

She smiled. “How about we have a bath, then I’ll make you come?”

He nodded enthusiastically, and she laughed. She carried her tea and he followed her upstairs. She ran the bath while Harry stripped off in the bedroom. When he joined her in the bathroom she was naked, sitting on the side of the bath. She motioned for him to stand in front of her, then leaned forward and used the key on her necklace to open the padlock. She removed the cage, then the thick ring.

It felt weird to not have the cage in place. Michelle ran her hand over his cock and he shivered.

“Ooh, I think I’m going to have to be very careful with this. Looks like you’re quite sensitive...” She was smiling.

They sat facing each other in the hot water.

Michelle broke the silence. “How did you enjoy watching me with Lucas?”

Harry paused. He hadn’t been introduced to the last bull, but assumed that was who she was referring to. “Your BBC?”

Michelle nodded.

“I think he lived up to the title.”

“Yeah, he did.”

“I was surprised he left so soon.”

Michelle chuckled. “He had another date later, believe it or not.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “He had a forty minute drive to recuperate, then another hotwife to satisfy.”

“Wow.” Harry thought for a few seconds “Are there that many couples doing this sort of thing, then?”

“Like I said, it’s a lot more commonplace than you’d think.”

Harry ran his hand down her soft, wet leg. “I doubt many of the other hotwives are as sexy as you.”

“A lot of them are gorgeous—I’ve seen their photos on the websites.”

He bit his lip. “Have you put a picture of yourself on the web?”

She held his gaze for a few seconds, then nodded.

“Naked?”

She shook her head. “Underwear and shoes.”

“Does it show your face? Would anyone we know be able to recognise you?” Harry started to panic.

She laughed. “No, just my body in the mirror.” She studied his face. “Would you mind there being a naked picture of me with my face clearly showing?”

He couldn’t deny the idea made him uncomfortable. “I’d prefer you not to be recognisable.”

“Shame. I was going to get you to video my next bull fucking me, then post that on the website.”

“What?” He sat up so quickly that water sloshed over the rim of the bath and onto the floor.

She laughed again. “It’s what most people do. I’ve watched about fifty clips of women getting fucked hard by bulls over the last few weeks. Gets me all hot and bothered.”

Harry wasn’t sure he was ready to go public with their new lifestyle just yet. “Maybe we can fly under the radar for a while first…”

“Okay.” She hesitated, and he felt sure he knew what she was going to say. “Harry…?”

He opened his eyes wider, looked straight at her.

“The other night with Lucas… You know, after he came…”

Harry nodded. He’d been right. “I suspected it was what you wanted me to do.”

She nodded. “Yeah, I did. How did you know?”

“Why else would you get me on the bed?”

She looked self-conscious. “You made me come so hard when you did that.”

“So I noticed.”

“Was it awful for you?”

He thought about it for a couple of seconds, then shook his head. “I didn’t think about it. I knew it was what you wanted, so I did it for you.”

Reaching under the water, she gripped his cock. “Dry yourself and lie on the bed.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He got out of the bath, wrapped a towel round his waist and went through the door. A couple of minutes later she walked naked into the bedroom. He’d already spread-eagled himself on the bed.

She laughed. “Eager, are we?” She climbed onto the bed, knelt between his knees and ran her hand down his stomach.

He shivered under her touch.

Her fingers encircled him gently. She lifted it so it was vertical, squeezed it slightly. Keeping her eyes on his cock, she licked her lips. “Has the wait been okay?”

He clenched and relaxed his buttocks in time with her gentle stroking. “It was difficult at times.”

She looked up into his face. “What times?”

He swallowed. “After Roy, I really wanted you. The following few nights were really hard. And then after Lucas.”

Michelle started to pump him with her hand. “Roy’s cock was so huge. I can’t remember coming so many times before.”

Harry’s cock started to get harder with her words.

She noticed, smiled knowingly. “When he fucked me bending over the bed, I swear his dick was prodding the food in my stomach.”

His throat constricted and his breathing became ragged.

She leaned closer to his face. “I couldn’t believe how much stuff you managed to pump out of him with your hand. He reckoned you were a natural.”

Harry felt a tingle deep in his groin, but suddenly she released her hand and sat up.

He looked at her, confused.

She was smiling at him. “This is called edging.

“Edging?”

“Yeah, it’s where we make this last for a while.” She ran a single finger down the length of his cock, and he shivered again.

“Oh?” His breathing was still unsteady.

She raised her eyebrows and nodded. “It’s where I take you the point of almost coming, then stop for a while to allow you to calm down again. Then I do it again. I keep you right on the edge, hence the term edging. It’s a way of prolonging the stimulation, and makes your orgasm that much better when it finally arrives.”

Harry stared at her, not sure if this was a good or bad thing.

“It’s also referred to as surfing, apparently.” She took his cock in her hand again and started to pump him.

His head dropped back and he let out a thankful groan. She continued for about ten seconds, then stopped again. He stared into her face. He was desperate, and was sure it showed in his expression.

She smiled sweetly back at him.

His legs were shaking. “Michelle, this isn’t fair.”

She leaned down and took the end of his cock into her mouth. Her tongue circled the crown a couple of times, then she released it. “Did you see how much of Lucas’s cock I managed to get into my mouth the other night?”

Harry shook his head. He didn’t care about what she did with Lucas, he just needed her to suck his cock. Now. “Michelle…”

“I sucked him downstairs first. He fingered me and got me all wet before we came upstairs.” She gripped his cock again and moved her hand slowly up and down. “He made me come with his fingers while we danced. That’s when I dropped onto my knees and sucked his beautiful cock.”

She gripped his cock again. Harry started bucking his hips, trying to get the friction he needed. He was almost there.

Michelle let go again. Harry groaned in frustration. His cock twitched wildly, then a stream of watery cum trickled out and ran down his shaft, soaking into his pubic hair.

He couldn’t believe it. Although he’d seen the cum run out of his cock, he’d not experienced the spasms and elation that usually accompanied his orgasm. He looked up at his wife accusingly.

She was watching his cock, as if transfixed. Then she suddenly looked him in the eye. “Apparently, it’s called a ruined orgasm.”

Harry frowned. “What?”

She was nodding, watching his cock again. “Yeah, it’s where you manage to ejaculate, but don’t feel the full sensations of coming.”

“Why the fuck did you do that?”

She shrugged. “It’s supposed to keep you keen for your next one.”

He was shaking with a mixture of anger and frustration. He closed his eyes for a second and took a deep breath, then looked at her. “That’s not fair.”

“I’m sorry, but I read about it and had to try it. The ruined orgasm is like a safety valve—it relieves some of the pressure, but not your lust. In two weeks’ time, I promise you’ll have a good one. I’ll make you come so hard it’ll hit the ceiling.”

Harry glared at her.

Michelle got up and started to get dressed. “Shall we go out for lunch?”

“Yeah, sure.” He made sure there was no enthusiasm in the tone of his voice. “Maybe you could let me chew the food for a while, but then make me spit it out without swallowing, just to make sure I stay hungry.”

Michelle laughed out loud. “God, stop being so grumpy. We both know it’s all part of what you want.”

She headed back to the bathroom and Harry started to get dressed. When she returned a minute later she had his cock-cage in her hand. He sighed and lowered his jeans and shorts, but made sure she knew he was far from happy. She fitted it easily enough without using the nylon sock.

Harry put the rest of his clothes on in silence, then headed downstairs. She came down after a few minutes wearing a red vest top, black jeans and heeled ankle boots. He thought she looked gorgeous, and couldn’t stay mad at her any longer.

They walked into town holding hands, deciding to go to one of their favourite pubs, even though the lunch-time menu was a bit limited.

They chose a corner table where nobody would overhear them. Michelle leaned forward and ran her hand down his arm. “I feel a bit guilty for what I did earlier.”

Harry watched her eyes, trying to decide if she was genuinely sorry or just saying it to pacify him. “I think if you want to try things like that, maybe we should discuss them first.”

“But then there’d be no surprise.”

Harry frowned. “Was the idea to surprise me, or to piss me off?”

“It was supposed to make you yearn for me even more.”

He was shaking his head. “I’ve had two weeks of watching you enjoying everything you could possibly want, from two different bulls.”

She smiled. “I know. They were both wonderful.”

He tried to keep his voice calm. “I tried to make it as erotic for you as I could. I wanked Roy off because I knew you wanted me to, and I cleaned up after Lucas had filled you. Neither of those things were for my benefit, but were done to try and give you extra pleasure.”

Michelle looked into his eyes. “I know. Thank you.”

“I think I deserved better, today.”

“I’m sorry, Harry.” Her remorse looked genuine. “I wanted it to be something you’d understand, and appreciate why I’d done it.”

He nodded. “I do understand, and realise you were trying to prolong things for my benefit. I had no problem with the edging—that was nice, and if you’d made me come properly at the end of it, I’m sure it would have been fantastic. But to leave me hanging like you did…”

“Okay, okay. I’ve said I’m sorry. But I’d read that ruined orgasms are a great part of the denial strategy.”

Harry shrugged. “I’m not saying never, just not the first time I’m set free. You have no idea how badly I’ve wanted to come since you fitted this cage.” He looked down towards his groin.

She took a sip of her drink. “Tell me how you feel about everything, now we’ve done it a few times.”

“Five times. You’ve had five bulls in a just over month.”

She looked surprised. “Is that true? Yeah, I suppose it is.” She smiled broadly. “I’m a lucky girl.”

He nodded. “I suppose you are.”

“And what about you? Do you feel lucky?”

He could tell by her face that she already knew the answer. “You know I do.”

“Tell me what you think about it all.”

He took a breath. “In the bedroom earlier, just after your trick with the disappearing hand…”

She smiled at his description.

He bit his lip. “You said something about it being all part of what I want.”

Michelle was watching him closely.

“It got me thinking, and you’re right. I realise there’s more to this than I first thought.”

“How do you mean?”

He ran a hand down his face. “I thought it was going to be about watching them give you what you weren’t getting from me—what I couldn’t give you. At first I thought it was about the lack of erections, but later I realised…” He broke eye contact.

She leaned closer over the table. “Tell me.”

“I realised even when I had an erection, it wasn’t really enough.”

She frowned, but didn’t contradict him.

“When I watched you with your vibrator, I was a bit shocked at how far you managed to push it in.”

“Don’t embarrass—”

“No, that’s not a criticism. You know how much it turned me on. But your vibrator’s considerably longer than I am, so when I saw you sink it all the way inside you, I knew I’d never been able to go that far myself. As for the guy in the film you were watching…”

She laughed, the tension now broken.

“But you’ve had bulls as big as that guy—probably bigger.”

She nodded.

“I’ve began to see there’s more to the role than just watching you getting serviced by a series of well-endowed men—although that’s undoubtedly the best part.”

“Yeah, that’s the best part for me, too.”

He laughed, but turned serious again. He’d given all this a lot of thought. “But it’s not just because I enjoy watching something like a scene from a porn film. It wouldn’t be the same if I was watching men with big cocks fucking somebody else. The women could be porn stars or models, but I wouldn’t get the same buzz as I do by watching them with you.”

Her eyes seemed to be sparkling with tears, and he hoped he hadn’t upset her.

“I get a weird kind of thrill, knowing how much they fancy you. They get to fuck you, but I’m the one that takes you out to dinner and sleeps beside you every night. If they hadn’t got a big dick, you wouldn’t give them the time of day. I haven’t got a big dick, and yet you married me.”

“That’s because I love you.”

He smiled. “I know. And that’s why I’m not jealous. I know you’re just using them.”

She nodded. “Like I’ve said all along, I just want their cocks.”

He watched her for a few seconds, then smiled. “So, where are you getting your next big cock from?”

“What’s the matter, can’t you wait?”

He shrugged. “Maybe I’m getting a taste for it.”

He saw her surprised expression and realised what he’d said. “I meant I like watching you, not a taste for anything I’ve tasted. I didn’t mean that.”

She smiled. “That’s a shame, because we both know you’re going to have to do it again.”

He watched her face, felt his cock twitch.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter Ten

Michelle only managed to organise one liaison with a bull before Harry’s next scheduled release. The guy was called Jon and had curly blond hair and an earring. He looked to be somewhere in his early forties, and Harry spent over three hours naked on the chair watching him pleasuring his wife. Michelle seemed to have orgasm after orgasm, while Jon managed to come three times, all of them inside her.

After the bull had left, Michelle demanded Harry perform cunnilingus. He did so, bringing his wife to her final orgasm of the evening. Neither he nor Michelle commented on the fact that she’d been full of Jon’s cum.

Three days after Jon’s visit, it was Sunday, two weeks since Harry’s ruined orgasm, and four weeks since his last proper one—which had been inside Michelle shortly after Eric had left the rented cottage in Catterick.

They ate breakfast in the kitchen then took their coffee out to the garden. It was a bright morning in late July, the sun already warm. Michelle dead-headed a few of the flowers in the tubs on the patio while Harry read the news on his phone.

She passed him her empty cup. “I’m going upstairs. Join me in five minutes.”

He waited in the garden, a delicious tingling in his stomach. It seemed a very long time before the five minutes were finally up. He put the dirty cups in the kitchen sink and headed upstairs. When he opened the bedroom door, he saw Michelle with her back to him. She was wearing the black heeled sandals she’d worn for Roy, black stockings and some intricate kind of suspender belt.  She was topless and looked amazing.

Then she turned round, and his eyes almost popped out of his head. She was wearing a strap-on. What he'd assumed was a suspender belt was actually supporting more than her stockings. It was only small, maybe four inches long, and quite thin. Harry knew immediately what she intended doing with it. When he looked up to her eyes she was watching him. After a few seconds, she smiled.

“Get naked, Harry.”

He did as instructed.

“Sit on the edge of the bed.”

He obeyed.

She stepped close to him, the strap-on level with his face.

“Suck my dick, Harry.” Her expression was deadly serious.

He’d never have guessed that being dominated this way by his wife would excite him so much, but maybe it was because he was so desperate for a proper release. Harry opened his mouth and moved his head forward, taking in all of the rubber cock.

Michelle rested her hands on each side of his head, then thrust her hips forward. Harry closed his eyes and let her fuck his face.

After a couple of minutes she stepped back, then bent over and used the key around her neck to unlock his cage. She dropped to her knees and took his cock into her mouth.

He let out a groan. After a few seconds in her wonderful mouth, he was rock hard.

Michelle stood, walked to the dresser and picked something from the assortment of bottles.

Harry recognised the tube of lubricant he’d rubbed on Eric’s cock in the rented cottage. He knew what it had been used for that day, and that today’s purpose was similar.

Michelle watched his face as she squeezed a generous blob onto the dildo. She rubbed it over the head, and then down the sides. She added another blob to the palm of her hand and mimicked the wanking action as she added more lube.

Harry’s eyes were watching, his cock still rock hard.

“Lie back.”

When he had done so she stepped closer to the bed. She encouraged him to lift his legs and guided then over her shoulders. She bent her legs to get into the right position, and put the slicked end at the opening of his anus.

They held eye contact. Harry held his breath.

She licked her lips, and only then did he notice she’d applied lip gloss.

Harry stared at her, his pulse sounding loud in his ears.

“Tell me what you want, Harry.”

He swallowed, took a breath. “Fuck me.”

She smiled. “Good boy.”

Michelle thrust her hips forward and he felt the dildo enter him. His natural response was to clench, even though he tried to relax. She pulled back and pushed into him again. He let out a grunt. It was uncomfortable, giving him a feeling of fullness like he’d never imagined. She pushed into him a few more times, and he found it less uncomfortable.

When her hand wrapped around his erection and stroked up and down, he let out a moan. Her hand was still covered in lube, and his cock was soon slick with the gel. She fucked him harder and wanked him faster, and Harry pushed his head back into the mattress, a long wail coming from deep in his chest.

It wasn’t long before he knew he was getting ready to come. He wanted to beg her not to ruin this one, but when he looked into her face he knew there was no need. She was watching his face, her teeth gritted. She was breathing heavily, exhaling with each thrust of her hips. But there was a determined look in her eyes that told him she was going to take him all the way there. All the way…

His orgasm hit him like an electric shock. His back arched off the bed, inadvertently pushing him down onto the invading dildo. His balls felt like they were in a vice, and his cum gushed from him like the champagne from a racing driver’s magnum. He cried out, barely recognising the sound he’d heard as his own voice.

Michelle kept pumping her hips and her hand.

A second eruption shot high into the air above him. Then a third.

Still Michelle fucked and wanked him.

Yet more cum shot out, but by now it wasn’t that pleasant a sensation. He was supersensitive and a little sore. He pushed her away and out of his ass. His legs were shaking uncontrollably and he lowered them to the bed.

She still gripped his cock.

He opened his eyes and looked at her.

She smiled. “Was that one real enough for you?”

He was too breathless to speak.

She looked down at her strap-on. “This was a great purchase, don’t you think?”

He hesitated for a second before he nodded.

She smiled again. “The next time I use it on you, there’s going to be a bull fucking me in the ass while I do you.”

Harry stared at her, imagining the scene. He nodded again.

She rubbed her thumb over the tip of his cock. “I’ll run us a bath.”

* * * *

Over the following couple of months, Harry and Michelle settled into their new lifestyle. They went to work and spent most of their free time like any normal married couple, laughing and being affectionate. But at least one night a week—sometimes two—they lived out their fantasy, which involved Michelle giving her body to another man while her husband watched.

Harry lost track of the names of all the bulls, but could remember exactly what each of them had done to his wife. By mutual agreement, he was now allowed his release only once a month. Sometimes they were ruined, other times they were glorious. But they were always whatever Michelle decided to give him. She’d informed him he wouldn’t be allowed to come inside her until Christmas Day, and this gave him something extra to look forward to.

Their routine was disrupted one night in November, and it opened up a whole new avenue of thrills. They’d attended an exhibition at an art gallery because Harry had read about it in the local paper the week before. They weren’t regulars, and it all felt a bit surreal as they sipped champagne and walked from room to room looking at the art works.

Harry found the majority of the attendees a little eccentric. He thought they wore strange clothes and spoke in clichés. He felt out of place, but revelled in the fact that most of the men there couldn’t keep their eyes off Michelle in her short black dress and black heeled sandals. He even caught several of the women checking her out.

One particular man seemed to follow them through the gallery. Harry had seen Michelle catch the man’s eye a couple of times, and an idea formed in his warped mind. He was about their age, maybe a little older, with long dark hair tied back in a ponytail. He wore a dark grey suit over a black, round-necked sweater. One of the gallery rooms had an exit to a set of stairs. The double doors were closed, the stairwell in darkness.

Harry stopped to look at a picture on the wall nearby. When the man got closer, Harry looked around the room, empty save for the three of them, then turned to Michelle’s admirer.

“You seem to have a fascination for my wife.” He felt Michelle tense up beside him, probably fearing a confrontation.

The man looked embarrassed. He looked at Michelle, then back at Harry.

Before the man could answer, Harry spoke again. “Is it because you want to paint her or fuck her?”

The man’s eyes and mouth both opened wide. “I… I…”

“Come on, which one is it?” Harry kept his voice friendly, not aggressive.

“I don’t paint.”

“Ah, so you want to fuck her.” Harry nodded understandingly.

“I... Er…” His eyes swept from Harry to Michelle.

Harry nodded towards the stairwell. “Why don’t you take her in there and get it over with. Then you’ll be able to concentrate on the pictures again.”

The guy looked at the stairwell, then at Michelle, and finally back at Harry.

“Go on, we all know you want to. I’ll keep watch.”

Michelle walked towards the stairwell and opened the door. She looked back, first at Harry, then at the guy.

The man checked Harry’s face again, probably waiting for the ‘gotcha’ to be revealed. Harry just nodded toward his wife.

The guy in the suit walked the few short steps to the door and Michelle let it swing to behind him.

The stairwell was dark and Harry could only see their silhouettes. He moved closer to the door to try and get a better view. He could see Michelle had her hands at the buttons of the man’s trousers, then she was pulling up her dress. He saw the guy bend his knees and push up and into her. She put her hands on his hips and watched his face as he fucked her. Harry’s cock started to swell inside the confines of his cage.

Another couple wandered through from the gallery, looked briefly at a couple of the pictures, then left.

It was only a few minutes before Harry heard the door to the stairwell open. The man in the suit came through on his own. He looked flustered. He nodded once at Harry, and left. A minute later Michelle walked up behind him. He looked into her face and smiled.

“Take me home.”

The look in her eyes excited him.

They completed their journey in total silence. As soon as they got through the door, Michelle grabbed him by the lapels and kissed him passionately. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and scratched at his chest with her nails.

“Get naked and lie on the bed, Harry.”

He did as instructed, though he couldn’t forget that there were two and a half weeks to wait for his next release.

When Michelle walked in, she was naked apart from her shoes. She stood at the side of the bed, her expression serious. “Tonight was unexpected.”

Harry nodded slightly. “I just thought…”

“You just thought you’d offer me to a complete stranger.”

He nodded again. “Was that bad?”

She shook her head. “No. It was a very pleasant surprise.  It was very erotic.”

His stomach tightened in the usual way. “Did you come?”

She smiled. “Of course.”

“Did he?”

She parted her legs slightly, revealing the stickiness between her thighs. “What do you think?”

He stared, expecting to be called on to clean her up.

“So I thought I’d repay you with an unexpected treat.”

“Oh?” His heartbeat increased.

Michelle bent and took her vibrator from the bottom drawer of her bedside cabinet. It was the huge one Harry had watched her pleasuring herself with, and his eyes opened wide.

She laughed. “Don’t worry, it’s not going inside you.”

He let out a sigh of relief.

She knelt on the bed next to him, bent forward and pushed her tongue through the rings of his cage. His cock responded to the warm-wet softness and started to swell. She sucked his balls, then went back to tonguing him through the loops of metal. His cock was as swollen as it could get, pushing against the cage.

She concentrated her tongue around his tip and he moaned. Then she moved so that she was kneeling either side of his head. He looked up at her crotch, glistening between her sticky thighs. The wetness seeping out was white. It was the guy’s cum.

He heard the buzz of her vibrator and felt the sensation on his balls as she massaged them with the toy. His buttocks clenched and he let out a groan. Her tongue continued to run over his caged cockhead and he felt the familiar tingle in his groin. He reached up and pulled her hips down, forcing his tongue as far into her slit as he could get it.

He heard her moan, and he lapped greedily. He was still drinking from her when he felt the final surge and he erupted. Her tongue licked and prodded him, his moans of gratitude smothered by her wet crotch. She came shortly after he did, her nectar his reward.

They lay in silence on the bed, her head resting on his shoulder.

She kissed his armpit. “I’d like us to repeat the random pick-up sometime.”

He looked at her, unable to stop smiling. “Will you repeat what you just did to me?”

She nodded. “That could work. You come on the last Sunday of every month, but also whenever I have a random stranger.”

“That sounds good to me.” He thought about it. “Why was that more erotic than arranging a bull as normal?”

She pushed a strand of hair behind her ear. “I don’t know. Maybe the surprise on the guy’s face. All the bulls know exactly what’s in store—the guy tonight didn’t.”

“He probably couldn’t believe his luck.”

She laughed.

Harry stroked her arm. “Maybe we could book into a hotel every few months, and go down to the bar and pick up a guy. Hotels are full of businessmen on their own.”

Michelle nodded. “Yeah, that’d work well. We’d have a room, and I wouldn’t have to get fucked standing up in a stairwell.”

Now he laughed. “I bet you enjoyed it.”

She bit into his shoulder. “Of course I enjoyed it.”

He had a thought. “Did you talk to him?”

She shook her head. “Not really. I only said two things.”

“And what were they?”

“The first was fuck me.”

He smiled. “And the second?”

“Come inside me.”

He smiled, stroked her hip.

She sat up and turned to face him. “Speaking of me enjoying myself…”

Harry knew what was coming; she’d organised her next bull. “Yes?” He was smiling.

“I’ve arranged something special for my next time.”

“Oh?” A familiar twitch moved his cock inside the cage, and she noticed.

She leaned closer to his ear, made her voice breathless. “I’ve decided to up the stakes.”

Harry’s mind raced, but he couldn’t work out what she meant. “Oh?”

She smiled. “Come on, what’s the obvious next step?”

He was about to shake his head when a thought occurred. “You want a threesome.” It wasn’t a question.

She smiled, then shrugged. “I thought I’d skip that, and go straight for a higher number.”

Harry sat up. “What do you mean?”

“I’ve booked a chalet by the sea for next weekend.”

“Uh huh.” He waited.

“I’ve arranged for some people to pay me a visit.”

“How many people?”

“Roy and Lucas will be there. And maybe Jon.”

“Michelle, tell me what’s going to happen?”

“I’m going to get gang-banged.”

His mouth was dry. “How many?”

She held his gaze for a long time.

He saw her swallow, then lick her lips. “How many, Michelle?”

“Seven.”

“You can’t be serious. Do you have any—?”

“I know exactly what I’ll be getting. I’ve discussed with all of the bulls what’ll happen.”

Harry was concerned for her. “Michelle, you’ve got to think about this. Roy can come four times in a night. Jon did three. Lucas went off to another woman after you. If all the others can do the same, you…” He shook his head.

“Don’t worry about me. I’m going to get exactly what I asked for. Aren’t you excited about seeing it?”

He paused, then shrugged. “That’s not the point. What if it’s too much?”

“I’ll be having three men in me at once, and the others will be either groping me or jerking off over me. It’ll go on for a long time, and they’ll all have their turn. But when it ends, there’ll be just the two of us. We’ll have that memory to keep us hot for a long time.”

Harry watched her face, then nodded. “If you’re sure it’s what you want.”

She smiled. “Oh, it’s definitely what I want.” She blew into his ear. “And what’s more, I know it’s what you want, too.”

He held his breath, nodded again.

“Good. And there’s a bonus with this one.”

“Oh?”

She smiled. “They’re going to film it, so we’ll be able to watch and enjoy it long after it’s over.”

He closed his eyes, felt the tell-tale wetness seep inside his cage. This was his life, and he was enjoying it more than he liked to admit.

THE END
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Stag Nights

Michelle climbed up off the lounger and turned to face Harry. Lucas’s sunglasses still hid her eyes, and his cum still covered her chest and stomach.

She tilted her head to one side and smiled. “Take my picture.”

Harry did so, taking at least ten shots.

“And now shoot a video,” she ordered.

Harry obeyed, selecting the correct option and pressing the red button.

Michelle smeared the cum all over her stomach and breasts while looking directly into the lens. “I have a confession—this isn’t my husband’s cum. My husband has just watched another man fuck me, and I know he enjoyed it almost as much as I did.” She licked her lips. “And when we get home, my husband is going to use me for his pleasure, and then he’s going to come all over me as well.” Michelle gave her most beautiful smile. “I love my life.”

There were butterflies in Harry’s stomach, and he stopped filming. He stared at Michelle, who removed the sunglasses and looked down at her body.
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Harry and Michelle are now fully entrenched in their new wife-sharing lifestyle. Michelle is proving to be one of the hottest hotwives around, with bulls waiting in line to take turns. Literally.

As Michelle gets more of what she craves, she pushes Harry further into the role of the cuckold and he’s presented with situations he finds hard to accept.

Things look like they might be going awry until he discovers that not all wife-sharing husbands need to be cucks...

Stag Nights is available from Amazon
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Take My Wife

After about fifteen minutes, Sophie leaned up on her elbow and started to kiss Joel, ready to continue with her night of passion. As she pushed the quilt down the bed with her foot, Jim saw that her hand was gripping Joel’s dick, slowly masturbating him. Joel was already hard. Evidently, he was ready for more, too. Jim wondered how long Sophie had been playing with him. Sophie climbed on top of him, feeding his thick dick inside her.

Jim knelt on the bed next to their legs and watched as his wife slowly made love to the other man. Her head was buried against Joel’s shoulder, her long tousled hair a dark fan over the pillow, hiding both their faces. Their bodies moved together in a slow, sensual dance. From his position on the bed, Jim had a perfect view of their union. With each slow, upward movement of Sophie’s hips he could see Joel’s slippery hardness, partially exposed for a second or two before it disappeared again inside the dark pinkness. Joel was holding Sophie’s hips in his hands, moving her on him. Jim stretched his hand out and gently stroked the back of Sophie’s leg, aroused to feel her thigh muscles working as she rode his friend.

There was a layer of perspiration on Sophie’s back, giving her a sultry, exotic look in the dim yellow light. Their lovemaking seemed to go on for a long time before Sophie reached her climax. She was very vocal as she came – muffled moans and sighs as the current built up, urgent grunts as the waves swelled inside her, then screams and shouts as the waves broke into an explosion of pleasure. Finally, she let out grateful cries and whimpers as she rode the final ripples of her orgasm. Jim was in a cold sweat and felt like his stomach was in a vice.
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The epic saga of how a really dirty fantasy becomes a fantastically dirty reality. All three books under one sweaty cover.

Bon Voyeur

Another man in their bed? Madness! Sophie and Jim had never done it before—heck, it was only supposed to be a fantasy to get them in the mood for each other. What if Sophie likes it too much? What if Jim has second thoughts when he sees his beautiful wife taken by another man? What if she enjoys the other man more because he has more to offer?

When the perfect opportunity presents, though, they both jump at the chance.

Joel is tall, handsome, and so much bigger than even Sophie expected! Best of all, he’s moving to the other side of the world, so they need never see him again. If Jim plays this right, Joel won’t even suspect the stranger they’re sharing is his loving wife.

Watching his beautiful Sophie—so vulnerable, so unprotected, so utterly owned—Jim experiences a powerful revelation. It’s sure been fun having a gorgeous wife all to himself, but it’s much more fun to share.

Abuse of Power

Jim’s learning things about himself that he never knew. Surprising things. Like how much he enjoys watching his wife lose herself with another man. Sophie’s learning as well, like how when it comes to male attention, for her it’s a case of the more the merrier.

And Sophie loves getting merry. You might say she’s becoming addicted. Sometimes she needs it so bad she’ll take the initiative herself, even when Jim is not around. For most men, that might be a problem, but Jim is not most men. Just knowing what his loving wife is doing without him, giving herself to those men, letting them have her in every way they can… Yes, he gets jealous, but if Sophie tells him everything, how she becomes so needy that she simply relinquishes her will, it can be almost as good as being there.

Drunk on the seemingly inexhaustible depth of his wife’s libido, Jim oversteps at a swinging party and starts directing Sophie’s lovers, telling them where they should finish. Finally, Sophie cracks. Sticky, degraded, angry, she strikes back and gives her cuckold husband a taste of his own medicine… or at least, her lovers’ medicine.

Global Playground

Jim is a simple man with simple needs. He's lives in a nice house on a nice street, he's got a good job, and he plays tennis to wind down. And on weekends he kisses his wife Sophie goodbye when she goes off to swingers' parties to service her ever-escalating needs. Billionaires, porn stars, dancers—one at a time or all at once, it doesn't matter to Sophie. She'll take it every way she can get it and relay all the juicy details to Jim when she gets home.

Life is good. Too good, you might say. For a voyeur like Jim, his open marriage is damn near perfect. Little bit of wife-watching, little bit of playing around... what more could a man want? Well there's only one answer to the eternal question, and that's the eternal truth. He want's what he can't have—romantic dates, curling up in front of a fire, sweet togetherness—and while Sophie is off jet-setting with wealthy men to service her needs, Jim falls into a comfortable friendship with Naomi, a stunning older woman and self-described cougar.

For a man who's known nothing but chocolate-chip, where's the harm in trying vanilla for once? Just a little taste... maybe a scoop...

Take My Wife is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

A Hotwife’s Journey

Her key in the door made his heart race. He listened as she came up the stairs, then held his breath when she walked into the bedroom. He couldn’t help staring. Her clothes were twisted, her makeup was smudged, and her hair was dishevelled.

She’s fucked someone.

Karen walked to the foot of the bed and looked into his face. “I did it.”

He swallowed.

She pulled her top over her head and dropped it on the floor, then pushed her skirt down over her hips and kicked it away. Slowly, she unclipped her bra at the front. As the cups came away, he saw a love bite on one of her breasts. Karen held his gaze as she pushed her thong down her legs and then bent to pick it up, holding it open so he could see the gooey mess soaked into the crotch.

It was another man’s cum, and it’d dribbled out of her during the drive home. The guy had deposited it deep in her cunt, and she’d returned home to her pervert husband to show him the evidence.

Nigel ached for her.

────
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A Hotwife’s Journey

After her husband’s open invitation to become a hotwife, Karen enjoys a variety of surprises and adventures that are hotter than any wife could wish for.

This collection covers her entire journey…

Karen’s Open Invitation

Nigel is a lucky man. He has everything a man could want: a successful and beautiful wife, a happy marriage, two wonderful daughters, a nice home and his own business.

So why risk it all just to satisfy his dirty fantasy?

When Karen’s throwaway comment about a hot colleague in the Sweden office unlocks the door to his secret desires, he offers her the chance to have a little fun; to mix business with pleasure.

Nigel has fantasised about sharing his wife for a long time. And from the way Karen’s been behaving lately, he suspects the idea appeals to her, too.

But there’s a big difference between fantasy and reality.

Will she take up his suggestion and have a passionate tryst with a virtual stranger while attending an overseas meeting? Neither know the answer when she leaves for the airport, but she doesn’t have to make her decision straight away. She can see how the meeting pans out. After all, it’s an open invitation…

Karen’s Party Surprise

Nigel is amazed by how Karen’s taken to her new role as a hotwife. Not only does she give herself freely to strangers, but she also thrills her husband by giving him all the juicy details he craves when she gets home.

Their sex-life is better than ever.

Nigel realises that an upcoming company get together will mean that they’ll be staying in the same hotel as Sean, the first man he ever shared her with. He offers Karen the chance to enjoy another night of passion, and they hatch a plan that could work. But Sean comes up with a counteroffer that’s just too good to refuse.

For a wife-sharing couple like Nigel and Karen, it’s the ultimate party surprise…

Karen’s Holiday Adventures

Life keeps getting better and better for Nigel. His long-held wife-sharing fantasy is now his reality, and he couldn’t be happier.

Or at least that's what he thinks until his wife reveals her plans for a break.

Their daughters are going away with their cousin’s family, so Karen books a holiday for the two of them—on a Caribbean island. What’s more, she promises to make it a fun-filled week where nothing is off-limits.

Under the hot tropical sun of St Lucia, Nigel learns just how hot his hotwife can be.

He’s shocked by the diversity of her sexual appetite, but then she did promise him an ‘anything goes’ holiday adventure…

A Hotwife’s Journey is available from Amazon

───Ξ───
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