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Chapter One

Ruined Softly.

I stared at myself in the mirror and barely recognized the whore staring back.

I used to be a wife. Now I was something else, wet, ruined, and craving more of the same. I had changed so much, as had my husband; we had changed immensely, as individuals and as a couple. Our lifestyle wasn’t just infidelity. It wasn’t a dirty little secret. This was something shared between us that previously resided in a decadent part of our minds that we firmly locked down. Our sexual fantasies were something private and sacred until they weren’t.

My husband loved being a cuckold as much as I did when he watched my bull, Lucas, fuck me, rough, deep, and raw.

I used to look like someone’s wholly committed wife. Neat. Presentable. A safe bet. Beautiful, yet modest and groomed for respectability. I once was a woman owned by a decent man, a husband who would move heaven and earth for me.

But not anymore.

On my first night cuckolding my husband, I looked like a cock-hungry wife on the edge of something irreversible. I felt like it, too, and once that taboo locker was open, I knew it would never close.

I checked my appearance in the mirror with a critical eye. My lipstick was too red, too glossy, the color of a fresh wound and just as raw. The hue screamed for cock, and I knew it. My pupils were blown wide with arousal, the unmistakable signature of a woman freshly fucked or desperate to be ruined as soon as possible.

My dress hugged my thighs like sin spun into silk, damp at the hem where my cunt leaked memory like a slick, shameful stain on my character. My dress, just a little too short for decency or dignity, clung to my thighs like sin itself. It wasn’t the outfit that changed me. It was what I’d done while wearing it. What I was about to do again, maybe, after drinks in a bar tonight, a swingers bar.

I remembered the first time I cuckolded my husband. Behind where I sat now, the bedroom had smelled of sex and betrayal after Lucas fucked me while Clive watched. The sheets were rumpled like an earthquake had torn them, and they were still damp with another man’s sweat and semen. My husband’s cologne lingered too, faint, almost apologetic, like he was a ghost in the room. Very quickly, his presence in this cuckolding ritual had become ornamental, but absolutely necessary. Clive was the altar. I knelt at him, fucked before him, and squirted my intense orgasm for him. Not because I didn’t love him, but because I did.

My husband was a silent witness to the slow evolution of our marriage, which peeled like an onion, layer by aching layer, every time he masturbated into a wad of tissues, silently watching another man ruin his wife.

We would rebuild our lives in a new way, a better way. Our marriage would be a more exciting onion, layered not with decency but with decadence and sexual honesty.

My love was for Clive, always Clive and never Lucas.

That first night, Lucas fucked me long, hard, and deep. He didn’t make love to any girl because he had no inclination towards love. He plundered and plowed me like I was a toy to explore and exploit. My bull used his cock like a weapon. It was veiny, long, thick, arrogant, and excellent. He stared into my eyes while he fucked me, radiating the kind of look that said: you’ll never belong to me, and I’ll never belong to you. And that was perfect.

I was safe because I never wanted Lucas to love me.

I wanted my husband, the man who desired nothing from me sexually speaking except a VIP seat in whatever arena Lucas chose to defile me in.

And I loved Clive for that. I still do. But I loved being fucked by Lucas too.

The truth? I didn’t plan to become the kind of wife who needed another man’s cock inside her to feel alive. But plans are for people without fever in their blood. I didn’t set out to cuckold my husband. I didn’t plan to take a younger man to our marital bed and beg him to use my cunt like a toy. I didn’t mean to ride a stranger’s cock until my legs gave out, my pussy stretched, and cum leaked all over the bed linen that Clive and I once shared alone.

But it happened like a fever that never broke.

Lucas was a personal trainer at my gym, barely thirty, all cock and confidence, but he was polite, with a bodybuilder’s physique. He was charming in a way that left me aching. I wanted to be around that energy, his power, and incinerating heat. My husband didn’t have anything left in his tank. At least, that’s what I thought, but I’ll explain more about that as events unfold.

What I wanted, what I craved, was Lucas’s cock, sliding deep inside my throbbing pussy while he stared at me and my husband watched. I wanted my bull’s cock pounding into the wet heat of my neglected, underused cunt, hard and raw and without hesitation or apology. And then, when my lover was finished, when he’d squirted his creamy, potent load deep inside me, I wanted to suck his cock clean, slowly, tasting our immorality, raw and dirty, like a shameful dessert, while my husband watched.

And Clive... Clive knew. He always knew everything about me. Even when my fantasies lived hidden in my head or sealed tight in the private browser of my phone, he knew, because my husband knew me. He always had, and better than anyone.

My life as a cuckoldress began with a mistake. I used my phone to browse porn, not realizing it was connected to our shared laptop. My careless sync became a technological betrayal. My search history exposed everything: the late-night urges that drove me insane, my insatiable cravings, the secret obsession I had no intention of confessing.

But Clive found it all. He must have clicked the links in my browser history. He saw what kept me up at night, what kept me loyal to our marriage in my own twisted way. Images, movies, and stories about women, wives just like me, kneeling before their husbands, their legs wide open, craving for another man, their dripping wet pussies stuffed with a lover’s cock while their husbands watched, cocks in hand, breath held, love intact while they wanked themselves off.

I was living vicariously through actresses, bloggers, and authors who wrote about sluts like me and porn sites that enticed me to do as so many others seemed to enjoy.

I utterly adored watching sleazy wives in compromising positions while I fucked myself with a dildo. Their gaping, abused pussies that were sloppy with a lover’s cum were my salvation in a sexless marriage. Their stretched holes twitched and were red raw from being used by someone else. And their husbands, still present, still proud, watching, stroking, worshipping their wives while witnessing their ruin.

It was me, well, okay, it was the fantasy version of me. An adaptation to my life and marriage that I was allowed to imagine, but never released to be. I held myself captive to a screen, a movie, and a dildo, praying that it would stop me from straying.

All was well until that fateful day when I was discovered, or should I say, uncovered. Instead of getting angry, Clive made me coffee, not war, and there were no accusations, just coffee, warm, foamy, and tender, like a goodbye to who we used to be.

When he left me alone, my husband positioned the laptop in front of me on our dining table, opened the lid, clicked a tab, and played a video. It was a wife who was being creampied in a doggy style position by her lover. Her face was twisted in pleasure, her legs trembling, her husband watching from the side with wide eyes and a fist wrapped tightly around his cock.

On the corner of the laptop screen, stuck to the keyboard with gentle finality, was a small yellow Post-it note.

“Is this what you want, Abby?”

I gasped, my heart pumping as I stared at the note in disbelief.

When my husband slid a cappuccino with a love heart sprinkled in chocolate on the top, in front of me ten minutes later, I looked away from the video, but only just. My panties were soaked, my pussy throbbed for a cock to fill it, and my body buzzed.

The room had gone hot and breathless. Onscreen, the wife sobbed through her orgasm, her mouth open wide, not in protest but praise. Her husband watched, transfixed, jerking himself off like it was worship. And Clive watched me, as I watched them. She moaned through her orgasm while her lover filled her cunt with cock and then squirted a hot, sticky semen load inside her, and the husband never looked away. Not once, not even when the Bull slid his giant cock out of his wife’s trembling, gaping cunt and an enormous glistening white teardrop of cum threatened to drip onto the floor.

Clive pointed to the screen, smiling.

“Is this what you want for us, Abby?”

My husband stared straight into my heart, his voice calm, loving, but firm. He wasn’t a man on the edge of jealousy; he seemed more like a man on the edge of knowing, understanding, and accepting.

I didn’t answer him right away. I couldn’t speak. Instead, I gulped, my cheeks burned, and I stared at the video as my pussy pulsed with wet, sticky, unspoken need. My heart raced, adrenaline spiked in my twitching muscles, and I blinked involuntarily as my body ascended, all sexual inhibitions unshackled.

Do I want this for real?

God... I need a man who can fuck me.

I stared at my husband with the keenness of a falcon, the hunger of a starving lion, and the desperation of a bear caught in a trap. I was all of those things because the man I married, the one who should do it all for me, couldn’t, or wouldn’t.

Can anyone be everything that another person needs?

As I studied my husband, I picked up a vibe that dried my throat. He was willing to step aside and let another man take a shot. I finally plucked up the courage to answer him.

“Yes, Clive, I want this for us.”

I whispered a polite and simple response hoarsely. My voice was already wrecked with need, but what I really meant to say was. I want to be fucked, ruined, and loved, all at once. And now... I can be.

My husband’s smile widened. I noticed a tremor in his cheeks. It wasn’t nerves or fear. I was watching the sexual evolution of a man I loved dearly, and the smile of his freedom to admit a dark, beautiful truth to himself finally.

I felt exhilarated.

“Good... I want this for us, too, Abby. I want to watch a man fucking you until you scream. I want to see your body used like it was built for it. Your legs shaking, your voice breaking, your pussy filled and stretched, while your soul is split open, right there in front of me."

My body flushed bright red from the inside out as it betrayed me. His words caused a tidal wave of heat to rise from between my legs, cresting at my cheeks. My nipples ached under my blouse, painfully stiff, embarrassingly eager for a lover’s lips to suck and tweak.

“But... but... Clive...”

My throat tightened, and the words escaped me, not with fear, but with arousal so potent, I could barely speak. My husband leaned closer, close enough that I could smell the warmth of his skin, a mix of shaving cream and the faintest hint of sweat, like he’d been holding my secret in all day.

I wondered if my husband had discovered my guilty pleasure hours ago and agonized over confronting me about it. Or perhaps he watched the videos I had obsessed over, maybe even wanked himself off.

He shook his head.

“You don’t need to explain anything, Abby. You deserve love, intimacy, and satisfaction. I can give you the first, I can help with the second... but the third...”

“Don’t do this to yourself, darling. You aren’t to blame.”

I’m so sorry, Abby. I can’t fuck you anymore. I should have said something, and we could have gotten here much sooner.”

He swallowed hard, his voice catching just slightly. My husband’s confession was wrapped in love and sacrifice. He paused, and it wasn’t shame I saw in his face; it was acceptance. My desperation for intimacy was his guilt, but not because my husband couldn’t fuck me. It was because he hadn’t considered letting another man take his place doing so. And now that he had, he couldn’t look away from the image of it, my body spread for a lover, our bed made into a stage for lust.

“Sorry, Abby.”

“Don’t... stop, please, or I’ll cry.”

Clive’s voice cracked on the word “sorry,” but it wasn’t weakness. It was reverence. He was handing over my body for another man to enjoy and give me what I needed, like it was a sacrament.

Tears stung the corners of my eyes, not from grief, but from relief. I blinked hard, my vision blurring, not from heartbreak but from the fierce swell of gratitude. Who else would love me like this? My husband loved me so utterly that he was willing to give up my cunt so I could keep my joy, be a woman, and enjoy the gifts millennia had given me through human sexual evolution.

“I’ve never complained, darling. And I won’t ever. I love you.”

I reached for his hand, not out of habit but instinct, because I needed to touch the man who would give me the world, even if it meant him losing a part of his.

“And I love you, Abby.”

“But... what does this mean? How would it even work?”

My voice was small, but not afraid, just breathless. It was as if I were speaking through a dream where all the rules had shifted. Clive’s voice dropped into something low, something primal, a tone I hadn’t heard in years, if ever. It didn’t belong to my husband; it belonged to my cuckold. It was the kind of voice that made me wetter than I wanted to admit. A man offering up his pride because he loved me more than he feared losing me.

“There must be a man already in your life, orbiting nearby. A bull, so to speak. He is already interested in you; perhaps he’s sniffed around, but was never invited. Someone who flirted, but you never gave him the opening.”

He said it so calmly, but I could feel the tension in his thigh that trembled against mine. The pulse in his neck told another story entirely. I didn’t need time to think; the name surged forward like it had been waiting in the back of my mind, lurking behind every quiet ache and unmet hunger.

Lucas.

He was a trainer at my local gym. Mid-thirties. He had a hard, fit body and strong hands. Lucas was the kind of man who didn't ask for permission; he just waited for the signal and then moved in, like a stallion covering a broodmare in season. He didn’t flirt. Lucas assessed, measured carefully, and waited for the scent of heat, and I’d given it off more than once.

And boy, was I in season. I could feel it now, a deep throb in my pelvis, the way my panties clung to me with slick betrayal. My whole body was ripe with yes.

Lucas invited me for coffee once. He made it sound like a friendly act, but his eyes said what his words didn’t or couldn’t. He didn’t want coffee; he wanted to bend me over the counter and pound my married cunt until I screamed his name at my reflection. I remembered how his gaze lingered on my hips, not like a man admiring me, but like a predator mentally parting my legs to inspect my pussy.

I waited to answer, watching Clive. I needed to see how far he’d let this go. Whether he’d flinch or lean in. Whether he wanted me to fuck another man in theory, fantasy, or practice.

In thirty seconds, I got my answer.

He’s a cuckold.

Not just by title or accident, but by need and nature.

Which means he must get something out of this, too.

Some men want to possess. Mine wanted to witness, to ache and throb and cry and cum as I was taken so he could be a cuck.

My husband’s nostrils flared, his cheeks flushed, and his pupils dilated. I glanced down into his crotch and saw something hard already. My husband was aroused, truly, madly, deeply, in equal measure to how much he loved me. I hadn’t even been touched yet, and already he was hard. Clive wanted it, needed it, more than I dared hope.

“It’s Lucas, honey.”

“The guy from the gym?”

“Yes. He wants to fuck me, Clive. I’m certain of it.”

“Does he just want sex, or more?”

“Nobody will ever own Lucas. He’s a bull. The kind of guy who fucks wives in front of their husbands. Precisely the man I need, the same sort of man I’ve been watching in the porn you found.”

Clive stared at me, his eyes alive in a way I hadn’t seen for years. He was thrilled, his chest rising and falling more rapidly, his nostrils flaring, inhaling deeply as he marinated in the cuckold’s dilemma. I knew a thing or two about his nature because I’d watched hours of women cucking their husbands.

He needed a level of sexual tension that made him wring dry, like a soaking wet towel that was forced through the rollers of an ancient mangle. I watched his cheeks ripple with excitement as my pussy lips swelled and leaked honeyed nectar from the hole behind them.

My pussy was soaked. Shamefully so. My body was already opening to the idea of Lucas fucking me, as if my cunt could smell change coming.

“And what about you, Abby?”

“What about me?”

“Do you have feelings for Lucas?”

“God, no. I couldn’t-”

“You couldn’t what, darling?”

I hesitated, finding the words, but also teasing my cuck, testing his resolve, and discovering his wavelength.

“I couldn’t leave you, Clive. I wouldn’t, not for Lucas or any man. I want you because I love you. Maybe even talking this way is wrong. Perhaps we should stop.”

Even as I said it, my pussy throbbed at the idea of Lucas, naked, hard, and ready to fuck me until I was satisfied. I didn’t want to stop, not even a little, but I had to make the suggestion.

My husband shook his head.

“No. That’s good enough for me, Abby. I say we go ahead.”

“Go ahead with what? Lucas?”

“You deserve to be wrecked by a man capable of doing it. I’m more than happy to hand those reins over to Lucas... as long as I can watch you being fucked.”

My husband’s voice was clear, anchored in something more profound than lust. He wasn’t giving me away; he was offering me up because he believed I was worth worshipping.

My heart thumped like train tracks under the weight of something vast and permanent. I stared at my husband, praying this wasn’t a cruel joke. My temples strained with the pressure of blood squeezing through.

Clive never had it in him to be cruel. Not to me.

“Okay. I’ll arrange it. I’ll talk to Lucas about fucking me.”

“Soon, Abby. Please.”

“I will.”

And when I do, I’ll let him have all of me while you watch, hands trembling, eyes wide, cock weeping for the wife you gave away.


Chapter Two

Lucas’s name lights up my phone before I’ve even finished dressing.

Drinks. My place after?

I don’t reply. Not yet. My thighs already have, but we’d planned on meeting at the club, not what happened afterwards.

He’s pushing me.

Lucas is a dominant bull. Why wouldn’t he?

I’m sitting in front of the mirror wearing my panties and a slip, smoothing the fabric down over my hips. The silk whispers over my skin, my palms lingering like I’m pressing the memory of last week into my body all over again. That first night, Lucas fucked me with Clive watching us, and it still lives in my muscles, in my breath, in the way my nipples harden under the fabric just thinking about it. The thought of my lover’s cock alone sends a slow, rolling ache into the deep, hot core of me.

Behind me, Clive moves around our bedroom. He is calm, patient, and always near, always mine. The faint, clean scent of his aftershave mingles with the warm, faintly sweet smell of my skin lotion. I can hear the soft, deliberate movements of him straightening a tie in the wardrobe, adjusting cufflinks he won’t wear tonight, all small tasks to keep his hands busy while his mind is already halfway to the place we’re going.

“You’re quiet this evening, darling.”

I speak and smile to his reflection. He meets my eyes in the glass, and I see the torture he loves so much burning there. His pupils are wide, swallowing the color, and the corners of his mouth twitch with that restraint I know so well. My husband’s elevated state catches in my throat, and I whimper before I can stop myself. I did that to him, but only because he wanted it so desperately.

“There’s not much to say, Abby. You’re going to see Lucas for more of what I can’t give you. That’s the plan.”

Can’t... or won’t?

The question hums in my mind.

“It’s our plan, Clive.”

I turn, my voice certain.

“And I think it’s time we’re honest about it.”

A faint crease touches his brow. His voice cracks as mixed emotions rush in. I wanted to be fucked by another man, my browser history tells that about me, but I didn’t force my husband’s participation in my ruination.

“Honest, Abby?”

“I’ve known since last week, after Lucas fucked me, Clive. You don’t have erectile dysfunction. You’re not broken. You’re a cuck in every sense. That’s what this is... you, me, our marriage. We are what we are.”

“And what is that?”

“A cuckold couple.”

My husband holds my gaze for a long moment, then a slow, warm smile spreads across his face. It’s the smile of a man no longer pretending to himself.

“Yes, Abby. That’s exactly what I am. A cuck.”

My husband steps closer, his voice low, deliberate.

“And do you know why I love it? Because when I watch you, Abby, I’m the one who made it happen. Lucas doesn’t walk into our bedroom without me. He doesn’t put his cock inside you unless I give you to him. That’s the truth under all of it. The control is mine even when my hands are empty.”

My breath catches. My thighs press together. I feel sticky, wet and my swollen lips tremble like the last leaf of fall, clinging to a branch, because for hours my pussy has been aching to be filled the way it was last week, the first time a real man fucked me in years, while the one I loved watched, wanking, a cuck through and through.

“You held on to a secret for years, Clive.”

“Lying to myself caused my cock to fail me. Now, I don’t have to perform or chase your orgasms to prove I can make you cum. That pressure’s gone. Instead, I can focus on what I want, seeing you want someone so much that you lose yourself. I get to watch you burn for your lover, knowing the fire started with me striking the match. You can only be ruined once, Abby... but you can be watched forever.”

“So my reversion to porn was a deliberate ploy?”

“Not so, although I wanted you to find yourself so I could be me. I couldn’t get it up, Abby.”

“Because you were a cuck?”

“I am a cuck... There is no were. I have always been a cuck.”

I swallow hard, my skin prickling.

“And it’s not about weakness, Abby. People think a cuckold is giving something up. They’re wrong. I am claiming you in a different way. Your legs might be spread wide open for another man, but your mind, your trust, your after... they’re all mine. Always mine. “Even now. Before he fucks you, that’s mine too. Even when you’re screaming for him, your eyes come back to me. That’s dominance through surrender. That’s my kink. That’s my love.”

My husband’s truth hits me deep in the chest. His words are heavier than the slip draped over my shoulders.

“Do you know what I get from watching you making love to Lucas, Abby?”

“We don’t make love.”

“You do... You don’t love him, but that moment when he cums... You are his, and he is yours. I am free.”

“And we wear a condom.”

“At your request, Abby, not mine.”

His gaze softens.

“If it’s not love you make, how does Lucas make you feel?”

“When you watch me with my lover, I feel... held in a way no cock could give me, certainly not yours, not even before... Lucas can make me writhe, make me scream, but your eyes keep me there, with him. They keep me from drifting too far away from you, too. You don’t just watch me fucking another guy, Clive. You anchor me in the moment so I can enjoy the only part of Lucas he wants to give me.”

My husband’s jaw tightens slightly, not from sexual tension, but something protective.

“And after Lucas cums inside you, I’ll hold you. I’ll put you back together and make sure you remember you’re mine, a good wife. And if you’re messy...”

My heart beats faster. This is the first time we’ve spoken openly about my lover’s semen and my use of a condom on our first time. I can barely contain myself, desperate to drag out my dildo for temporary relief from the immense sexual tension coursing through my veins, burning my skin.

I raise my chin and an eyebrow.

“What if I am messy, Clive?”

A faint smile curves his lips.

“...I’ll clean you. Because that’s part of loving you now, too.”

The image hits me hard. I imagine Clive kneeling between my wide-open thighs after Lucas leaves, his gentle hands parting me further, his soft tongue and hot lips indulging in our shared shame, an intimacy no one else will ever see.

“Get ready for Lucas, Abby. You’ll glow brighter when you see your lover again.”

My husband steps back just enough to give me space, but it feels like he’s stepped out of the center of our marriage, leaving his love and consent in place just like he did last week, our first time.

I remember last week perfectly. Every moment, every emotion, every bead of my shame that dribbled warm and haphazardly down my thighs.

The knock at the door was almost a second heartbeat in my chest. Lucas arrived calm, confident, a bottle of water in hand, like it was just another gym session. Clive greeted him at the front door like a polite host, handshake firm but formal, almost reverent.

My husband followed my lover upstairs a few minutes behind me. Lucas walked into our bedroom like he owned it. He knew why he was here. He would be my bull, my breaker, and my ruiner.

Clive’s chair was already angled for the perfect view of our bed, the scene of my defilement. He sat, calm as a priest, his wild eyes locked on me. My knees trembled; my fingertips tingled. Lucas stepped in close, heat rolling off him like lava from a volcano, and I looked into a bull’s wild eyes that promised possession. Mine.

I kissed him first, softly, tasting the faint tang of sweat and salt, before he murmured.

“Say goodbye to your husband. It’s important for your cuck to feel a sense of loss.”

“As you wish.”

I crossed the floor to Clive, leaned down, and kissed him like it was our wedding night, but this time, I was about to walk away. My lips lingered on his, carrying goodbye, benediction, and a promise to return all in one. My body hummed with more lust in that moment than it ever had before.

When I turned back, Lucas was undressing, slow and deliberate, letting my anticipation coil tighter. His shoes slid under my bed, under our bed, where Clive’s used to be. He pulled his shirt over his head, muscles shifting like carved sin, and my pussy flooded, soaking my panties in a gush of hot shame.

Lucas’ jeans slid down to reveal a cock that made my cunt contract in instant, greedy readiness. I pressed my forehead to Clive’s.

“Thank you, darling.”

“You were made for this.”

“Goodbye, sweetheart.”

“Until later.”

His smile wasn’t for loss, but a quiet victory. The dark patch at the tip of his cock marked my husband’s early, early release. But Clive didn’t try to hide it. He didn’t need to, and I didn’t care, because I wasn’t his to fuck tonight.

And I learned what “this” truly meant: spreading my legs for a man stronger than my husband, not instead of him but because of him. Surrendering the most sacred part of me while the man who gave me his name watched, trembling hand on his cock. My husband’s soft humiliation and my wet, unashamed pleasure.

Lucas fucked me deep, hard, and unrelentingly. Every thrust jolted my hips and dragged a gasp from my throat as his cock head bottomed out, crushing my cervix. His sweat dripped onto my breasts, hot and salty. The air grew thick with the smell of latex, musk, and the slick heat between my thighs. My cunt gripped his condom wrapped cock greedily, milking a shaft that would never give me the seed I craved.

Why did I deny myself?

The headboard thudded against the wall, my nails clawed at the sheets, and my face twisted into something unrecognizable. I was all slut and surrender. There was no wife inside me then.

Clive’s hand never left his cock. His eyes never left mine. Even in the chaos of flesh and sound, his gaze was the tether holding me in place.

The wet slap of Lucas’s hips against my ass grew louder, filthier, wetter. My own arousal coated him, dripping down my cheeks and pooling on the sheets. The bed smelled of us, sex, and heat, and the faint bitter edge of sweat.

When Lucas’s rhythm hit its stride, my body shook with every stroke. He turned me over, gripped my ass cheeks almost painfully in his talons, tore me open, and fucked me hard. I screamed into the pillows, my throat raw, my body broken open in the most beautiful, obscene way.

Afterwards, Clive kissed my forehead, helped me into bed, and walked Lucas to the door, not like a jealous or shamed husband, but like a gracious host. Then he returned, wrapped me in his arms, and whispered,

“You are mine again.”

I had slipped on fresh panties, wishing they were heavy with my lover’s seed, but all that stained the gusset was my own thick, sticky shame. Later, in the hush of our bedroom, I felt my husband’s hands again, caressing me gently, deliberately, marking the moment as ours. Not his to fuck, but his to keep.

Now, back in the present, I smile and peel off the panties I’d put on after showering just two hours ago. A lot has happened since. My husband’s confession and my dreamy replay of our first time.

Clive comes back into the bedroom as I slip on my dress. His eyes are steady, the same as they were that first night he watched me ruined.

“Text Lucas back from my phone, darling.”

He looks at the message.

“Drinks at the club. My place afterwards.”

“Tell him yes, please.”

My husband types with trembling fingers, then looks at me for confirmation.

“Press send, Clive.”

And I realize his words are still in my head.

I’m your witness. You can only be ruined once, but you can be watched forever.

Clive hits send, gulps, and smiles at me, trembling from head to toe.

“I want to be ruined again tonight, Clive.”

“I want to watch.”


Chapter Three

We left the apartment together, Clive holding our front door open for me like the gentleman he’s always been, even if tonight his chivalry had a different destination.

Our hallway smelled faintly of polish and something else, something sweet, alluring, demanding, and desperate, and it wasn’t my perfume. Despite fresh panties, my scent was thicker in the air because I leaked more shame between my thighs, filling my gusset with a hot and heavy desperation that clung to the lips I had shaven.

I’d chosen silk panties with a double-lined gusset, but the fabric was already damp and clinging.

The elevator ride down to our lobby was quiet, but not an awkward quiet. Our moment was charged with things unsaid. There was still so much to discuss.

I need more bulls to fuck me.

More often.

Clive stood beside me, close enough for his arm to brush softly against mine as the lift descended, but his eyes stayed on the floor numbers ticking down. He was still processing our earlier conversation, the one where I’d told him plainly that I knew what he was, a cuck, and what we were, a cuckold couple.

Our Uber pulled up to the curb, its passenger windows tinted against the streetlamps. Clive circled to open my door, and as I slid in, the leather seat cooled my thighs through the thin fabric of my dress. He joined me a second later, closing the door softly, his hand automatically finding mine, our fingers knitting as though forever.

For the first few blocks, we didn’t speak. The city rolled by in flashes of neon and sodium glow, and I watched our reflections in the glass. My husband’s jaw was tight, mine had already softened by the thought of Lucas.

Halfway across town, I broke the silence.

“Do you smell that?”

He glanced at me, confused.

“Smell what?”

I leaned closer so my lips brushed his ear.

“Me.”

His eyes darkened instantly.

“I’m swollen, Clive, down below, between my legs. Desperately fucking swollen and leaking shamefully. It’s all I’ve thought about since Lucas’s text. You can smell it, can’t you?”

He inhaled, slow and deliberate, his gaze never leaving mine.

“Yes.”

The word was a confession and a claim at once. His thumb stroked my knuckles, but there was a tremor in it now. My husband looked thrilled, not only because my body was alive, deeply hormonal, desperate for a lover, but because he wanted that lover to be Lucas.

I whispered, making sure the driver couldn’t hear us, even if he did catch a faint whiff of me.

“I’ve been wet since I put this dress on. This car seat’s going to remember me long after we get out.”

“You have no idea how much I love hearing that.”

“Oh, I think I do. And you’ll see exactly how much more of me there is to smell later.”

“More than last time?”

“If Lucas agrees, yes.”

“Do you want that?”

“I need it, Clive. It completes me, as a woman, as a cuckoldress, and it will help you, too.”

“Yes. It will.”

I squeezed his hand tightly. My husband closed his eyes for a heartbeat. The rest of the ride passed in the same quiet yet tumultuous sexual tension, the kind that winds itself around your ribs and squeezes, until every drop of your shame dribbles from your wanton, quivering cunt.

The bar was tucked into a narrow street, its front disguised by smoked glass and a single brass handle. Inside, it was low-lit, and the air was either warm or perhaps chilly, and I was in heat. The lighting was soft enough to turn everyone into a version of beautiful.

A sleazy hush lived here, not a silence, because the hum of low voices gave life, but it was of people leaning too close to be overheard. This was where couples like us came to be among their own, where no one needed to explain the glances, the touches, the small signals, or even the lover who finger fucked another man’s wife.

We found a booth in the corner, its leather worn soft by years of lewd, raunchy secrets. Clive sat opposite me, the length of his thigh making his knee press against mine. He reached under the table for my hand, squeezed my fingers before straying, and his wedding ring became a constant cool presence when his hand rested on my knee.

Lucas arrived as if the night had been waiting for him. Tall, his broad, muscly shoulders filling his shirt, keen hunter eyes scanning the room with the ease of someone who knew he could take what he wanted. He slid into the seat beside me without asking, his presence expanding to fill the space between us.

“Good evening.”

His voice was low, and he sounded confident, but not arrogant. He nodded at my cuck.

“Evening, Lucas.”

Clive nodded once, smiling as though the two men were old friends, meeting for a beer. They eyeballed each other as Lucas’s hand found my thigh almost immediately, resting there like it belonged, the weight of it sending a pulse of heat between my legs. His thumb moved in small, deliberate arcs, tracing higher with each pass.

Clive didn’t move to stop him; instead, he removed his hand, a sign that my bull had all rights to me, the only rights to me. My husband just watched, his breathing a fraction deeper than before.

Lucas leaned back, perfectly at ease.

“You look good tonight, Abby.”

“Thank you.”

My voice sounded thinner than I’d meant. Lucas looked at Clive as his hand slipped higher, his fingers pressing into the inside of my thigh.

“She’s warm already.”

Clive’s eyes flicked to mine, and he smiled.

“I know.”

“Can you smell your wife?”

“Yes.”

The word cracked slightly this time, like something inside him was straining to keep control. Lucas smiled faintly.

“Do you ever think about the first time I fucked Abby? The way she screamed into the pillows? My god, she was magnificent.”

“I think about it every day.”

Lucas’s fingers reached the edge of my panties, the silk already clinging to my thigh with a sleazy, sticky wetness. He brushed them aside like they were an afterthought, not a barrier, and dipped two fingers inside my sticky, throbbing hole as I spread my knees wider apart. My breath caught, and my eyes bulged as my womb lit up, feeding more love honey into my pussy.

My lover stared at me in awesome disbelief as my cheeks seared brightly and my brow furrowed, both joining my pussy in a chorus of my shame.

“Jesus, Abby. You’ve been desperately waiting for me.”

“Yes.”

I gasped, my hips tilting into his touch before I could stop them. My pussy needed more to fill it, and I tried desperately to slide onto it.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught movement. A woman sat two tables away, with a man whose hand rested loosely over her thigh. She’d been watching us for a while, but now her eyes locked on mine. The dim amber bar light glinted off her wine glass as she lifted it slightly in a silent salute. Her gaze flicked down, lingering just long enough to make it clear she knew exactly what Lucas’s fingers were doing to me under the table.

Her smile was slow, knowing, the sort that came from experience of cuckolding her husband. Then, in a quiet, conspiratorial gesture, she winked, not mockery or judgment. It was admiration. The recognition passed between us like a code, one cuckoldress to another cuckoldress, the silent acknowledgment of a woman who had been where I was now, who understood the power in giving yourself to another man while your husband watched.

Nobody can be everything for someone else.

Clive’s hand found mine under the table, squeezing once, grounding me. His ring pressed into my palm again, a reminder of where I belonged even as I trembled at another man’s touch. Lucas’s eyes locked on Clive’s.

“This is the part I like. I feel her deliberately squeeze her pussy around my fingers while you watch. She loves you, but right now, Abby wants me more.”

“This is the part I like, too.”

“Why?”

Lucas was testing my husband, whose gaze didn’t waver while my lover finger-fucked me under the table, his two fingers wedged deep inside my tight cunt, swirling gently around the succulent, pink flesh that I squeezed tightly, amid a sticky, hormonal mess. The heat of him filled me, his knuckles nudging against my folds with every shift, his skin impossibly hot against my slick, sticky, soft tissue walls. I could feel the rhythm of his heartbeat through his fingertips, each pulse driving another tremor up my pussy and into my spine.

My scent was heady, raw, and unapologetically sexual. It wafted and curled into the air, mixing with the warm musk of expensive whisky and faint citrus from Clive’s aftershave.

I felt pleasure surging through me as my freedom dripped onto my lover’s fingers so heavily that it must have coated him down to his palm, a sticky, shimmering proof of what he was doing to me in public. My nipples pebbled under my dress, dragging faintly against the thin fabric with each breath, my thighs quivering in time with the slow, possessive swirl of his fingers.

“I’ll ask again, Clive... why?

“Because I made it happen, Lucas. My wife is here because I want her here. After all, she wants to fuck you, not me. Your fingers are inside her tight pussy because I let you be. Her pussy is tight because I haven’t fucked her for years. That’s my power.”

Lucas considered that for a beat, then nodded once in respect.

“Fair enough. There are so many ways a man becomes a cuckold. That seems to work for you and Abby.”

My lover’s fingers began to move, making slow circles just inside my hole, teasing the ache deeper inside me, lighting up and preparing the places he would fuck later, like a scribe lighting wall sconces along a deep, dark, narrow tunnel. My inner muscles clenched instinctively around his digits, each swirl coaxing me closer to that electric point where surrender becomes unavoidable.

My thighs trembled beneath the tablecloth, my heels shifting against the plush carpet until they dug in, terrified that I might somehow escape my lover and the pressure building in me.

Clive’s voice was quiet but confident.

“Abby is close to an orgasm.”

“She’s gripped my fingers like they belong inside her.”

“Will she cum here? Will you make my wife cum here, now, at this table?”

“Not yet.”

Lucas withdrew his fingers, the sudden absence making my pussy ache with a desperate, empty throb. I almost whimpered at the loss, my muscles fluttering as though trying to pull him back in. He rested his elbow on our table, raised his fingers to the light where they sparkled and glistened brightly, my shame coated thickly on them, the scent unmistakable, heavy, ripe, utterly me and mine.

Before Lucas could move, a figure slid into my peripheral vision. The woman I’d caught watching earlier, the one who had winked in recognition. She strolled closer, leaned in toward our table with the slow grace of someone crossing a threshold she had crossed many times before. Her eyes were locked on Lucas’s hand, the shine of my arousal slicking his skin.

Without a word, she curled her fingers lightly around his wrist, brought his hand to her mouth, and closed her lips over one of his glistening fingers, her eyes closing, her lashes flickering. Her tongue swept along his fingers in a slow, deliberate stroke, gathering the taste of me before she released him with a faint smile.

My fellow cuckoldress didn’t look at me until after she’d stepped back, but when she did, it was with that same conspiratorial wink, a silent acknowledgment of our shared depravity. Then she returned to her table. My skin burned from my neck to my knees, a flush of both humiliation and pride at having been tasted by another woman in front of my husband and lover.

Then, while staring at my husband, my lover licked each remaining finger, purring, his eyes glowing as I cringed, pressing my thighs together, mourning my loss.

The three of us sat in a silence so tight it was almost audible, each of us knowing exactly where the night was headed.

Lucas broke it first.

“We could keep talking here. Or...”

He let the suggestion hang, and so did I, watching my husband enjoy the moment my lover would take me to the marital bed. It felt ritualistic, transgressive, and raw.

“Or, Lucas?

“...we could take this to your place, Clive. Your bed.”

Clive didn’t hesitate. It wasn’t a negotiation. It wasn’t even a decision. It was the inevitable.

“Yes.”

My breath hitched, my chest felt tight, and my pulse thumped loudly in my ears. The idea of Lucas in our bedroom again, in our bed, fucking me, made every nerve in my body hum. Lucas leaned forward slightly towards me.

“Finish your drink, Abby.”

I did so quickly, in a single gulp. My hands shook just enough to make the ice clink against the glass. Clive signaled for the bill, and as we slid out of the booth, Lucas’s hand lingered at the small of my back, possessive but not hurried.

Outside, the night air was cool against my flushed skin. The three of us walked to the waiting taxi, the space between us thick with what was coming. When the driver pulled away from the curb, Lucas sat beside me in the backseat, Clive across from us in a fold-down seat.

Lucas leaned close to my ear.

“You smell incredible, Abby.”

I turned to Clive, watching his eyes as I said.

“He’s talking about the smell you noticed earlier. That’s me, Clive... your wife, desperate for another man’s cock, swollen for him, not you, and ready to be taken.”

Clive swallowed hard. The smile had slipped from his face, not because the moment had soured, but because ecstasy rarely wears the mask of happiness. His expression was something deeper, older, a satisfaction that lived in the eyes and the breath, in the tightening of his jaw, trembling of his cheeks, and the faint tremor in his hands, a truth too raw for lips alone to reveal.

“I’ll smell it again later.”

“You will.”

We drove on in silence, the city sliding by outside, every streetlight another heartbeat closer to the moment I’d be on my knees or my back, Lucas above me, his cock driving in, Clive watching.

And in that quiet, I realized something else. My husband wasn’t just giving me away tonight. He was keeping me. In every look, every word, every breath, Clive was claiming and enjoying me in the only way he wanted to.


Chapter Four

Lucas sat pressed close to me, his shoulder firm against mine, the heat radiating from him more intense than the air in the car. His body gave off a slow, steady warmth that soaked through the thin fabric of my dress, as if he were already imprinting himself on my skin. I could feel the flex of his thigh with each slight shift, a silent reminder that the power in him was waiting, contained for now.

His thigh brushed mine once, then again. It wasn’t accidental, never accidental, because he wanted me to smell, look, and taste like raw shame. The contact was slow enough to be deliberate, a lazy claim of territory that carried the same weight as a hand between my legs. Each faint rub was a nudge, coaxing my body to leak more shamefully, to perfume the confined space with my need.

My leaking hormones soon filled the confined space in the car. My body was advertising my availability and willingness to breed. The air grew humid with it, heavy and ripe, the kind of scent that clung to the back of my throat. Every breath I took felt like inhaling my own want, and I could see the subtle change in both men’s posture, their shoulders tense, eyes darker, as my aroma worked its way into them.

What would two bulls feel like inside me?

What about that woman, licking my honey off Lucas’s fingers?

Clive sat opposite us in the fold-down seat, knees apart, leaning forward just enough to keep me in full view. His eyes weren’t hungry in the frantic way of a man who wanted to claim me to fuck me. They were fixed, reverent, drinking in the sight of me already claimed.

I turned sideways to my main event. Streetlights slid over Lucas’s face, shadow to light to shadow, painting him in fleeting gold and black. His hand rested high on my thigh, warm and heavy, his thumb making soft, slow, deliberate circles just shy of my hemline.

I trembled while my heart soared, alive after so many years wandering alone in a sexual desert.

“You smell even stronger in here, Abby, like a breeder,”

Lucas murmured, his voice pitched for me alone. My husband’s ears perked up, but the engine sound ensured a sleazy privacy was shared between the slut and her bull. I shot Clive a don’t worry stare, making sure to add a measure of I’m getting reamed tonight in there.

Clive chuckled and pressed both palms down in his lap, suppressing the erection denied for me too long. I glanced at the cuck’s cock and smiled knowingly.

I don’t need that from you anymore.

Just love, romance, and some help before and after.

“We have no children, Lucas. I am not a breeder, it seems... at least, not yet.”

“Well... if your husband won’t, others will do it gladly.”

“And you?”

I stared into my lover’s eyes, seeing the fear of a man who loved to fuck and forget his girls. To dance playfully in another man’s bed for as long as he wished, then abandon the slutty wife to her husband’s care, soiled, sticky, and ruined.

I laughed loudly at my bull’s silence.

“I’m joking, Lucas. Clive and I have not discussed what our arrangements will be.”

“Well... if you both want help... ask... I know a place, a clinic, where such matters are taken care of in a few days.”

I knew what he meant, and it wasn’t artificial insemination. My husband knew what my bull meant, too, and flames danced in his eyes.

Surely that’s a red line?

Lucas inhaled deeply, like he was appreciating a fine wine. Then, he looked at me in a cute, lascivious, accusatory stare.

“That’s what Clive noticed earlier. I am succulent, well marinated, and ready for you, Lucas.”

“Tell him.”

Lucas nodded at my cuck, who seemed to revel in the show. We weren’t humiliating my husband; instead, we were teasing the secret lie he’d lived for decades out so he could dance in the sun of our kinks with me and my lover. I turned my head just enough to catch my husband’s stare, and I smiled lovingly.

“The smell is me... your wife, Clive. Swollen for another man. Wet for him, not you. I am ready to be taken.”

Lucas’s thumb drifted higher, brushing the edge of my panties.

“Are you wet enough to soak through? Tell Clive.”

I let my eyes meet Clive’s again, holding his gaze as I answered.

“I’d soak this seat if Lucas kept his hand there another minute.”

Clive’s jaw tightened, his fingers curling slightly on his knee. He looked desperate, like the perfect cuckold I had viewed so many times, one heartbeat away from a cardiac arrest, alive and happy in a way no others could imagine.

“Let him check how wet you are, Abby.”

Lucas’s smile was small, sharp, and dangerous. His fingers slid under the thigh elastic of my panties. His touch was light at first, exploratory, then firmer, pressing, testing the heat radiating from my swollen, damp lips.

“You’re hot, Abby... very fucking hot.”

“You did that, Lucas.”

“I’m glad to be of service.”

“So am I... what else am I? My cuck wants details, please.”

“You are slick, like honey, sticky too, like your juices want to stay on my fingers. ”

“They do. Tell me... have you ever fucked the girl who tasted me?”

“Yes... her sister, too.”

“Together?”

“Not yet.”

“And does her husband watch you fuck his wife?”

“Sometimes... often he is banished from his bedroom.”

“I see.”

“Would you like to meet her, Abby?”

“Would she?”

“Would she what my sweet? Meet... or are you looking for more?”

“More... much more... all the way more.”

I whispered, my hips tilting into his hand without thinking, my tight, warm, sticky hole sucking his fingers inside me. I wanted to feed the woman from the source, before Lucas fucked me and then again afterwards, all while my husband watched.

Clive panted, his breathing erratic, betraying his feelings. He wanted me to fuck the woman, too.

The cab turned sharply. Lucas steadied me with a hand on my hip but didn’t withdraw the other from between my thighs, where he gently fingered my pulsating hole. While sliding in and out of me, my lover’s fingers pressed against the wet gusset, smearing my arousal across the fabric that seeped honeyed nectar onto my thighs.

I leaned into Lucas, nibbling his ear, my warm breath speaking what words could not. His thumb slowly stroked, circled, and dragged from side to side, eliciting my deep, wanton moans.

“She’s leaking through the fabric, Clive. Do you want to smell my hand after?”

“Yes. I want what the woman in the bar had.”

“I can arrange that... Abby has plenty, I can assure you.”

Lucas slid a finger along the bare, shaven seam of my cunt, teasing both swollen pussy lips while spreading them slightly. I bit my lip, my eyes fluttering closed for a moment as the warmth of his skin met the slick, feverish wetness between my other lips.

“I could take Abby right here and fuck her hard, Clive, while you watch me ruin your wife, and the driver carries on, but I think you’d rather see your wife taken in your bed.

My husband was lost for words, already releasing his inner cuck to guide his happiness. I spread my knees wider apart so Lucas’s thumb brushed my clit in a lazy half-circle. I moaned, and the driver stared at my reflection, his eyes wide. He slowed down, tilted his mirror so he could see my bull working me.

When our driver unzipped his pants, we heard it, but none of the three of us cared. He fumbled for his cock, then began wanking it, and all I could do was spread my legs even wider apart, hitching my dress hem higher to give him a good show.

“My husband would prefer you to fuck me in our marital bed. We need to go to our home, not yours, Lucas.”

“I thought-”

“I feel the need to defile my marriage in the bed my husband fucked me in the day we married.”

“Yes... it seems...”

“Appropriate?”

“Yes, Abby.”

My husband whispered new instructions to our driver, who turned the next right one-handed, his other hand stroking a cock I glimpsed. It looked useful, gnarly, and cut nicely with a sharp helmet rim. It wasn’t as big as my lover’s cock, but plenty more length and width than my husband’s, and a damn sight more useful to me.

Clive nodded and smiled.

“We’re going home, Abby.”

“Where my bull will fuck me deep enough to change the way I smell for days.”

“I hope so.”

The cab slowed for a red light. Lucas pulled his hand out of my throbbing hole with deliberate slowness, raising his fingers reverently to his nose. He inhaled deeply, his eyes closing for a beat before he licked one fingertip clean.

“Abby tastes like she needs breeding, Clive. You must talk this matter through. Always remember that what a woman says, might not be what she means... this one has lied to you as much as you have to her.”

The words hit me low in my belly. I shifted in my seat, thighs pressing together as if that could hold the heat in after his fingers vacated. The driver winced, so I spread my legs apart again, not wishing to ruin his orgasm.

Clive’s eyes never left Lucas’s hand.

“Then fucking breed her, Lucas.”

“Not me, my friend, but plenty will step up to take that honor.”

“Another discussion for another time, then?”

“Yes, but first you and Abby must be aligned.”

The driver moaned, squirting his seed wildly, God knows where. He sounded choked, his cum-face ecstasy as he stared at my cunt.

After he squirted his load, the driver didn’t speak, didn’t even look in the mirror, but I caught the faint twitch of his mouth as the light changed and we rolled forward. By the time the cab pulled up outside our building, the inside air was thick with the scent of me, with testosterone and heavy semen, with the static charge of three people locked in the same filthy promise.

Lucas got out of the taxi first, offering his hand to me. His grip was firm, pulling me up so my body brushed against his chest before he released me. Clive paid the fare without looking at the driver, his eyes fixed on my bull’s hand resting at the small of my back as we entered the lobby.

The elevator ride to our apartment was silent. Lucas stood close enough to me that I could feel the faint flex of his thigh against mine, the warmth of his breath when he looked down at me. Clive was behind us, watching, his reflection in the brushed steel walls framed by mine and Lucas’s in the front.

My pussy lips trembled, now partially fucked, albeit by my lover’s fingers. I needed my lover’s cock, but more than that, I wanted total immersion in the cuckold lifestyle, new boundaries, a fresh discussion with my husband about what I was permitted to do, and where his red flags lay.

When the elevator doors opened, we stepped into the hallway. My heels clicked on the polished floor, the sound was loud in the hush, each step taking us closer to the bedroom where I would be fucked by my lover again, this time without interruption, without barriers, without mercy, and with a new trajectory seeded in my mind.

Lucas’s hand was on my hip as we reached the door. Clive unlocked it without hesitation, stepping aside to let us enter first. The apartment smelled faintly of wine and the perfume I’d worn earlier, but under it, the sharper, more primal scent had followed us from the cab.

Clive fetched drinks like the good host he was. Polite and controlled, excited, enjoying every foreshadowing moment of my infidelity. The crystal tumbler rattled faintly in his hand as he poured me wine, but he didn’t comment.

Lucas didn’t bother with pleasantries. He didn’t even speak. He just took my wrist and drew me toward the bedroom and my marital mattress of shame. He wasn’t in a rush, nor was he cruel, just sure that he had to have me. My lover knew I was his to take because he could smell my desire, had tasted it, and fleetingly fucked the hole that was his, because my husband had said so.

My lover’s grip around my wrist was confident, unhurried, as if he’d done this with a hundred wives before me. They were wives who never looked at their husbands the same way again after they slid their shuddering, sticky cunts down Lucas’s superior shaft. I wondered, absurdly, if my pussy would be reshaped. Then I realized it didn’t matter because my husband was unlikely to ever be inside me again. His choice, and now, my preference.

Lucas’s eyes locked on mine. In it, I saw the dark glint of a man who had what I wanted. His voice was honey-drenched gravel.

“You’ve been waiting for my cock, haven’t you, Abby?”

“Yes... It’s been a week. I need you to fuck me more often.”

“We can arrange that.”

“Maybe every night for a few weeks. Then less after that. I need to be reacclimated to taking regular cock. It’s been too long, and that will never happen again.”

The scent of Lucas’s cologne tangled with the electric musk of my arousal. My panties clung to my freshly shaven lips, soaked through from the bar and the taxi. I knew Clive could smell me from where he stood. I wanted to be fucked now, here in front of the man I loved dearly, ruined again, but my lover wasn’t ready. He stared deeply into my eyes, the look of a man who wanted everything I was and could give, but only temporarily.

He unzipped my dress and let it fall. Both men gasped at my beauty and sexual poise. Both stared and admired, but only one would fill my body tonight, or any night, forever.

“Tell your husband how I make you feel, Abby.”

I turned to Clive, who stood in the doorway holding two glasses, his cock tenting his trousers.

“I’ve been wet all day, thinking about Lucas fucking me, darling. My cunt’s been aching since I kissed you goodbye.”

“I know, Abby. My senses picked up your arousal hours ago.”

“Are you offended?”

“No, I am pleased.”

Clive set his drink down on the dresser and took his seat, a cuck’s throne, the same chair he’d used to squirm and wank in the first time he watched another man fucking me. I stood trembling in nothing but my blouse, sodden panties, and heels. My nipples strained at the silk, my thighs glistened. I was beyond shame. I was wanting and needing.

Lucas’s hands were already on me, strong, deliberate. My blouse came off in one decisive pull, my lover’s thumbs brushing over my nipples until they throbbed and engorged. He turned me toward Clive, kissed the nape of my neck, and slid his fingers into the waistband of my ruined panties.

He pushed into the sticky mess between my thighs. Lucas groaned, and I moaned, his heat colliding with mine. His mouth traced wet, sticky heat across my shoulders and neck, each kiss wringing a shiver from me.

“Your wife is soaked and ready.”

“I am sure she is, Lucas.”

“Abby’s dripping through her panties already. Her pussy’s begging for my cock.”

“She needs it more often... as she said. You... can you help us? If Abby wants to fuck you all day, every day, I will hold her hand.”

“You are a damn good cuck, Clive.”

“And it seems, according to my wife, you are a damn fine fuck.”

“I’ll let her... and you be the judge of that.”

Lucas peeled my panties down, stretching the gusset away from my sticky, wet skin before letting them drop. I was bare before them both, my scent filling the room, their nostrils and hearts.

He bent me over the bed, spreading my legs wide apart until the cold air kissed my cunt. Clive’s stare burned hotter than the lights. Lucas knelt, his nose pressed to me, inhaling deeply.

“Your wife smells like sin.”

“She must have absolution, Lucas.”

“I’ll give Abby what she needs.”

Lucas’s tongue was on me and then inside me. I gasped. Heat flared in my belly. His mouth plundered me, lips locked tightly around my clit, his tongue dragging between every swollen fold. My moans were raw, wet, feral, the symphony of a wife being devoured under her husband’s gaze.

Lucas licked my pussy like I was a sacred feast, his hands spreading me wider for Clive to see everything inside me, a place only one of them was going tonight, a place the other would never go with his cock again, unless he called a halt to his own choices. Clive stroked his cock slowly, reverently, his other hand gripping the arm of his chair hard enough to whiten his knuckles.

When I was on the edge of squirting my load in his mouth, Lucas stopped, left me dangling on a cliff of ecstasy, and stood. He reached for a condom. Rolled it halfway down his cock, then looked at me.

“Face him.”

I shook my head.

“No condoms this time, Lucas.”

His hand froze, and his eyes widened. He licked his lips nervously because he was a man who understood the gravity of our moment. I was to be filled with my bull’s semen, ruined entirely.

“Are you sure you want me to cum inside you, Abby?”

“I want to be bred properly soon. I am protected tonight, but I need to feel it, your seed flowing inside and around me, hunting down my egg. Ruin me, Lucas. Cum inside me... I want your seed inside me while my husband holds me later.”

Clive’s lips parted. A protest flickered and died. I reached out to my lover’s cock, gripped it tightly, and peeled the condom off before tossing it in the bin.

Lucas’s eyes went darker.

“Okay. Good girl, Abby. You took the first step.”

I climbed onto the bed slowly, spreading my knees wide, arching my back steeply. I paused at the center, turned toward Clive.

Our eyes locked.

I was the woman he loved and the whore he’d given away. And I loved him more for it. I wanted him to see everything, my absolute ruin, the freedom we both gained from it, from the permission he’d given me.

“Are you ready, Clive?”

“Yes, darling. Please... go all the way.”

“I will.”


Chapter Five

I stared deeply into my lover’s scorching hot eyes, my body in a state of flux. The heat of Lucas’s gaze was almost physical, searing my skin, reaching deep into me as if he could stir my pulse with nothing more than a look. He could. I felt it. My breath caught, and I choked on heady emotions; the air in the room was thick enough to drink, carrying the musk of his body and the fading sweetness of my own perfume, now warped into something carnal by the leakage from my pussy.

I trembled hard, but it was more than just nerves. This wasn’t the shiver of uncertainty. It was the tremor of inevitability, of my body recognizing what was about to happen and loosening every guardrail inside me to let it in. My thighs quivered, my nipples tightening as if they too sensed the shift in ownership.

The title deeds to my body and soul had drifted away from my husband. I felt it like a change in gravity. Clive’s claim on me still existed, but now it had to live alongside a darker, more primal owner. The ownership had been signed over, not in ink, but in permission, in lust, in the ache between my legs.

I had to mark the moment. If I didn’t speak it, it would stay trapped, and this moment deserved to live in the air as much as in our bodies.

I licked my dry lips, breathed deeply to fuel my words while begging my heart to find the courage to say them. The tip of my tongue tasted salty and sticky, from my lover’s sweat and the faint trace of lipstick. The air itself was warm and rich, filling my lungs like a drug. My chest felt tight, not from fear, but from how badly I needed to say the truth.

I stared into my lover’s eyes, shifting my emotions into his orbit.

“I’m yours now, Lucas.”

“Because he said so?”

“No... because I said so. My husband gave you permission to fuck me, and now I am giving myself to you. I want you. I don’t want Clive any less, but this moment must be about us... all three of us, and for that, you must take me, and he must watch.”

“Do you want to be mine, Abby?”

“Yes, for all our sakes.”

“I understand. You love your husband, and I am a vacation from your marriage.”

“Not a vacation, a total immersion, an escape from a sexless void where love lives on but lust has... transformed into this, you, me, and my husband watching. I need that control to be able to give myself to you.”

“I want you... not just because of Clive, but for you. You make me whole, Abby. You fill that part of me that few women understand.”

“I get it... You want a wife for the moment, now, but not forever.”

“Yes... Exactly.”

“Now fuck me, Lucas. Please.”

I said it, and felt relieved. The words slipped free like a lock springing open. My whole body seemed to breathe with them, my hips loosening, my toes curling in anticipation. Something inside me loosened, as if a knot at the base of my belly had finally been tugged free. That release sent a rush of heat through my core, spreading outward until I felt flushed everywhere.

I held Lucas’s stare and felt the room rearrange itself around the fact of my want. The furniture faded, and the walls seemed to lean in. The only fixed points left were Lucas, Clive, me, and the bed.

Our marital bed became an altar for my ritualistic ruin, the air a dense fog of my arousal, and my lover’s cologne filled the space between my husband and me like a charged weather front, threatening a lightning storm. Lucas’s scent was deeper now, mixed with the faint salt of sweat and the raw, animal note of precum. I could taste it in the back of my throat with every breath.

Lucas’s blunt, swollen cock head nudged at my sticky entrance, stretching me wide enough that my tender lips quivered in anticipation, softening and parting for him to enter my throbbing hole. The first brush of him was like touching a live wire, a heat that lit every nerve between my thighs.

I could smell Lucas, raw, male, insistent, with a hint of musk that burned inside my flaring nostrils. It was heady, intoxicating, a scent that spoke directly to my cunt and made it flex greedily, wanting more.

My nose twitched and my nostrils burned. It was my bull’s precum, and that scent alone made my thighs tremble and my pulse throb in my throat. Each beat seemed to push more slickness from me, the wet heat coating my folds and making the glide of my lover’s cock inside me inevitable.

I gasped, more from need than fear, then I grunted, growled, and moaned. The sounds tore from my chest before I could stop them, my lips parting, lungs straining to suck in more of the air that smelled like him.

My cunt twitched and ached; its succulent pink, tight entrance was wet and open, begging to be split apart. I could feel the slick trail already sliding down from my hole to the bed beneath me, marking the sheets as surely as Lucas was about to mark me.

Then he pushed and captured all of me. Lucas’s blunt cock head breached me, followed by the thick, unyielding slide of his gnarly shaft, forcing my walls to stretch wider than they wanted, wider than they’d ever had to.

Lucas’s long, arrogant cock stretched my sticky, tight pussy hole wide, inch by aching inch. The ridge of his helmet dragged along my inner walls like it was carving a path meant only for him. Obscene fullness swelled inside me, his veiny shaft pressing deeper than I thought I could take. The deep stretch was almost unbearable, almost, but instead of splitting me, it remade me around him. I was reshaping inside to meet the needs of my new lover.

My mouth opened in a silent moan, because I was too full to speak and too stunned to cry out. The air I did pull in tasted faintly of Lucas, as if the act itself infused the room with his essence.

The first thrust of my lover’s cock inside my throbbing pussy wrecked me. My spine arched, my toes curled, and my nails scraped against the sheets in a frantic bid to anchor myself. My body braced and squirmed back to take more, shivering from the pleasure and the shock of sexual fulfilment. Every inch of me seemed to recognize Lucas, my muscles drawing him in, holding his cock inside me.

Lucas didn’t pause or give quarter as I writhed and cried out, clutching the bedsheets like rags in my talon-like death grip. The fabric tore slightly under my nails, its sound sharp against the wet rhythm between us.

My lover bottomed out his luscious, thick, long cock inside me, rigid and possessive, staying there, stretching and reshaping me... owning the part of me my husband had agreed to forego. The blunt pressure against my cervix sent a deep, shuddering ache through me, the kind that felt like it would linger for hours.

Is our marriage like this forever?

The question hung in my mind, thick with both dread and longing.

With that thought in mind, I locked eyes with Clive while Lucas owned me, letting him see through my expression the stretch, the fullness, the slow burn of surrendering to something too big and too necessary to deny. I wanted my husband to see the truth in my face, the way my body accepted and clung to another man’s cock.

Clive stroked his cock slowly now, his breath catching, his chest heaving, eyes wide and glassy. The faint slap of skin-on-skin carried across the room, underscored by a wet, sticky rhythm between my legs as Lucas held me open around him. My husband’s eyes were blown wide, pupils so dark they nearly swallowed the blue, the shine in them a mix of awe and hunger.

Lucas leaned close to my ear and growled. The sound vibrated into my skull, a deep, animal rumble that seemed to bypass my ears and go straight to my cunt. His breath was hot against my skin, scented with the faint metallic tang of his exertion.

“Tell him.”

“I can’t... I’m too full, too lost in you.”

The words came out as a breathless whimper of a ruined wife, my voice broken by the way my lover’s cock held me open.

“He must know how you feel... your cuck is important.”

“I know... but... oh fuck... It’s so fucking good!”

The admission spilled from me with a shiver, my hips jerking involuntarily to chase the friction of my lover’s cock as he began to withdraw it.

“Tell him, Abby... details are important.”

Lucas’s hips rocked back, withdrawing from my trembling hole, my pussy gripping his shaft as it slid out, wet and reluctant to let him go. The drag of his length made the walls of my cunt ache, the wet cling giving way only because his force demanded it.

The tip of my lover’s cock teased me, then he drove his hips forward again, stretching me wide until his cock head crushed my cervix, something my husband had never done. The blunt impact sent a shockwave deep into my belly, stealing my breath in a rush.

I dug my fingernails into my lover’s back until they hurt, me, not him. The sting in my fingertips was matched by the satisfying feel of skin giving under my nails. I felt the tear of breaking skin, a trickle of blood, and the pleasure of watching Lucas smile through it. That smile was pure possession, as if even my violence was his to enjoy.

Seconds later, the real use and ruination began. Lucas shifted his weight and drove into me with a deliberate, steady grind, the kind that made me feel every ridge, every vein, and gnarl of his cock.

My lover’s cock dragged in and out of my soaking cunt with slow, grinding pressure, every stroke claiming me as I molded to his shape. The obscene squelch of my wetness echoed faintly, each thrust leaving me wetter still.

Lucas frowned at me, and I glanced at my cuck, realizing I wasn’t sharing. His eyes met mine, and in them I saw the unspoken plea, give him this moment too.

“Sorry.”

“Tell your husband what he wants to hear, Abby... you must. He wants it. Clive deserves it for his sacrifice.”

I turned my head toward my husband, feeling a deep, almost aching joy inside me, through me, everywhere like ripples on a pond that reach all shores. The sight of him there, his cock hard, stroking, watching, was its own kind of climax. Clive had never given me that, not even on his best days. This wasn’t just sex. It was a revelation.

“Clive... I-”

I groaned and rolled my eyes, exhaling vigorously as my body tensed and my pelvic floor constricted until my pussy gripped my lover’s shaft. The contraction made Lucas hiss through his teeth, the deep heat of him flaring inside me.

As I was about to speak, Lucas had ground his cock balls-deep inside me, his swollen glans crushing my cervix, his heavy balls slapping against my sticky upper thighs. The sound was a sharp, fleshy whack, timed with the heavy thud of my heartbeat that echoed in my ears.

My husband stared desperately at me, waiting for me to finish my sentence.

“Yes, Abby?”

“Sorry... I... I’m on the edge.”

My voice trembled, tight with the effort of holding back an orgasm.

“Is Lucas good?”

“So... so... fucking good.”

The words felt inadequate, but my face must have said the rest.

“Are you full of his cock?”

“Lucas’s cock is so deep inside me... he’s fucking me so good... Clive, I... oh God!”

My confession broke on a moan, my thighs straining wider to take him deeper.

“Are you happy, Abby?”

“Oh yeah... so fucking happy.”

Happiness and ruin were indistinguishable in this moment. Clive whimpered a raw, guttural sound that didn’t belong to a man in control. It was the animal sound of a man unmade by what he was seeing.

“Do you love him, Abby?”

My husband’s voice was barely a whisper. It quivered, the question carrying every fear and thrill he lived for. I closed my eyes, letting Lucas ream my quivering hole, my mind flashing through every wife in every dirty cuckolding scene who had been asked that same question by her husband. The archetype. The ritual. The pivot point between devotion and destruction. We had reached a nexus.

Do you love him, or me?

This was the point where marriages either bent or broke under the strain of cuckolding. I could feel my husband’s question hanging in the air, waiting to see which way we would fall. I opened my eyes, stared into my husband’s, drinking in the conflict and longing I saw there. It made me want to give him the answer he needed, but not without letting him watch me take more of my lover’s cock first.

I smiled, teasing him with his question, crying out Lucas’s name as my lover pounded my throbbing, slick hole harder, faster, and deeper than I’d ever been taken. The sound of his name on my lips was a lash across my husband’s heart, and the gift he craved most.

Then I looked at Clive with all the softness I still had for him.

“No, I don’t love Lucas at all. I love you, Clive. Always and forever, I will only ever love you.”

Lucas drove his thick, long cock deeper and faster into me with mighty, punishing strokes. The bed creaked in protest, the slap of our bodies meeting louder now, wet and obscene. I gasped, reaching for Clive’s free hand. His palm was warm, damp with sweat, his grip strong even as his other hand still worked his cock in a frantic rhythm.

“There is more...”

“Tell me anything you want, Abby. I can take it... I want to. Please.”

“I need Lucas... I need him, his cock, and his semen to make me whole... and to fuck my hole. I need more, more of him, more of other bulls, more discussion about us, and this lifestyle...”

“Yes, Abby? This lifestyle...”

“I don’t want it ever to end.”

“Neither do I. I need to be a cuckold as much as you need other men to fuck you.”

Lucas growled and slammed his hips forward harder, grinding deep inside me, the head of his cock battering my cervix like it had a score to settle. Each hit made me gasp, my nails digging deeper into the sheets, smearing the blood from his back, while the heat of him bloomed across my womb.

My whole body rocked. My breasts bounced, nipples tingling, mouth open in a moan that didn’t stop. The ache in my swollen, quivering clit pulsed in time with the wet squelch of my lover’s deep thrusts inside me. My pussy squelched in an obscene rhythm to my lover’s excellent stroke. The sound alone could have made me cum.

“I can feel your wife’s pussy gripping my cock. She’s greedy and wants every inch. Abby is milking me.”

And I was. God help me, I really, desperately, and truly was. I clenched Lucas’s cock in deliberate, rhythmic squeezes, determined to pull every drop from him when it came. I wanted Lucas to cum inside me, to fill me so full I’d leak his semen onto our sheets.

The thought alone sent a deep, hot pulse through my belly. I wanted to be messy inside, unmistakable with the kind of marking that would make our bedroom smell like him for days, that would stain me in ways only Clive and I would ever see.

I wanted my husband to tuck me in after my lover left, while another man’s seed trickled out of my still gaping hole. That image tightened my chest and made my pussy twitch, the intimacy of it as filthy as anything we had ever done.

Lucas pulled my thighs wider apart, needing to feed his entire cock deep inside me, until our pubic bones fused. I was wide enough to expose everything, presented like an offering. The air hit the wet heat between my legs when Lucas withdrew on every stroke. It felt cool compared to his body, and my cunt clenched in protest, clinging to the rim around his helmet until he plowed forward and filled me again.

My lover slammed his cock back inside me again and again, his hips pistoning until stars filled my vision. Each thrust was a blow that rattled the bedframe, each withdrawal a slow drag that left me aching to be full again.

And then I came.

The orgasm I desperately needed tore through me like lightning, every muscle in my body snapping tight. It was violent and visceral. My scream burst from my throat, raw and full, shaking through my chest. An immense, entire body, muscle-throbbing orgasm ripped through me from my quivering, solid clit to my toes. The pulse in my cunt was fierce, forcing my body to squeeze Lucas’s cock hard, milking him even as my body trembled uncontrollably.

My scream was full-bodied, helpless, a marriage momentarily abandoned while a lover was embraced. For that endless moment, I was nothing but a vessel for him, a wife in name, a whore in action. My legs shook, my back arched, and I stopped being a wife. I became something else entirely, raw, open, and shameless. I was a cuckold’s delight, a bull’s pleasure, and a whores joyous whisper.

I was a cock-drunk, cum-glazed whore with my husband’s blessing, sobbing through an orgasm while the man I loved watched everything. Tears of joy blurred my vision, streaking down my cheeks; the mix of pleasure and surrender was overwhelming.

Lucas kissed me, possessive, breathless, brutal. His mouth claimed mine like a seal of ownership, his tongue demanding entry the way his cock had. Then he rose to his knees, his cock halfway inside me. The loss of depth made my body buck toward him in desperation.

My bull pinned my wrists above my head, and his thrusts turned wild, uncontrolled. His grip was firm, almost bruising, his rhythm fucking me, breaking into shorter, sharper snaps that had the wet slap of desperation.

Lucas stared at my husband, and I was speechless, desperately sucking in more air to fuel my disbelief.

“I’m going to cum inside your wife, Clive. I’m going to fill this married cunt with my seed.”

“Good!”

There was more to say, much more, so I said it.

“Yes, yes, yes. Fill me with your seed, Lucas. Fucking ruin me, but let my husband see it close up.”

The words tumbled out, half-pleading, half-commanding, my chest heaving under my lover’s pummeling. Lucas paused and beckoned Clive closer. My husband came to the side of the bed, dropping to his knees, his breathing heavy enough to stir the hair at my temple.

Clive’s eyes locked on where my lover’s cock was wedged deep inside my hole, and when my lover withdrew, he saw and smelled the slick cream that coated both of us. The sight was obscene, the dark flush of Lucas’s shaft, glistening, disappearing inside me over and over.

The men exchanged a friendly look, much to my relief, one showing the other how my pleasure manifested.

It was silent communication, a mutual respect for the roles we played in each other’s lives.

“Smell her, Clive. Look at Abby’s gaping, wide cunt. See how tightly it clings to my cock.”

Clive groaned, stroking his cock faster. The sound was guttural, unguarded, almost a growl of its own. I came again from the sight of my cuck getting off on being so close to the action, my stomach clenching, my pussy milking Lucas’s cock. The pulse of his shaft sent fresh wetness spilling down to my ass, making our connection even slicker.

I glanced up desperately, beseeching my bull to fulfill me.

“Fill me... please, Lucas.”

Lucas didn’t stop fucking me, not even when his cock jerked hard inside me and he squirted his load, balls-deep, flooding my cervix with heat and a sticky mess that would linger and own part of me for days. The first spurt was so hot it made me gasp; the next came harder, heavier, coating my deepest walls.

My lover’s growl rumbled through me as his shaft twitched and emptied every drop, his eyes were fixed on mine. It was ownership without a word, sealing the act in silence and stare.

Clive moaned my name as his cum splashed on the floor. The sound of it hitting wood was as obscene as the act itself. He staggered back into the chair, panting, sweat glistening along his hairline, his chest rising and falling in uneven bursts.

And I lay there, used, full, and deeply satisfied. The warmth inside me was almost a weight, settling low, soaking into me like it belonged there. My heart swelled with the fierce love for a husband who understood me like no one else. That love wasn’t diminished by what had just happened; it was fed by it.

Lucas leaned down, kissed my temple, and whispered,

“You were made for this, Abby.”

Then, like the perfect bull, he rose and stood. The sight of him standing there, still flushed and glistening, made my cunt twitch again. He lifted me from the bed, maneuvering and manipulating my body until my back leaned reassuringly against his. The warmth of his chest seeped into my spine, his arms strong under my thighs.

Lucas held me aloft, his powerful hands gripping under my thighs, close to my knees. The muscles in his forearms bunched and shifted with the weight of me, his grip firm and unyielding.

Then, to my shock, I was seated in midair, my knees clamped together, my hole clinging to the precious cum my bull had decanted inside me. My thighs stuck slightly from the mix of sweat and the slick coating them.

I dared not say a word because I knew what was happening as I was cradled and moved into a position I had seen on streamed porn but never imagined for myself, my bull and the cuck about to be baptized. The silence was a shared anticipation, thick and knowing. This was a moment of transformation, of choice, my cuckold husband’s, not mine.

I was the offering. Whether my husband took it was his ritual to decide. I would be a giver, but whether my husband would receive or not, I couldn’t know. The uncertainty of the moment thrummed between us, making my breath quicken.

Lucas shuffled me closer to where my husband sat. The movement rocked me slightly, the shift of his cock still ghosting through my stretched hole. Clive’s eyes were bold, burning brightly with the intensity of the moment. The color in them was darker now, swallowed by desire.

My husband licked his lips and stared at my closed knees, so I opened them wide for him to see my lover’s seed pooling at my gaping entrance, ready to fall. The sight was brazen, unapologetic; my body was open and dripping for Clive to witness.

I glanced down and saw my husband’s cock twitching from the aftermath of his orgasm, the final dribbles of his semen loading his glans before drop, by drop they dripped to the floor. The drops landed with soft, obscene sounds, adding to the scent-heavy air.

I gulped, waiting, the tension in the air so overwhelming I felt lightheaded, joy surging through me like it was carried on every blood cell. It was the kind of moment that didn’t just happen; it was built between three people who understood one another’s pleasures, cultivated by decadence, but wholly earned.

“Kneel before our Queen, Clive. She has something for you.”

“Both of you do.”

“What is inside Abby belongs to her now. Yours to share from her, as it should be.”

“Oh God. I want to, so much.”

My husband’s voice cracked on the words, thick with need. His eyes bloated and almost exploded when he dropped to his knees, shuffling forward until his palms rested on my kneecaps. The heat of his touch spread quickly, anchoring me.

Clive stared deeply into my eyes, spreading my thighs further apart until I smelled the pungent aroma of a wife defiled and ruined beautifully for her cuck husband. The scent of mine and Lucas’s orgasm and subsequent creamy mess rose thick and heavy, all semen, arousal, sweat, and my hormones, clinging to the back of my throat.

I smiled lovingly at my cuck.

“Lick me clean, Clive... please.”

“I will.”

“Suck every drop out.”

“It’s mine to take?”

“Of course... It’s Lucas’s gift.”

Creampie cleaning came instinctively to my husband. It was in the way his shoulders dropped into the role, his head bowed, his breath steadying in focus. His fingers spanned my inner thighs, gripping gently, tickling my swollen lips that his thumbs gently parted. The tender spread made more of Lucas’s cum leak down, thick and slow until it began to ooze out of my like a giant, glistening bead of rain on a window.

I felt my lover’s semen rush to escape, but I need not have worried about any spillage of Lucas’s treasured gift because Clive was there instantly, his lips wide open, his tongue long, flat, and reaching just deep enough inside my warm, well-fucked hole to drink me.

The first sweep of my husband’s tongue was hot and sure, the suction around my hole immediate.

My husband slurped my creamy mess, purring loudly as his taste buds exploded and he became the most authentic version of himself. His hum of satisfaction vibrated into my oversensitive flesh, making me gasp. Clive plowed his tongue up and down my creamy slit, slurping noisily, sucking my throbbing clitoris until it ached and was cleaned. The pull on my clit made my hips roll toward him, instinctively chasing more, possibly another orgasm.

My husband’s eagerness to feed from my pussy hole grew with a cuckold’s joy. My bull smiled down reverently because he understood the need each of us had for one another. The moment was layered. Sex, devotion, ownership, all tangled in one living tableau.

I craned my neck and kissed my lover while my husband cleaned my creamy hole. Lucas’s lips were hot and firm on my mouth, his tongue pushing inside like he was claiming it too, while my husband did the same thing to the lips between my legs.

I stared at Lucas enquiringly.

“We are good together, aren’t we, Lucas? The three of us, I mean.”

“We are, yes.”

“I want you and Clive to become friends.”

“So do I. He is the best cuck I know. That’s important for me too.”

“Is that because you love fucking other men’s wives?”

“Yes... It’s my kink.”

“I hope it stays that way. You, unmarried.”

“It will, Abby. I wish the same for you in reverse... always to be married to Clive.”

“I need more cock, honey.”

“We’ll talk about it soon. You and Clive must discuss growing a family.”

“I know.”

To have my bull kissing me while my husband licked out the creampie left inside my pussy was surreal, but it was so much more unearthly to imagine another man getting me pregnant, maybe more than once. The thought was both terrifying and delicious, sparking a fresh throb between my thighs.

While I came hard in my husband’s mouth, squirting out the creamy mess that Lucas had left inside me, I dispelled all thoughts of pregnancy, enjoying the moment I anointed my cuck, ruining him as much as Lucas had done to me. The gush was warm, wet, and messy, spilling over his chin, and he drank it like sacrament.

When my husband finished dining on my creampie, Lucas set me down on my bed for Clive to reclaim me. My lover gathered his clothes and left without another word. The movement was unhurried, deliberate, the quiet authority of a man who knew the mark he’d left would last long after he walked out the door. The rustle of fabric was sharp in the thick air as he dressed, each sound a reminder of the bare skin it was about to cover.

Lucas’s scent was a mix of sweat, cologne gone feral, and the tang of sex clung in the air, heavy enough that I could taste it when I swallowed.

My husband snuggled in close to me. The room was quiet again except for the hallway clock ticking. Each click of the mechanism was sharp in the stillness, marking out seconds that felt stretched and swollen with the heat still rolling through my body.

I didn’t hear the front door close. I didn’t want to. I kissed the top of my husband’s head as he lay with his head nestled between my breasts. He seemed relaxed, more content than I’d ever known him to be.

“Was that everything you hoped for, Clive?”

“Yes, darling... everything, and more.”

“Then perhaps we should discuss growing a family.”

“I’d like that.”

“Who breeds me will be your choice, darling.”


Chapter Six

I lay on our bed, my husband snuggled close. He was loving me, and I was remembering what Lucas’s cock felt like inside me. The room still held heat like a mouth that had not yet finished its kiss. The sheets were warm where my back had been pressed, my lover’s dried blood dragged into ridges of my nails. Sweat had dried into faint salt maps on my neck where kisses were still trembling.

Every breath I drew tasted faintly of cologne turned feral and the animal bite of sex.

Lucas’s cock was still thick inside me after he squirted his load and slowed. I could still feel the shape of him in me, the ache of his size stamped along my inner walls, a sore, sweet outline that told my body who had been there and why.

“I went without sex for too long, Clive.”

“I know... I am sorry.”

“You don’t need to be. You were equally denied your pleasure. We lost our way, but now, we rediscovered each other.”

“And ourselves, Abby.”

“Yes... exactly. I need more sex.”

“You may have as much as you want. I have watched twice now, and I haven’t seen your love for me waver.”

“It won’t... I promise. It never needs to... this is...”

I paused for a moment, not wishing to crush my husband’s heart.

“Tell me, Abby?”

“This is better, honey. For both of us.”

“Yes.”

As I lay cuddling my husband, the weight of my lover lingered on and inside me like a claim. Inside, I felt like a room that had been occupied, vacated, then a new occupant arrived, shifted furniture, and rearranged the air.

“Everything is different now, Clive, and yet everything is the same.”

“As it should be.”

“A part of me that once belonged to you has been rekeyed for another man, and the lock still tingles from being opened.”

“Lucas fucks you well.”

“He does.”

My husband’s mouth hadn’t left my cunt when I was cradled and offered as a chalice to feed him. My thighs had trembled around his face while the creamy heat that Lucas left inside me pooled low and heavy, then rose in little tides each time Clive sucked it free. The sound had been wet and shameless, a hungry seal at a bucket, a man relearning the taste of his wife by starting at the place where another had filled her.

“How did I taste, Clive? Sorry, how did we taste?”

“Unbelievable... there was something primal, igniting about it.”

“Would you do it again, darling?”

“As many times as I am permitted.”

“You’ll never be rationed.”

“Thank you, Abby.”

Clive had licked my pussy like a man who’d found his calling, his tongue sweeping deep to collect the thick sticky cream dripping from me, his lips sealing over the mess my bull had left inside. My husband’s jaw had worked gently with devotion and diligence, not greed or shame. The way his shoulders loosened as he fed told a story. He settled into himself as he swallowed us, and I knew Clive had found his happy place in our lives.

He was humming low, a deep, satisfied vibration I could feel in my bones. The air between us was heavy with the smell. My arousal was bright and coppery at the edges. Lucas’s cum had that rich salted cream note that hit the back of the throat and stayed, and the salt of Clive’s sweat rose from his temples where my thighs had framed him.

Our bedroom was a bowl of breath, steam, and rut.

When Lucas had stepped back from the bed, his thick, half-erect cock hanging heavy and wet, the head still glazed from being inside me, I knew I needed more. Thick blue veins lay like dark cords along the shaft, sticky with the sheen of me. He smirked at the sight of Clive’s chin slick with the cream he’d just poured into me. The small curl at the corner of my lover’s mouth made my pussy clench again, reflexive, needy, a muscle that had learned a new command.

I threaded my fingers through my husband’s hair, my nails lightly scratching his scalp. My fingertips came away shiny, and the scent hit me instantly, rich, raw, and unmistakable. The musk painted my knuckles and made my tongue press unconsciously against the roof of my mouth. My pulse thudded in my throat.

Clive finally lifted his head, breathing hard.

“You taste like you’ve been fucked the way you need to be. I enjoyed dining on you. Your pussy hole is pulsating, pink, succulent, and oozing semen.”

“My bull made me taste that good.”

Lucas’s lingering scent consumed me, a mix of sweat, cologne gone feral, and the tang of sex that clung in the air, heavy enough that I could taste it when I swallowed. My lover’s seed percolated inside me, exploring, warming, loving the parts of me my husband wouldn’t. I felt small currents of heat travel from my cervix to my belly like hands pressing from the inside, a warm bloom that made the back of my knees weak.

Our bedroom was quiet again except for the hallway clock ticking. Each click of the mechanism sounded sharp in the stillness, marking out seconds that felt stretched and swollen with the heat still rolling through my body. The lamp threw a soft cone that made my skin glow slick and gold. Dust motes moved in slow confetti.

The ache of excess desire in my belly was already back. My clit throbbed; the mess between my thighs felt hotter, heavier. A slow, dribbled line of my lover’s cum had escaped my throbbing hole, sticky and warm, and it was making its way toward the crease of my ass. My husband crawled back down my body, planting soft kisses across my breasts, pausing to suck my nipples. He took the tips in, drew, released, drew again, coaxing me back into a state of arousal. My stomach fluttered. I knew where Clive was going and what he wanted. His hands framed my hips like he was setting a chalice back on an altar.

“Clive... stop.”

He snapped his head up, fixing his gaze on mine. A bead of my lover’s cream clung to his lower lip like frosting. He blinked and looked confused, pupils wide, breath quick.

“Did I-”

“You did nothing wrong except make me feel so fucking horny again. I can’t let him leave.”

I swung quickly off the bed, my thighs slick, the inside of my knees tacky where my lover’s semen had dribbled. The smear cooled as it met the air, then warmed as my skin heated under it, and when I pressed my thighs together, closing off any further precious leakage.

I didn’t wipe my shame away. I wanted Lucas to see it, to smell himself on me, to know I was still carrying him. My robe was just for the walk down the hall, loosened before I’d even taken three steps. The silk clung to my shoulder blades then slid with a whisper.

I ran downstairs, opened our Duplex door, hoping and praying. Lucas was already standing at the elevator, his shirt hanging open, chest still damp. He looked like a man who’d just fucked someone’s wife, sexy, mildly arrogant, deliciously hot, and very relaxed. The relaxation was the worst of it. He looked complete, and I was not.

My lover saw me, looked surprised, then concerned, and took half a step towards me. The elevator chimed, and he paused, caught between me and his exit. The doors opened, and a slice of bright light was cast out into the dimly lit foyer.

“Are you okay, Abby?”

“I need another good fucking, honey. My husband’s tongue has me soaking again. Please... stay and well... deal with me.”

Lucas looked me over, from my flushed cheeks to the gleaming semen dribbling down my thighs. His gaze paused where the shine pooled at my knees, and then his eyes climbed back up to meet mine. He grinned, a man who had more in the tank and wanted to give it. He licked his lips, his eyes sparkled, but he didn’t move, teasing me, letting my need to be fucked fatten like fruit on the branch.

Lucas looked inside the elevator and nodded politely at someone there. The small courtesy made heat shoot low through me, my shame burned away by need. My whole body trembled, desperate to be loved again, long, hard, and deep. Voices inside the elevator dropped to murmurs, a woman’s soft intake, a man’s amused grunt. My nipples tightened further, as if strangers breathing my air could see them.

I was terrified Lucas might leave. The idea passed across my skin like a cold breeze.

“Turn around, Abby.”

“What?”

“Turn around and show me how desperately you need me to fuck you again.”

Christ. There are people in the elevator.

My robe was open. My knees were slick with his cum, and my pussy still pulsed around an absence.

“Do it, Abby.”

I did it because my need for Lucas’s cock inside me outbid my need to retain my dignity. My robe slid from my shoulders, and I turned around, bending over until my fingertips touched my toes. My hamstrings sang, blood moved to my face, and I felt vulnerable, accessible, and wanton. I spread my feet wide apart, opening up my dripping, well fucked hole, baring the wet streak between my thighs and the sloppiness glazed between my cheeks, where a slow droplet of my lover’s cum threatened to fall. My pussy lips parted under the chillier lobby air, swollen and dark, trembling in tiny pulses that matched my heart.

“That’s a fresh load, Abby.”

“You put it there.”

“Your husband licked it out, though. Isn’t that enough?”

“No... because he’s made me want more.”

“Beg.”

“Fuck off, you arrogant bastard!”

“Beg, Abby.”

The cooler air in our floor lobby licked my wet cunt, making matters worse, raising a thousand tiny sparks across already oversensitized skin, adding more tingling to my vigorously quivering pussy lips and succulent hole between them. The marble beneath my toes was chilled and clean; I thought about the mess that would be there soon and shuddered in shame and anticipation.

I stared at my lover while my head was upside down, my ass spread wide, my slutty pussy pointed high. My hair hung like a curtain, swaying with my pulse. The elevator hummed. Someone inside exhaled a quiet laugh that made my cheeks go hotter.

I need his cock. I must beg and let the humiliation bite, then turn it into heat.

“Please, Lucas.”

“Please, what darling?”

“Please, will you fuck me again? I am fucking desperate to feel your cock deep inside me.”

“In front of your husband... while he watches?”

“Yes.”

I had no clue who was inside the elevator listening to my disgrace, but I was pleased they didn’t step out or peer around the door. I was safe in my anonymity, but so were they. Lucas smiled, stepped back from the elevator, which pinged just before the doors closed, silently sliding down the shaft. The breath I didn’t know I was holding fell out of me in a tremble.

“Stay as you are, Abby.”

“What... like this?”

“Yes.”

“Here, at my fucking front door?”

“Yes.”

Lucas reached me in eight steps. I counted each, my pulse racing higher, my heart in my mouth, my pussy spraying a musky, sleazy perfume that soon filled the lobby. Three other apartment doors shared the elevator lobby, each home to prying eyes that could watch my shame through a peephole. Any door could open in a heartbeat, the elevator might return, but I didn’t care because my lover was going to give me more cock. And I desperately needed it, more than I wanted to retain my dignity.

My lover reached me while I was still in a compromising position, head down, ass up, feet wide apart, cum filled, dripping slit bared, lips peeled wide, the succulent pink hole my lover had fucked still throbbing. Lucas caressed my back, then lined up his fingers as if playing the guitar, tickling all the way down my ass crack, brushing across the ridges around my anal whorl. The pads of his fingers left cool streaks that warmed instantly.

Then he fingered my sloppy, cum soaked, cock ruined slit, strumming the sticky furrow between swollen lips gently, reverently, lifting me towards another orgasm. Each soft drag caught on the little ridges inside me that his cock had made, and each catch sent a tiny shock up my spine. I curled my toes, gripping the marble, and then I relaxed, enjoying a try-not-to-fall sway that made more of the mess slip lower.

“Should we go inside, Lucas?”

“Nope.”

“What about Clive?”

“Call him.”

My lover pushed on, and I flattened my palms, pressing them against the cool marble to keep myself upright, my slit accessible. My breath fogged the polished shine and then cleared. Lucas played me like a guitar, softly, deftly plucking my trembling, solid, creamy clitoris until my body shuddered and bucked and I cried softly, losing control. My abdomen stuttered. My calves threatened to cramp.

“Clive. Get down here!”

Footsteps hurried down the stairs of our duplex. The rhythm was wrong for calm. He arrived bare, dragging his underwear around his ankles as he walked. My husband stopped dead at the sight of me, my legs spread wide, my lover wanking me off, fingers wet, knuckles shining.

Lucas pointed to the stairs inside my home.

“Sit on the stairs, Clive. I’m going to fuck your wife again.”

“Good. She’s missing you already.”

“Maybe I should stay the night.”

“Perhaps you should.”

My cuck looked hopefully at me as I craned my neck painfully, still enjoying the four fingers playing a tune along my creamy furrow, plucking and brushing my clitoris. I nodded my assent for my lover to stay the night because I needed him, and there was little point pretending I didn’t. Relief showed in the lines around Clive’s mouth. Agreement settled over the three of us like a warm blanket that smelled like sin.

Clive grinned, kicked off his underwear, and sat on a step, his hand gripping his cock, stroking it slowly, his eyes locked on where Lucas was about to take me. His cock had that faint upward bow it always had when he was truly solid, and a vein stood high and blue while his other hand braced on the wood rail, knuckles pale.

“Tell him, Abby.”

I was used to the drill. My lover wanted my cuck engaged in my ruin. He perfectly understood Clive’s kink and wanted to help satisfy his overwhelming cuckold desires. The care in that knowledge made a low ache bloom in my chest. It wasn’t romance. It was something like teamwork with teeth.

“I want my bull’s cock back inside my cunt, Clive. I want to smell of him tonight and tomorrow. I want you to watch Lucas fuck me over and over.”

“I’ll watch, darling.”

“And more?”

“If you’ll allow me to, yes.”

“I must be cleaned after every deposit inside me, Clive. The connection between us is crucial.”

“Then I’ll do it.”

Lucas dropped his pants and boxer briefs to his ankles. His cock was solid, ten, maybe twelve minutes after he fucked me, a heavy rise that spoke of the cock I prayed to fuck me again, and a refractory period that gave me what I’d asked for. My bull gripped my hips with clawing fingers, adding more sleaze to my already compromised state.

I still didn’t care who knew, who saw, who smelled my shame in the foyer as long as I could be fucked by my lover while Clive watched. I gasped and moaned when Lucas’s cock head pressed against the hole he’d already fucked, making a sucking sound that I also felt, like a kiss that renewed our acquaintance. The first nudge was a question, my body answered by opening, and our fucking began.

Lucas pushed his cock deep inside my throbbing cunt with a long, slow slide, my lips easily parting to take him all the way. The stretch made me gasp and cry out. The heat of him displaced the cooling slick left behind with fresh fire. The little ache where he’d banged my cervix earlier woke and welcomed, achingly pleasured.

A door in the foyer opened, so I closed my eyes, carefree, uninhibited because my lover’s cock was drilling me. The draft changed. Somewhere behind me, fabric moved against fabric. A cut lemon smell from someone’s kitchen found our heat and vanished.

“Your wife is even wetter now than before.”

“That’s because I made her that way. My tongue and your cock are a great combination.”

“Exactly, Clive. You and me... we keep her like this.”

I craned my neck, desperate to see my husband, still oblivious to whomever watched us from the safety of their front door. I saw desperation and joy in my cuck’s face, so I tried to spot if another was watching him, watching me, or watching Lucas fuck me.

That unknown person was now part of our lewd crime, a voyeur because they hadn’t slammed their duplex door shut. The edge of a robe showed in the door crack. A bare knee. A pale shin that was hairless, as if shaved. I stopped looking, turning back to Clive, noticing that his jaw tightened, but it wasn’t from jealousy. It was concentration, the way a man watches an engine he loves run perfectly.

“That’s the point, Lucas. You have the part of her I cannot service, I keep the part you don’t want and that she won’t give to anyone except me.”

“Love. It’s overrated in my view, but you two are a great couple.”

Lucas’s hips met mine with a wet slap, then another as his balls swung pendulum-like, hitting my wet, sticky thighs. The sound echoed in the foyer, and I dared to look at who might be watching. It was duplex number 86a, and even though I couldn’t see his face, I knew it must be Mr. Darby. His bathrobe was untied, wide open, and he stood, feet wide apart, wanking a very long, thick cock. A silver wedding band flashed once. His breath hitched. The smell shifted slightly, as if the air had taken note of him and logged him as part of this sleazy dream.

I closed my eyes again as my pleasure rose, rippling through me as the veins in Lucas’s cock throbbed hard, pulsing joy into the soft tissue walls of my semen soaked cunt. Each veiny drag scraped my need raw in a way I craved. My breasts lifted with each of Lucas’s thrusts; my clitoris throbbed. The smell of slutty sex was visceral, and it wrapped around us like a protective shell. It was the same scent that had clung to Clive’s lips minutes ago, and it was thickening, like steam in a small room.

“Do you smell that from your wife’s cunt, Clive? It’s a musk of deep arousal and sex in the air.”

“I do. It tastes fabulous, too.”

“That’s me and your wife, in union, deep inside her where you can’t go.”

Clive’s fist moved faster, flashing beautifully up and down his stiff cock. The tendons in his forearm stood like stalks. I gasped, moaned, and leaned back, desperate to have my squelching dribbling hole filled to overflowing. The angle with which he fucked me drove Lucas’s head into that sore, greedy place inside, and my stomach dropped with the impact.

“Put more in her, Lucas.”

“More what?”

“More cock... and your cum... much more.”

“I will.”

“I want it.”

My lover’s rhythm built, his hips snapping, my body yielding. He took my hips higher, tipped my pelvis until his angle hit the thick band of my clit with each grind. Then, very quickly, Lucas forced me upright, leaning his torso back, unrelentingly fucking my throbbing hole while I watched my husband, watching me. Our eyes were locked in a tractor-beam-like stare as my lover planted soft kisses across my shoulders and neck while I observed my cuck at play. Saliva cooled and warmed on my skin as he kissed, an alternating heat that made my nerves jump.

I craned my neck for a kiss, but my bull pinned my jaw and made me look at Clive. My mouth stayed open and dragged in air that tasted like us.

“She’s your wife, cuck... watch her at play.”

“You’re giving her what I can’t.”

“And you give her what I can’t, Clive.”

Clive didn’t look down at his own hand. He watched where Lucas disappeared into me, watched the wet, watched the ripple of my stomach each time the thickest part of my lover’s cock passed inside the tightest part of me. Lucas’s thrusts inside me grew rougher, wetter, noisier; my cunt clutched for the thickness of his cock every time he pulled back. My clit throbbed, the ache rising fast, trembling through my entire body. A second door opened a crack. I turned just enough to see a woman’s eye and the glint of a phone. The faintest red record dot reflected on the brass sign beside my door, and only for a second before it was gone. Shame and heat spiked so high it nearly lifted me off Lucas’s cock.

“Give it to her, Lucas, please. Fill my wife with your semen.”

“And then?”

“I’ll drain every drop and spill nothing.”

Lucas groaned, slammed his cock balls deep inside me, crushing my cervix with its bulbous head. I felt the first thick pulse of his semen refresh my aching cervix, and I moaned out loud, clutching at him to keep my lover’s cock deep inside as the next gush of hot seed poured into me. The rush came in waves, each one painting deeper inside me than the last. The weight of it made my whole belly feel low and full.

My knees trembled. My orgasm rose and I came loudly, another full-body orgasm that started in the soles of my feet and climbed up the backs of my legs like lit fuses. Another door on my floor opened. I didn’t care. My lover was fucking my hole while I stood watching my cuck. Lucas reached down into my crotch, found my creamy clitoris, squashed and danced it on a fingertip from side to side, then in clockwise circles. The pressure on that swollen bead turned my joints to water.

I screamed. My pussy clamped down hard, and my muscles tensed, milking my lover’s cock. I squirted hard, and it escaped from around the seal between my lover’s cock and my leaking hole. A fan of hot wetness striped my inner thighs and spattered the marble under us, dotting Clive’s shin, and kissing the toe of Lucas’s shoe. I glanced down and saw fresh beads of my dribbled shame pooling on the marble floor, forming a puddle that would soon engulf the toes of both my feet. The sight made me clamp down harder on the jerking cock squirting deep inside me. The clamp’s pressure made Lucas grunt and curl his toes.

When he was done, Lucas stayed with his cock buried for a beat, throbbing inside me, making sure every drop of seed was decanted deep. He exhaled a small, satisfied sound that felt like it came from his chest to my womb. It was a long walk back to my bedroom, where undoubtedly my husband would want to drink his spoils. The thought made my pussy twitch around the softening thickness still parked inside me.

Lucas eventually pulled out his cock slowly, letting the load show. The exit made that gentle pop that belongs to wet skin parting. A heavy white bead swelled at my opening and refused to fall, then another pushed behind it like a second tongue.

“On your back, Clive.”

My cuck lay down instantly so close I could feel his hot breath on my thighs. His eyes locked on the wet, open hole above him, his salvation and a midnight snack. His pupils were blown, the blue almost gone, and his tongue touched his upper lip and left a shine.

“Clean her, Clive.”

“Yes.”

As I shuffled my feet, my lover helped me aim my well fucked pussy over Clive’s mouth. Then I squatted and lowered my creamy load until my husband’s lips sealed over mine. The position made my thighs shake. My calves burned. My husband whimpered, like the hot and hungry cuck he was. His tongue pressed deep inside me, scooping the hot seed Lucas crammed there. He gathered and pulled, gathered and pulled, each motion a tide sucking the goodness away. The first swallow made him groan, and the vibration of his joy went through me like a current.

Lucas looked down at him, and there was no mockery in it, only approval. The set of his mouth suggested a man watching a well-oiled machine run.

“Good man, Clive. That’s how we keep her happy.”

Clive pulled back just enough to breathe. His chin gleamed. A slow white strand of Lucas’s semen clung to the corner of his mouth and fell down his throat.

“Abby is perfect like this after you ruin her. Full of salty semen. Fucked by you, cleaned by me, satisfied and loved by us, together.”

“That’s the spirit, my friend.”

Lucas nodded and smiled. The elevator pinged again, and the doors opened down the hall. Feet shuffled, but I still didn’t care, because the smell of us moved toward the new air and then back like a tide hitting a wall.

“Don’t worry about the crowd, they are admiring you cleaning your wife, cuck.”

“I don’t care... Abby’s happiness matters.”

“She is happier.”

“We both make her that way.”

“Finish cleaning up your wife. I’ll be in your bedroom. I need a shower. It seems we have a long night ahead.”

“Thank you.”

My husband went back to work, licking my sloppy hole clean, his tongue flattening to gather everything, removing it before he swallowed. He chased every pocket, the ones that hid just inside at ten o’clock and two, the little folds his mouth had learned by heart. He clenched his lips around the base of my throbbing clitoris and sucked. I gasped and rolled my hips toward him, another orgasm snapping through me, shorter, sharper, like a fist. I squirted over my husband’s chin, flushing the last of Lucas’s cum across his tongue. The warm spill ran into the hollow at the base of his throat, and he moaned as it slid.

When my husband finally pulled away, his face was wet, his eyes bright. He was breathing through his mouth lightly, like a runner who loved the pain. I cupped his jaw and kissed him hard, tasting my bull on his tongue, our kiss messy and hot. The salt and sweet were layered, not mixed, and the layering made my thighs try to close around his cheeks again.

“Shall we join Lucas, darling?”

“You can join him all night... I’ll watch.”

We rose together. The puddle on the marble had spread into a cloudy constellation. My soles picked up the cool and carried it as prints back over the threshold. The robe still lay where it had fallen, a pale snake. Mr. Darby’s door was shut but not latched; the gap whispered air. A second door snicked closed with a soft little click, and behind it a woman laughed once, breathless, then shushed herself.

The apartment swallowed us back into its warm mouth. The clock ticked. The air held. Our bed waited. The shower hissed alive in the en suite, a white rush of sound that promised steam and wet and more.

I took my husband’s hand and brought his knuckles to my lips. I tasted us from his skin and felt his fingers twitch.

“Come and watch me glow, Clive.”

“I’m right behind you.”

I walked naked upstairs, into our bedroom, and toward the water, my inner thighs still tacky with what hadn’t yet been eaten, my cunt was still warm and filled with the memory of a fabulous cock. The light in the bathroom was harsher, and it made every drop of semen on my skin look like lacquer. Lucas’s shadow moved behind the steamed glass, broad and certain, and the scent of him thickened as the heat lifted everything off my body and back into the air.

I stepped into the shower, and the water turned our layered smells into a wet fog that lived on the tiles and the mirror. Lucas reached for me. Behind us, through the hiss and the heat, I felt the shift of air that meant my husband had come to the doorway, and then the stillness that meant he was leaning to watch, eyes bright, content, and aroused in equal measure.

The three of us fit into the room like we were poured there.

“Make room for your cuck to see.”

“I am.”

“Good.”


[image: Kate Granger]

About the Author

Hi I'm Kate Granger.

I write about romance.

I explore characters and situations that exist in many people's fantasies. I love expressing powerful emotions and the love that binds those things together.

Read more at Kate Granger’s site.

OEBPS/image_rsrcWA.jpg





cover.jpeg
KATE GRANGER





