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The last year of my life has been crazy. I never could have imagined myself here, in this position, and feeling the happiest my life has ever been.

Don’t get me wrong. This life isn’t one that most people would enjoy, but I guess I’m not like most people. I’m sure there are few of you out there who will understand.

It started a year ago. Actually, it started long before then. My wife Jillian and I had been married for nine years, but separated for seven of those. I know that sounds odd, but we tend to float into and out of each other’s lives. She dates other men, and when things go south, she knows I’ll always be waiting for her, ready to help her get back on her feet for the next one.

I bet you're asking why I would put up with something like that? Of course, part of the reason is that I still love her, even after all this time. We also share a son together, an eight-year-old ball of energy who drives us both crazy to the point that we need each other’s support to get through the day. It’s easier to take care of him together when we live in the same place.

But the real reason lies more in my cuckold nature.

Jillian knows I love watching her with other men. For much of our marriage, she would go out on dates with other men to please me, or bring them over and fuck them in front of me. It was such a turn on, and she loved seeing how much it got me worked up.

After we separated, it was difficult for me to get mad at her when she wanted to date someone else, because just the idea of her going out with another man, of her being intimate with him, would get my imagination running. Every date would turn my stomach with jealousy until I started to imagine where the date might go. The anxiety would give in to intense arousal.

Sometimes I would be left to take care of myself, but every now and then, she would find ways to include me. She would tell me she was going out to get fucked, and that she expected me to lick her clean when she got home.

Even knowing that we weren’t together, knowing that she was pursuing relationships with other men with the intent to leave me for them, I still found lust in licking their cum from her pussy. Sometimes she would let me add mine, while other times she would deny me in order to intensify my desire for her.

Three years ago, we moved into a house together. It was a big house, with four bedrooms upstairs. We were in one of our good periods at the time, with a bunch of older kids in the house, but things had fallen apart eventually, just as they always seem to do. When the older kids moved out of the house, she took over one of the bedrooms downstairs and left me alone in the master bedroom, which had its own bath.

The situation was beneficial to both of us. I make pretty good money, so in addition to providing for her needs, I would spend my money finding ways to make her happy. From new bedroom sets to vacations away, I would always try to give her the best in hopes of keeping a smile on her face.

There was something missing though, something that seemed to make her smile falter from time to time. I knew I wasn’t the right man for her. We had a potent sexual chemistry together, but she needed something to make her feel the kind of love she couldn’t feel for me anymore.

She would date men here and there, but it would usually only last a month or two. In order to keep me happy, she would start off telling me about her dates, but as she got more involved with them, she became more tight-lipped, afraid to make me jealous. The lack of communication would make me pull away until she lost interest in them.

I could tell she knew what she was looking for, and with every guy she dated, it became clear within a few days or a few weeks that they didn’t have it.

That changed when she met Jason.

It only took a few dates for me to realize that Jason was different from the others. They started talking in January, just a few days after the New Year. They met in a dating app, and when she went out on her first date, she assured me her goal was to get fucked and come home to make me clean his cum from her pussy. She was doing this to turn me on.

When she came home those first few times, there was a passion in her eye. She looked like she had been satisfied sexually, yet she needed something a little more. Something kinky. She needed to tell me about what had happened, because she wanted to get me hard.

Every time she came home, she would come straight to my room. Her pants would come off and she would pull my face into her pussy. I could smell him, taste him even. It was proof that she had not only fucked them, but that she had let him cum inside her. That made their sex even more intimate to me.

The thing that really struck me, though, was how happy she was when she came home. Not just from being able to give herself to him, but to be able to please me by giving into those desires. Her smile faltered a lot less.

It wasn’t long before she wanted to take the next step with him. I knew it was coming.

“Jason asked me to be his girlfriend,” she said. “He wants to meet my friends and hang out with Carson. I told him yes.”

It was a bit of a gut punch. I had never really felt secure in my bond with Carson, and there was a part of me that worried he might want another man to be his father over me. It was one thing to lose my wife’s love, but to lose my kid’s love would tear me apart.

Still, it was clear that this was what she wanted, so I nodded and smiled. My heart was racing, but even more amazing was that my cock was hard.

“Does that mean we’re done having fun?” I asked.

“You still want me to do that?” she asked, a little surprised. “Even though I’m dating him? You have to understand that I might catch feelings for him, right? I really like him, and I could definitely see myself falling for him. You can’t hate me if I do.”

“I want you to do whatever makes you happy, and if I can help your happiness, then I would love that. You’re still the most beautiful woman I know.”

Content in the knowledge that her relationship with Jason wouldn’t affect our relationship, and might even enhance it, she started to open up.

“Will you come to my room and touch me?” she messaged me that night as we were getting ready to go to bed.

I came down to her room and undressed down to my boxers, then laid down beside her. She was laying on her back, and as I slid into bed beside her, I ran my hand down across her bare body. Her legs parted and my fingers grazed the outside of her pussy before moving up the inside of her thigh teasingly.

“Tell me about him,” I whispered to her.

“Like what?” she asked softly.

“What he’s like. Tell me what you like about him, what turns you on. Why do you want him so much?”

Jillian chuckled, but her breathing was still slow and deep.

“Are you sure you want to know about that?” she questioned hesitantly.

I took her hand and guided it to my shorts, placing it on the bulge there. I wanted her to know how much was turned on, and that excited her even more. She turned toward me and looked at me, both surprised and excited. She knew she could tell me whatever she wanted and it would turn me on.

Jillian giggled again and her eyes slipped closed. She was enjoying my fingers, but now her mind went to him.

“He’s amazing,” she said wistfully. “He’s sweet and funny, so soft and loving, like a big teddy bear. I love being in his arms and kissing him like that. But when he fucks me, it’s like he becomes a whole different person.”

As she spoke, my cock grew harder. I wanted to kiss her so bad, but I knew she wouldn’t allow that. I simply kept touching her, letting my fingers linger a little longer on her clitoris each time.

“He takes control of me. I’m his, and he fucks me until I’m begging him for more. It makes me never want to leave his bed. I’ve definitely never felt like that with you, even when we were first married. He just does something to me.”

Her pussy was getting wetter the more she thought about him, and soon it was too much for her. She needed more.

“Fuck me,” she pleaded.

I moved closer, spreading her legs and guiding myself inside her. The wetness enveloped my cock, and somehow that managed to make me even harder. I loved how much it turned her on, and she loved how much it turned me on.

“Fuck me the way he does,” she begged, her eyes still closed.

I followed her lead and began slamming my cock into her, but my manhood was nothing in comparison to his.

“This is why I need a boyfriend,” she cooed softly. “Your cock just isn’t enough.”

I tried to fuck her harder, but it was useless. I knew my cock alone would never be enough for vanilla sex with her. I needed to feed her kink.

“Think about his cock while I fuck you,” I told her.

I felt her tighten around me, followed by another wave of lubrication as she began to squirt all around me.

“It’s so thick,” she gasped. “I just want it all the time. I go over there sometimes during the day and spend the whole morning fucking him while you’re at work.”

My cock grew tense. I was so close.

“I’m going to cum,” I whispered. “I want to cum inside you.”

I felt ridiculous begging permission for something like that from my wife, especially when she always let Jason do it without question, but her reply embarrassed him even more.

“You can cum inside me one more time,” she smiled evilly. “After that, he will be the only one to cum inside me.”

I pressed so deep, hoping to touch those spots he could reach, but I knew there was no point. My cock was done. It couldn’t take any more. I finally exploded inside her, and it would likely be the last time I would feel that sensation for a while.

The moment she felt me cumming inside her, Jillian’s entire body lifted off the bed and she squirted all over me in an intense orgasm. She managed to keep my length inside her, but just barely.

When I returned to my room, my brain was on fire. My wife was going to be dating another man. I should be jealous and angry. I should be afraid of losing her to him, yet even that idea seemed to ignite some deep primal part of my soul. Seeing her that happy would be such a turn on, and at least I could still be a part of it for now.

Things changed a lot after that night, both in her relationship with Jason and her situation with me. First she introduced him to Carson, and started taking him out to dinner with them once a week. She would spend the night more often, and when Carson would ask where mom was going, I would have to explain to him that she was off with her boyfriend. If felt emasculating to tell my own son that I wasn’t enough for her, and I could feel him looking at me differently.

Jillian purchased a chastity cage for me, and on nights when she planned to come home instead of spending the night, she would make me wear it so I couldn’t even play with myself. He would get her pleasure, while I didn’t get any.

When she returned home each time, though, there was a fire in her eyes. She would strip down and lay on my bed, then order me to lick his cum from her pussy. Each time I would kneel obediently and run my tongue along her slit until the salty taste of his cum was gone. Only them would she uncage me and let me fuck her for a little bit.

Even though she continued to make me pull out, every now and then when she came home from seeing him, she would be so worked up that she would break her own rules. The best nights were the ones where his cock had made her so horny, she was begging for my cum.

She started to introduce him to her friends, bringing him to parties where she used to bring me. They knew she was seeing him, they knew they were a couple, and everyone knew I was paying for her lifestyle, but none of them knew the depraved things we were up to when we were alone. I wanted to join them, but there was one particular meeting that had not happened yet.

I had not met Jason in person.

When it happened, Jillian gave no warning. I came home from work and she was out, probably at Jason’s house fucking him. Then I got a text.

“Go put your cage on. I’ll be home soon.”

I hurried to get the cage on, thinking she had a great story for me, but instead, she stepped through the door with a large-set man behind her. I instantly recognized Jason from the few pictures I had seen.

“Honey, this is my boyfriend, Jason. I thought it was about time you met him.”

“Hey, man, how’s it going?” Jason chimed in, sticking his hand out.

I felt like I had been punched in the gut again. My body went numb, but I still shook his outstretched hand.

“I just wanted to introduce you two,” she said.

We chatted for a few minutes, just enough to break the ice. Just as I was starting to get comfortable around him, he waved goodbye and took off.

The moment the door closed, Jillian  looked at me and smiled.

“That hand you just shook? His fingers were inside me in the truck five minutes ago. Come kiss me if you want to taste his cum.”

With that, she walked upstairs and led me to her room. She was passionate with me, letting me take her in all the ways she had given herself to him.

I couldn’t understand how there was so much more passion between us when she was sleeping with another man, but I decided it was best not to question it.

Once she had introduced us, Jason began coming around for dinner and sometimes even offered to cook for us. He wanted to keep things peaceful between me and Jillian, but he had no idea she was doing a better job of thanking me for my cooperation than he ever could.

One morning, Jillian came home after spending the night with him. She had just gotten Carson on the bus when she turned around and gave me an evil grin. I was about to leave for work, but something told me I was going to be late.

Jillian started kissing me and pushed me into the bedroom. She dropped to her knees and pulled my cock out, then started sucking it aggressively. Once she had me as hard as a rock, she climbed up and straddled my cock, sliding down onto it. Her pussy felt exquisite.

She leaned in and kissed me hard on the lips as her hips pressed against me. Then she pulled back and started to buck against me. My cock throbbed inside her, and I knew it wouldn’t take long. Whatever they had done last night, it had reignited the spark of cuckolding for her.

Within a few minutes, I was on the edge. I couldn't hold back anymore. That was when she dropped her bomb on me.

“Last night, we went to the beach and walked under the stars. It was so romantic, and he told me he loved me. I told him he was the man of my dreams. He is. I love him so much.”

Hearing her say those words about another man, words she had once said about me, was another hit to the stomach, especially since she sounded much more confident when she said it about him.

It was too late though. Her body continued to rock back and forth on top of me, grinding into my cock. My mind spun in a mixture of arousal and jealousy until my cock exploded deep inside her.

“You’re such a good little cuck,” she said encouragingly, before giving me a brief kiss and climbing off. “Now get to work. I need you to bring home more money so you can buy me nice things to wear for the man I love.”

It took a few months, but once I had the money saved, I gave Jillian my first big gift for the two of them: a romantic weekend getaway in Florida.

I paid for the flights, a beautiful room overlooking the beach and the ocean, and a Mustang convertible rental for the length of their stay. I even booked a couples massage and had them add the special romance package, which would include rose petals on the bed where they would make love all weekend. I also set aside some spending money so that Jason wouldn’t have to pay a dime.

Of course, Jason had no idea I was paying. Jillian told him she had some money saved up and she wanted to splurge. He didn’t seem to question it at first, but soon that led to the next big shift in the situation.

A few days before they were supposed to leave, Jillian came home with a solemn look on her face.

“Jason and I had a very long talk today,” she started after she sat down on the couch next to me. “He was getting suspicious of the amount of money I had, especially when he saw where we were staying on the trip. He asked where I got that much money, so I decided it was time to tell him the truth. I explained to him that I love him, and I want to be with him, but that I am an expensive woman to keep. I told him that I didn’t want to saddle him with that kind of financial burden, because I wanted him available to share those pleasures instead of worrying how to provide them. That role would go to you.”

“Did he ask what you provide me?”

“He did. He asked if I was sleeping with you. I told him the truth, that we do occasionally have sex, and he got really upset. I calmed him down and explained that he should look at it as a win-win. He gets to take me on vacation and enjoy my body, all while someone else pays for it. That seemed to get through to him, and he backed down. The argument ended when I asked him if he wanted to be a jealous idiot or take me to Florida and fuck my brains out in a hotel on my husband’s dime. He decided pretty quickly.”

Jillian smiled proudly at me. I was impressed that she had come clean to him. Now that truth was out, though, things could get a lot dirtier. Not only was he her boyfriend, but he was also a bull.

They left for Florida a few days later with a new spark in their relationship. Now that Jason knew my role in the situation, he was quick to establish his dominance over me. I received pictures throughout the day of the two of them, their arms wrapped around each other, in the bright Florida sunlight.

Things got even better the second day, when I received a video of the two of them fucking each other the night before.

“Jason thought you might like to see how much better he fucks me, since I’ve never actually been able to show you. It’s impressive.”

Jillian wasn’t lying. The way the two of them went at each other, it was like watching a steamy adult movie with the love of your life as the star. It drove me crazy knowing that, with every passing moment away together, they were falling deeper and deeper in love.

When they got back, their relationship continued to grow. It wasn’t just a typical relationship, though. Knowing that she was financially secure with me, no matter what she did, allowed her to truly explore her deepest, wildest sexual desires with him. It was so much easier when there were no repercussions.

This was never clearer than a few weeks after they returned from their trip. I came home from work one Friday right as she was about to head out the door.

“I’m going to Jason’s for the night,” she said, looking sexy in a pair of tight leggings and a tank top. “We were going to watch a movie, but Emilia wants to hang out, so I told her to come over to his place.”

Emilia was a close friend of hers, a free-spirited woman into astrology and crystals. She had a great figure, just like Jillian, but they were set apart by their hair: while Jillian was a pure blonde, Emilia’s hair was raven black.

Emilia had been with the same guy for ten years. When they were together, she would encourage him to sleep with other women. They had even invited Jillian to join them several times, although it never panned out.

When they finally broke things off, she started getting out and exploring life, keeping a small entourage of men that included her ex. She went where she wanted, did what she wanted, and fucked who she wanted. I couldn’t help but think that Emilia had, in some way, inspired Jillian to explore this kind of dual relationship she was living.

The next morning, I got an excited text from her.

“I’m at breakfast with Emilia. We just left Jason’s house a little while ago, but I need to tell you about what happened last night. Yesterday, before I went over there, I was talking to her about the Florida trip. She asked me where I got the money for it, so I decided to tell her that you paid for it. She looked at me like she thought I was sleeping with you, so I decided to tell her the truth. I mean, she kind of knew already, since you were going to let me sleep with her and EJ. She actually finds it all fascinating. I told her what a good fuck Jason is, and I started dropping hints that it would be hot to see Jason fuck her. That’s when I suggested she come hang out with us so I could see if anything would happen.”

“And did it?” I asked eagerly.

“It did. We were all drunk in the hot tub and Emilia and I started making out. His roommates were all gone, so we pulled everything off and got naked. Then she and I hopped out and ran into the house naked, giggling the whole way. He got out and chased us, and when he came inside, we both started making out with him. I dropped down to give him head, and pulled Emilia down with me.”

“You sucked his cock together?” I asked.

“We did. I know how much you wanted to try that, and you can imagine how sexy it would be with me and her. It was that good, and so much hotter. Jason loved it. He was sitting on the couch just moaning while she sucked his dick and I licked his balls. Then we’d switch and I’d look up and see him just staring at the two of us. He was so hard.”

“Did he fuck Emilia?”

“It was more like she fucked him. She climbed up and got on his dick. I played with his balls while I watched it slip inside her. I was so wet, I can’t even tell you. He fucked us both for hours. He even got to cum inside both of us.”

“So now what happens?” I asked nervously.

“Well, we left his house to get food, and I’ve been telling her how I tease you after I sleep with Jason. She wants to see it. Is it okay if I bring her back? You won’t get to fuck me, I don’t want her seeing that, but I’ll get you off in front of her. Then she can hear about how inferior you are, too. Didn’t you say you like it when attractive women know about your kink?”

“I do,” I admitted, swallowing hard as I typed. “You can show her. I’m a little embarrassed, but I like it, too. What should I do?”

“Go put the cage on and wait for us in your room. You can come down to my room when I tell you we’re ready.”

“Very well,” I answered, then went to get ready.

I put the cage on first, then put my sweats on over it to cover myself. I heard the door open a short time later, followed by the sounds of the two of them moving around and settling in. My cage grew a little tighter when Jillian texted me to come down.

The two girls were lying on Jillian’s bed when I walked into the room. I expected them to be dressed in sweats with their hair a mess, but it appeared that they had showered and dressed at Jason’s place. The two of them looked impeccably put together.

Emilia sat up eagerly with a huge smile on her face. I saw her eyes run across my body, as if she was trying to see if she could tell that I was wearing the cage. Jillian sat up too, a little more casually, and moved to the edge of the bed.

“Show her your cage,” my wife commanded.

I started to pull my sweats down, but she stopped me with a quick correction.

“Take your sweatshirt off first,” she said. “I want her to see you totally naked when you’re wearing it.”

My stomach tightened at the idea of Emilia seeing me completely exposed, yet the cage felt even tighter. It was hard to admit, but I was loving this.

I pulled my sweatshirt off first, then returned to my pants and slipped those off. The sensation of the cold metal of the cage pressing into my flesh was more prevalent under their gaze.

Emilia’s eyes widened as she stared at the device around my cock. It was embarrassing that the first time she would see my manhood would be in such a humiliating position, but I felt like I should appreciate the fact that she would even look at it at all.

“Can I touch it?” she asked.

The question wasn’t directed at one of us in particular, but Jillian answered affirmatively for me. Emilia reached out and ran her finger across the metal, barely grazing the flesh inside it.

When she was done, Jillian took the key and unlocked me. I removed the ring and set it down on the table.

I wasn’t sure what would come next, so I let Jillian take the lead. She stood up and stroked me a few times, then dropped to her knees and started sucking me to get me hard. Emilia was still lying on the bed, watching it unfold with a giddy smile on her face.

“Jason’s cock is definitely bigger than yours,” she noted, then looked up to gauge my reaction. “Jillian said you like hearing things like that.”

I gasped a little and nodded. The lips on my cock drew me to full size, before she released me and moved back onto the bed.

“Play with yourself,” Jillian demanded.

I put my cock in my hand and began stroking it as I looked at them. Jillian turned to Emilia and an evil grin took over her face.

“Aren’t you glad I suggested we do it with Jason instead of him?” she said confidently.

“I feel mean saying this, but, yeah, I am,” Emilia admitted, looking back at me again. “It was a lot of fun. This is pretty hot, too, though.”

Jillian looked at me and saw the tension in my face. She could see I was losing control.

“Where should we let him cum?” Jillian asked Emilia.

“I don’t know,” she replied. “Do we let him cum on us? We haven’t even taken our clothes off for him yet. That could be quite messy.”

“He doesn't need to see us naked,” Jillian corrected her, “and we can make him cum wherever we want. Jason gets the girls, he just gets the humiliation.”

“Then let him cum on the floor,” Emilia suggested, “and we can make him mop up his own mess.”

The two of them burst out in laughter, and Jillian quickly nodded.

“You heard the woman. Spray your seed all over the floor like a good little cuck.”

I looked down at them, both fully dressed but sexy as hell, both of them fresh off fucking a hot guy with his cum dripping from their pussies. They were right: Jason deserved their pussies, but all I could do was listen to the details.

My balls tightened, and my cum went flying out all over the hardwood floor below me. It felt as if every drop inside me unloaded on the ground, forming tiny little pools.

Jillian stood up and tiptoed over to give me a brief kiss on the cheek.

“You’re such a good cuck. Now clean up this mess.”

After that night, it was hard to imagine this situation getting any more twisted and crazy, but so far we had only been able to share the fun indoors. Spring was coming to an end, and the warm summer months were right around the corner. The snow was disappearing, and soon everyone’s clothes would follow.

That’s when things would really start to get wild!

The true start of summer was always the first big party on Memorial Day. The kids were sent away to grampy’s house, and the adults were ready to have some fun. This wouldn’t be the same as our past parties, though. Jason would be there this time.

I had hung out with him many times by that point, so that by itself wasn’t a big deal. He had also been around all of Jillian’s friends, so that wasn’t too odd, either. But this would be the first time being around them while I was there, too.

It wasn’t a big deal to anyone else, but to me, it felt like I was exposing myself. Everyone knew that I took care of Jillian and made sure her every need and desire was satisfied, but they also knew that she was in a very passionate sexual relationship with him. They might not know the true extent of my relationship with Jillian, but they all knew in some way that I was her submissive cuckold. I was bowing to her desire for another man without withdrawing my own loyalty to her.

In order to save myself some embarrassment, I told her friends that I was dating other people, but they didn’t ask for details. I think they knew well enough that I was still madly in love with Jillian, and even if I was seeing someone, I would still drop everything for her.

Jason and I got everything set up. As people started to show up, he got the grill going and took up his position in front of it.

I wasn’t sure what to do, but Jillian had decided my role for the day.

“Can you make mudslides?” she asked. “You’re so good at that.”

Jason was standing at the grill nearby and chuckled when he heard her request.

“I thought the women were supposed to make the drinks while the men grilled?” he said.

“He doesn’t really know how to grill. I usually do it,” she corrected him.

The look on Jason’s face told me all I needed to know about his feelings about that. With my cheeks red, I went inside to take care of the drinks.

“Grab me a beer while you’re in there,” he called after me.

Through the course of the day, Jason continued to play the role of the alpha male while also ordering me around to put me in my place as the beta. Every time he would give me a command, I would look at Jillian. Her stern expression told me she expected me to follow his lead, so I did.

He also wasn’t afraid to show his affection for her, and kissed her frequently throughout the day, in front of both me and everyone else at the party. It wasn’t the first time her friends had seen them kiss, but it was the first time they had seen the effect of them doing it right in front of me.

The whole thing was so emasculating, yet it was equally arousing to see her take the cuckolding to such an intense level. I tried to sneak off to my room to touch myself for a bit, but Jillian saw me and decided to torture me instead.

“If you’re going upstairs to play with that little dick, you can stop right now. In fact, put your cage on and bring me the keys. I’ll decide when I want to let you out.”

I sighed, then went to work on following her orders. Five minutes later, I obediently dropped the key into the open palm of her hand.

I milled about, mingling here and there and jumping in on a few games of beer pong. I tried not to bump into anyone in case they felt the hard metal bulge in my pants, but Emilia knew as soon as she saw me.

“Is she making you wear it?” she asked, her eyes turning downward.

I nodded affirmatively and she giggled at me.

The sun went down and we started a fire. I was in and out of the house, but at one point, I stopped on the porch and looked around the yard for the two of them.

I finally found them in the pool. Jillian had her front against the sidewall, watching the party. Jason was behind her, his arms around her barely clad body. They chatted, with a few kisses here and there. Then I noticed they seemed to be swaying a bit in the water. That’s when I realized he was fucking her right there in the pool, in the middle of the party. They were being subtle, but it was definitely happening.

I tried not to stare, especially with how tight the cage got when I thought about what they were doing. I went about my business and grabbed another drink.

Jillian texted me a short time after that, probably as soon as they had gotten out of the water.

“Jason wants to stay here with me tonight. I don’t think my bed can handle it, though. We’d probably break it. Can we stay in your room?” she said.

“Yeah,” I replied, “of course. I can just sleep in your room. At least then I can listen from downstairs.”

“Actually, Emilia and Amber are going to stay in my room,” she said. “I already promised them. Why don’t you sleep on the couch?”

The ultimate humiliation. Sleeping on the couch while my wife fucked her boyfriend in my bed. I agreed reluctantly, and when the last guests had left, everyone headed to their rooms while I grabbed some blankets and camped out on the sofa.

The real humiliation started about fifteen minutes later. Even from the opposite side of the house, I could hear Jillian’s lustful moans and the thump of my bed against the wall as they fucked like drunken teens. Amber and Emilia could certainly hear all of it, every second of her lascivious fucking.

The next morning, I heard footsteps tiptoeing around the house. After fifteen minutes, it got quiet again. My phone finger loudly beside me. I had a text from Jillian.

“Everybody left,” she said, referring to Jason as well as Amber and Emilia. “Come upstairs.”

I got up and hurried to my room. Jillian was splayed out in the middle of the bed. The comforter was thrown about, and the sheets under her looked soaked. My bed was destroyed.

But when she beckoned to me to join her, I couldn’t say no. She had the key to my cage on a necklace, and she quickly unfastened the lock and removed it.

“Fuck me in the same bed where he took your wife,” she said. “Feel how much he made me cum.”

I slipped inside her. His wet load lubricated my length as it moved in and out of her. I was on sensory overload, and that was when she pulled me all the way in.

“I want your cum in my pussy with all of his.”

I buried myself to the hilt and unloaded like a man trying to prove a point. Jillian felt the passion and her entire body exploded into a powerful orgasm seconds after I filled her.

We fell asleep in my bed for a bit, oblivious to the cold of the wet sheets. We stayed in bed until we had to pick up Carson.

Jillian ramped up her teasing after that day. Anytime she went to Jason’s house, she would always send fun little texts to set the mood. One day I got a picture of her in a cute little pair of booty shorts and a tiny tank top. She looked sexy as hell, and she knew it.

“Feeling cute, might go get fucked today by my boyfriend’s big dick later,” she teased.

The vibe was different, though, and I could tell things were shifting. There was a change coming, and a week later, my intuition was confirmed.

Jillian asked me if we could talk. That’s when she dropped the bombshell on me.

“Jason and I have been discussing it, and he wants to move into the house with us so he can take his proper place as the man of the household. He really loved fucking me in your bed, so we think it’s best if we take that one. You can move into the room next to it. The walls are thin, so you’ll be able to hear us every time he fucks me in your bed. Actually, I guess I should call it his and my bed now.”

I wanted to say no, to fight it. My mind raced to try to find excuses, even as my cock grew harder at the idea.

“What about Carson?” I asked. “He’ll be able to hear you guys, too.”

“I’m not worried about that,” she said. “Besides, Jason will be a great role model for him. I don’t want my son growing up to be a beta cuck like you. He needs an alpha to teach him how to be a real man. You can still give him love and support and security, but Jason can fill in for your deficiencies.”

There was no changing her mind, and I knew it. This was going to happen. Once I resigned myself to accepting it, I found myself being taken over by the arousal. Jillian saw it, too.

“It’s okay if you want to jerk off,” she said. “I know how much you love this deep down inside. I know how much you crave it. You want to be my full-time cuckold. Once he moves in, we won’t be able to have sex as much, maybe once or twice a month, but I will still make sure you have plenty to think about while you’re jerking off. I still want you to cum for me, even when you can’t have me.”

She reached over and started to undo my pants, then pulled my cock out. As she began to stroke me firmly, she pulled her body up close. Her lips grazed mine, just briefly, then kissed me again firmly. When she pulled back and looked at me, I could see the thrill in her eyes.

“I want you to show me you’re okay with this. I want you to cum for me while you think about him living here, under the same roof as you, fucking your wife every night. Think about your son hearing everything he does to me. Think about sitting alone in your room, jerking off with your hand while you listen to him using my pussy. Show me you want this, too. Cum for me, baby.”

I clutched the bed and my cock exploded. Cum shot into the air and landed all over both of us. It was intense, perhaps the most intense orgasm I had ever felt.

When I came home from work the next day, it was already done. They had moved all of my belongings out of my room and into the adjoining one where I would be living, leaving it all piled on the flimsy bed that would now be mine.

One item in particular was set aside from the rest of them. On the nightstand, in a very prominent position, was my cage. A small note underneath it said, “make sure you put this on before you clean your room and leave it on until I tell you otherwise.”

I obediently attached my cage, then set about organizing my room.

When I came downstairs a few hours later, I found Jillian and Jason curled up on the couch together, with Carson laying on Jason’s side. The three of them were watching a movie together, and it felt like a gut punch to see my son cuddled up with my wife’s new lover. Still, I settled in on the nearby couch to watch with them.

When the movie ended, Jillian asked me to put Carson to bed. She stayed on the couch with Jason, while I took my son up to enjoy a few moments before he went to sleep. I came back down and found the two of them making out on the couch. I paused awkwardly, feeling like I should leave, but mesmerized by what I was seeing. It was the first time I had seen them be physical with one another.

Before I could decide to leave, Jillian lifted her head and looked at me.

“We’ve been moving stuff all day,” she added. “I think we’re going to go to bed early tonight.”

There was a sly smile on her lips. Clearly, she intended to do more than sleep, and the thought made my cage tighten around my swelling cock.

I stayed in the living room for a few more minutes while they climbed the stairs to my old room. Then I got a message from Jillian.

“Come up here and take your cage off. I want you to jerk off while you listen to him fucking me.”

I went up the stairs, and even as I stepped into my room, I could hear the first squeaks as they made out in my bed. I removed the cage, fighting off an erection. Once I got it off, my cock swelled quickly.

It was fifteen minutes until the gentler motions of foreplay gave way to lustful moans and more aggressive squeaks. Jillian cried out, loudly enough that it echoed through the house. Her own son could hear her being pleasured by another man.

Their sounds grew even louder as they fucked hard and more passionately. I fought off my own orgasm, waiting for them to finish. I couldn’t help myself though, and I soon found myself spurting all over my hand. I didn’t go soft, though. I carried on with them, staying hard while my own cum lubricated my shaft.

They didn’t make noise like that every night, but enough to keep me aroused. Every now and then, Jillian would come in and give me a tease, watching me jerk off until I came all over myself.

Most nights, that was as intense as it got. But when Emilia spent the night one evening, I found it got even hotter.

On that night, Emilia was supposed to be staying in Jillian’s old room downstairs. That’s how the night started, at least. When Jillian and Jason started to fuck, though, I knew their cries would draw her up.

The door opened downstairs. There were footsteps coming up the stairs. I looked out my doorway and saw her creeping toward their room. When she saw me, an evil smile crossed her face.

“I think you should put the cage on for this one,” she said.

When I hesitated, her eyes widened as if to dare me to disobey. I pulled the cage out and put it on, and only then did she open the door and step into the room with them.

My cock throbbed in its prison as I listened to Jason fucking both women, taking control of them. It had been one thing to imagine it, but now I could at least listen to it.

There were lots of other advantages to having Jason around. He had a background in construction, so when it came time to build a deck, all I had to do was buy the materials and he and his buddies would get it done. And because he wasn’t paying rent, he kept the house stocked with great food. It was an arrangement that worked well for all of us.

At the beginning of summer, I managed to snag a campsite at our favorite campground. It was a nice spot, not too far from the water, with just enough space for our pop up. Jason and I took the trailer up one weekend and got it in position, so that we would just have to do a little setup whenever we went up to use it.

Despite having the entire house to themselves, Jillian and Jason would make frequent trips to the campground. Sometimes they would both take a day off during the week just to go out there, sit by the water, and enjoy the calm serenity.

I was sure there was more to it than that, and Jillian wasn’t afraid to admit it.

“He was fucking me so hard, I though the trailer was going to go rolling down the hill,” she giggled one night after she slipped into my room to tease me for a little bit. “I don’t know why, but it’s just hotter getting fucked there, with the windows open, the breeze blowing and the sun shining outside. The mattress on one side of the pop up was completely soaked today!”

Her hand bobbed up and down on my length. Jason was out with some of his friends for a few hours, so times like this were perfect for her to tease me.

“Were you loud?” I asked.

“Let’s just say it was a good thing there aren’t a lot of people there during the week, because I’m pretty sure you could hear us all the way up at the store out front.”

With that, she sank her lips around my cock and began pleasuring me. It had been so long since I had felt her mouth on me, I had almost forgotten how good it felt. I should have known that she was buttering me up for another big reveal, though.

She pulled back, releasing my cock from between her lips, then returned to stroking it with her hand.

“Jason and I had a conversation today about my relationship with you. He doesn’t like the fact that we have sex still, and asked me to stop, but I told him I wouldn’t do that to you. I still want to enjoy my time with you, and I want to remind you of what he gets all the time. We reached a compromise, though. From now on, when we have sex, you have to wear a condom.”

I breathed in sharply, feeling my body tighten. My brain felt like it was hit by a tidal wave, but as the feeling passed, my focus returned to Jillian.

“Okay,” I said sheepishly.

Jillian giggled. I looked up sharply and our eyes met. There was excitement behind them. She was loving this.

“I just told you that you’re never going to feel the inside of my pussy with your cock again, and not only did you agree, but I felt you get harder. I really love this. It’s so hot.”

I smiled back at her. The two of us fed off of each other, getting more excited by the other’s arousal.

“Do you want me right now?” she asked.

I nodded, but realized that there was one key component missing.

“I don’t have condoms,” I said.

Jillian stood up and walked into her room, then returned with a small package.

“I bought a few just in case,” she said, tearing one open, “but you’ll need to purchase them from now on. No condom, no pussy.”

Jillian quickly rolled it down over the top of my shaft, then pulled her panties off and climbed on top of me. At least I would get to experience my favorite position.

She sank down onto my cock, and even through the latex, I could feel that she was soaking wet. It felt incredible.

“This reminds me why I need Jason,” she said. “A real man wouldn’t agree to wear a condom. He doesn’t have to. He can fuck my pussy with that beautiful cock anytime he wants.”

Even with the condom, I couldn’t last very long. Looking up and seeing her beautiful body over me, feeling how tight she was, even as her pussy slid easily along my shaft. I exploded unceremoniously into the small reservoir tip of the rubber.

The sex between the two of them became even more frequent and intense, now that Jason knew he was the only one with unrestricted access to her pussy.

Right around the Fourth of July, we decided to plan our first camping weekend with all of us. We had our site with the pop up, and then we decided to get a second site farther away where we could set up a tent. The idea was that Jillian and Jason would stay in the pop up with Carson, while I took the tent. If they wanted more privacy, they could send him over to me.

I knew I would be facing a weekend filled with cuckolding, much of it right in front of my son, but I didn’t expect the first hit to come so quickly.

The moment came when we were checking in with the front office to get our assignment for our secondary site. Jillian came inside with me so I could pay for everything, while Jason waited in his truck and kept an eye on Carson.

The woman behind the counter was a kind old lady with a cheery smile. When I gave her the number for our seasonal site so she could look up the additional reservation, a broad smile crossed her face.

“Oh, you must be that amorous couple that comes here during the week!” She chirped excitedly. “I wish my husband could make me sound like that!

I knew she wasn’t talking about me, but I was perfectly comfortable letting her live with that misinformation. Jillian disagreed.

“Oh, that was my boyfriend, not my husband!” she replied giddily. “I love this man, but he isn’t capable of getting those kinds of sounds out of me.”

The clerk gave me an off smile, almost sympathetically, then passed me my receipt. I hid my awkward embarrassment with a smile and made my way outside.

While Jillian and Jason made quick work of the pop up and got the food going, I went to set up the tent at the other site. It was a five-minute walk, but that was mostly because of the hill. The tent site was right above the pop up on the hillside, meaning I would be able to hear everything.

After I finished setting up, I came back down to join them at the fire. It was already getting late, and we were all worn out from setting up, so it ended up being an early night. Jillian had other plans for the evening, though.

“Why don’t we have Carson sleep in the tent with you tonight?” she suggested.

I knew the two of them wanted some time alone, but I also knew it was very likely that I would be listening to their activities. Luckily there were two beds in the pop up, so even if they made a mess, Carson would still have a clean one to sleep in for the rest of the weekend.

My son and I grabbed our flashlights and headed up to the other site. It took a few minutes to get settled in and comfortable on our opposite sides of the tent, and just as we were getting settled in, I heard Jillian’s languid moan float through the air. It seemed quieter than what I normally expected, but it was the weekend and there were a lot more kids around, so she was probably trying to behave at least a little.

I closed my eyes, knowing my son next to me could hear his mother getting fucked a short distance away, and made my best effort to hide my growing erection. I was tired enough to drift off to sleep without waiting for her inevitable climax. I knew there would be much more excitement ahead this weekend, and I wanted to save my own energy for whatever thrills might come my way.

I woke up the next morning to the birds chirping outside. When I looked at my phone, there was a message from Jillian.

“Bring Carson down here and go get us coffee,” it read.

I walked down, and while he went inside the pop up to hang out with them, I hopped in my truck and made a run to the local coffee shop to grab our usual morning beverages.

When I came back a half hour later, Jillian was picking up around the campsite. Carson and Jason were nowhere to be seen.

“Where’d they go?” I asked her as I handed her the cold cup of iced coffee.

“Jason took Carson down to the dock to do some fishing. Since you don’t know how to do that, I figured I’d have a real man show him.”

She smirked at me, knowing how much the dig turned me on. It was true, too.

“Why didn’t you join them?” I asked.

Jillian stopped what she was doing and sauntered toward me with an evil glint in her eye. I knew it was about to get teased.

“I stayed behind to see how you were doing after last night. I hope you weren’t fiddling with that little dick of yours while your son was in the tent.”

“No, I fell asleep early,” I said. “I heard you guys, though.”

“I’m sure a lot of people did,” she replied, getting giddier. “Does your little dick need some release?”

I nodded, leaving myself in her hands.

“Good,” she said. “Sit down in that chair. Turn it so your back is to the street. We wouldn’t want our neighbors knowing how pathetic you are.”

I grabbed the chair she indicated and positioned it so people walking by would only see my back. I reached down and started to unfasten my shorts, but Jillian quickly stopped me.

“What are you doing?” she asked with a hint of faux anger. “You can’t be exposing yourself like that in the middle of the day, even if your back is to the road. There are people all around us. You need to be discreet.”

“How am I supposed to get off if I can’t even whip it out?” I asked half-jokingly.

“A good cuck will take an orgasm any way he can get it,” she said. “You know what to do.”

I looked at my wife, dressed in a tiny tank top and some really short shorts with her bikini poking out from underneath, and imagined Jason’s hands on her. I imagined him touching her, kissing her, removing her clothes in the camper that I had bought for me and her. I imagined his cock plunging into her over and over again while her lustful moans echoed throughout the campground.

My cock swelled, and I started to rub it through my shorts. It had been several days since I had allowed myself to cum, and that made my member particularly responsive. Jillian smiled at me, and I felt the first pangs of an orgasm growing inside me.

“I’m going to cum,” I muttered quietly. I was hoping she would change direction, but I knew better.

“Don’t stop,” she said, then brought one of her hands up and ran it across her breast sensually.

I also knew better than to object, so I continued to stroke myself through the thick fabric. My entire body tightened, and a warm wetness spread across my shorts under my hand.

I opened my eyes to Jillian smirking at me.

“I should probably change my shorts now,” I said as I started to stand up. The wet spot on the front of them was pretty obvious.

“No, I don’t think you should,” she replied, her smirk growing wider. “I think you should leave them on until lunchtime. We can go down to the lake so you can take a dip in the water. That way, nobody will know you're walking around covered in your own cum.”

My face turned red, and my shrinking cock stopped for a moment. I grabbed a towel to wrap around me for the moment, then followed her down to the beach. Thankfully there weren't a lot of people there, so I dropped my things and hurried out until I was waist deep.

As I stood there, I looked down the beach toward the fishing dock. I could see Jason and Carson together, laughing as they messed with the line. My son looked like he was having a great time.

I turned back and walked back to where Jillian was laying out, sunning herself in the bright sunshine. My eyes slipped across her beautiful body. She looked perfect.

I pulled out a beer to calm my excitement. A short time later, Jason and Carson returned from the dock to join us.

“Dad, I caught like a dozen fish!” Carson piped up excitedly. “Jason is really good at it, and he showed me a bunch of tricks!”

It felt like a knife to the stomach, yet I was glad that he had someone to teach him what I couldn’t. I looked over at Jillian and she smiled as if she knew the exact pleasure and pain I was feeling.

We hung out on the beach for a few hours, then headed back up to the pop up for lunch. Jillian and Jason were particularly affectionate with each other. There were lots of playful kisses and loving embraces to keep my mind racing. I was surprised that it still excited me to see them together after all these months, yet I still felt my cock stir every time I witnessed it.

When we were done with lunch, Jillian and Jason got their things together to go back down to the lake, but this time, they were going to go out on some kayaks with Carson. I’m not particularly strong on the water, so it made sense to leave me behind. Jillian wanted to use it as a cuckold moment too.

“Go up to your tent and put your cage on,” she said. “I want it on by the time we get back.”

I nodded, then headed up the hill to get it out of my backpack. I hid inside the tent and slipped the ring around my balls, then clasped the cage over my growing member.

I slinked back down to the pop-up site and cleaned up from lunch like a good little cuck. When I was done, I sat down and looked out at the lake below. I could see their kayaks gliding around the water, with Carson between the two adults.

I sat and had a beer, and by the end of my third one, they were back. Jillian came up to me as soon as they arrived and grabbed my crotch to make sure I had obeyed her. When she felt the hard plastic, she smiled at me.

“Jason and I are going to go up and use your tent for a little bit. He’s been teasing me all day, and I need his cock right now. Keep an eye on Carson while he gives your wife what she needs.”

Jillian walked away from me with a silly grin on her face. She looked back one last time as she grabbed Jason by the hand, then pulled him toward the hill leading to my site.

Ten minutes later, I could hear her lustful moans once again echoing through the campground. She was a little quieter than usual again, but sometimes she couldn’t help herself when she was with him.

They were gone for several hours. Carson and I played some cards and went down to the beach so he could play in the water, but the entire time, my cock was straining inside its restraint from the knowledge that Jillian was getting fucked by her boyfriend’s thick, beautiful cock.

When they finally returned, Jillian was glowing. Her hair was a mess, but her smile was unmistakable.

“We should probably have Carson sleep in the pop up for the rest of the weekend,” she said when she got me alone for a moment. “Your blankets are all soaked through. You know how much he makes me cum, and I was even worse knowing that you’d have to sleep in it. I also told him to cum on me so I could wipe it off with your favorite blanket.”

My stomach tightened. There was no way it would be dry by that evening, which was why she couldn’t let her own son sleep there.

The rest of the night seemed pretty uneventful. Jillian and Jason went for a walk at one point after the sun had gone down and everything was pitch black. I could hear them fucking, probably a quickie down on the beach, before they returned with that same postcoital glow.

After a few too many beers, I decided to head back to my tent and leave them to it. Carson was off to bed, and they were ready to turn in as well.

As soon as I crawled inside, I felt the cold wetness below me. I managed to shift a few blankets to get a small dry patch, but the smell of cum was strong in the air.

I was just settling in when I heard someone approaching outside.

“Who’s there?” I asked.

“It’s just me,” Jillian said.

She pulled the zipper and climbed inside. She had a fresh blanket in one hand, and something hidden in her other.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“I’m just not sleepy,” she said. “Jason passed out, and we can’t really do anything with Carson there anyway, so I thought I’d come up and reward you for being such a good boy this weekend.”

She held out her hand. In her palm was a condom and the key to my chastity cage.

Jillian laid the blanket out, then sat down next to me. She leaned in and kissed me passionately for a moment as her hand touched my cage. Then she turned her attention to unlocking me.

My erection quickly swelled to full size. Jillian sank her lips around it and teased me with her oral skills. She wanted more, though. She pulled the condom out and slipped it on, then mounted me on top of the same blankets she had soaked with her boyfriend earlier that day.

I could tell she was worked up. She rode my cock hard and fast, bucking against me. Within a few minutes, she slowed down and started to squirt all over my lap.

Her body looked exquisite over me. My mind wandered, imagining her riding Jason in the same way. She would always choose his cock over mine, yet here she was, accepting my meager length as a poor substitute.

The condom was supposed to deaden his sensation, but there was a fire in the way she moved that fueled my soul. Every fiber of my body tightened as I exploded inside the rubber tip. Jillian wasn’t done, though, and she kept riding me hard and fast.

My erection didn’t subside like it usually would. It held up just as hard as it had been when she first got on. Jillian went with it. She kept fucking me until a second eruption added even more volume to my first load. That brought her to her own climax, the two of us clawing at each other’s bodies as we reached orgasm together.

Jillian climbed off of me. She pulled the condom off, then shook it out so my own cum dripped all over me. Then she tossed the rubber onto the clean blanket and got up.

“Nighty night, and sweet dreams!” she said, and slipped out the door.

After we returned home, life fell into its own sort of rhythm. I would listen to the two of them fucking almost every night. I came home from work and did as much as I could around the house. Jillian still continued to take care of our home and everything to do with Carson, but when she wanted time alone with Jason, it was assumed that I would take care of him by myself, without questioning it.

Jillian continued to find time here and there to let me fuck her, usually once every week or two. She stuck to her condom rule, although there were a few times I could tell she wanted to give in and let me remove it.

I didn’t think our relationship could get any more intense, but somehow, Jillian managed to find one final boundary that she hadn’t pushed yet.

It happened on my birthday in early August. Summer was in full swing, and Jillian wanted to do something extra special for my birthday. We went out to dinner, and then to a hotel room for a special night alone. I had brought several condoms in the hope that I would get to enjoy several rounds with her.

As soon as we got to the room, her arms were around my neck, kissing me and pushing me back onto the bed. She dropped to her knees and went after my cock like it was her only sustenance. The passion was undeniable.

Her lips worked my shaft, hard and firm. My entire body felt like it was floating on a cloud. I couldn’t remember the last time I had been this aroused, or gotten this much attention from her.

When she finally released it from her lips, she slithered up and straddled my lap. Her pussy was right there, ready to be taken, but I didn’t have a condom on. Jillian moved lower, letting the tip brush across the outside of her slit. It had been so long since I had felt the wetness, and it only made me harder.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” she whispered to me, “and when I’m done, if you’re a good boy, then I’ll give you the best fuck you’ve ever had for your birthday. Do you understand?”

My cock was harder than it had ever been. I had no idea what she was about to tell me, but it felt important. She had clearly worked me up to prepare me for something challenging.

“Okay,” I croaked nervously, barely able to control myself.

Jillian smiled and chuckled nervously, still rubbing herself against me as she dropped her bombshell.

“When Jason first moved into the house,” she started, “he immediately started saying that he wanted to have a baby with me. You know I don’t want anymore, but we discussed it quite a bit and he convinced me that we could make it work. All we would need to do is have you raise it. Then we can just be like the cool aunt and uncle, having fun with the kid before dropping it off with you. You can hire a nanny for when you’re at work. We would need a place to go to get away, though, so you’d also have to get us our own home, maybe a nice luxury condo with ocean views where we can relax and fuck each other’s brains out anytime we want.”

“Wait, what?” I said, my head starting to swim. “So I wouldn’t even get to sleep with you anymore?”

I don’t know why that was the first thought that came to my mind. Maybe it was the lengthy denial coupled with her tight little pussy hovering inches away from my dick. I needed her so badly right now, and my judgment was clouded.

“You’ll still get to have me from time to time,” she said calmly. “I’ll make sure that you’re taken care of, and now that I’m actually pregnant, you can even fuck me without a condom.”

Before the words could enter my brain, she reached down between us, grabbed my cock, and lowered herself onto the shaft. I couldn’t understand. It felt so good to feel her pussy again, but the words! They echoed in my head, spinning around in my arousal.

“You’re pregnant?” I managed as she dragged her pussy up and down on my length.

“Yes,” she gasped sharply. “Right before I made you start wearing condoms, I went to my doctor and asked him to take my IUD out. Jason must have pretty strong sperm, because he knocked me up the first month I had it out. I’m two months along already.”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to object. My mind told me this was wrong, that I should fight it, but my cock was harder than it had ever been. How was this turning me on?

Still, my reason tried to fight back.

“You want me to raise another man’s child?” I managed to say despite her lustful grinding. “I don’t know about that. That might be too much.”

Jillian was ready for my objection. She smiled and pressed down harder, then dropped an even bigger bombshell.

“Why not? You’ve already been doing it for the past eight years.”

My heart felt like it stopped. I didn’t know if she was playing with me, or if this was some secret that she had kept for close to a decade, but I needed to know more.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Jillian smiled and kissed me, letting her body continue to dance on my cock.

“Remember how you told me about this little fantasy of yours a few months before I got pregnant? I decided to try it out first without telling you. I found a cute guy and started having an affair. I was going to tell you, but then I got pregnant. I wasn’t sure how you would react, and I wanted to keep the baby, so I let you think it was yours. When they told us the date of conception, you were confused because we hadn’t had sex that day, but I knew as soon as they said it. I knew he wasn’t yours. I didn’t think you would be okay with it, but now we both know it wouldn't have mattered. You want to be my cuckold, so you’ll keep raising him as your son, and you’ll do the same for my new baby, like the good boy that I know you are.”

Her hips kept going. My mind was mush. I couldn’t make sense of any of it, most of all why my cock was still hard. But that final touch, that last admission, did something to me. Suddenly my cock began to grow even harder. I was close, and there was no stopping.

“You can cum inside me,” she whispered sensually when she felt it. “It’s not like your pathetic dick could ever manage to put a baby inside me, anyway.”

At that moment, I let go. Not just from holding my climax back, but from all control. My son wasn’t mine, my wife was pregnant by another man, and I would continue to raise them like the obedient cuckold that I craved to be. Jillian had realized the control she had over me, and she was finally embracing it.

I got to enjoy my wife several times that night, sprinkled between conversations about how we would move forward. A few days later, I set out to find the perfect place for them. I would stay in the house so that the kids would have a good place to live, but all rules would come from either Jillian or her man.

Despite their relationship, Jillian and I remained married. It was important to our dynamic that I remain her husband so that she could continue to exercise legal control over me as well. All of my money went to support her and her kids.

Only time would tell how long we could maintain our relationship like this, but with everyone happy, why would we ever stop?


Other books available on Amazon by Alex Skylar :

From Housewife to Whore

Eric’s wife Jillian was very conservative, but when financial difficulties drive them to extremes, she decides to try out for the amateur night at the local strip club. That opens both of them up to a new side of their relationship, and eventually leads her to audition for an adult film. How far will she go to get the part, and how will it affect her relationship with her loving husband? 


WARNING: This 25,000-word story contains graphic sexual depictions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.  

Elise’s Friend with Benefits

I often shared my girlfriends with other men, but that changed when I met Elise. She was the picture of perfection, and my interest in cuckolding was quelled by the fear of losing her to a better man. That all changed one night while she was away on business in Arizona and told me about an old friend who used to entertain her on her trips before we met. Chris sounded like the perfect bull, and her words stirred my dormant fetish. The resulting encounter was like nothing I had ever experienced before, and would forever change the nature of our relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, mild humiliation, and creampies. 

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 

Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor

Lisa and Shane had planned for a nice romantic ski getaway in the mountains of New Hampshire for their first anniversary. When they meet their ski instructor for the weekend, however, Shane suggests pursuing his fantasy of watching his wife with another man. While Lisa is hesitant at first, she gives in to her urges. The result is a weekend of sexual exploration that neither one of them will forget.

Warning: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.

Cheating with Permission: Return of the Ski Instructor

This story is a continuation of Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor: When Shane spent his anniversary weekend watching his wife fulfill his sexual fantasy by sleeping with another man, he thought his cuckolding experience would be a one-time thing. Months later, Lisa tells him that she has been in touch with her bull, and he wants to go on a weekend camping trip with them. Shane knows he will be a cuckold once again, but his wife has plans to take his fantasy to the next level. Will he be able to handle her unbridled sexuality and the accompanying humiliation? 


WARNING: This 14,000- word erotic short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme humiliation, creampie humiliation, and group sex.  

Losing the Bet

Chris had always dreamed of seeing his wife Melody with another man. After using her for a wager over a late night game of pool, he ends up getting his wish. But when Melody and her friend Kristen decide to test the boundaries of his fantasy, will he get more than he bargained for? 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and a threesome. 


Cheating with Permission: The Latin Lover

When Mia went out for some salsa dancing with her sister, she never knew it would change her relationship with her husband forever. At first she felt guilty for getting too close to a stranger, but when her husband encouraged her to explore her sexuality and test her boundaries, her curiosity takes control. How far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story explores the world of hotwives and cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of cheating and exhibitionism. 

Taking the Game Further

Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story explores the darker side of cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of sex, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Night Before the Wedding

Stephanie's fiancé loved to watch her with other men, but she had rarely gone out on her own. For the night before their wedding she plans an exciting sexual adventure for herself that will leave her in bliss, while relentlessly teasing her soon-to-be husband. What sort of trouble will she get into on her own, and what surprises will she have in store for her husband?

WARNING: This 11,000-word erotica short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, bondage, group sex, and humiliation.

Taking his Wife

Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and interracial sex.  

The Reluctant Cuckold

When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?


WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  

College Cuckold

When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Revenge Cuckolding

When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  

My Wife’s Ex-husband

I had often fantasized about my wife Clara sleeping with other men, but nobody stoked that fantasy more than her well-built ex-husband. After seeing a moment of flirtation between them one day, I decided to bring the idea up and see how she responded. The idea caught her interest and she started flirting with him. I would soon find out exactly why my wife had been drawn to this man in the first place, and all that he had to offer her. 


WARNING: This 14,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and mild humiliation. 

Shared

I had watched many men have their way with my wife Tori, but always from my seat in the corner of the room. As a cuckold, I always waited for them to finish before having my turn. Tonight would be different, though. When Tori told me that she wanted to invite her friend Joe into our bedroom, she admitted her own fantasy of being shared by two men at the same time. It would be our first real threesome, and a night that none of us would soon forget.


Warning: This 5,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, male bisexuality, bondage, and double vaginal penetration.  

A Hotwife Weekend

Emily had been a hotwife for almost as long as she could remember, but her flings were always quick one-night stands. When a handsome bartender invites her on a ski weekend away from her husband, though, it allows her to explore her own sexual boundaries and discover delights that she has never known before. How far will she take her wanton behavior with her sexy host, and how will her husband feel when she returns to him at the end of her crazy adventure?


WARNING: this 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Shared Accomodations

It was a simple mistake that led to Alexis sharing a room with one of her male colleagues. She was concerned that it might upset her husband, but instead she discovered that he had developed an interest in the world of cuckolding. At his suggestion, she begins flirting with her attractive roommate, and over the course of their weekend together, she embarks on a sexual journey that will forever change her marriage. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and cheating.  

Sleeping with his Friends

Emma and I live an active hotwife lifestyle, but my friends have always been the one group of men who were off limits. As the nature of our relationship evolves, though, even that rule becomes flexible. First, she cuckolds me in front of them so I’m forced to admit the truth. Then she invites them into our house to give herself to them, one by one. Despite my hesitations, Emma and I both know we won’t be satisfied until she has experienced every single one of them. 


WARNING: This 15,0000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and threesomes.  

The Cuckold Test

Adam had heard of cuckolding before, but the idea that it might be something that would arouse him had never crossed his mind. While away on an anniversary trip with his wife Brittney, though, a stranger introduces him to the idea of a stag relationship and suggests a simple test. It starts with just a kiss between his wife and another man, and if he likes it, then they move to the next step. But when Brittany opens up and finds her own sexual freedom, he finds himself wondering how far their mutual sexual journey will take them. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of stag cuckolding and anal sex.  

The Right Way to Cheat

Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?


WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 

My Fiancé Prefers my Best Friend (Part 1 of the Cuckold Trilogy)

A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 
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