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Emma and I got married five years ago, but she was my hotwife long before that. In fact, that aspect of our relationship started the day I met her.

By that time, I already knew that I was a cuckold. I had dated a girl in high school who cheated on me, and when she admitted it, I forgave her and took her back. It wasn’t because I didn’t think I could find someone better. I’m a good-looking guy, and pretty funny sometimes. It was because I actually found myself turned on thinking about it. I imagined her with that guy, I pondered how intense the sex must have been for her to violate our relationship, and it aroused me in ways I couldn’t understand.

That wasn’t the last time she cheated on me, and in the end, we broke up because we just weren’t compatible, not because of the cheating. That idea lingered in my mind, though, and I would often pursue women I expected to cheat on me in the hopes that they would fuel my fantasy.

The circumstances around my first time meeting Emma would have made most men run. She was sitting at the bar by herself, a beautiful blonde in a tight little mini skirt and tank top, with a drink in front of her. She looked sad, so I came up and offered to buy her a drink to cheer her up. I still remember the first words that came out of her mouth.

“You might want to rethink hanging out with me. I’m just a dirty, cheating whore, and I’m pretty sure that’s all I will ever be.”

“Well, even whores need love and kindness, right?” I said as I flagged down the bartender and signaled for another round for the two of us.

We started talking and she told me that she had just gotten dumped by her boyfriend because he caught her cheating on him. She was open and honest with me about it, and with the help of a little more alcohol, she spilled some very intimate details about her life. I listened attentively, trying to hide the fact that she seemed like the perfect girl for me.

Emma told me about her broken family and her father who left when she was just a few years old. She had never quite gotten the hang of a healthy relationship, and after several guys treated her like crap and cheated on her, she decided the safest way to protect herself was to cheat on the guys first, before they had the chance to hurt her.

“Sounds like you need a cuckold,” I said finally.

“A what?” she asked with a perplexed expression. I noticed her mascara was slightly smeared from the few tears that escaped her attempts to not cry.

“A cuckold. It means a man who is loyal to his wife, but enjoys it when she cheats on him. For many men, that turns them on. They might not admit it though, because it’s not typically socially acceptable.”

“And where do I find one of these cuckolds,” she chuckled, finally smiling a little at the notion.

“Well, you’re sitting right next to one.”

Our first date was a week later. We couldn’t get enough of each other. A month later, she slept with another man and told me all about it, and when she saw how aroused I got, she was hooked.

From that point on, she would meet up with other men at least once a month. Sometimes she would set up a date, and other times she would just go home with someone she met at the bar. Every time it happened, she couldn’t wait to come home and tell me all about it while fucking my brains out. The two of us had found a perfect match in each other.

Our relationship could be intense at times, but we also kept it discrete. Emma’s online profiles featured pictures of her luscious body with her face obscured or cut out of the image, which was usually enough to garner the attention she craved. She always used protection, including birth control and condoms. On the rare occasion when she would hook up with an ex-boyfriend, she might skip the condoms, but when it came to strangers, she made it a hard and fast rule.

There was one group of men in particular that we went out of our way to hide our indiscretions from, and that was my circle of male friends.

There were five of us all together, and we had been close friends for over a decade. We had all met in college and stayed close ever since.

Cooper was the loud one in the group, a boastful and cocky guy who never shied away from making himself heard. Despite his good looks and persuasive personality, he was also the only other one in the group besides me who was married.

Josh was the pudgy jokester, a man who’s laugh was almost as big as his beer belly. He would always roast the others, but he could take it as well as he could dish it out, too.

Simon was the lovable loser of the group, a thin, lanky guy with thick glasses and an awkward personality. He was the nicest of the group, always ready to jump in and help anyone in need, but he had always had poor luck with women because of his personal insecurities.

The last of the group was Dennis, the successful businessman who had renovated a failing restaurant and spun it into two other locations. He was average in almost every way, and the guys would often joke that we could have been twins because our personalities were so similar. Sometimes it felt like we were just along for the ride, watching the hijinks of the other three.

None of them were aware that my wife was a whore and would likely sleep with any of them at the drop of a hat. We had agreed early on that they would be off-limits for our fantasy, but a few years ago, things started to change in my mind. With every experience, every new man, I began to feel more submissive. Emma could see the change, and it influenced her behavior to become more dominant in our interactions.

At first, it was a small change. She would show me pictures of a guy she was flirting with, or share her conversations so I could see how she interacted with them. When she saw how much that turned me on, she stepped things up and began flirting with other men right in front of me when we would go out together. It was clear that she was with me, but she also made it clear that she was available, and would often give them her number with no regard for my presence. It was sometimes embarrassing, but when we got home, she would rip my clothes off and fuck the shit out of me while telling me what she was going to do to the other man. Every single time, I fell asleep happy and content at the end of the night.

It was only a matter of time until things would escalate to a new level, and at this point, I was starting to wonder what she could do that would push my boundaries more than we already had. The thought scared me as much as it excited me.

The answer came on my birthday. I was entering my thirties, and all I wanted was a fun night out to let loose and go crazy. We decided to go to our favorite club, a local dance place that could sometimes get a little rough and exciting. It would be me and the guys, with Emma and Cooper’s wife Sarah tagging along. We started drinking before we had even left, and by the time we got to the club, we had a nice buzz going.

Because it was my birthday, Emma had dressed to show herself off, knowing how much that would turn me on. She wore a tight little black dress that hugged her body and showed off her beautiful curves perfectly. The top was low cut, with her ample cleavage on display. Sarah had chosen an outfit that was much more appropriate for a married woman, and I noticed her giving Emma some dirty glares whenever she caught Cooper checking out my wife’s body.

Now that I was becoming more submissive, the idea of Emma sleeping with my friends had started to turn me on. The more I watched them drooling over her, the more the idea churned around inside my head. Part of me wanted them to know that she was available, and wanted them to hit on her like they would with any other woman. Simon would never be daring enough to hit on a girl as hot as her, but the others probably wouldn’t hesitate.

We had been at the club for an hour when things really started to get interesting. Emma and I had gone to the bar to get some more drinks. My attention was on the bartender, but when I turned around, I saw Emma chatting with an attractive young man. He was wearing a tight t-shirt, and his powerful arms were covered with tattoos all the way down to his wrists. He looked like a bit of a douche, but Emma had often told me those were her favorite guys. They were always great in bed and never got attached.

My cock stirred at the fact that any of my friends might see her flirting, but she was far enough away from them for anyone to notice. She saw me coming toward her and excused herself, smiling widely as she said goodbye to the stranger.

As I passed her drink to her, I couldn’t help smiling, and she quickly picked up on it.

“What are you grinning about?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said. “I just love seeing you flirt.”

“Of course you do,” she said as she pulled up close to me. “Just not in front of your friends, right?”

Her eyes probed me like she was trying to gauge my reaction, and I knew she had something dirty on her mind.

“What are you up to?” I asked inquisitively.

“Nothing,” she said, echoing my answer from moments ago, “unless you want me to be.”

Her hand brushed my crotch, and I knew she was in a feisty mood. It was my birthday too, and if we were going to push our boundaries, then tonight would be the perfect time.

“You can, but keep it discreet,” I replied.

“Are you sure that’s what you want?” she asked slyly, giving me a knowing glance.

I didn’t answer her, but that was because we both knew she was right. The idea of letting my friends discover our secret was the next stage in our relationship, the pinnacle of submissiveness. I wasn’t sure I was ready for it, but the perfect opportunity was presenting itself, and I didn’t want to stop.

We returned to my friends, and there wasn’t much excitement until Emma excused herself to go off in search of a bathroom. When twenty minutes had passed and she hadn’t returned, I felt the first inklings that something was up. I perused the crowd, and that’s when I found her.

Emma was on the other side of the room. She had found her new friend again and was talking to him very excitedly. He said something menial, probably a half-baked joke that he hoped would get him laid, and Emma burst into laughter approvingly as she reached out and touched his arm with a hint of flirtation. When she finally looked in my direction and saw me watching, she smiled and winked at me. The game was afoot.

She returned to the group a short time later, but as the night moved on, I noticed the stranger had moved to our side of the club. He was by himself, sometimes chatting up random girls, but often times dancing near Emma and sharing fleeting glances with her. Sometimes he would even get close enough for a brief verbal exchange, although the music was too loud to tell what was being said. I couldn’t be sure if any of my friends had noticed, but my heart raced at the idea that they might discover our secret.

Even though it was clear that she was there with me, that didn’t dissuade the stranger from his pursuit. I wondered if she had already told him that she was married, but available. If my friends noticed, they didn’t say anything to me at the time. Everyone was mingling and dancing, their attention on the other members of the group.

As it started to get into the later hours of the night, our group got even louder and more rambunctious. The music thumped and the alcohol flowed, and everyone was having a great time. There was still an hour left until last call, but that was when Emma decided to make her big move that would change everything and officially take us to the next phase of our relationship.

She had excused herself to use the restroom again, but as she came back, I saw her new friend intercept her before she got back to the group. He stopped her and whispered something in her ear, which made her giggle and nod. She said something back, then turned and headed straight for me.

She pulled me away from the others and moved in close, her body grazing against my hand as an evil smile played across her lips.

“Josh wants to take me to his place and get me out of this dress, and… well, I really want to go,” she whispered in my ear. “I’m going to leave with him, and all of your friends are going to see. You can tell them I didn’t feel good and he’s giving me a ride home, but I doubt any of them will believe you. They are all going to know that your wife is going home with another man, and they will all know that he is going to have me tonight. Happy birthday, baby!”

She didn’t ask for my approval, because it didn’t matter. She was in charge now, and I would bend to her every wish.

With a quick peck on the cheek, Emma turned and disappeared into the crowd, waving back at me as she made her way over to the stranger. As one final jab, she took his hand in hers as they walked out of the club.

I turned back to the group and hoped that nobody had noticed, but Cooper was right there waiting for me.

“Where is Emma going?” he asked.

“She’s not feeling well, so that guy offered to drive her home,” I said. “He’s an old friend of hers.”

Cooper furrowed his brow at me, and I knew immediately that Emma was right: he didn’t believe a word of it.

“Listen, buddy, I know you aren’t that naive. She just walked out the door holding that guy’s hand, and I’m almost positive that she’s going to be doing something she shouldn’t, so why are you letting her leave with him? Come on, let’s go put a stop to this.”

I panicked for a moment. I knew my friends cared, but I never thought that Cooper would be ready to beat the shit out of another guy for me.

“Wait,” I blurted out, putting my hand on his chest to stop him. “It’s okay, I know she won’t do anything she shouldn’t be doing.”

Cooper looked at me, but this time, it felt like he was looking through me, into my soul. His expression changed for a moment, a fleeting glimpse as the wheels turned in his head, before his eyes widened slightly.

“Holy shit, you’re a cuckold!” he said.

Thankfully we were still away from everyone else, but it caught me off-guard that he was able to figure it out so quickly.

“What? No!” I barked back.

“Yes, you are! You know she’s going home with him, and she’s probably doing it as a present to you. I don’t know why I never saw it before. I knew you were a classic submissive, but it makes a lot more sense that you let her have her own fun. She seems like the wild type that would thrive on that kind of thing.”

In a matter of minutes, he had deduced the truth, and I knew there was no point in trying to protest.

“Just don’t tell the other guys,” I said after a lengthy sigh.

“I won’t, but I’m sure they’ll figure it out. I can promise you that none of them are going to believe the hot guy is just driving her home because she doesn’t feel well. That guy was obviously looking to get laid tonight, and he wouldn’t leave with a woman unless he knew it was a sure deal.”

We returned to the others, and the night wore on without any other mention of Emma. My mind occasionally wandered, imagining her in that guy’s bed, naked, with his cock buried deep inside her.

I got home a few hours later, and found my bed empty. Emma would sometimes come home when she was finished, but if the guy was particularly attractive or well-hung, she would spend the night to get as much time as possible.

I slipped into bed and fell asleep, knowing that I would have a very exciting morning ahead of me when she got back.

I was drawn out of my slumber by the sensation of Emma’s mouth surrounding my already erect cock. My eyes drifted open and I realized it was still dark, just a few hours after I had fallen asleep. I looked down and saw her, still dressed in her tight black dress. When she noticed I was awake, she smiled and slithered up my body to kiss me.

“Sorry I wasn’t here to meet you when you got home,” she purred. “I was going to try to make it quick, but we got a little carried away.”

She kissed my neck softly while her hand stroked my cock. The smell of sweat, cum, and latex filled my nose and reminded me of what she had been doing. I was wide awake now, my ears tuned into her words.

“Did you two have fun?” I asked hoarsely.

“Oh, yes,” she sighed into my chest. “We started making out as soon as we got in the car. I had told him I was there with somebody, but he didn’t ask who you were until we started driving away. When I told him you were my husband, he asked if you were going to be mad that I left. I told him I didn’t care, and then I reached over and pulled out his cock so I could suck him the whole ride home. It was just the right size, not too long, but really thick around. God, I’m getting wet just thinking about it again.”

Emma got up on her knees in front of me and slowly unzipped her dress. The fabric parted, revealing her soft white skin below. Her underwear was gone, probably lying on another man’s floor. Her breasts, perfect in every way, swayed gently with the movement of her body. I could see what looked like bite marks on her neck, another sign of her tryst with the stranger.

Once she had undressed, she straddled my waist and lowered herself so that her bare body pressed against mine. Her pussy was just out of reach, a few inches above my cock, but that was the way she wanted it. Before she could give me relief, she had to tease me with the details.

“As soon as we got inside his place, he was pulling at the zipper on my dress and stripping all my clothes off while we made out like horny teenagers. He threw me down on his bed and started licking me, sucking my clit and even slipping a finger inside me. It was all so frantic, I couldn’t even tell what was going on. All I knew was that it felt so good.

“It didn’t take him long to make me cum, and then he climbed up on the bed over me, ready to fuck me. I stopped him just long enough to make him put a condom on, and then he was inside me, pounding me hard and stretching my pussy around his shaft.

“He was a pretty good lover, and definitely in it for the long haul. He fucked me for over an hour, rolling me around in every position, bending me over the bed or climbing on top of me. I even got to ride his cock. I came a few more times before he unleashed his load inside the condom. I thought that was going to be it for the night, but he wasn’t done with me.”

Her pussy was pressing against my cock, still teasing me as she told her story. I could feel the wetness just from touching her outer lips, and I wanted to feel it all around me. As she moved on to the final stage of her story, she lifted herself up and dropped down on me, finally giving me the sensation I had been craving.

“After we finished fucking, it was like two in the morning. He wanted to go outside to smoke a cigarette, so I told him I would come hang out with him. He gave me a t-shirt to cover up and we went out on his back porch.

“The shirt was really loose on me, but you could see my boobs bouncing around underneath it whenever I moved. Once we were outside, the cold made my nipples stiff and they started poking through. That caught his attention, and while he was finishing up his butt, he started copping a feel. His hands felt so good, I was moaning. I didn’t even care if the neighbors heard me.

“When he finished the cig, his hands started to wander. He found my pussy and slipped a finger inside, feeling how wet I was, then started kissing my neck softly. Within minutes, he had me worked up in a frenzy, and I just ripped the shirt off in the middle of his backyard and bent myself over the patio table, begging him to fuck me. There was only one problem, though. I hadn’t brought any condoms out.

“Usually I’m so careful about being safe with stuff like that, but I was so turned on thinking about you and how you must have felt when I left in front of all of your friends. I was crazy with lust, so I just told him to do it anyway. He pressed the tip into me, grabbed my hips, and pushed his bare cock all the way inside me, right there on the porch. I tried to be quiet, but if any of his neighbors looked out their windows, they must have gotten a great show.”

As her pussy slid up and down on my own cock, I got a taste of exactly what this stranger had experienced. I imagined how he must have felt, taking another man’s wife in the most intimate way possible. She had given up using a condom for him, showing just how much she needed him in that moment.

“It only took him five minutes to get there again. I felt him growing harder as he approached his climax, and I felt him hesitate. He was half inside me, unsure of if he should push deeper or pull out.  That wildness came over me again, and I pushed back, forcing him deeper. His fingers dug into my flesh and I felt it. I felt his cock filling my pussy with warm cum. I felt so dirty, but it just felt so good, I couldn’t stop myself.”

Everything swirled madly in my head. Not only did my friends now know that my wife was a whore, but she had escalated her behavior this evening in the most incredibly erotic way possible. That brought me to my own orgasm, and as my cock began to spurt fresh seed into her pussy, she gasped sharply, then let out a little giggle.

“Yeah, baby, just like that,” she said. “That’s exactly what he did.”

Her final dig fueled my climax, lifting me higher and draining my cock of every last drop. My body went limp and everything became foggy for a few moments.

When my head cleared, Emma was lying on top of me, her chest rising and falling in long labored breaths.

“Holy shit,” she said. “I didn’t think this could get any better, but that was intense. How did it go after I left?”

“Pretty good,” I replied as I dozed, ready to pass out again. “Cooper figures out that you’re a hotwife.”

“Oh, yeah?” she smiled gleefully. “Maybe I’ll hear from him soon then.”

There was mischief in her expression, and I knew she was only half-joking.

“I doubt it,” I added. “He is married, remember?”

“And guys never cheat?”

I shrugged it off, but she was right. Cooper had always been loyal to his wife, but that could surely change at any point. Despite the fact that he had plenty of women to choose from, Emma would certainly be one of the hottest, and the most likely to sway him.

The conversation faded shortly after that. We were both exhausted and satiated, so we snuggled under the covers and drifted off to sleep.

A few days ticked by before the first reverberations of our big reveal were felt. I was at work while Emma relaxed at home on her day off. That was when she sent me a text that got the excitement rolling again.

“It looks like Cooper isn’t very good at keeping his mouth shut,” she said.

“Why is that?” I replied.

I assumed he would be the first one to try to make a move on Emma, but apparently, I was wrong.

“Josh was just messaging me,” she said. “He was asking if I felt better after the other night. When I told him I was good, he said I should have let him give me a ride home, because then I would be feeling even better. I haven’t responded yet, but I’m sure he’s angling to get into my pants. The fact that he’s being so open about it means that Cooper probably told him about our arrangement.”

We had made the decision to reveal our secret life in the heat of the moment, and I knew there would be repercussions. The real question was whether or not she actually intended to let my friends have their way with her.

“So, what are you going to do about it?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “This fantasy can get pretty crazy, and you never flinch when I push your limits. This is a little different, though.”

“Let me ask you a different question, then. What do you WANT to do?”

There was a pause of several minutes before she replied. I could sense that she was thinking it through, trying to get to the root. When she finally answered, it was just as blunt and to the point as I had come to expect with her newfound dominance.

“I want to fuck all of your friends. I want to find out who has the biggest cock, and who is the best in bed. I want them all to know what a great lay your wife is, and I want them to have me over and over again, not just once. I want to become the plaything that they pass around and use before sending me home, freshly fucked, to my loving husband. I know that’s a big step, though, so I will give you this one opportunity to stop me. If you tell me you are okay with this, then there will be no going back. So tell me, are you okay with me giving myself to your closest friends?”

I reread the text five times, swallowing hard to clear the knot in my throat. My cock was already hard, and I did my best to hide it under my desk at work. It was a big step, but it was clear that we both wanted to take it.

“Yes,” I replied finally, “I’m okay with you giving yourself to them.”

“Good, baby. I’m glad you said that, because Josh is on his way over right now. I told him a good back rub would make me feel even better, and he jumped at the chance to give me one. I have to go get ready, but I’ll tell you all the juicy details when you get out of work. See you later, my love!”

I didn’t reply. There was no point. All I could do now was wait for the work day to be over so I could find out how much of a slut my loving wife really was.

I muddled my way through the rest of the day, trying not to imagine what was happening in my own house at that very moment. Did something go down, or did her rendezvous end up going nowhere? The second I could shoot out the door, I was on my way home with my heart pumping.

I hurried through the front door, only to walk in and find Emma sitting calmly on the couch reading a magazine. She was wearing a loose-fitting sundress made of thin fabric that seemed to float loosely on her body. She looked up at me when she heard the door open and smiled innocently.

“Hi, baby. How was work?” she asked.

“Uneventful,” I replied as she stood up and walked toward me. “How was your day? Anything interesting happen?”

A smile danced across her face as she slipped her arms around my neck and kissed me lovingly. It was a soft kiss, just a light touch of her lips against mine. Then she pulled back and looked into my eyes.

“Oh, I was pretty busy. I did all of the laundry, washed the dishes, and vacuumed,” she said, then leaned in close and whispered in my ear, “oh, and Josh came over and fucked me in our bed.”

My cock swelled immediately, even before she began nibbling on my ear and kissing my neck. My legs went weak, while my fingers dug into her flesh through the thin fabric of her dress.

“Do you want me to tell you what happened?” she asked, and I nodded.

Emma grabbed me and guided me down onto the couch, then quickly straddled me. We were both still fully dressed, but she wanted it that way. It would maximize the teasing of her body rubbing against me as she recounted her story.

“We were texting back and forth for a while, when I told him that I would be doing a lot better if I had someone here to give me a back massage. He jumped at the suggestion and offered to come over, just like I had hoped he would. I told him to meet me out back at the pool, then hurried upstairs to change. I put on my skimpiest bikini, the red one that barely holds my tits in, then grabbed some beers from the cooler and went out back to lay out in the sun.

“When Josh showed up a half hour later, I had a pretty good buzz on. He came into the backyard and I saw him do a double take when he saw how little I was wearing. That didn’t slow him down though. He grabbed a beer and took the seat next to me.

“We chatted for a little bit, but his eyes kept slipping down to check out my cleavage, which made me smile a few times. It took him about twenty minutes before he offered me the back massage we had talked about, and I responded by passing him some lotion and flipping over into my stomach. That bikini has a thong, so I gave him the perfect view of my ass when I did that.

“He started rubbing my back, and as soon as he touched me, I started getting wet. His touch was firm but gentle, just the right amount of pressure. I untied my top and pulled the straps aside, but kept myself on the chair so he couldn’t see my breasts yet. He started timidly, but with each trip up and down my back, he pushed the boundaries a little more. His hands began to graze the top of my ass, and as he went up the sides, I felt his fingers brushing the sides of my breasts ever so slightly. That was when he said he had heard that I was allowed to play with other men, and asked if that was legit. I responded my rolling over and sitting up. I didn’t take my bikini top with me, though, so he got to see my bare tits in all of their glory. I didn’t even need to say anything else, because that was when he kissed me.”

My breathing was deep and ragged. Her body writhed against me, teasing me mercilessly as I pictured one of my closest friends kissing my wife.

“We made out for a while, and I even reached down and felt his cock through his shorts. He was already hard for me, so I stood up and began walking toward the house. As I made my way toward the door, I pulled the ties on my bikini bottom and let them fall away so that I was completely naked by the time I reached the door. Josh jumped up and hurried after me.

“I went upstairs to our bedroom, and when he came in, he found me sitting on the edge of the bed naked. As he came up to me, I pulled his shorts off and just attacked his cock with my mouth. I was so turned on imagining how many times he had fantasized about this, how many times he had thought about me sucking his cock. He probably thought that it would never happen, and now his fantasies were coming true. That made me just want him so much more, until I was moaning as I pleasured him.”

My cock felt like it was about to explode. The reality of this fantasy was so much better than I had ever imagined, and now I was aching to feel my wife. Still, I held myself back.

“I sucked him for a little bit, and then he got down and started eating me out. He did a pretty good job, but his cock was really what I wanted to feel down there. I started to beg him to fuck me, so he climbed up onto the bed and over me. He was still wearing his t-shirt, but his pants had come off while I was sucking him. I felt his cock brush against my pussy, and I kept pleading until he finally pushed it into me.”

“You didn’t have him wear a condom?” I said hoarsely, my throat dry.

“No, baby,” she giggled. “I wanted to feel all of him. I’m so addicted to feeling a real cock inside me after the other night. Besides, he’s not just some stranger. He’s one of your best friends.”

I struggled to hold myself back. My arousal was beyond words, my whole body tingling as I listened to her and felt her body against me.

“He started fucking me nice and hard,” she continued, “but he was a little heavy lying on top of me, so I convinced him to let me ride him. I got on top and he slipped inside me. He’s about the same size as you, so it had that familiar fit that I love.

“While I was on top of him, I started thinking about how wrong it was that I was fucking one of your closest friends, but that just turned me on more. I erupted in orgasm on top of him, my entire body tightening around him, and that drove him to an early finish. I was still cumming when I felt his warmth shoot inside me and drip down around his shaft. It was a quick fuck, but it felt so naughty and good.”

As she finished, she lifted her dress up and showed me her secret. She wasn’t wearing any panties. Her labia, still swollen from being freshly fucked, spread welcomingly. I reached down and pulled my manhood out in a flash, and she lowered her pussy down around my cock, just as she had with Josh at some point earlier in the day.

I could feel the lubrication of his cum, still fresh inside her. It reminded me that this was no longer just a fantasy, that it had become reality. My own orgasm loomed, my testicles tightening. They wanted to fill her, to displace his seed. My instinctive desire to make her mine kicked in, and I lost all control. My cock erupted inside her and added to the mess Josh had left.

It was so quick, Emma didn’t even have time to get off. Given that Josh had been similarly short-lived, I expected her to be frustrated, but she still kissed me with an urgent desire that drew me back in. Her hips kept moving, keeping me just hard enough to stay inside her.

“Which one of your friends should I fuck next?” she whispered. “Maybe I can meet Dennis at his work and he can fuck me over the desk, or I can invite Simon over for a beer and take advantage of him. Cooper would be even better, though. I wish he wasn’t married, because I really want to fuck him more than any of the others. Fuck, I want him so bad.”

Somehow I found my cock growing harder, despite my orgasm minutes before. Emma’s words turned herself on just as much as they did for me, and I felt her contract around me in orgasm. I knew exactly what she was thinking, picturing Cooper fucking her at that very moment, and my own body reacted with a second climax, this one even more forceful than the first.

Our heated arousal subsided, but we remained there on the couch, with Emma straddling me. We were both panting as our bodies melded together. My muscles felt like jelly and I couldn’t even move, but I didn’t need to. We felt perfect together in that moment.

I knew Emma would continue to make her way through my friends and try to sleep with all of them now, even Cooper, but I wasn’t prepared for how fast things progressed. I came home from work a few days later and found a pleasant surprise waiting for me.

As I stepped through the door, I saw Dennis sitting on my couch, in the exact same spot that I had found Emma reading a magazine the day she fucked Josh. He was fully dressed in a suit like he had just come from work, except for his cock sticking up through his open fly.

Emma was on her knees in front of him, completely nude and servicing his cock like the good little whore she was. She didn’t stop when she heard the door open, but Dennis looked up at me. He was beaming with pride.

“Damn, your wife sucks a good cock,” he boasted. “I wanted to fuck her again, but she made me wait until you got home.”

His words confirmed my fear that he hadn’t just gotten there. He had been here for a while, taking full advantage of my wife’s carnal delights. Emma finally paused her oral ministrations and looked at me with a smile that stretched from ear to ear, while her hand continued to stroke his length.

“Look at how nice his cock is, baby,” she said.

She was right, too. Dennis was a few inches longer than me, a smooth white shaft topped by a large mushroom-like head.

I remained motionless in the foyer adjacent to the living room as Emma stood up and moved over to the couch nearest me and bent over it, her eyes still watching mine. It had been a long time since she had allowed me to watch one of her forays, but I knew that’s what was about to happen. Dennis got up and moved behind her and guided his cock into my wife’s pussy as I watched helplessly.

Emma’s eyes fluttered and she dropped her head down into the couch. A deep moan escaped her throat as another one of my closest friends took her pussy, sharing that same intimate connection that she had shared with dozens of men over the years. I was so blown away by the beauty of the scene that I didn’t realize for several minutes that he was also fucking her bare.

Dennis reached down and grabbed her ponytail and yanked back hard until her head was next to his. He slipped his arm around her so that their bodies pressed together as he continued to drive his length into her, using her like his own personal fucktoy.

When Emma looked at me, her expression was different than what I was accustomed to. There was pleasure in her eyes, but there was something else. Then Dennis growled in her ear and I understood.

“Tell your husband how good my cock feels.”

Emma was used to being the dominant one, but Dennis had taken complete control of her. I had never seen this side of him before, but he was taking my wife from me and using her the way he wanted. She was enjoying it, but it was also disconcerting to her.

“His cock feels so good, honey,” she grunted in between his forceful thrusts. “He’s fucking me so good.”

Dennis grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed it as tight as he could. Emma cried out, then gasped as he released his hold on her. He shoved her forward onto the couch and continued to pound her body.

Emma clutched at the fabric, and her cries grew louder. I knew her well enough to know that she was about to have an orgasm. I saw her thighs begin to tremble until the only thing holding her up was the couch and the man behind her. Dennis pumped her pussy harder and faster, and the two of them came together in one violent simultaneous orgasm.

I had seen men fuck my wife before, and I had even watched her fuck a few guys bareback, but they always pulled out. This was the first time I had watched another man cum inside my wife, and knowing that it was Dennis made it that much more intense.

He stepped away from her, and Emma collapsed onto the couch limply. He tucked his cock away and zipped his pants, then strolled around to me and shook my hand like it hadn’t just been holding my naked wife.

“I wish you had told me sooner,” he said with a slight chuckle. “She’s a hot one.”

He let himself out and I hurried over to Emma to make sure she was okay.

I sat down and pulled her close. Her head rolled toward me, and there was a dreamy smile on her lips.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I’m great,” she replied as she snuggled up against me. “That was intense. I never knew he was like that, but holy shit. He got here at like ten this morning, and we’ve been in bed all day since then. That was only the second time he came, but I think I’ve had at least a dozen orgasms.”

“How did it start?” I asked, not even sure how he had ended up in our bed.

“He was texting me and hinting that he knew I had fucked Josh. I was horny and didn’t feel like dancing, so I just asked him bluntly if he wanted to come over and fuck. He left work right away and came to me. I slipped on some lingerie and greeted him at the door. We didn’t even make it out of the front hall before we were making out, and I dropped down and started sucking his dick right there. You know how much I love the big ones, and once I saw what he was carrying, I told him he could do anything he wanted to me.

“We went upstairs and started fucking like rabbits. He stayed hard for an hour at a time, and whenever he faded, we would grab a snack and he’d be ready to go again. We fucked everywhere. In the kitchen, on the couch, in bed, in the shower. He was insatiable.”

I could smell the cum and sweat on her, and it turned me on. Her hand crept down and felt my erection, and she rubbed it in slow, lazy circles.

“Mmm, I love how hard you get for me,” she purred, pulling closer. “My pussy is so sore, though. Can I just watch you play tonight?”

There was a lilt in her voice that told me I could say no, that she would fuck me if I really wanted it, but I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable. I was a little disappointed as I started to reach into my pants, but she stopped me to make it more interesting.

“Stand in front of me,” she commanded. “I want to see you jerk it.”

I stood up and faced her, then pulled my pants down. My erection raged once it was free, and I took hold of it and stroked it in long, slow movements.

“Did you like watching another man cum inside me?” she whispered silkily. “Watching his cock fill my pussy?”

“Yes,” I grunted.

Emma began rubbing herself ever so softly as she watched my hand swing back and forth.

“It felt so good. He was so big. All those times we hung out with him, I never imagined he would be so sexy and controlling in the bedroom. I wouldn’t mind fucking him again.”

Her words carried me to my breaking point. My cock erupted like a geyser, spraying across her body as she rubbed it into her skin.

Emma immediately jumped up and kissed me, her hands pulling my head down to meet hers. When she pulled back, there was a silly grin plastered on her face.

“God, I fucking love you,” she said.

I knew that Simon would likely be Emma’s next target, but I anticipated that he would be the toughest of the group. He was a great guy, tall and lanky with thick-rimmed glasses, but he was also very timid and not likely to make a move. He usually kept to himself, and while he would go out on the occasional date, he was usually too shy to approach the more attractive women in person. I couldn’t picture him making a move on Emma without some prodding, but I quickly found out that I was mistaken in my assumption.

“Does Simon know you work until five?” Emma texted me a few days after her encounter with Dennis.

“I think so,” I replied. “Why?”

“He just showed up and said he thought you were out by 3. When I told him it wasn’t until later, he asked if he could stay and hang out until you got here. I think someone is trying to get some time alone with me.”

“Could be,” I said. “What are you going to do?”

“I think I’m going to get laid,” she said, her smarminess showing even over text, “but first I’m going to do a photoshoot to show you the outfits I picked out this weekend when I went shopping. Do you think Simon will be my photographer?”

“I’m sure he would be happy to help you,” U wrote as I smirked at my phone. “A few of those outfits looked a bit revealing. He might begin to get certain ideas about you if you ask him to do that.”

“I hope he does. Especially when I try on the new lingerie I bought for you. That might get his blood boiling.”

I smiled excitedly. I was impressed that Simon had taken the initiative to go to our house, even if he didn’t know how to get things started. Emma would be able to handle that part.

Ten minutes later, I got a text, but this time it was form Simon.

“Hey, dude. I thought you got out of work at 3? I stopped by to say hi, but Emma said you don’t get out until 5.”

“Yeah, it’s always been 5,” I replied. “It’s all cool, though. You can hang out with Emma for a bit and I’ll join up with you guys when I get out.”

“Okay, cool. She said she has some new outfits she wants to show you, and asked if I could take some pics of her and send them to you. Is that cool?”

“Absolutely,” I answered quickly.

Several minutes went by before my phone beeped with the first image. Emma was wearing a pair of snug black booty shorts, with a pink sleeveless floral top that flared at her waist. It wasn’t particularly revealing, except for the fact that she was turned slightly to the side to show off her tight little ass in the shorts.

I sent a reply of approval, and several more minutes passed while Emma changed. The next image was a pretty standard black cocktail dress, with a low-cut neckline that showed off plenty of cleavage.

By the third outfit, things began to get interesting. Emma was wearing a tiny mini skirt that barely stretched a few inches below her pussy. She had paired it with a snug white shirt, but it was obvious that she had decided to not wear a bra. The shape of her breasts showed clearly though the fabric, and you could even see a shadow of her nipple.

The fourth picture followed close behind. This one showed her in the same outfit, but stretched out on the couch. One of her legs was bent, and he had caught just a hint of her pink panties showing under her skirt.

I was trying to finish my work, but it was hard to focus. I knew something would happen soon, and my cock was already getting hard.

The next image was the most revealing choice yet. Emma had decided to show off her new bikini, a glittering two-piece that left little to the imagination. Her breasts stretched out under the tiny triangles of fabric, showing most of her globes off.

Simon hadn’t been commenting when he sent the pics, but he paused after the image of the bikini to make sure I was doing okay.

“Dude, your wife is amazing. She wants to put on some lingerie now and have me get some pics of that. Are you sure you’re cool with all this?”

“Of course,” I said. “I mean, you’ve pretty much seen all of her after that bikini, so a little lingerie isn’t a big deal.

“Awesome, man, because she is smoking hot. I’ll send some more in a few. She went to change. Thanks, again.”

I couldn’t wait to see what lingerie she put on for him. It was a unique way of keeping me involved, and it drew me into the fantasy and made me wonder at every passing second what was happening in my home.

Despite my excited anticipation, my heart still stopped when I got the first revealing picture.

They had moved to the bedroom, where Emma was splayed out on our snow white comforter. She was decked out in a light blue silk baby doll. The outfit itself was opaque and not very revealing, but she was showing a lot of skin and posed very seductively. I could see a look in her eyes that betrayed how much she wanted to fuck Simon.

I received a few more pictures in the same outfit, all of them in different poses. In one she was reclined on the bed, in another her breasts pressed together to show off her cleavage.

The next outfit was even better. It was a one-piece black teddy with a cut out running down the center, showing off her smooth, tight belly. A small cord held the two halves together over her breasts, but you could clearly see the inner curve of each breast.

She moved through several different poses over the next few pictures, showing herself off proudly for my friend. She had a blissful smile on her lips, and I could only imagine how much she was enjoying teasing both of us right now.

I didn’t think she could tease Simon any more, but somehow she managed with the last outfit. It was a simple bra and panty set, except it looked more like three tiny pieces of black lace held together by strands of red ribbon tied here and there.

Once again, Emma ran through a few standard poses, but then she changed things up. One picture showed her holding her top over her breasts as she untied the halter top of her bra. The following image showed her still covering herself, but now her top was completely gone. She was stripping her clothes off slowly to reveal herself.

The next photo made me tremble with excitement. It showed Emma on her knees on the bed. She was just wearing the bottoms still, but she was no longer covering herself. Her arms stretched up above her head, leaving her breasts completely exposed. She had finally let Simon see here.

Another photo showed her in the same pose, but pulling on the ties holding her bottoms on. Then the last piece of her outfit was lying on the bed beside her and she was fully nude.

How much further would this go?

The answer came in the next text from Simon.

“Hey, man, I really hope you aren’t gonna be pissed at me. Emma said you’d be cool with this, but that you might want pictures. So, here ya go.”

A photo popped up on my screen showing a substantial cock, much thicker and longer than mine, with Emma’s soft pink lips wrapped around it.

I was impressed at what Simon was hiding from us all these years. I was honestly surprised he wasn’t more popular with woman, given what he was equipped with.

“It’s all good,” I replied. “Enjoy it as much as you want, although I can tell you her pussy feels even better.”

“She was saying the same thing to me. I think she wants me to fuck her. Would you be cool with me trying it out?”

“Go for it,” I said.

“Okay, I’ll try to get some pictures, but I’m gonna send them when I’m done. I want to make sure I do her right. I’ll text you in a bit.”

In my head, I began picturing it. Simon pulling her up onto the bed and kissing her as he moved over her. Emma spreading her legs wide, eager to feel him inside her. He might be pushing his cock inside her at this very moment.

I had given up on my work, but I was still at my desk. I didn’t want to go home now and interrupt them, so I settled in and flipped through the pictures I had already received. My cock strained against my pants while my mind tried to fill in the blanks between the pictures that had led to Simon fucking my wife.

It was almost an hour before I heard back from them. Most of my coworkers were gone, but I held back and pretended I was still working. When my phone finally beeped, I scooped it up quickly.

“Holy shit, dude. Your wife is incredible. I’m heading out now, but she wants me to tell you to get home quickly. I’ll send the pictures I got, too. I hope you don’t mind, but I’m going to keep them to look at later.”

It wasn’t a question. Simon was leaving with a trophy of his conquest, and I honestly didn’t mind. He had fucked her already, so why would I care if he jerked off later thinking about it?

The pictures followed close behind. One showed Emma’s legs spread with his massive cock pressed against her labia. In the next shot, he had pushed into her. Her pussy was stretched wider than I had ever seen it around his monstrous cock, but the next picture showed the pure ecstasy on her face as a result of his size. There were a few more of her bent over, then one last picture of her pussy with his white seed bubbling out of her. Just like the others, he had fucked her bare and left his mark.

I sent a quick nicety in reply and then grabbed my things and bolted out the door. When I walked into our bedroom a short time later, Emma was splayed out naked on our bed, looking thoroughly fucked.

“Mmm, hi, baby,” she purred as she massaged her throbbing pussy. “That was amazing!”

I ripped my clothes off and climbed onto the bed, moving over her and kissing her as My cock slipped through the sloppy wetness of her pussy. While I reclaimed her, she continued to whisper in my ear and tease me.

“I think that was the best one yet,” she moaned between gasps. “I never knew Simon had such a big dick. I thought he was going to split me in half, but once I got used to it, it felt amazing. He fucked me like I was the best lay he had ever had, and he didn’t even care that I was his best friend’s wife. He thought I was going to make him pull out, but when I felt him get close, I pulled him deeper. That drove him crazy. He must have squirted inside me for over a minute straight before he was finished.”

I exploded uncontrollably in a matter of moments. It was all so much, hearing her talk about my friend like that and hearing about how she pleased him. My cum filled her pussy and mixed with Simon’s.

We spent the entire night in bed fucking like rabbits. Simon’s cock had stirred her even more than the others, and she couldn’t seem to get enough.

Emma had now slept with all of my friends except for one. Cooper was the apple of her eye, the one guy she had wanted when this all started, but he was also the only one who was married.

I knew that wouldn’t stop Emma from trying, though, and when Cooper hit me up to grab some drinks one night, I knew exactly why he wanted to talk.

“Let me ask you something,” he started after warming me up with a few beers. “Did you ever stop to ask how I knew you were a cuckold? How I even knew what that word meant?”

“I don’t think so,” I said, realizing that the thought had never crossed my mind in all the excitement. “Wait, are you a cuckold?”

“No way,” he said, then broke out in a booming laugh. “Sorry, that’s not the way I roll. I am familiar with the lifestyle, though. Sarah and I have an alternative relationship, but it’s the opposite scenario. Instead of watching her with other men, I fuck other women while she watches. Sometimes she joins in, too, but she really gets a kick out of just seeing the way other women respond to me. We’ve been doing it for years, and I can tell you it’s a lot of fun. She usually picks out the women and approaches them, then talks me up while we all hang out together. And I can tell you, she always goes for the hottest girls when we go out for some fun. She’s even convinced a few married women to cheat on their husbands with me. That’s where Emma comes into the picture.”

I had a vague idea of where he was going with this, and I could feel my stomach tightening in response.

“Sarah has always been quite smitten with your wife, if not a little jealous at times. When I told her that you let Emma sleep with anyone she wants… well, I’m sure you know what she thought of that. Now, I’m a generous friend. I can tell you that we have never had anyone’s husband in the room for our adventures. I asked her if she would be okay with you coming along to watch the fun. She was hesitant, because she doesn’t want you to think that she’s going to fuck you. This isn’t a swinger’s swap. You can watch me take Emma and Sarah, but you are to be strictly hands off. Do you think you can handle that, buddy?”

He wasn’t asking for my permission. This was going to happen either way. He was just giving me the option to tag along as my wife participated in her first threesome with another woman.

“Have you talked to Emma about this?” I asked, swallowing hard.

“Of course,” he boasted as he smacked me on the back. “It’s all going down this Friday. I guess the real question is if you’ll be jerking off at home alone or on the couch in my bedroom while I do unspeakable things to our wives.”

The answer was clear, and Cooper knew it. We made small talk for the next hour, but the inevitable excitement made it hard for me to focus. Eventually I went home and immediately kissed Emma as soon as I saw her.

“I guess Cooper told you about this weekend,” she said excitedly.

“He did,” I replied, then kissed her again as I pulled her toward the bedroom. “We can talk about that later, but first, l need you right now.”

Emma followed obediently. The sexual tension between us was palpable, and I knew that I could thank Cooper for that. I could only imagine how she would be when she finally had her chance to fuck him.

Friday came quickly, and before I knew it, we were getting ready for a crazy night out. We had all agreed to go to a nightclub for some drinks and dancing to set the mood, and then we would head to their place for the main event.

I dressed up in a nice, clean suit while Emma shaved herself and applied a fragrant lotion. As she was about to slip into her outfit, I went downstairs to give her some privacy.

Emma had gone shopping specifically to find some clubwear, and her choice did not disappoint. As she came down the stairs, I felt my jaw drop in awe. She was wearing a red lace skirt that was almost see-through, revealing her black lace panties below. Her top was just a piece of smooth black silk that covered the front half of her body, held in place by two thin spaghetti straps that tied behind her neck and the middle of her back. It was obvious that she wasn’t wearing a bra, even more so when her breasts swayed freely with every movement.

Emma came down the stairs with a devilish smile on her lips. She knew how much this was going to tease me, and she wanted to make me squirm. That made me want her even more. As she reached the bottom stair and approached me, she moved in close to whisper in my ear.

“I can’t wait to fuck Cooper tonight. I’ve wanted to do this since the first day I met him.”

She gave my crotch a light squeeze as she kissed my cheek. My heart was racing with excitement. I couldn’t wait for her to fuck him, either.

Emma grabbed a long coat from the rack by the door and slipped it on. Her outfit worked for the club, but it would be a bit racy to wear something like that in public. Now she was covered enough to hide her inner slut for the moment.

We drove to their house, where we found a limousine waiting out front. Cooper was just as excited for tonight, and he had spared no expense. He was waiting outside, dressed in an impeccable suit with a beaming grin on his face.

“Welcome!” He boomed as he clapped me on the back and shook my hand.

He turned to Emma and gave her a light peck on the cheek. It was the most innocent gesture, but it served as a reminder of what was ahead of us. My wife was his tonight, in every way.

Sarah came out a short time later, also smiling excitedly. Cooper’s wife had a tight little body just like Emma, but her light brown hair was a contrast to my wife’s golden locks. She had dressed in a long, flowing halter-top dress that dipped low behind her to show off her bare back. Just like Emma, she had skipped the bra and her breasts swayed freely as she walked out to join us.

“Hey, you two,” she chirped as she gave me a quick hug before skittering over to my wife. The two ladies hugged, then began whispering back and forth.

“Shall we get going?” Cooper piped in, breaking up their conversation and ushering us all into the limo.

The girls slid inside first, taking over the entire backseat and resuming their chattering. Cooper and I moved further down on the bench, where he grabbed a bottle of champagne and worked the cork loose. He poured a few glasses and passed them around, and we picked up our own conversation as the limo made its way into the city.

I tried to focus on Cooper, but it was hard not to look at the two beautiful women in the back seat. Every now and then, I would catch Emma glancing at me with that same giddy smile on her lips.

We were about halfway into the city on our way to the club when things started to get interesting.

“Cooper, can you come sit with us?” Sarah said as the girls scooted apart and opened up a seat between them.

“Let’s pick this up later,” he said to me, then moved into the open spot.

Cooper leaned back and stretched his arms out across the back of the seat, and the girls leaned in close to talk to him. There was music playing in the back of the limo that made it impossible to hear what they were saying, but I could see the excitement in all of their faces. Both women were turned inward toward him, and Sarah’s hand was already resting on his thigh while Emma leaned in close. He looked like the king of the coop, surrounded by two beautiful women who were dying to fuck him. In that moment, I knew he was the alpha of our group, and I would be the submissive beta for the rest of the evening.

Despite the tension in the back of the limo, there was no excitement on the drive down to the club. Emma was still wearing her jacket, so neither Cooper nor Sarah had any idea of the sexiness she was hiding below. That changed when we finally reached the club.

Sarah stepped out onto the curb first as the driver opened the door. Cooper hopped out too, but Emma paused and smiled at me. She bit her lip in that certain sexy way, then peeled off her jacket and slid out of the car. As I got out behind her, I found Cooper’s eyes sizing her up, admiring how sexy and slutty she looked. He took her by the hand and led her toward the door with Sarah on his other arm. I followed dutifully behind them as we cut past the line and were ushered into the VIP area. Cooper really had pulled out all the stops tonight.

The lounge overlooked the dance floor below, but the private area allowed us privacy that we wouldn’t have had downstairs. The girls were already shaking their asses at the railing while looking over the crowd when the waitress brought us a fresh bottle of champagne. I took a seat to watch the two ladies move with the music, but Cooper didn’t join me. His place was with them, and he slid between them as his arms slipped around both of their waists. I watched helplessly as my wife shimmied up against him with an excited smile on her face. On the other side, Sarah did the same.

Cooper basked in the attention for a little bit, but eventually they move away from the edge so they could have more freedom to dance. The three of them moved in a perfect rhythm. The wilder they got, the closer together they moved. Cooper’s hands were all over my wife, and Emma drew closer to him with every touch. Then Sarah pushed him aside and he stepped back to watch as she slithered seductively against Emma. They looked deep into each other’s eyes, and that was when it happened.

Sarah leaned in and kissed Emma.

I had thought the best part of the night would be watching Cooper with Emma, but watching these two beautiful women kiss seductively in the middle of the club was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. I didn’t think it could get any better, but when Sarah broke away, things only got hotter.

She grabbed her husband by the jacket and pulled him into a brief kiss, all while she still had her other arm around Emma. Then she looked him in the eyes and nodded toward my wife. Cooper took the hint and leaned in. Emma’s eyes drifted closed as he kissed her, softly and sensually.

The three of them were clustered together, their arms wrapped around each other. Sarah pulled herself out of the group, while Cooper and Emma continued to kiss. She returned to the couch where I was sitting and took a seat next to me.

“Emma’s a good kisser, isn’t she?” she asked, leaning in to see my reaction to the whole thing.

“She is,” I agreed. “It doesn’t make you jealous to see them together like that?”

“A little,” she said. “I think I’m like you, though. I enjoy the jealousy. It gets your heart racing, your mind spinning, and at the end of the day, nothing is quite as arousing as feeling the newness of another person.”

“I got the impression that you don’t get to feel that newness.”

“Not with other men, no,” she said, looking away from the beautiful embrace to meet my eyes. “I do enjoy playing with the women before I let Cooper have them, though. It’s good for me, but unfortunate for you.”

She winked at me slyly, and I knew she was teasing me. Cooper had already made it clear that she was off limits, and I knew he would never be okay with me even touching his wife in that way. Sarah, on the other hand, had no problems with dangling the carrot in front of me, letting me know that no matter how much I wanted her, I would never have that chance.

As the night pushed on, the three of them continued to dance as we all made our way through several bottles of bubbly. I got up to dance a few times, but Emma wasn’t interested in me. She almost seemed to avoid me, letting Cooper know that she was all his for the rest of the evening. The three of them continued to share kisses every now and then, but it was clear that the sexual tension was the strongest between Cooper and Emma.

By the time we headed back outside to the limo, we were all giggling madly and having a great time. The driver opened the door and we all jumped in. Once again the girls took over the back bench, but this time they made space for Cooper before we have even pulled away from the curb. I positioned myself at the other end of the limo, rubbing my growing bulge as the two women took turns kissing Cooper.

After several minutes of back and forth, his attention zeroed in on Emma. My wife seemed perfectly content with just kissing him. Her hand was on his chest, feeling his muscles through the white button-down shirt that hid them. Sarah, on the other hand, wanted to move things along. As she watched then with a hungry grin on her lips, her hand slid up his thigh and cupped the growing erection there. Her fingers flexed around it, and Cooper pulled Emma deeper into the kiss in response.

Sarah continued to push the envelope when she slid off the bench and onto her knees in front of her husband. As he continued to kiss his new playtoy, she unzipped his pants and slid her hand inside them, emerging with his hard cock in her hand. I watched the back of her head drop into his lap and begin bobbing up and down as her man kissed another woman.

Emma and Cooper stopped for a moment and both of them watched Sarah work his length. He reached down and pulled at the halter tie behind her neck that held her dress up, and she brushed the fabric down off of her breasts to let the two of them enjoy the view of her bare breasts. Because of the angle, her body blocked my view of both Cooper’s manhood and her lovely globes, but I caught the occasional glance of sideboob as they bounced back and forth in front of her.

Emma was eager to expose herself, too. She moved to the edge of the seat and reached behind her back to pull at the lower tie. She released the top knot next, and slowly peeled her top away from her body. Cooper stared appreciatively.

Sarah also sat up to admire Emma’s body, while her hand continued to stroke her husband’s length. She shifted to the side to make room for their guest, and Emma dropped to her knees beside her. For the first time, I got a glimpse of Cooper’s cock between their two bodies. It was longer than mine by at least several inches, and thick enough to give Emma the stretch that she loved to feel.

I only got to appreciate his size for a fleeting moment before the two women attacked him simultaneously. Emma slipped her lips around the head and began sucking the tip, while Sarah angled her head to attack the shaft and his heavy balls. Cooper’s eyes closed and he rolled his head backward, lost in the pure ecstasy of having two women sucking his manhood at the same time.

Once they had Cooper’s cock as hard as a rock, Sarah backed away to let her guest enjoy her husband. She moved to one of the side benches, halfway down the limo. As she leaned back on the seat, the top of her dress bunched around her waist and I got the first view of her magnificent chest. Her breasts were firm and perky with just the slightest jiggle to them. She pulled her dress up to reveal a cleanly shaven pussy underneath with no panties to cover herself. Her eyes turned toward me, and she touched herself sensually as she looked down at my hand covering the bulge in my pants.

“Pull it out,” she whispered hoarsely. “I want to see it.”

As the beta male, I felt obligated to obey her command. Emma was so focused on the cock in front of her, the cock she had craved for so long, that she didn’t even hear the command. I unzipped my pants and pulled it out, and she smiled and giggled when she saw my size.

“Not bad,” she added. “Not as good as Cooper, but nothing to be ashamed of.”

My heart was pounding so loud, I could hear it echoing in my head. I began stroking myself slowly, not wanting to carry myself over the edge. I wanted to see everything before I had my first orgasm, but I wasn’t sure I would make it that long.

Sarah’s eyes returned to the couple at the other end of the limo just in time. Emma got up off the floor and crawled over Cooper, her breasts hanging in his face as she pulled her skirt up around her waist. She was about to slip the little black panties off when he reached up and grabbed them, then ripped them from her body with a quick jerk. Emma sighed excitedly, and her lips found his again as her bare pussy hovered inches above the tip of his cock.

Their kiss continued as she lowered herself down. The tip pressed into the folds of her pussy, then slowly disappeared inside her, followed by his pulsing shaft. I forgot all about Sarah as my eyes were drawn to my wife’s shimmering wet pussy stretching around my friend’s length.

Emma was almost completely naked except for her skirt bunched up around her waist. Sarah was just as exposed, but as she moved toward the back bench again, she slipped her dress off so that she was completely naked. She came up beside the two lovers, and Emma turned to look at her as she rode the hard cock she had been craving. The two women shared a passionate kiss of their own, while Cooper took advantage of his position and sucked on one of Emma’s stiff nipples.

The three of them looked like a scene out a Roman orgy. Sarah’s hand slid down across Emma’s back, then down along the crack of her ass before scooping upward. Her fingers pressed against Emma’s anal sphincter, adding to the stimulation from Cooper’s manhood. The sensory overload consumed her body and she erupted into an earth-shattering orgasm.

As her peak subsided, Cooper picked her up and laid her back on the bench, his cock staying inside her the entire time. He began throttling her hard, driving his body into hers with an unrelenting force. Sarah moved too, straddling Emma’s face and forcing my wife to taste a woman’s pussy for the first time in her entire life.

Emma didn’t hesitate. Her hands grabbed Sarah’s thighs and she buried her face in the soft, velvety feel of her labia. This was no longer just my friend fucking my wife. Emma was experiencing her first threesome, and I, the man whom she had pledged her life to, was not a part of it. She would forever be able to say that she had achieved a level of sexual experience that I would never know.

Cooper pulled his cock from Emma’s pussy. His flesh glistened with my wife’s juices, but that didn’t stop Sarah from leaning down and sucking him clean. He grabbed her head and pushed deep into her throat until she was gagging, then released her.

The limo stopped, and I realized we were back at the house. That meant that the driver would be opening the door any minute now, and I was the only one still fully dressed. The others realized the same thing, and quickly worked to fix the situation.

Cooper tucked his cock into his pants and zipped them up, and Sarah pulled her dress on and retied her halter top, but it was a little more difficult for Emma. She pulled her skirt down and began hunting for her top, but she was still a little foggy from being in a state of heightened bliss. By the time she finally found it, I heard the door at the back of the limo open. My wife quickly covered herself with the square of fabric, but she didn’t have time to tie it in place.

Cooper climbed out with Sarah behind him. I moved toward the back and followed Emma out as she smiled meekly at the driver. He nodded to her politely, but it was clear that he knew exactly what had been going on back here.

The girls hurried inside while Cooper tipped the driver. As soon as we were all inside, Emma let go of her top and walked confidently through the living room with her bare breasts on display. Sarah approached her almost immediately and the two disappeared into a sensual embrace. Their bodies pulled against each other hungrily. When they finally separated from each other’s lips, Sarah looked at me devilishly.

“I’m going to take your wife upstairs with Cooper to have some fun. I think you’ve seen enough for the night, but you can stay down here and listen if you’d like. Feel free to jerk off as much as you want!”

Sarah didn’t wait for my answer. Instead, she took Emma by the hand and led her toward the stairs. I waited for my wife to object, but it never came. She just looked back at me and winked, then followed her host upstairs with Cooper close behind them.

I came to terms quickly with the fact that I had no choice in the matter, then took a seat on the sofa. My cock was half hard, and when I rubbed it through my slacks, I felt it respond quickly.

The house was quiet for the next five to ten minutes. Then the familiar sound of Emma’s moans began to emanate from the open door at the top of the stairs. Right now, she was in bed with my best friend. She was probably naked, with either Cooper or Sarah touching her in ways that were wholly inappropriate for a married woman.

After a half hour alone with my thoughts, Emma’s cries grew louder. They came in punctuated intervals, matching with the rhythm of another body colliding against her. I knew then that Cooper was fucking her hard, and that his cock was buried in her pussy at that exact moment.

An hour went by as I sat there, listening to the sounds of my wife getting fucked. I was lost in thought when I realized Sarah was coming down the stairs. For a moment, I became very self-conscious and stopped rubbing myself, even though it was completely appropriate in the current situation.

She came into the living room completely naked, with her body proudly on display for me. She saw my eyes scanning her naked form and smiled delightfully.

“Are you enjoying yourself down here?” she asked as she paused by the other couch in the room.

“Yeah,” I replied, but my voice cracked in the middle of the word. “It sounds like Emma is having a good time, too.”

Sarah took a seat on the couch, crossing her legs and interlacing her hands in her lap. Her body was breathtaking, but it seemed rude to stare, so I struggled to maintain eye contact.

“I think she is. She’s already cum at least twice. The second time was when Cooper came inside her. For most guys, they’re usually done by that point. For Cooper, though, that means he’s just getting started. He didn’t even go soft. He just shot his seed deep inside your wife’s pussy and kept fucking her. Does that really turn you on?”

Her words made me squirm, but that was clearly what she wanted. This cuckolding thing was new to her, and she was enjoying watching the effect it had on me.

“I love it,” I said in a moment of false confidence. “Anything to make her happy.”

Sarah giggle a little bit, then laid back on the couch and parted her legs. Her pussy spread out before me, swollen and inviting. I knew I would never get to feel her softness, but that didn’t stop my mind from picturing how it would feel.

“Let me see your cock again,” she sighed as her fingers slipped down and began massaging her clitoris. “I want to see you touch yourself.”

Her eyes fluttered as she pleased herself. I found myself drawn into her game, unable to say no. I unfastened my belt and lowered my zipper, then pulled my manhood out for her to see. My fingers enveloped the shaft and I began stroking it for her.

“I think I was wrong earlier,” she purred. “You’re a lot smaller than I thought you were. No wonder Emma likes to fuck other men. I’m sure there’s no way you could please her with that.”

My breathing deepened. Emma and I rarely dabbled in humiliation, but Sarah seemed to love it. My body responded to her words, and my cock swelled even more as we watched each other from across the room. Her free hand slid up her body and cupped her left breast, then squeezed it tightly.

“I bet she doesn’t even cum when you fuck her,” she pressed on. “She probably fakes her orgasms to make you feel better, then goes out and looks for a real man to please her, like my husband. He’s up there plowing her pussy harder than you ever have, giving her pleasures you could only dream of giving her. And when he’s done, he’s going to fuck me, too, because he has no problem pleasing two women. It’s a shame you aren’t a real man like him, because then I might even let you fuck me while he’s occupied. That’s not going to happen, though. Tonight, the only thing that’s going to make you cum is that calloused hand you have wrapped around your cock.”

I watched her writhe under her own touch while listening to both her demeaning words and the sounds of my wife getting fucked upstairs. I tried to control myself, but it was just too much. My cock erupted mike a geyser, spewing white globs into the air. They came down on my pants and shirt, a stark reminder of my place in the game tonight.

Sarah responded to my orgasm with one of her own. Her legs tightened around her hand, pressing it harder against her pussy as she doubled over in ecstatic bliss. She closed her eyes and let out a few final twitches, then slowly got to her feet and stumbled into the kitchen. She returned a few minutes later with several bottles of water, then headed upstairs without another word.

The noises upstairs continued into the early morning hours. I made myself comfortable on the couch, and eventually I drifted off to sleep, where my wife’s cries of ecstasy were just a distant echo in my dream.

When I woke up, it was sometime around four in the morning. I wouldn’t usually wake up that early, but I was vaguely aware of someone pulling at my clothes. As my eyes slid open, I watched Emma’s lips sink down around my half-erect cock. My balls were sore from being in a state of nearly constant arousal, but all of that discomfort was quickly replaced by the wet warmth of her mouth.

It only took her a minute to get me completely hard. She released me immediately and climbed up onto the couch, then lowered herself onto my cock with an exhausted sigh.

“Mmm, I missed your cock,” she purred longingly as her hips swiveled slowly on my length.

Her eyes opened and looked deep into mine. I felt that familiar connection that came every time she slept with someone else, but this time it felt different. Perhaps it was the lasting sting of Sarah’s humiliating words, but I felt an uncertainty deep down inside.

“Why aren’t you still upstairs?” I whispered. “Don’t you want a real man’s cock inside you.”

Emma smiled at me, then leaned in close until her warm breath brushed across my neck.

“I have a real man’s cock inside me,” she replied as she pressed down harder on my length. “I may want other cocks from time to time, but this is the only cock I will ever need. Just you.”

Her movements were still slow, but they became more forceful. My cock swelled as her grip around me tightened. It felt like I was reaching deeper inside her, feeling those spots that had always been out of reach. My entire body began to tingle.

“I’m yours, always and forever,” she continued, struggling to get the words out as her own orgasm began to blossom and spread throughout her body.

As her grip on me tightened, my balls grew heavy. I could feel my body preparing to reclaim her. I pressed up into her and she let out a light gasp as my cock flooded her waiting pussy with my seed.

When Emma finally pulled back and looked into my eyes, we came together in a burning kiss. All my fears were gone, replaced with a pure, unadulterated love for my beautiful hotwife.

We got dressed and left quietly before Cooper and Sarah woke up. We returned home and spent the day in bed while recounting the delightfully naughty details of the night before.

Those crazy weeks had changed the dynamic between my friends and I, but only in the best way possible. My house became the favorite spot to watch games, and Emma was always down to provide the guys with her own personal style of entertainment. Sarah had even given Cooper her blessing to join in, as long as she got to go on her own girls’ nights with Emma from time to time.

For us, it was the perfect relationship.
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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.  

While You Were Away

Chris had always fantasized about watching his wife Kylie with another man. One night after a few drinks, a spontaneous moment leads to their first foray into the world of cuckolding and leaves both of them wanting more. When Chris leaves town on a short business trip a few weeks later, he gives her permission to explore the idea further, but how far will she take it without him there? 


WARNING: This 14,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, hotwife behavior, humiliation, and voyeurism.  

My Fiance Prefers My Best Friend

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 Cuckold Honeymoon

When Scott and Katie head out to the island of St. Lucia after an exciting lead up to their wedding, they find that the island offers them some great opportunities to further explore the cuckolding lifestyle. A friendly cab driver named Joe takes them on a wild adventure that pushes their sexual boundaries, leading to a honeymoon that neither of them would forget. 


WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

My Wife Prefers Her Ex

Several months after their adventurous honeymoon, Scott’s wife Katie suggests they explore the cuckolding lifestyle further. Her friend Mina wants to experience a well hung man, so she invites her ex-boyfriend Mike for group date. Scott finds himself both excited and nervous about the possibilities of the night ahead when the four of them head out together. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, anal sex, group sex, and unprotected sex.  

Cheating With Permission: My Boyfriend’s Family

For Amanda, it started as just a simple camping trip with her boyfriend Andy, his best friend, his brother, and his dad. When Andy suggested fulfilling his fantasy of having her sleep with his best friend while spending the night in tents, the thrill and excitement of cuckolding him for the first time with his family around kindled her sexual desires. But when his brother catches her in the act, how far will she go to cover it up? What happens when a woman is given the freedom to explore her darkest sexual fantasies?


WARNING: This 13,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

The Cuckold Experiment

Bill teases his wife about being curious about sleeping with a black man, but has never told her he'd secretly love to watch her with one. When they are approached by a pair of sexy black students to participate in a research study, neither realizes right away that they are being given the chance to make both their fantasies a reality. Will Kara give in to her deepest sexual desires and violate her marriage vows for the sake of research, and how far will the experiment go?


WARNING: This 8,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, and anal sex. 

Cuckolds and Cuckqueans

It started off with a simple suggestion. Mark knew his wife often struggled with her sexual interest in women, so he encourages her to explore her sexuality with another woman. Things start off great, but when she decides to try bringing home a handsome male cop as well, it pushes and warps the boundaries of their relationship. Will she be able to handle watching her husband with another woman, just as he watched her with another man?

WARNING: This 19,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cuckqueaning, and threesomes.
 

Raising the Stakes

After he loses his job, John and his wife Melinda place an ad to downsize some of their belongings. Two well-built black men answer the ad, and offer John an unexpected bonus: the chance to watch his wife with not one, but two other men. Will John's shy wife let two strangers convince her to push her sexual boundaries and explore a new side to her marriage? 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

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. 

The Hotwife Party: Ella’s Journey

After a drunken night with her husband and his best friend leads Ella into the world of cuckolding, she decides to confess her exploits to her best friend, Gina. Little does she know that Gina is a hotwife herself, and will lead Ella down a path to new and forbidden desires. When her friend invites her to a hotwife party, how far will she take her husband’s fantasy, and will she be able to control herself when faced with the temptation of a sexy black bull?


WARNING: This 16,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, group sex, and anal sex. 

Shannon’s Cuckold

I had always wanted to watch my girlfriend Shannon with another man. When we set up our date with Michael, I knew I would be pushing her sexual boundaries. I had no idea she would also be pushing mine. 


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

The Nanny’s Cuckold

After struggling to raise his son on his own after the death of his wife, James decides to hire a live-in nanny named Allie to help out. Nothing seems out of the ordinary – until he overhears her having sex one night. When Allie catches him and confronts him about it, he expects her to be angry, but instead she leads him down a path into the world of cuckolding that will change his life forever. 


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

Capturing the Hotwife

Lily wanted to find the perfect gift for her husband, Justin. While he had always wanted to see her with another man, her shyness always seemed to get in the way. Then one day, she decides to do a boudoir photo shoot for him. When she discovers that Eli, her photographer, is the man of her fantasies, the only question in her head is how far will she take her husband’s fantasy.

WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, bondage, and voyeurism. 

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. 

The Cuckold and the Rope Party

Brian and Liz had been married for over a decade, and lately the sex had been lacking. Brian wants to find a way to spice things up, so he asks his friend Ian if they can attend one of his monthly bondage parties. Liz is hesitant at first, but when it becomes obvious that she wants Ian to do more than just tie her up, Brian gives her the freedom to take things as far as she wants. With her husband’s approval and a room full of people watching, how far would Liz let Ian go, and how will Brian respond to watching his best friend take control of his wife?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of bondage, cuckolding, group sex, and humiliation. 

The Hotwife’s Massage

When Anna decides to use her husband’s gift of a free massage, she has no idea that the masseuse is her well-endowed ex-boyfriend, Matt. While she thinks it won’t be an issue, she later finds herself unable to control her thoughts about him. It doesn’t take long before she confesses her thoughts to her husband, but she is surprised to find him turned on by the idea instead of being upset with her. When she comes home the next day and finds another gift certificate waiting for her, she decides that it’s time to make her husband’s fantasy a reality, both for her pleasure and his. 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and infidelity. 

The Blind Date: A Cuckold’s Tale

Sam has dated a lot of women, but none of them have been able to handle his fetish for being cuckolded. When his friend suggests a blind date with an charismatic woman named Allie, he decides its best to be upfront about his habits. How will she respond to his unusual tastes, and how much will she be willing to try for a man that she has just met?


WARNING: This 5,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and humiliation. 

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.  

From Housewife to Whore 2: Corrupting Allison

Eric had already enjoyed watching his innocent housewife Jillian develop into a prominent adult film star. Now, years later, they have moved into a quiet suburb in California. Their new neighbors, Allison and Jacob, come over for dinner one night, and it turns into a wild night when Jacob recognizes Jillian from her films. At first, Allison is fine with letting her husband have some fun with the woman of his dreams, but it doesn’t take long before she decides she wants to explore her own sexuality. With some guidance from Eric, she learns how to fulfill her husband’s hotwife fantasies in the most wicked ways possible, taking his fantasy to places he never could have imagined. 


WARNING: This 20,000-word story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex. 

Away on Business

As a top-level executive, Mark was often forced to travel on business for a week at a time. On one particular trip, his beautiful wife Amber begins flirting with the idea of going to dinner with another man. Mark loves the idea, and encourages her to flirt and tease her host. When he gives her permission to go further, though, how far will she go to feed her husband’s cuckolding fantasies?


WARNING: This 15,000-word story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and anal sex. 

Fighting for the Girl

It always happened the same way. A nightclub and a beautiful woman, and the guy that was trying to take her home. Shane wanted her though, and he knew that if he could just win the fight, he would be the man in her bed at the end of the night. Would he be in excruciating pain at the end of the night, or lost in a state of ecstasy?


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and pregnancy risk sex, as well as graphic violence.  

Welcome to My World

Ever since she had caught her husband John cheating on her, Bella had found it difficult to trust men. When she meets an enigmatic billionaire nicknamed the Beast of Belton, she assumes he is just like the others, but more she learns about him, the more she realizes that she can’t judge a book by its cover. Her mysterious new lover draws her into his secret world and helps her learn to love again, even as her past tries to destroy their happiness. 


WARNING: This 20,000-word romance novel contains explicit descriptions of sex and bondage, against a background of fairy tale romance. 

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. 

My Ex-Wife’s New Boyfriend

I have always wanted to watch my wife Sarah with another man. Unfortunately, that opportunity didn't present itself until after our divorce. When Sarah discovers my interest in her relationship with her new boyfriend, it opens up a new kind of connection between us. Our lives become intertwined in a strange game of master and servant, but how far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 19,000-word story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme femdom, and extreme humiliation.  

My Ex-Wife’s New Boyfriend 2: Her Coworker

When my ex-wife Sarah and I rekindled our relationship, we agreed that she would be allowed to date other men, as long as she shared the details with me. That allowed her to start a torrid affair with her coworker Paul, a fit black man with a lot to offer her. He pushes her to new and extreme levels of kinkiness, until her boss discovers their illicit relationship and threatens to expose them. How will she put him in his place, while guaranteeing her own pleasure?


WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, pregnancy risk, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Birthday Cuckold

Ethan had always wanted to watch his girlfriend Devon with another guy, but she always brushed the idea off as a joke. After some subtle pushing and a good dose of alcohol, she decides to try out his fantasy on the night of his birthday. How far will she go to make her man happy on his big day?


WARNING: This 6,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and cheating.  

Kate’s Dates

Kate loves her husband more than anything else in the world, but after twenty years of marriage, the passion has started to fade from their relationship. Her sexual frustration pushes her to confront him, and he doesn’t shy away from her disappointment. Instead, he suggests that she go on a date with another man to find the release she has been craving. At first, she thinks he doesn’t want her, but when she steps out for the night with a guy from her gym, she learns that there is much more to it. Her husband is aroused by her infidelity, which soon leads to a variety of sexual adventures that she never would have anticipated.


WARNING: This 32,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, stag/vixen relationships, group sex, and drug use.  
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