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Chapter 1

Jess:

I suppose it all started that morning when I typed the word cuckold into the search bar. I don’t know what possessed me to do it, not exactly. I wasn’t even sure what it fully meant—just that it referred to husbands whose wives had been unfaithful.

The irony wasn’t lost on me as I sat there, coffee cooling beside me, staring at the results. I’d never been unfaithful to Chris, not in all the years we’d been together. The thought had flickered through my mind once or twice, but it had always been fleeting, like a match struck and blown out in the same breath.

Flirting was different. Harmless. Like most women my age, married with young children, I enjoyed the occasional lingering glance, the compliments that hinted I was still desirable despite the wedding band on my finger. It was intoxicating in its own way, a reminder that I wasn’t invisible. There had been opportunities to take things further, of course. There always are if you’re willing to see them. But for me, the thrill of fantasy had always been enough.

Chris wasn’t a movie star—no Johnny Depp or Brad Pitt—but he was mine. My rock. My best friend. A wonderful father to our children. Why would I ever risk that for something fleeting? I’d seen friends fall into that trap, affairs that seemed exciting at first but ended in heartbreak and shattered lives. A few moments of pleasure simply weren’t worth the cost.

But then there was Chris. My sweet, steady husband who harbored a fascination I didn’t fully understand, not at first. He loved the idea of me with another man. The notion sent shivers down my spine—not just because it was taboo, but because of the way it ignited something wild between us.

We would lie in bed together, touching, whispering things we’d never say aloud in the daylight. He’d paint these vivid pictures of me with another man—always someone with a cock so much bigger than his. It made me burn in ways I couldn’t explain. The orgasms were earth-shattering, more intense than anything I’d known before. And yet, I had to tread carefully; Chris would cum so quickly if I stroked him while talking about it, almost as if the fantasy itself was too much to bear.

So, why did I Google it? I think, deep down, I wanted to understand. Not just the word, but the way it had taken root in our relationship, shaping the way we loved each other.



Chris:

I’ve always had a thing about Jess with another man. Right from the beginning of our relationship, it was there—this maddening, impossible fantasy. She was, and still is, stunningly beautiful, with a past that felt tantalizingly out of reach. Jess had been with a few men before me, whereas my own experiences were limited, barely scratching the surface of what she seemed to know.

Like any guy, I’d asked the questions you probably shouldn’t. “Were they bigger than me?” “Were they better?” Every man wants to believe he’s the best, the only one who’s mattered. Jess, to her credit, had been careful at first, answering in ways that wouldn’t wound my pride. But as we grew closer, she became more honest—especially about the size.

Hearing her stories became its own kind of thrill. At first, I thought it was just curiosity, but it turned into something deeper, more consuming. I loved listening to her recount those moments with other men, the way her voice would shift, her breathing quicken as she remembered. She didn’t just share the memories; she relived them.

It stayed in the realm of fantasy for a long time, an indulgence we both enjoyed but never took seriously. I’d read stories online, explored forums where men like me gathered to share their thoughts, their desires. Most of it was fiction, I knew that—elaborate tales crafted to excite. The same with the videos I’d watched: staged encounters between actors playing their roles in hotel rooms. But even knowing it wasn’t real didn’t dull the edge.

The thought of it actually happening, though? That was something else entirely. I wasn’t sure I could handle it. And Jess? She seemed too grounded, too loyal, to ever consider such a thing.

Or so I thought.



Jess:

What surprised me the most about the whole cuckolding thing wasn’t just how much material was out there—it was the sheer fascination surrounding it. My laptop screen was flooded with pages upon pages of search results, each one offering more than I could possibly absorb. By the time I reached the twentieth page, I stopped scrolling. Thousands more stretched ahead, an endless rabbit hole of desires and confessions.

Curiosity prickled at me, a strange mix of hesitation and intrigue. I scrolled back to the first page and clicked on a link that led me to a cuckold forum. That’s where it truly hit me: this wasn’t just a fantasy whispered in the dark between lovers—this was a thriving, vivid subculture.

There were hundreds, maybe thousands, of members, each post pulling me deeper. Men shared confessions of watching their wives with other men, their words oscillating between exhilaration and torment. Some spoke of the humiliation as a badge of honor, a thing they craved as much as the act itself.

And then there were the things that shocked me. Not prudish shocks—no, I wasn’t naïve—but the raw, visceral honesty of it. Men detailing how they cleaned their wives after their lovers had finished with them. Some even described servicing the lover himself. I found myself both appalled and…aroused. It was as though these forbidden truths were tapping into a part of me I hadn’t dared explore.

I kept reading, unable to look away, until I stumbled onto something called a Bull's forum. This wasn’t the realm of the cuckolded husbands anymore—this was the domain of the lovers themselves. These men were larger-than-life figures in every sense, unapologetically dominant. Their confidence practically leapt off the screen, their accounts laced with a kind of predatory charisma that both thrilled and intimidated me.

One post caught my eye—a brash, unapologetic advert from a man boasting of his prowess and his preference for married women. He spoke about what he could do to them, for them, in a way that left no doubt about his intentions. Before I realized what I was doing, my fingers were moving across the keyboard, crafting a reply. My heart pounded as I hit send, a pulse of adrenaline coursing through me.

What was I doing?



Chris:

When Jess told me she wanted to cuckold me, it was like being hit by a freight train. Not because the idea was foreign—far from it—but because hearing her say it out loud was something I never expected.

We were lying in bed, as we often did, caught in the hazy intimacy of late-night confessions. She was stroking my cock, her hand slow and teasing, while telling me about a guy at work who’d been flirting with her. My pulse quickened. It always did when she talked like that—casual, tantalizing mentions of other men noticing her, desiring her.

But then she used the word. Cuckold.

“I want to cuckold you,” she said softly, her voice tinged with mischief, her hand never stopping its rhythm.

The word hit me like a bucket of cold water and molten lava all at once. Jess had never used language like that before. It was always implied, always wrapped in the safety net of fantasy. This was different.

It threw me off balance for a moment, my thoughts a jumbled mix of excitement and uncertainty. But Jess didn’t falter. She kept talking, her voice a siren’s call, pulling me back in. She described how she’d love to fuck another man—right in front of me. She painted the picture in vivid, filthy detail, and it wasn’t long before my body betrayed me. The heat of her words, the touch of her hand—I couldn’t hold back.

When I came, it was hard and fast, my release spilling over her fingers as she whispered those forbidden desires in my ear.

But afterward, as we lay there in the quiet aftermath, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted. Jess wasn’t just indulging my fantasies anymore. She wanted this.

I turned my head to look at her, at the woman I’d been married to for eight years, the mother of my two children. She was glowing, her lips curved into a soft smile, her eyes distant as though replaying some delicious memory in her mind.

She looked…different.

In the days that followed, I’d come to realize that night was a turning point—not just for Jess, but for both of us. A line had been crossed, and there was no going back.



Jess:

My heart jolted when I saw Jack’s email in my inbox just a couple of days later. I hadn’t expected a response, not really. I’d assumed my tentative, exploratory message would get lost in the ether, drowned out by hundreds of others. But there it was—Jack’s reply, waiting for me.

I clicked on it with trembling fingers, scanning the words faster than I could process them. He was direct, confident, and, above all, intriguing. A divorced man in his early forties, he described himself as an experienced Bull. He claimed he’d guided many wives like me into the world of cuckolding, helping them navigate their desires and bring their fantasies to life.

At first, I took his bravado with a grain of salt. His words felt almost too rehearsed, too smooth, but they stirred something undeniable in me. The idea that a man wanted to help me cuckold my husband sent a thrill racing through my body. The forbidden nature of it all—the audacity—was intoxicating.

We began emailing regularly, our conversations growing deeper and more explicit with each exchange. At first, I kept my guard up, revealing little about myself. I told him only that I was married and that my husband had a fascination with the idea of me with another man. Jack, in turn, shared his history freely. He’d cuckolded countless husbands, he said, and found the greatest thrill in knowing the husband was aware of every moment.

“There’s nothing like spending the night in a couple’s marital bed,” he told me once, “while the husband lies awake in the spare room, knowing I’m fucking his wife.”

I couldn’t help but imagine it—Jack’s rough hands on my skin, my husband lying in the next room, helplessly aroused and tormented by the sounds of our passion. The thought set my pulse racing.

Jack shared that his wife had discovered his exploits years ago and had thrown him out. He spoke of it without regret, as though it had been an acceptable cost of pursuing his desires. “The mind of a cuckold is a strange place,” he said. “There’s love, jealousy, and humiliation, all tangled together. But why try to understand it? Just enjoy the freedom it gives you.”

His words stuck with me, his confidence contagious. Slowly, I began to see Chris in a new light. Jack guided me, step by step, helping me “condition” Chris, as he put it.

“Start small,” he advised. “Touch him, tease him, and talk about your fantasies. Gauge his reactions. Lead him by his cock—slowly, but firmly. Once the noose is around his neck, he’ll be yours entirely.”

I followed his instructions, and to my astonishment, it worked. I began to push Chris further, testing his limits. He responded eagerly, confessing desires I hadn’t even suspected he harbored. Jack’s advice was always laced with his own preferences, too. He spoke of the satisfaction of having a husband clean up after him, licking his seed from his wife’s body.

“If he’s willing to clean me up as well, all the better,” Jack added.

The idea made my cheeks burn with heat—and not just from embarrassment. I hadn’t yet introduced that element into our fantasies, but the thought of Chris, his lips around another man’s cock, sent shivers down my spine. The image of him tasting me on that cock, of his submission in its rawest form, became a secret pleasure I carried in my mind.



Chris:

Looking back, I should’ve seen it coming. There were signs, clear as day, but Jess had drawn me in so slowly, so skillfully, that I didn’t realize I was caught until it was far too late.

At first, I thought the changes in her were just natural—her opening up more sexually with age. She was bolder in the bedroom, more adventurous in her fantasies. Her wardrobe became subtly sexier, her hair freshly dyed, her confidence glowing. These weren’t red flags; they were gifts. Why would I question them?

But hindsight, as they say, is twenty-twenty. All those little changes should have screamed at me: Pay attention. Something’s happening.

The saying goes that the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach, but that’s utter bullshit. The way to a man’s heart—his soul, even—is through his cock. Jess understood that better than anyone. She took hold of mine and led me, step by step, into territory I never thought I’d explore.

By the time she got me into that hotel room on that night, I was already a cuckold in waiting.

She’d prepared me without my even realizing it, weaving her fantasies into ours until I couldn’t tell where her desires ended and mine began. The first time she mentioned another man—vivid, detailed, as though he were already real—it shook me. But the way she stroked me, the way her voice dipped into that husky, sensual tone, made resistance impossible.

I told myself it was just talk, just something to make the moment hotter. But Jess knew better. She was leading me somewhere I didn’t yet understand.

When we walked into the hotel room, everything fell into place. The anticipation, the tension—it was electric. And as the door clicked shut behind us, I knew there was no turning back.



Jess:

It was inevitable, really. After just a few weeks of talking to Jack, I knew I wanted to take things further with him. If I was going to cuckold Chris, Jack was the man I wanted to do it with. He wasn’t pushy, which made it easier to trust him. He let me set the pace, even though his interest was clear from the start. It helped that he lived just over an hour away—close enough to meet, but far enough to keep things discreet.

Our relationship started with emails but soon moved to phone calls. Jack gave me his number with one condition: he would never call me first. “You’ll always be in control,” he assured me. If I wanted to talk, I could call him, and he’d call me back. He didn’t want to risk compromising my marriage. That kind of respect made him even more attractive to me.

Eventually, he brought up the idea of meeting for coffee. I hesitated. Even with all our conversations, meeting in person felt like crossing a line. It would change everything, and I wasn’t sure if I was ready for that. But the idea lingered in my mind. One night, during one of our increasingly vivid “fantasy” talks in bed, I tested the waters. I told Chris about an imaginary admirer from work and teased him with what I might do if I met up with him. As I stroked his cock, describing every dirty detail, Chris came in my hand, faster and harder than usual. That was when I knew it was time to take the next step.

Two days later, I met Jack at a coffee shop in our local shopping center. I kept it simple—jeans, a casual top. I didn’t want to look like I was on a date. Jack matched my tone, dressed casually but with an air of quiet confidence. The moment I saw him, I knew I wanted him. He wasn’t an Adonis or a gym-honed hunk; he was just an average middle-aged man with a warm smile and a glint in his eye that said, I want to take you to bed.

We exchanged pleasantries, danced around mundane topics, but it didn’t take long before Jack tried steering the conversation toward more intimate subjects. The crowded coffee shop wasn’t the place for that, and he knew it.

“Somewhere more private?” he suggested, his voice low and inviting.

I hesitated, knowing exactly what he was implying. There was only one private place within reach—my home. My pulse quickened at the thought. I’d never invited another man there before, never crossed that threshold. But the idea of sitting alone with him, talking about sex, made my body hum with anticipation.

“I won’t try anything,” Jack promised, holding my gaze. “I just want to talk.”

His words disarmed me. I nodded, pretending to deliberate longer than I needed to, and agreed.



Chris:

When Jess suggested a night in a hotel, just the two of us, I was caught off guard. It wasn’t something we did often. Apart from a friend’s wedding years ago, we’d never spent a night away from the kids.

“It’ll be nice to have some quality time together,” she said, her tone playful but persuasive. “You can spoil me. Buy me some lingerie, we’ll have a nice dinner, some wine, and then…” Her voice trailed off, the unspoken promise hanging between us.

Jess knew how to play me.

That Saturday morning, we dropped the girls off at her parents’ house and went shopping. She let me pick out a set of lingerie for her—something lacy and daring, the kind of thing she knew would drive me crazy. I didn’t think much of it at the time; I was too focused on the excitement of the evening ahead.

When we finally arrived at the hotel, I carried our bags into the room, setting them down on the plush, oversized bed. It was a beautiful room—more luxurious than anything we usually indulged in. I turned to Jess with a smile, ready to start our romantic getaway.

Little did I know what she had planned for me.



Jess:

Jack came to visit me three days later. I’d planned everything carefully. Chris was out of town visiting clients, blissfully unaware of the lie I’d spun to clear my day. “Spring cleaning and errands,” I’d told him. He wouldn’t question it. As wonderful as Chris is, housework has never been his forte, and the changes I’d made to the house would go unnoticed by his untrained eye.

I didn’t dress up for Jack, not overtly. Just a simple top and jeans. But underneath, I indulged in my secret: stockings and suspenders. I had no intention of doing anything with him—at least, that’s what I told myself. But there’s a unique thrill in wearing sexy lingerie around a man, especially one you’re attracted to.

When Jack arrived, I greeted him with a nervous smile and made us both coffee before leading him to the lounge. Sitting beside him on the sofa, I felt like a teenager on her first date. Jack, on the other hand, was calm and self-assured, his easy confidence somehow putting me more on edge.

We started talking about Chris and the idea of cuckolding. Jack didn’t dance around the subject this time; instead, he asked directly, his voice low and steady, “Jess, can I be the one to cuckold him?”

The words sent a shiver through me. I’d wanted him to be the first from the moment we met. I wanted it right there and then, in that very moment. My heart raced, my palms felt clammy, but I kept my voice steady. “How would we go about it?” I asked, pretending to be calmer than I was.

Jack smiled knowingly and laid out his plan. A hotel. Neutral territory. He spoke with practiced confidence, his words painting a vivid picture of what the night could look like. As he talked, I realized I wasn’t just listening—I was staring at his crotch. The bulge in his jeans had drawn my gaze without me even noticing.

“Are you sizing me up?” Jack teased, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth.

Embarrassment flooded my cheeks. I opened my mouth to apologize, but before I could speak, he leaned back slightly, spreading his legs just enough to make his meaning clear.

“You’re welcome to inspect the goods,” he said, his voice teasing but firm.

If anyone had suggested something like that to me a few months ago, I’d have either slapped them or bolted from the room. But now, it felt strangely natural. Without overthinking, my hand reached out, brushing over the thick ridge beneath his jeans.

The heat of him, the way he stiffened at my touch, sent a thrill racing through me. I’d touched men this way before—boyfriends, Chris—but this was different. More intense. More forbidden. I already knew Jack was bigger than Chris, bigger than any man I’d been with, but I needed to see for myself.

As I reached for his belt, Jack lifted his hips, helping me ease his trousers and boxers down. My breath caught as I took him in. His cock was thick, veined, and circumcised, standing proudly against his thigh. I felt like I was back in the early days of my sexual awakening, marveling at a man’s body for the first time.

Lowering my head felt like the most natural thing in the world.

I wasn’t one to rush into oral sex—it was something I reserved for intimacy, for trust. But with Jack, all hesitation melted away. My lips wrapped around him, my tongue exploring the heated flesh. His groans filled the room, his hands tangling in my hair as he held me in place.

It didn’t take long before his release surged into my mouth, warm and salty. I swallowed without hesitation, savoring the taste, and followed with slow, deliberate licks to clean him completely.

“That was incredible,” Jack murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. He leaned in and kissed me gently.

I smiled, still tasting him on my lips. “I didn’t expect to be doing that,” I admitted, laughing softly.

“Can I return the favor?” he asked, his hand resting lightly on my knee.

“I’m not ready for that,” I began, but he shook his head, his fingers brushing up the hem of my skirt.

“No penetration,” he promised. “Just let me take care of you.”

Moments later, I was leaning back on the sofa, my skirt bunched around my waist, Jack kneeling between my legs. His mouth moved with deliberate intent, starting at the sensitive flesh above my stocking tops. My body trembled before his tongue even reached my panties, and by the time he pressed against the damp fabric, I was already undone.

Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, my cries filling the room as he worked me to the edge and beyond. He was relentless but controlled, pulling back just enough to tease before diving back in. My panties stayed on, but Jack’s tongue made sure they were no barrier at all.

When he finally rose and adjusted his trousers, I was breathless and spent. He smoothed my skirt down, pressing a lingering kiss to my lips before he left.

“I’ll see you this weekend,” he said, his eyes glinting with promise.

I could only nod, already counting down the days.




Chapter 2

Chris:

Jess had been quiet all afternoon, her movements deliberate and her thoughts seemingly miles away as she laid out her clothes for the evening. I wondered if she was missing the kids—our first night away from them in years. But my mind was elsewhere too. My eyes kept drifting to the lingerie she’d chosen, or rather, the lingerie I’d bought for her earlier that day.

A red and black lace basque, with matching panties and stockings. She was going to look breathtaking. The thought of her in it had me half-hard already, and I hadn’t even seen her wearing it yet.

At her request, I ran a bath, enjoying the rare pleasure of watching as she undressed and slid into the steaming water. Even after two kids, Jess’s figure was still trim and toned, her curves in all the right places. She was the kind of woman who turned heads without even trying.

I stripped down too, intending to take a quick shower after shaving. Baths weren’t really my thing. As I stood at the sink, razor in hand, I couldn’t help glancing over at her. She was quiet, running the soapy water over her skin in slow, methodical strokes.

I was about to ask if something was wrong when she stood up suddenly, water streaming down her body. Her hand slid over her soapy mound, and she looked at me with that mischievous glint that always made my heart race.

“Would you mind shaving me?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing.

Mind? I practically jumped at the chance. Shaving Jess was something I’d fantasized about for years. I grabbed the shaving foam eagerly, spreading it across her smooth skin with reverent care before taking the razor in hand. Slowly, I began the delicate, intimate task of baring her pussy.

Her skin was soft, her body warm from the water. My hands trembled slightly—not from nerves, but from the sheer thrill of it.

“I love you, you know, Chris,” she said suddenly, her voice breaking the silence.

I glanced up at her, pausing for a moment. “I know,” I replied. “I love you too.”

She smiled faintly, her hand resting lightly on my shoulder.

“Men like a shaved pussy, don’t they?” she asked.

“Bloody right we do,” I said, my voice thick with arousal.

She hesitated, her fingers tightening slightly on my shoulder. “Would you like another man to see it?”

Her question hit me like a bolt of lightning. My cock twitched, springing to attention as though it had a mind of its own.

“You know I would,” I said, barely able to keep my voice steady.

Her gaze softened but didn’t waver. “Seriously?”

I swallowed hard, meeting her eyes. “Of course. You know how I feel about that.”

Jess smiled again, but this time it wasn’t playful. There was a seriousness to her expression that made my heart race in a way I hadn’t felt before—not just excitement, but something deeper.

“I could make it happen,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

My hand froze, the razor hovering midair. “What do you mean?”

Her eyes held mine, steady and calm. “I’ve met someone,” she said. “A man who wants to cuckold you.”

I stared at her, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might break free from my chest. For a moment, I searched her face for a hint of a joke, something to tell me this was just another one of our fantasies. But her expression didn’t change.

“You’re not joking,” I said finally, my voice trembling.

She shook her head. “No, Chris, I’m not. His name is Jack. He wants to fuck me tonight. Here, in this hotel room. He wants to cuckold you.”

My knees buckled, and I sank onto the edge of the tub. My thoughts were a whirlwind of confusion and arousal, disbelief and desire. Jess stepped closer, leaning down to kiss me softly on the lips. Her hand moved to my cock, now fully erect despite the chaos in my mind.

As she stroked me gently, her voice remained calm, soothing, and devastatingly confident. “I’ve been seeing him for a while,” she confessed. “He knows what you like. He knows how much you want this.”

Her words sank into me like hot needles, each one sending a shiver through my body. I trembled under her touch, my mind spinning as she began to tell me all about Jack—the man who was about to change everything.



Jess:

The part I dreaded most was telling Chris. Whispering fantasies to him in bed, with his cock in my hand and his arousal clouding his judgment, was one thing. But this? This was daylight honesty. There was no sexual haze to soften the edges, no orgasmic release to distract him from the reality of what I was saying.

When Chris was horny, it was easy to talk about other men. His breathing would quicken, his cock would throb in my grip, and his pre-cum would slick my fingers as I teased him. If I kept it up, he’d inevitably explode in my hand, completely lost in the fantasy.

But this wasn’t fantasy anymore. Jack had reassured me countless times that Chris would be up for it. Jack knew the signs; he’d guided other couples down this path. “He’s ready,” Jack had said. “Trust me. But honesty is everything. The foundation of a real cuckold relationship is trust. Make sure he knows that he’s the center of your world.”

I took Jack’s advice to heart. If I was going to do this, I owed Chris the truth. All of it. Still, doubts gnawed at me. What if he didn’t take it the way I thought he would? What if he got angry? Upset? What if, when faced with the reality of another man fucking me, he changed his mind entirely?

I decided to tell him while we were in the bathroom, the intimacy of the moment offering a buffer to the cold, hard truth. He was shaving me, his touch tender yet focused. I could feel the tension in him, a mix of arousal and nerves.

“When Jack came to the house,” I began, my voice measured, “we talked about this. About tonight.”

Chris’s hand froze for a second before continuing. I could feel the subtle shift in his breathing.

“And he’s staying here in the hotel?” he asked, his voice low and strained.

“Yes,” I said softly. “In the room opposite ours.”

Chris trembled slightly, but he didn’t say anything. Instead, he focused on the task at hand, finishing the last few strokes of the razor.

“If you want to pull out, just say so,” I told him, trying to meet his eyes. “I won’t do anything without your agreement.”

He nodded but didn’t respond, his silence speaking louder than words. As he stepped into the shower, I felt the weight of the moment settle over me. I watched him dress, his movements deliberate, and when I asked him if I should call Jack to our room, he surprised me.

“Okay,” he said, his voice calm but distant.



Chris:

Meeting the man your wife plans to sleep with isn’t something you ever truly prepare for. Sure, you fantasize about it in the safety of your mind, imagining all the ways it might play out. But when it actually happens—when fantasy becomes reality—it’s a whole different experience.

Even as Jess laid it all out for me, there was a part of me that clung to the hope that it wasn’t real. Maybe she was just pushing the fantasy further than usual. Maybe she’d laugh and say it was all a joke.

Even when she picked up the hotel phone and dialed, even when I heard her soft voice speaking into the receiver, I still clung to that hope.

But when the knock came at the door, that illusion shattered. Jess moved to open it, and my stomach churned with a mix of fear, jealousy, and arousal. This was no game. No fantasy. This was real.

The door swung open, and there he was. Jack.

He wasn’t what I expected—neither overly handsome nor intimidating. Just an average man with a confident smile and an outstretched hand.

“I’m Jack,” he said, his voice steady.

What was I supposed to do? Hit him? Yell? Run? None of those options seemed possible. So I did the only thing I could. I took his hand.

“Chris,” I replied, surprised at how even my voice sounded.

His grip was firm, warm. He turned to Jess next, leaning in to kiss her cheek.

“You look stunning,” he said, his voice dripping with admiration.

Jess seemed nervous, her eyes darting between us. “Shall we go to the bar for a drink first?” she asked, her voice lighter than the tension in the room.

Grateful for the distraction, I grabbed my jacket. “Good idea,” I said, eager for the sting of alcohol to settle my nerves.

As we stepped out, I instinctively reached for Jess’s hand. I wasn’t sure why—maybe to steady myself, maybe to make a statement. Whatever she and Jack shared, whatever this night would bring, I was still her husband. And for now, that was enough.



Jess:

I exhaled slowly as the three of us stepped into the hotel corridor. Chris was quiet—so quiet it worried me for a moment—but his hand was still in mine, his grip firm, as though holding on for dear life. That was enough to reassure me. Jack, walking just behind us, brushed close and gave me a sly pat on my bottom. The sudden, cheeky gesture made me smile.

I felt good. No, more than good—I felt sexy, confident, and deliciously filthy. Holding my husband’s hand while my lover teased me in secret? What more could a girl want?

Still, I couldn’t ignore the weight of what lay ahead. Convincing Chris to come this far had been one thing. Now we had to navigate dinner and, ultimately, the bedroom. Jack and I had talked it all through. He promised he’d take the lead during dinner, steering the conversation gently and avoiding any overt displays of affection. “No need to rush,” he’d said. “I want him comfortable first—accepting. We’ll save the more… provocative moments for later.”

I agreed. Jack’s confidence reassured me. But as we stepped into the elevator, the tension between the three of us felt almost tangible. Unable to resist, I reached for Jack’s hand, letting my fingers graze his briefly before pulling away.

Chris noticed. Of course, he did. His grip on my hand tightened slightly, and I gave him a reassuring squeeze. I wanted him to know that no matter how much I craved Jack tonight, he was still my husband—still my man.



Chris:

It’s hard to put into words how I felt as we left the room. A knot of dread tightened in my stomach, wave after wave of jealousy crashing over me. Yet, beneath all of that, I was unbearably horny. My erection throbbed so painfully I found myself trying to adjust discreetly as we walked.

When I saw Jess reach for Jack’s hand in the elevator, my chest clenched. It wasn’t a dramatic gesture—just a brief touch—but it was enough to twist the knife. Seeing your wife with another man, even in such an innocent way, is like having your world turned upside down. It hurt, deeply. And yet, watching their skin touch, even for a fleeting moment, sent a bolt of arousal through me so intense it made me dizzy.

By the time we reached the bar and settled into a quiet corner table, I felt like I might combust. Jess chatted casually about the hotel’s renovations, her voice light and natural, but I could barely focus. Then, as if the moment weren’t nerve-wracking enough, she excused herself to use the ladies’ room, leaving me alone with Jack.

“How’s it going, Chris?” Jack asked, his voice calm, almost conversational.

I opened my mouth, unsure how to respond.

“I know the first time is tough,” he continued before I could speak.

“You’ve been here before, then?” I managed to ask.

“Not in your position, no,” he admitted with a small smile. “But I’ve been in this situation many times with husbands like you.”

“You’ve fucked a lot of married women?” I blurted.

“Yes.” His answer was blunt but not boastful.

I paused, my mind reeling. “And what usually happens?”

Jack leaned back slightly, his confidence radiating. “Whatever the husband wants to happen.”

“And if I don’t want anything to happen?” I pressed, testing him.

Jack smiled knowingly. “I think we both know it will happen,” he said, his tone steady. “The real question is how you want it to happen.”

I frowned, unsure how to respond, but Jack pressed on.

“This is a journey, Chris,” he said. “The destination is clear—I’ll be fucking your wife tonight. What’s up for discussion is how we get there. That part is up to you.”

His words were maddeningly self-assured, his certainty almost overwhelming. I wanted to challenge him, to tell him he was wrong, but I couldn’t. Deep down, I knew he was right.

Before I could form a reply, Jack’s eyes flicked past me, his smile widening.

“Speaking of which,” he said, his tone laced with satisfaction. “Here comes the beautiful destination.”

I turned to see Jess walking toward us, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She looked stunning—her dress hugged her body perfectly, her face glowing with confidence. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

She was radiant. Gorgeous. And yet, every inch of her tonight was meant for another man.



Jess:

It took a couple of glasses of wine before I started to relax—and Chris too. I could feel the tension easing out of him little by little as the evening went on. Jack, unsurprisingly, remained as calm and collected as ever, his confidence unwavering. He even managed to be bold and filthy without missing a beat.

At one point, I needed to squeeze past Jack to get to the ladies’ room. As I did, his hand darted up under my dress, his fingers pressing firmly against my pussy through my panties. The touch was so quick, so deliberate, that no one else noticed. As I returned to the table, Jack leaned in close and murmured, “You’re quite damp.”

The casual audacity of his words made my stomach flip.

Despite the circumstances, dinner was going remarkably well. Jack and Chris seemed to find common ground in their conversation, which surprised me. Chris had always been a man’s man, but seeing him interact with Jack—this man—felt surreal. I could sense Chris’s insecurity lingering beneath his polite demeanor, so I made a point to squeeze his hand a few times throughout dinner, silently reminding him that I was still his wife.

Jack, for his part, was careful. He only tried to touch my hand once, but I pulled away, not wanting to flaunt anything in front of Chris. There was no need to rush.

As the restaurant emptied and the wine continued to flow, Jack leaned forward slightly, his voice low and measured. “So,” he said, “where do we go from here?”

I said nothing, letting the question hang in the air as I looked at Chris.

“W-what had you both planned?” Chris stammered, his voice unsure.

I opened my mouth to answer, but Jack was quicker. “Well, we thought Jess and I would change rooms for the night,” he said casually.

Chris froze, his eyes darting between us. “I… I was hoping to be in the same room,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

Jack leaned back in his chair, his confidence never faltering. “Chris, I’d like nothing better,” he said. “But I think Jess would feel more comfortable without you there—at least for the first time. A wife can be inhibited with her husband watching, and that’s unfair to her. Plus,” he added, his tone soft but pointed, “we don’t know how you’ll respond. It’s better if you’re not around the first few times.”



Chris:

First few times.

The words hit me like a sledgehammer. I hadn’t even considered that this might not be a one-off—a single night of indulgence. Suddenly, it all felt very real. This wasn’t just a fantasy anymore. Jess wasn’t just exploring some fleeting curiosity. This was a path, a decision, and it was clear to me now that it wouldn’t end here.

She hadn’t outright said she wanted to feel his cock inside her, but she didn’t need to. I already knew. Jess had touched him, tasted him, taken him in her mouth. And Jack—he had already tasted her too.

I knew exactly what it felt like to bury my face between her thighs, to inhale her fragrance, to feel her wetness coating my cheeks. I knew the way she cried out when her pleasure crested, the way her body trembled. Jack had experienced all of that now. And tonight, he’d take it further.

I didn’t argue. What would have been the point? When Jess suggested we return to the room, I stood and followed them, adjusting myself discreetly as my erection strained against my trousers. By the time I caught up, they were walking hand in hand, side by side. She had entered the bar as my wife, but now, as we walked back, she was leaving with him.

When we reached the room, Jack pulled his key card from his pocket and handed it to me. For a moment, I just stared at his outstretched hand, my breath caught in my chest. Taking that card meant crossing a line—a line I couldn’t uncross. I glanced at Jess, her hand still in his, her expression calm but resolute.

Slowly, I reached out and took the card.

Before I could leave, Jack spoke. “Would you give me a hand, Chris?” he said casually, standing behind Jess. “This zipper’s stuck.”

I turned back, watching as his hands fumbled at the top of her dress. My stomach churned, but I stepped forward. His hands fell away, leaving me to unhook the catch and lower the zipper myself.

The dress slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet, and for a moment, I just stood there, staring. It was only then that I realized: Jack had wanted me to do this. He was making me undress her for him.

I bent to pick up the dress, hanging it carefully before turning back—and there they were, kissing deeply, Jack’s hands roaming her body as if it already belonged to him. My knees felt weak, my heart hammering in my chest, but I turned again to leave.

“Chris,” Jack called, stopping me in my tracks. “Can you take off Jess’s panties for me, please?”

The humiliation of the request should have stung, but instead, it sent a surge of arousal through me. My hands trembled as I knelt before her, sliding her panties down over her hips and to her ankles. The dampness clung to my fingers as I untangled them from her feet, and for a fleeting moment, I looked up at her bare pussy.

It wasn’t mine anymore.

Jess reached for me, pulling me to her and kissing me softly. “I really appreciate this, Chris,” she said, her voice warm and sincere. “I do love you.”

Her words echoed in my ears as I turned and walked out of the room, leaving them behind.


Chapter 3

Jess:

Our first coupling was over quickly—too quickly for some, perhaps—but it felt perfect in the moment. As the door clicked shut behind Chris, the tension exploded into frantic urgency. Jack and I were on each other immediately, our hands colliding as we fumbled with his belt. His laugh, low and guttural, broke the silence as he pulled back, leaving me to handle his trousers while he shed his jacket and shirt with practiced ease.

I was already stripped down to the essentials—my basque and stockings. My panties lay crumpled on the floor where Chris had left them, a silent reminder of the boundary we’d crossed.

I could’ve knelt before Jack then, savoring the sight of his cock, taking my time. It stood rigid and thick, veins coursing along its length, precum glistening at its swollen tip. I did pause to wrap my hand around it, feeling its weight and heat. A flick of my tongue over the head made him groan softly, but that was all I gave him. There was no need for prolonged foreplay; we were both too eager.

Jack kissed me hard, his cock pressing insistently against my stomach as he murmured, “You’re ready for me, aren’t you?”

I was. Soaked and trembling with anticipation, I reached between us, guiding him down toward my slick folds. “Fuck me, Jack,” I whispered, my voice breathless with need.

He grunted in response, backing me toward the edge of the bed. His strong hands gripped my thighs, lifting them effortlessly as I fell back. I reached down, aligning him with my entrance, and with a single thrust, he filled me completely. A low, guttural moan escaped my lips as my body adjusted to his size.

It was fast. It was intense. And it was exactly what I needed.

Jack wasn’t like Chris in bed. Chris was quiet, reserved—his passion simmered beneath the surface, rarely finding its voice unless we were indulging in fantasies. Jack, though, was vocal and commanding.

“God, your cunt feels amazing,” he growled, his hips driving into me with steady, powerful strokes. “So tight, so wet. This is mine now. You hear me? I’m going to make it mine.”

“Yes,” I gasped, meeting his thrusts with my own. “Take it. Take me. It’s yours, Jack. It’s all yours.”

I didn’t hold back. I told him how good he felt, how much better he was than Chris, how his cock stretched me in ways I’d never felt before. His words fueled my own, and together we spiraled into an overwhelming, furious climax.

Afterward, we curled up under the covers, our bodies entwined as we explored each other with hands and whispers. Jack’s touch reignited the fire between us, and when he stiffened again in my hand, I moved down the bed to clean our mingled juices from his cock with my tongue. By the time I’d finished, he was ready once more.

This time, I climbed on top, savoring every inch as I sank down onto him. It was slower, deeper, and far more deliberate—a long, drawn-out fuck that left us both breathless and thoroughly satisfied.



Chris:

How do you describe the feeling of lying alone in a hotel bed while your wife is in another room with another man? Words like jealousy, pain, and arousal only scratch the surface.

I climbed into Jack’s bed naked, every nerve in my body on edge. My erection was relentless, throbbing painfully as I imagined what was happening just across the hallway. I didn’t have to wonder; I knew. Jack was fucking her. He was buried inside her, stretching and filling her in ways that were now seared into my mind.

I stroked myself slowly at first, letting the images play out in my head. Jess on her back, her legs spread wide for him. Her cries of pleasure as he pounded into her. Her shaved pussy—my wife’s shaved pussy—slick and swollen as he claimed her for himself.

The thought was unbearable. And irresistible.

I came hard, my hand sticky with my own cum, but it wasn’t enough. Each time I finished, the ache inside me only deepened. I masturbated four times that night—something I’d never done before. Each release brought a fleeting sense of satisfaction, quickly overtaken by fresh waves of jealousy and arousal.

When I wasn’t stroking myself, I lay staring at the ceiling, consumed by questions. Were they kissing and whispering to each other? Was Jack telling her he wanted more than one night? Was Jess falling for him in ways she’d never fallen for me? Or were they fucking again?

That last thought was the only thing that kept me sane. It was the only thing that kept me hard.

The phone jolted me awake sometime after dawn. I picked up the receiver, my voice hoarse. “Hello?”

“Sleep well?” Jack’s voice was maddeningly calm on the other end.

“Not really,” I replied, trying to keep my tone neutral.

“The first time is always the hardest,” he said.

I said nothing, gripping the phone tightly.

“When you come over, can you bring my bag? It’s by the side of the bed,” he added casually.

“I know,” I muttered.

“Good,” he said. “Give it fifteen minutes. I want to fuck your wife one more time.”

As the line went dead, I looked down to find myself hard again. Even now, knowing he was inside her, knowing he was making her scream in ways I never could, I couldn’t stop myself.

The thought of Jack fucking my wife was exciting me all over again.



Jess:

The soreness greeted me the moment I woke up—an ache that radiated from deep inside me, raw and throbbing. But with it came an overwhelming sense of satisfaction. Jack had claimed me completely, and my body bore the evidence of his dominance.

Our first fuck had been a frantic, urgent collision, but the ones that followed? They were long, deliberate, and unrelenting. Jack had taken his time with each of them, showcasing his control and mastery in ways I’d never experienced before. He wasn’t just fucking me; he was making a statement—staking his claim on my body.

And I didn’t complain. How could I? No man had ever taken control of my pussy the way Jack had. Chris had always been loving, gentle, even deferential, but Jack was something else entirely. He wasn’t making love; he was conquering me.

I watched him each time we fucked, mesmerized by the way he studied our connection. His eyes locked on the place where our bodies joined, following his cock as it slid in and out of me. He adjusted his angle constantly, exploring me from every position, every perspective. It wasn’t just sex; it was an assault, an exploration designed for his pleasure. And yet, I couldn’t deny how much pleasure he gave me in return.

When I heard him telling Chris through the phone that he wanted to fuck me one more time, a surge of anticipation coursed through me despite the soreness. I watched as he returned to the bed, his cock standing tall, thick, and ready.

I was sore, but I didn’t hesitate. I spread my legs wide, welcoming him back into my body. “I want some more of my cunt,” he had growled earlier when he woke me in the night.

Who was I to deny him?



Chris:

How do you explain the feeling of standing outside your wife’s hotel room, knowing she’s in bed with another man? The emotions churned inside me, too tangled to separate: jealousy, pain, arousal, humiliation.

Fifteen minutes. That’s what Jack had said. But as I stood there, hand raised to knock, I froze. From inside, I could hear Jess’s cries of ecstasy. She was cumming. Jack was still fucking her.

The sound made me falter, my hand falling back to my side. I turned quickly as a door creaked open nearby and hurried back to my own room, my heart racing. My mind spun as I sat on the edge of the bed, realizing just how loud she had been. If I could hear her so clearly, who else in the hotel might have heard?

I waited ten agonizing minutes before trying again. This time, the room was quiet. My knock was answered quickly, and the door opened to reveal Jack, naked and unabashed. My eyes involuntarily flicked down, catching sight of his cock, still glistening with their combined juices.

Jess lay in bed, the duvet pulled modestly over her chest. For a moment, we just stared at each other, words failing us. Jack broke the silence, announcing that he’d be taking a shower and leaving us alone.

Jess patted the bed beside her, and I sat down hesitantly. “How did it go?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly.

“Okay,” she said, her hand brushing lightly against my thigh.

“Just okay?” I pressed, searching her face.

She smiled faintly, her cheeks flushing. “It was very good, actually,” she admitted, her tone tinged with guilt.

The question burned in my throat: Was he better than me? But I didn’t need to ask. I already knew the answer.

Instead, I leaned in and kissed her, relief washing over me as she wrapped an arm around me. “I love you,” she murmured softly.

“Thank you for letting Jack fuck me,” she added, her voice gentle but matter-of-fact.

Her words hung in the air, heavy and undeniable. I said nothing, my mind racing. But there was something I needed to see—something I’d fantasized about but never witnessed. I reached for the duvet, tugging it downward. Jess hesitated for a moment but then released it, almost as if she understood.

She was completely naked, her basque and stockings long gone. Her legs parted slightly, revealing the evidence of the night’s activities. The bed beneath her was damp, her thighs glistening, and from her swollen, reddened pussy, a thick, creamy substance seeped slowly. Jack’s cum.

I couldn’t look away.

Lowering my head, I brought my face closer to her slick folds. This wasn’t fantasy anymore; it was real. Jess opened her legs wider, her hands tangling gently in my hair as I let my tongue explore her.

The taste of her mixed with the saltiness of Jack’s cum was intoxicating. What should have disgusted me instead fueled my arousal. Jess moaned softly above me, her hips shifting as I feasted on her, her cries growing louder as I pushed her closer to the edge.

I didn’t hear Jack return from the bathroom until I felt her leg being lifted. Looking up, I saw him kneeling beside her, his hand guiding her leg into the air.

“That’s it, Chris,” he said, his voice calm and authoritative. “Clean her up for me.”

Jess groaned, her head falling back against the pillow as I continued. My own arousal was unbearable, my erection straining painfully against my pants.

“It was a real pleasure fucking her, Chris,” Jack continued, his words driving a fresh wave of humiliation and excitement through me. “A real pleasure.”

Jess’s body bucked beneath me, her moans escalating. I could feel the tension in her building, her release imminent. She screamed as her climax overtook her, her nails digging into my scalp, her juices flooding my face.

I had made her cum.



Jess:

For me, that morning became the defining moment of my first cuckolding of Chris.

When he entered the room, I felt a flicker of fear—not the kind that paralyzes, but the kind that sharpens your senses. I had been nervous the day before when I first told him about Jack, and now that same tension returned. What would his reaction be? Would he feel hurt? Resentful?

Jack, of course, was a calming presence, his experience as a Bull shining through once again. He’d insisted that Chris and I have a few moments of privacy after everything that had happened. “It’s essential,” Jack had told me. “A newly cuckolded husband needs that reassurance. Let him know he’s still important.”

I hadn’t expected it to go as smoothly as it did. Jack and I had talked about the idea of Chris eating a creampie, but I never imagined it would unfold so naturally—or feel so intensely pleasurable. That final orgasm, with Chris feasting on the mixture of my juices and Jack’s cum, was nothing short of euphoric. The added thrill of Jack’s hands on me and his lips kissing mine while I held his stiffening cock was the perfect culmination.

In that moment, I felt like the most complete woman in the world. I wasn’t torn between my husband and my lover—I had them both, together, fulfilling me in ways I never dreamed possible.



Chris:

As I stood up from the bed, Jess suggested we shower together before heading down for breakfast. It felt like a relief—just a few moments alone with her. Finally, I could have my wife to myself again, even if only briefly.

In the shower, her wet body pressed against mine felt like a balm, soothing the chaos in my mind. I touched her, running my fingers over her tender lips, but she winced and pulled back.

“I’m sore,” she said softly.

The words stung, and I found myself apologizing. Absurd, really—apologizing to my wife for touching her pussy because it was sore from another man’s cock.

When we returned to the bedroom, Jack was already dressed, sitting casually in the chair as if it were his room, not ours. Jess, still dripping, stood near him with a towel. Watching her dry off in front of him felt surreal. Then Jack reached for the towel, laughing as he began to dry her himself, his hands moving over her body like they belonged there.

“Your wife has an incredible ass, Chris,” Jack said with a grin, glancing up at me before returning his focus to her bottom. “Best I’ve seen in a long time—well, at least the last twenty-four hours!”

Jess smacked him playfully on the shoulder. “Oi!” she scolded, but her laughter carried a note of intimacy that cut through me.

Their familiarity hurt in ways I hadn’t anticipated. Yet, as Jack glanced at my still-erect cock, I felt exposed, intimidated.

“How does it feel to be a cuckold?” he asked bluntly.

“I’m… not sure yet,” I replied, my voice unsteady.

Jack leaned back, his confidence radiating. “Cuckolding experts say it’s best for a Cuckoldress and her lover to establish their relationship quickly,” he said, as if lecturing me. “Regular meetings. Time alone together. It helps the husband adjust to the new dynamic.”

A pit formed in my stomach as I realized where this was heading.

“So, Chris,” he continued, “you’re okay with Jess and me seeing a lot of each other in the coming weeks?”

“What do you mean by ‘a lot’?” I asked, my voice cracking.

Jess’s hand rested on his shoulder, her expression calm but resolute.

“Well,” Jack said smoothly, “we were thinking a couple of mornings next week to start. You don’t mind giving her the time off work, do you?”

My mind reeled. Before I could process that, he added, “And we’ll need at least one night together every weekend. At your house. In your bed.”

It felt like a punch to the gut. Yet, as the words sank in, my cock throbbed painfully, leaking precum.

Jack’s hand slid between Jess’s legs, stroking her softly as he continued. “Experts also recommend that during this transition period, the husband abstains from sex with his wife.”

“No sex?” I blurted, the disbelief clear in my tone.

“No penetrative sex,” Jess corrected, looking at me with a calm yet firm expression. “I’ll still take care of your needs, Chris—just not with my pussy. For now, that’s Jack’s.”

Her words hit me like a freight train.

She stepped toward me, taking my cock in her hand as she kissed me softly. “I’m sorry, Chris,” she murmured. “But for the next while, I just want it to be Jack inside me.”

I groaned as her hand stroked me slowly, expertly.

“You don’t mind, do you?” she asked softly, her eyes meeting mine. “Jack’s cock fills me so perfectly. It’s so thick, so satisfying.”

I groaned again, unable to form coherent words.

“Tell him,” Jess urged, her hand moving faster. “Tell him it’s his cunt now. Tell him my cunt belongs to him.”

My chest tightened, my body trembling as her words pushed me to the edge. “It… belongs to you,” I choked out. “Her cunt belongs to you.”

The moment the words left my lips, my release overtook me. Jess smiled, catching my cum with a towel, her hand still stroking me gently as I came down.

“Good boy,” Jack said, his voice dripping with satisfaction.



Jess:

I had no idea where it came from—the words, the boldness, the sheer audacity of it all. Something about seeing Chris standing there, vulnerable and humiliated as Jack toyed with him, awakened a side of me I didn’t know existed. His submissive energy, his trembling compliance—it was like a spark igniting something primal within me.

When I made Chris declare that my pussy now belonged to Jack, the power I felt was intoxicating. Stroking his cock while he spoke those words wasn’t just thrilling; it was arousing in a way I hadn’t expected. By the time he finally came, spilling into my hand, I was wet with desire.

It didn’t escape my notice that Jack was affected too. The bulge straining against his slacks was impossible to miss, and before I realized it, my hand was on him. I turned to Chris, my voice calm but commanding.

“Get dressed and go order breakfast for us,” I told him, giving Jack’s cock a firm squeeze through the fabric. “We’ll be down as soon as I’ve taken care of this.”

Chris blinked, stunned for a moment, but he obeyed without hesitation. As he scrambled into his clothes and slipped out the door, I turned my full attention to Jack.

“You’re learning quickly,” Jack murmured, his smile equal parts amusement and approval as I unbuckled his belt.

I didn’t respond with words, just a knowing smile of my own as I pushed him back onto the bed. My body still ached from the night before—sore and tender from his relentless fucking—but none of that mattered. I wanted him inside me again. Needed him.

Climbing on top of him, I guided his cock into me with practiced ease, wincing slightly as he filled me. But the discomfort melted into pleasure almost immediately. This wasn’t just about satisfying my desire; it was about claiming my place, fully and unapologetically, as Jack’s lover.

Ten minutes later, with one hunger sated, we headed downstairs. Hand in hand, we walked into the dining room like any other couple. I didn’t care who saw us, didn’t care what anyone thought. If anyone recognized me, so be it.

I was a woman transformed—a satisfied, liberated Cuckoldress, basking in the glow of my new freedom.


Chapter 4

Chris:

The house Jess and I had shared since our wedding day was more than just a place; it was the foundation of our life together. But coming back to it that morning after breakfast felt strange, almost alien. We had left it as a typical married couple, secure in the quiet stability of our bond. Now, that bond of fidelity was shattered—not stolen or betrayed, but willingly given up. Broken nonetheless.

Jess and I weren’t the same people who had left the house the day before. The changes in us were undeniable, but whether they were for the better or worse, I couldn’t yet say.

That night, Jess slipped into bed beside me wearing a short, silky nightdress. She looked as beautiful as ever, her presence both comforting and tantalizing. I reached for her instinctively, my hand sliding beneath the hem of her nightdress to touch her warm, bare skin. I cupped her breasts, letting my fingers linger before moving lower, seeking the familiar heat between her legs.

Before I could go any further, Jess’s hand gripped my erection firmly, stopping me in my tracks.

“That’s Jack’s property you’re touching, Chris,” she said softly, her tone gentle yet firm.

The words hit me like a jolt of electricity, freezing my movements.

“Thank you,” she continued, her voice calm but with a hint of chastisement. “Now please take your hand away.”

I obeyed, pulling my hand back as she smiled at me, her expression softening.

“That’s better,” she said. “You need to understand—my pussy belongs to Jack now, and I expect you to respect that. You’ll see me naked, of course, but touching me is different. Be respectful, okay?”

Her rebuke sent a wave of arousal through me that I couldn’t explain.

“How long do I have to wait?” I asked hesitantly.

“That’s up to Jack,” she replied, her voice light but resolute. “It’s his now, and he’ll decide when you can touch it again. But when that time comes, there will be rules.”

“Rules?”

Jess leaned in, brushing her lips against mine in a soft kiss. “In a cuckold relationship, only the Alpha male gets to cum inside the wife without restriction. If Jack allows you to touch me again, you’ll have to wear a condom. You’re not the Alpha male, Chris.”

Her words sent a shiver through me, and my cock throbbed painfully, wet with precum. Jess noticed and let her finger trace the slick tip, her smile playful.

“If you hadn’t been so disrespectful,” she teased, “I might have taken care of you tonight.”

“Please,” I begged, the desperation clear in my voice.

She shook her head. “Maybe tomorrow—if you make amends now.”

“Amends?”

“Yes, amends,” she said with a smirk. “You can touch my pussy, but only with your tongue.”

Moments later, I was between her thighs, tasting the remnants of her night with Jack.



Jess:

Jack once told me something that stayed with me: “Most women don’t realize the power they have over their men. They don’t understand the sexual power they hold.”

At first, I didn’t fully grasp what he meant. But now, I was beginning to see it clearly. Chris had a weakness—a craving for me to be with other men. For most women, that revelation might spark feelings of disgust or rejection. But why?

It wasn’t rejection. It wasn’t anything to be ashamed of. If anything, it was something to celebrate.

I’ll admit, I was hesitant at first. When Chris confided his fantasies to me, I didn’t know what to think. But after my night with Jack, everything changed. I had experienced the best sex of my life—unapologetic, uninhibited, and deeply satisfying. And now, I had a husband so aroused by the idea of my pleasure that he had given me the freedom to choose who and when I wanted to fuck.

What kind of fool would turn that down?

So now I had Jack—a man who made my panties damp with just a thought. And I had Chris—a husband who would willingly take those panties off for any man I chose. I was beginning to realize just how much power I held.



Chris:

Tuesday morning came around all too quickly. My day began with a tangled mix of emotions: arousal, insecurity, and jealousy swirled together in a way that left me off balance. After dropping the girls off at school, I returned home to find Jess already preparing for Jack’s arrival.

“Change the sheets,” she said casually, heading to the bathroom for her bath. Her tone was matter-of-fact, as if this were just another chore. Later, she called me into the bathroom to shave her pussy, insisting it needed to be as smooth as possible for Jack.

There was barely any stubble, but I knew this wasn’t really about the shaving. It was about control—hers and Jack’s. My hand trembled slightly as I picked up the razor, acutely aware that this was only the second time I’d touched her since Saturday night, the first being when she made me use my tongue on her.

Jess had been taunting me for days, wandering around the bedroom with nothing below the waist, her pussy on display as if to remind me it no longer belonged to me. And now, as I carefully shaved her, she warned me in a teasing tone, “No inappropriate touching, Chris.”

The day before, she had asked me to buy her a white nightie and matching panties. She’d picked it out in a shop and made a point of taking me along to pay for it. “I’ll be wearing this for Jack,” she’d said, her words both casual and cutting.

At ten o’clock sharp, Jack arrived. I let him in while Jess waited in the kitchen wearing her new nightie. His eyes widened when he saw her, a grin spreading across his face as he pulled her into a kiss. His hands gripped her bottom possessively, and I watched as Jess reached down to fondle his groin in response.

Their chemistry was electric, their intimacy palpable, and I stood there like a bystander to my own life.

Breaking off their kiss, Jack turned to me. “You’d better go now, Chris,” he said, his tone commanding. “I need to fuck your wife.”

As I turned to leave, his hand slipped down the front of Jess’s panties, and I knew I was no longer part of the equation.



Jess:

Just like our first time, Jack and I didn’t waste any time. The moment the door closed behind Chris, my impatience got the better of me. I had Jack’s cock in my hand before he’d even taken off his coat, murmuring over and over how much I needed him.

He guided me back to the kitchen table, tugging his trousers down and pulling my panties aside. Within seconds, he was inside me, thrusting hard and fast. The encounter was raw and urgent, over in a matter of minutes. But it wasn’t meant to last—it was just the appetizer.

I took him upstairs to the bedroom, to my bed—our marital bed. This time, he took his time. His movements were deliberate, his touch exploring every inch of me, his cock filling me completely. The passion was overwhelming, and I came harder than I ever had before.

As I lay there afterward, the significance of it hit me. This wasn’t just any bed—it was the bed I’d shared faithfully with my husband for years. And now, in that same bed, I was with another man, his cock claiming me in ways I’d never experienced before. The mix of emotions was intoxicating, and I kept cumming over and over.

We lay there for a while, talking and sharing quiet moments of intimacy before he took me again—slowly, deeply, until my screams echoed through the room. My final climax left me trembling and breathless, but the hunger between us wasn’t fully sated.

When we finally made our way downstairs for lunch, I instinctively reached for my panties, but Jack stopped me. “I prefer you without panties when you’re around me,” he said with a smirk. “Makes it easier to get at you.”

I didn’t argue. The thought of being constantly available for him, ready whenever he wanted me, sent a thrill through me.

Lunch was over quickly, and soon we were back upstairs. This time, he bent me over the bed, taking me from behind. His thrusts were merciless, his dominance undeniable, and my cries of pleasure filled the room once more.

As we lay together afterward, Jack’s hand idly stroked my pussy while we talked. The conversation turned to my children—my girls. I told him I’d have to leave soon to pick them up from school, but Jack had another idea.

“Call Chris,” he suggested. “Have him pick them up. We need more time.”

Ringing my husband while lying naked in bed with Jack was exhilarating, but what came next made my heart race even faster.

“Have you thought about having another baby?” Jack asked, his tone casual as his hand drifted to my stomach.

The question caught me off guard. Jack and I had never discussed anything so serious before. Chris and I had talked about it—we both wanted a boy eventually. Jack’s hand gently tapped my tummy as he spoke again.

“It would give me a lot of pleasure getting you pregnant,” he said.

The words sent a shiver of excitement through me, the idea as thrilling as it was terrifying. “Maybe if you’re still fucking me in six months, I might seriously consider it,” I replied, my hand wrapping around his cock.

Jack’s grin widened as he rolled me onto my back. “Three months,” he said, his voice firm. “Three months, and you’re off the pill.”

I opened my legs for him as he pushed inside me, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he buried himself to the hilt. Before he even found his rhythm, I was cumming again, my body trembling with the intensity of it all.



Chris:

Work was impossible that Tuesday morning. My thoughts kept drifting back to the house, to Jess and Jack alone together. The marital home was supposed to be my domain, but now it felt like Jack’s playground. I couldn’t shake the image of him fucking her in every room, claiming the spaces we’d once shared as his own.

Jess had been clear in her journal about what happened that morning. Reading her words after the fact was both thrilling and humiliating. She described Jack’s impatience in the kitchen, pulling her panties to the side rather than taking them off completely. Just imagining it had me leaking into my boxers.

But what really struck me was their baby talk. Did I want Jess to get pregnant by another man? No. That was my role, my privilege. But the idea of her telling me, matter-of-factly, that she would consider it if her relationship with Jack deepened… that sent a surge of excitement through me that I couldn’t deny.

Later that day, I picked up the girls from school and returned home. Jess greeted me in the kitchen, wearing only a dressing gown. She had already prepared tea for the girls, who ate quickly before heading outside to play in the garden. Jess and I went upstairs to the bedroom, which overlooked the garden so we could keep an eye on them.

Once inside, Jack was waiting, seated confidently in a chair. Jess shrugged off her dressing gown, standing naked before him, and he told me to "clean her up." But first, he had another command: he wanted me to wear the panties Jess had worn earlier that morning.

I hesitated but obeyed, feeling a deep flush of embarrassment as I undressed and slid them on. The material barely contained my erection, which throbbed uncontrollably.

“Lie on the bed,” Jack instructed.

I did as I was told, and Jess climbed on top of me, her thighs straddling my face. She lowered herself onto my mouth, grinding her wet pussy against me. Her scent, her taste—everything was intoxicating. It didn’t take long before Jack’s cum began seeping out of her, and I cleaned her as thoroughly as I could.

Occasionally, Jess would reach down and stroke my cock through the panties, her touch bringing me dangerously close to release. I was utterly humiliated, but I was also unbearably aroused.

All the while, Jack watched us, seated naked in the chair, his cock hard as he observed my submission.

When Jess finally climaxed, she dismounted, standing beside Jack. That’s when I noticed the belt in his hand, folded double and held firmly.

“Jess tells me you’ve been trying to touch her pussy in bed,” Jack said, his voice stern.

“Yes,” I admitted, my throat dry.

Jack reached out to stroke Jess’s pussy, his fingers sliding effortlessly over her lips. “This is my pussy, Chris. You gave it to me, didn’t you?”

I nodded, unable to meet his gaze.

“I don’t like you touching my property without permission,” Jack continued. “Do you understand?”

“Sorry,” I muttered, feeling a knot tighten in my stomach.

“Bend over,” he ordered.

“Bend over?” I echoed, unsure I’d heard him correctly.

“Yes. Bend over,” he repeated firmly.

Jess stepped forward, her voice calm but insistent. “Do as you’re told, Chris.”

I found myself leaning over the bed, trembling slightly. Jess moved behind me, pulling down the panties I wore.

“The only times you’re allowed to touch it,” Jack said, “are when you’re shaving it, cleaning it, or giving Jess oral. Understood?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

The first strike of the belt caught me off guard, the sting sharp and immediate. I yelped, standing upright instinctively.

“Bend over again, Chris,” Jess said, her tone almost soothing. “One more, please, Jack.”

The second lash left my skin burning, but as I straightened again, I realized my cock was dripping with precum. Jess took my hand and guided it to my shaft.

“You can relieve yourself, Chris,” she said softly.

With Jack stretching out the belt in his hands and Jess standing beside me, I began stroking myself. Her words were gentle but relentless as she encouraged me, telling me how incredible Jack had been in bed. My orgasm came quickly, leaving me breathless and spent.

Jess kissed me on the cheek before guiding me to the door. “I’ll be downstairs after Jack has fucked me,” she said with a smile.



Jess:

Watching Jack punish Chris with the belt was exhilarating. The strikes weren’t hard enough to cause real pain, but they left his cheeks flushed red. It wasn’t about the physical act—it was about the power. Seeing Jack dominate Chris, asserting his ownership over me, made me wetter than I expected.

But what excited me even more was imagining Jack doing the same to me. While Chris submitted to me sexually, I submitted to Jack, and the contrast was intoxicating.

When Chris left the bedroom to tend to the girls, I picked up the belt playfully. “I guess I’d better behave around you,” I teased Jack. “Make sure I’m always a good girl.”

Jack’s grin widened as he took the belt from my hands, his cock standing hard and glistening.

“You’d better,” he replied, doubling the belt in his hand. “Or else.”

Smiling, I walked to the foot of the bed and bent over, gripping the frame. “Shall I bend over now, then?”

The look on his face was pure desire, his cock twitching as I positioned myself. He obliged me with two sharp lashes across my ass. The sting made me gasp, but the wetness between my thighs intensified.

Jack didn’t stop there. Dropping the belt, he took me roughly, pushing me against the bed as his cock drove into me. The day ended as it began—with Jack fucking me hard, fast, and with complete dominance.


Chapter 5

Chris:

Thursday didn’t go as planned. Jack called Jess the night before to cancel his visit, citing work commitments. I thought she might be disappointed, but instead, she seemed almost relieved. “I’m a little tired anyway,” she admitted, adding with a sly smile, “I’ve had more orgasms this week than I usually get in a month.”

Jack promised he’d still come on Saturday and stay the night, so Jess didn’t seem too bothered. She took the call upstairs, speaking with him privately in our bedroom for over half an hour. I couldn’t hear the conversation, but I knew they’d discussed me. The next day, Jess surprised me by suggesting we have sex.

I hadn’t expected it. After everything, I had resigned myself to waiting weeks, maybe longer, before she allowed me that privilege. So, when Jess told me to pick up condoms from the chemist, it caught me completely off guard.

That night, after the girls went to bed, Jess led me to our bedroom. She asked me to undress and lie down, and as I did, she slipped her hands beneath her skirt to remove her white panties. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she pulled a condom packet from the box and dangled it teasingly between her fingers.

“Would you like me to unwrap it?” she asked, her tone light yet charged.

I nodded, my cock already straining in anticipation. But a sense of unease crept in—I knew this moment wasn’t going to come without a cost.

“Jack is pleased with how you’re progressing,” Jess said, her voice calm and deliberate. “He’s agreed to let you use his pussy tonight—but just this once.”

Her words sent a shiver through me. My cock twitched as she ran her finger along the shaft, tracing the length slowly before grazing the tip. “Are you happy with your journey as a cuckold so far?” she asked, her voice sweet but tinged with mischief.

“Yes,” I said breathlessly. “Very.”

Jess tilted her head, a thoughtful look crossing her face. “I’m not sure yet,” she replied. “I think we need to take this much further before I can say the same.”

“Further?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

“Much further,” she said with a smile. “For example, I think you need to find someone to fuck me. Someone you know.”

“Someone I know?” I echoed, stunned.

Jess nodded, her hand wrapping firmly around my cock. “Someone you know very well,” she said, her tone growing more serious.

“I… I can’t just go up to someone I know and ask them to fuck you,” I stammered.

Jess’s smile widened. “Oh, you won’t have to ask them,” she said. “You’ll just give me a name, and I’ll take care of the rest. But it needs to be someone fuckable—someone whose intimacy with me would humiliate you the most.”

Her words left me speechless. As she tore open the condom wrapper and rolled it onto my cock for the first time in over a decade, I couldn’t think of anything but the way her wet pussy glistened beneath the hem of her skirt.

“You can give me a name later,” Jess said casually as she climbed on top of me. Guiding my cock to her entrance, she paused, looking down at me with a wicked glint in her eyes. “You’re going to love watching me fuck someone you know, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t answer. My body betrayed me, and as she sank down onto my cock, I lasted barely two minutes. Jess didn’t cum, but she didn’t seem to mind. She pulled the condom off, poured its contents over her pussy, and told me to lick her clean.

For the first time, I tasted my own cum mixed with hers. It was strange, but as I licked, I couldn’t help but think that Jack’s tasted better.



Jess:

When Jack called Wednesday evening, he asked me to take the phone upstairs for privacy. I lay back on the bed, his voice low and commanding in my ear.

It was Jack’s idea for me to fuck someone Chris knew. While I had been content with our arrangement, Jack reminded me that he was training me to become a true Cuckoldress, and a true Cuckoldress doesn’t limit herself to one lover.

Jack explained that fucking someone close to Chris would deepen his humiliation and further entrench him in the cuckold lifestyle. I already had a few ideas about who I’d like to fuck—friends, colleagues, maybe even family—but leaving the choice to Chris added an extra layer of excitement.

Jack also suggested letting Chris have sex with me that week. “A little reward keeps the cuckold compliant,” he said. He explained how cuckolds often lose control quickly during sex, overwhelmed by the knowledge that their wife belongs to another man. It was all part of the psychological shift—reinforcing the idea that the cuckold could no longer satisfy his wife, driving her to seek satisfaction elsewhere.

After discussing Saturday night’s plans, Jack asked me what I was wearing. “A top with no bra, a denim skirt, and panties,” I replied.

“What color?” he asked.

“White.”

“I want you to touch yourself,” he instructed, his voice firm yet soothing. “Start with your nipples.”

I did as he asked, running my fingers over the fabric of my top until my nipples hardened. Jack’s voice guided me, his words like a slow seduction. He told me to stroke myself through my panties, and as my fingers moved over my clit, he shared his fantasies—plans for our future.

When he mentioned wanting to share me with his friends, my arousal spiked. The idea of being with two men at once was a fantasy I’d never voiced aloud, but hearing Jack describe it made my breath hitch.

The conversation climaxed when Jack promised to organize a gangbang. “A whole weekend,” he said, “with a group of men using you for their pleasure.”

The thought sent me over the edge. My orgasm was intense, my moans filling the empty room as Jack’s voice coaxed me through it.



Chris:

Jack arrived that Saturday afternoon, right on schedule. Jess had dressed for him in a way that left little to the imagination—a simple, flowing dress with nothing underneath except for a pair of black stockings and a suspender belt.

The plan was for Jack and Jess to spend the night in the spare room. With the girls’ bedroom adjacent to ours, Jess was concerned their lovemaking might wake them. The spare room, at the end of the hallway, provided privacy—though it also meant I wouldn’t hear them either.

Still, Jess had assured me that they would make time to fuck in the marital bed while I was out. My role in the preparations was clear: shave her pussy after her bath, ensuring she was smooth and ready for Jack.

As she stood in front of me drying herself, I sat on the edge of the bed, my eyes locked on her mound.

“I hope you’re not thinking of touching Jack’s property,” she teased, her tone playful yet pointed.

I said nothing, but my hands stayed firmly at my sides.

Jess stepped closer, her smirk deepening. “Maybe you’re hoping for another spanking,” she added, her voice lilting. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

I glanced up at her, my face betraying nothing, but she knew me too well.

“Have you decided who you want me to fuck yet?” she asked, her tone shifting to something more serious.

I shook my head. “No,” I admitted.

“Shall I make the choice for you?”

“Who would you choose?” I asked cautiously.

Jess smiled mischievously. “There are two or three I quite fancy,” she said. “Maybe I’ll try them all.”

The thought sent a jolt through me. “Who are they?”

“Best if I tell you afterward,” she said with a wink. “Or maybe I won’t tell you their names at all. Wouldn’t that make it even more exciting?”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with implication. I knew Jess well enough to understand that she might actually do it—sleep with them and keep the details to herself just to intensify my humiliation.

I helped her zip up her dress, my hands trembling slightly. Before leaving, she lifted the hem, revealing her bare pussy beneath.

“Go on, Chris,” she said softly. “Touch me. You know you want to.”

Despite my better judgment, I reached out, my fingers brushing against her wet folds.

“You’re so going to be punished for that,” she whispered with a wicked smile.

I turned away, my cock straining painfully against my trousers, and headed downstairs to collect the girls.



Jess:

We introduced Jack to the girls as one of Chris’s business clients, staying overnight to discuss important work matters. The explanation satisfied their curiosity, and soon Chris took them out for a few hours, leaving Jack and me alone.

The moment the door closed behind them, Jack’s lips found mine, his hands sliding beneath my dress. His touch was electric, but I craved something different that day.

“I want you to make love to me,” I whispered against his lips. “I don’t want fucking—I want to be made love to.”

Jack pulled back slightly, his eyes meeting mine. He nodded, his hands withdrawing as he focused entirely on kissing me. It felt intimate, deliberate.

Yes, a woman loves to be fucked—taken, claimed, ravished—but sometimes, she craves something gentler. Romantic seduction, the kind that leads her slowly, teasingly into surrender.

We kissed for a while in the kitchen before I led him upstairs to the bedroom. On the bed, our caresses were slow and exploratory. I kept my legs pressed firmly together, savoring the tension of withholding. It reminded me of the early days of my sexual awakening—when keeping my thighs tightly closed felt like a game of control.

Jack didn’t rush me. His fingers traced patterns over my breasts, my groin, my thighs, his lips following with soft kisses. Only when I finally opened my legs for him, raising my knees and parting them wide, did he slip his fingers and tongue inside me. His teasing was exquisite, his restraint maddening, and eventually, I found myself begging for his cock.

When he entered me, it was slow and deliberate, every thrust an act of connection. I came hard, clutching at him as waves of pleasure rolled through me.

Later, I led him to the spare bedroom, explaining why we’d be sleeping there instead. Jack surveyed the room thoughtfully before turning to me. “You should turn this into your boudoir,” he said. “A private space for you and your lovers.”

I laughed. “I thought Bulls preferred fucking us wives in the marital bed.”

“We do,” Jack replied. “But this would be for you—a sanctuary where your husband isn’t allowed. A space for you and whoever you choose to bring here.”

I kissed him, struck by the brilliance of his idea. “You’re right. It would be nice to have my own bedroom. I’d need to add an en-suite, though.”

Jack glanced around the room. “It’s large enough. Call a builder, see what they can do.”

I already knew the perfect person for the job: Luke, a friend of Chris’s who owned a construction business. He was charming, flirtatious, and had a reputation for chasing women.

Two birds with one stone, I thought with a sly smile.



Chris:

The kids were finally asleep, the house settling into its usual evening quiet. I volunteered to pick up Chinese takeaway, needing the brief solitude to collect my thoughts. By the time I returned, the wine was already poured, and we sat together at the table, the three of us sharing an easy camaraderie that had somehow blossomed in just a week.

Jack raised his glass with a sly smile. "Hard to believe it was only last Friday we had dinner for the first time. Feels like a lifetime ago."

I nodded, swirling the wine in my glass. “It does,” I admitted. “So much has happened. Honestly, I can barely keep up.”

Jack leaned back, his gaze sharp but inviting. “If you could turn back the clock, Chris, would you stop it? Would you undo everything?”

His question lingered, weighted with implications. I hesitated, unsure. "It’s not an easy choice," I admitted.

Jess, sitting beside me, spoke up before I could say more. Her tone was casual, but her words were anything but. “I wouldn’t change a thing. In fact,” she added, swirling her wine with deliberate slowness, “if I’d known how liberating this would be, I would’ve cuckolded Chris a long time ago.”

The word hung in the air, electric and raw. My chest tightened. “Why?” I asked, my voice quieter than I intended.

Jess’s smile was warm but edged with something sharper, something thrilling. “Because it feels right,” she said, her eyes darting briefly to Jack. “Having both a husband and a lover is... intoxicating. I love the freedom. I think women weren’t built for monogamy.”

Jack nodded, his grin widening. “She’s not wrong. Most women aren’t.”

I frowned, unsure if I wanted to engage or retreat. “What makes you so sure?” I asked.

“Experience,” Jack said simply. “And proof’s everywhere. Take a look at any dating site—count the number of married women looking for ‘no strings’ fun. It’ll shock you.”

Jess leaned forward, her fingers tracing the stem of her glass. “He’s right. I’ve seen them too.”

Jack turned his attention back to me. “You’re lucky, Chris. You know what’s happening. Most guys don’t. They come home clueless, while their wives have been bent over by someone else that afternoon.”

The matter-of-factness of his tone was both sobering and oddly exciting. I stared at my drink, unable to argue.

Jack shifted the conversation smoothly. “So, Jess, where do you see things going from here?”

She tilted her head, considering. Her answer came slow, deliberate. “I want to explore my freedom—fully. Over the next few months, I’ll enjoy as many lovers as I can.” Her eyes glinted mischievously as she added, “Then, maybe I’ll narrow it down to one or two regulars. Perhaps even make a baby with one of them.”

My heart lurched. “A baby?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

Jess only smiled, her calmness both disarming and devastating.

Jack chuckled, leaning in to kiss her cheek. “I’d love to throw my hat in the ring for that.”

Her hand moved to his lap, unashamedly bold. “You’re definitely in the running,” she teased, her tone dripping with promise.

I watched, transfixed, as her fingers lingered. Jack responded by sliding his hand under the hem of her dress, his movements confident and possessive. Her legs parted instinctively, granting him access. The heat between them was palpable, their chemistry undeniable.

And there I was—watching, my breath hitching as arousal overtook me. The scene wasn’t just erotic; it was transformative. In that moment, I realized just how far I’d come in a single week—and how much further I was about to go.

Jess broke away from Jack and turned her gaze to me. “Come here,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding.

I obeyed, moving around the table until I stood before her. Her hand found the bulge in my trousers, her touch both teasing and possessive. “Jack and I are going into the lounge to fuck, cucky boy,” she announced. “Once we’re finished, you’ll come in for your spanking—for daring to touch me—and then you’ll clean me up. Do you understand?”

My throat was dry. “Yes,” I managed to say.

She leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “And while Jack is fucking me, I’ll try to convince him to let you clean his cock as well.”

I froze, my pulse roaring in my ears.

Jack chuckled. “No need to ask, Jess,” he said. “Cucky boy can suck my cock anytime you want him to.”

I swallowed hard, the reality of his words crashing over me.

Jess smiled wickedly, pulling Jack to his feet. Her hands moved with practiced ease, unzipping his trousers as I stood there, helplessly watching.


Chapter 6

Jess

It was a fantasy I’d always harbored—a man on his knees, worshiping another man’s cock. The thought of orchestrating it thrilled me, but seeing it play out was something else entirely. Chris had become so pliable, so eager to please me, and Jack, despite his dominance, was just as susceptible to my whims. The power I wielded over both of them was intoxicating. I held the keys to their desires, their actions, their very submission.

I unzipped Jack’s trousers and freed his cock, already hard and throbbing in my hand. Slowly, deliberately, I stroked him, savoring the way his jaw tightened under my touch. My lips brushed against his shaft, teasing, tasting, until I took him fully into my mouth, my eyes flicking upward to meet Chris’s gaze. He stood frozen, his arousal obvious, his breath shallow as he watched me worship Jack’s cock.

I pointed to the floor, my eyes locking onto Chris’s. Without hesitation, he sank to his knees, his obedience lighting a fire within me. Cupping the back of his head, I guided him forward, bringing him closer until his lips brushed the swollen tip of Jack’s cock.

“Go on,” I urged, my voice calm yet commanding. “Take it.”

Chris’s eyes fluttered shut as he opened his mouth wide, letting me guide him further. His lips stretched around the thick shaft, his gagging barely slowing my insistence. I pulled back just enough for him to catch his breath, then pushed him forward again.

“See how easy it is?” I whispered. “Now lick and suck like a good cucky boy.”



Chris

Did I want this? The question seemed irrelevant. I wasn’t doing this because I wanted to; I was doing it because Jess wanted me to. And that was enough. Her control over me had become absolute. I’d already crossed so many lines—letting her take a lover, helping her dress for him, even shaving her to his preferences. Sucking Jack’s cock was just another step in my submission.

Jess’s fingers brushed against my bulge as I worked, her touch both a reward and a reminder of my place. “Use your tongue,” she instructed, her voice soft yet unyielding. “All over the tip, down the shaft, and don’t forget his balls.”

I obeyed, my tongue tracing every vein, every curve of Jack’s cock. The humiliation was overwhelming, but so was the arousal coursing through me. I couldn’t stop myself.

“Is it nice?” Jess teased.

I gagged but nodded, swallowing hard. “Yes,” I murmured, barely audible.

“I’d love to see him cum in your mouth,” she mused, her fingers stroking me. “But tonight, I want his cum inside me.”

Her words sent a jolt through me, and I continued until she pulled me away. She took Jack’s hand, leading him into the lounge. I followed hesitantly, expecting to be left out, but Jess called me back.

“Come on, Cuck Boy.”

Once inside, Jess turned to me, her smile wicked. “I’ve changed my mind. You can get your punishment now. Take off your pants.”

My hands trembled as I stripped, my arousal impossible to hide. Jess bent me over the arm of the sofa, holding me steady as Jack delivered each strike. The blows were sharp, the sting radiating through me as Jess counted them aloud.



Jess

Leaving Chris naked outside the lounge door as Jack fucked me was a new kind of thrill. His humiliation, his shame—it pushed me to heights of ecstasy I hadn’t anticipated. Jack took me in Chris’s recliner, my legs spread wide over the arms as his cock drove into me. Knowing Chris was just outside, hearing every moan, every cry, made it even better.

When we finished, I called Chris back in. He approached slowly, his face flushed with shame and arousal. I was still sprawled out, legs open, and I didn’t need to tell him what to do. He knelt between my legs without a word. But first, I made him clean Jack. Every inch of him—cock, balls, everything. Only when Jack was satisfied did I guide Chris to me.

He cleaned me just as thoroughly, his tongue eager, desperate to please. When he was done, I rewarded him, letting him sit in his armchair as I stroked him to climax. His pleasure was tempered with pain, though, as I outlined my plans for the spare bedroom.



Chris

The idea of Jess fucking Luke sent a wave of dread through me. Luke wasn’t just anyone—he was someone I’d known for years, someone with a reputation for sleeping with married women. The thought of him adding Jess to his list was unbearable, but I knew I couldn’t stop her. Jess was in control now.

As we dressed and returned to finish the wine, the conversation turned to Jess’s plans for her new boudoir. She spoke with excitement, reminiscing about her old bedroom before we married, how it was her private space. Now, she made it clear this new room would be off-limits to me, even mentioning a lock on the door. It felt absurd—after all, we were married—but this was no ordinary marriage.

Later, as Jess took Jack’s hand and led him upstairs, the intimacy between them struck me harder than anything else. It wasn’t just sex anymore. They laughed together, shared knowing glances, held hands. The closeness was undeniable, and I realized how deeply their connection was growing. Their intimacy terrified me in ways the sex never did.

Could I stop it? No. Jess had crossed a line I couldn’t pull her back from, and deep down, I wasn’t sure I wanted to.



Jess

Chris wasn’t oblivious. I could see it in the way his eyes lingered when Jack and I kissed at the table, in the stiffness of his posture when Jack’s hand casually brushed mine, or the way his expression faltered when Jack zipped up my dress in the lounge after sex. It was a small, everyday gesture, but one that spoke volumes. That had always been his role. Now it was Jack’s. The intimacy between Jack and me was undeniable, and Chris could see it.

It wasn’t intentional, not really. But how could it not happen? You can’t let a man take you the way Jack had taken me—press his cock inside you, spill his seed deep within you, and give you release after release—without something more forming. Lust is the entry point, but what comes after? After the frenzy, after the heat, there’s a stillness. A quiet, intimate moment where bodies rest together, naked and damp. His hand brushes your skin, your breath syncs with his, and in those moments, something deeper blooms.

That night, after Jack and I made love in the spare bed, we lay entwined. His chest rose and fell against me, his hand resting possessively on my hip. My thighs were sticky with the remains of his cum, and his softened cock pressed against my leg, still glistening with traces of my own arousal. The scent of sex hung in the air, heavy and unmistakable, and I let it lull me into a warm, dreamless sleep.

Hours later, I woke to the feel of him stirring against me. His erection, firm and insistent, pressed against my back. The heat of it sent a shiver down my spine. I turned to face him, my hand slipping between us to find his balls. They were full again, replenished and ready. My touch elicited a low groan from him, his cock twitching against my palm as I stroked him to full hardness. I kissed him softly, then more hungrily, until he let me guide him onto his back.

This time, I wanted control. Straddling him, I lowered myself slowly, savoring the way he stretched and filled me. My hands pressed to his chest as I set a deliberate rhythm, rolling my hips to wring every ounce of pleasure from him. Jack groaned, his hands gripping my waist, trying to flip me beneath him. But I resisted, pressing him firmly back down.

“No,” I whispered, leaning close to kiss his lips. “Stay. Let me take care of you. Don’t wait for me—this is for your pleasure.”

He stilled beneath me, his breath coming in ragged gasps as I quickened my pace. His groans grew louder, more desperate, and then he thrust hard into me, his release surging deep inside. I felt the heat of his cum fill me, and though I hadn’t reached my own climax, I didn’t care. My satisfaction came from knowing he was fulfilled. I kissed him softly, then rolled off him, content to let sleep claim me once more.



Chris

I woke early, as I had the week before. Sleep didn’t come easily when Jess spent the night with another man. It wasn’t just the act of their coupling—it was the separation. Knowing she was down the hall, in another bed, with Jack’s arms around her. She was comfortable with him, at ease in a way that stung far more than their physical intimacy. Meanwhile, I lay alone in the marital bed, restless and aching.

I couldn’t stop myself from masturbating. My mind replayed the sounds I’d heard earlier in the night, the muffled cries of pleasure coming from the spare room. It wasn’t the same as being with her, but it was all I had. Still, it felt hollow, shameful even.

After getting the girls washed, dressed, and settled with breakfast and the TV, I decided to bring tea up to Jess and Jack. As I approached their door, I froze. From inside, I heard soft groans, unmistakable and raw. They were making love again. I couldn’t bring myself to knock. Instead, I turned and waited, giving them time to finish.

Fifteen minutes later, the noises had ceased, and I returned. This time, I knocked lightly. Jess’s voice called out for me to enter. She sat up in bed, the sheet draped casually over her lap, her skin flushed and glowing. Jack lay beside her, propped up on one elbow, his grin lazy and satisfied.

“How are the girls?” Jess asked, her tone casual, as though this were any ordinary morning.

“They’re fine,” I replied, setting the tea down with trembling hands.

“Good,” she said. “Go to the bedroom and fetch a condom.”

My stomach churned as I obeyed. When I returned, Jess reached for my belt, her fingers working deftly to unbuckle it. My trousers and boxers fell to the floor, and my erection sprang free, unbidden and undeniable.

“Did you masturbate last night?” she asked, her hand wrapping around me.

I nodded, unable to meet her gaze.

“Jack fucked me three times,” she said, her tone conversational as she stroked me. “But he says you’ve been good, so you can fuck me if you want.” She tore the condom wrapper open, rolling it onto my length with practiced ease.

Her words froze me. Did I want to? Of course. But I was a cuckold, wasn’t I? This was what I’d wanted—what I’d encouraged. A bigger man, a better man, to take my place. Jess seemed to sense my hesitation.

“It’s okay, Chris,” she said softly. “There’s no shame in handing the responsibility over to Jack. You know he’ll fuck me well, don’t you?”

I groaned, my body betraying me. “Yes,” I whispered.

“Good boy,” she cooed, her other hand cupping my balls as she stroked me. “Fill the condom, Chris, and let Jack fill me.”

My knees buckled as the tension broke. I clutched her shoulders, my groan loud and unrestrained as I came, filling the condom she’d rolled onto me. Her hands never faltered, coaxing every drop from me. Moments later, I left the room, my head bowed, shame and reluctant satisfaction warring within me.



Jess

As the door clicked shut behind Chris, Jack’s hands were on me immediately, pulling me close for a kiss that left no doubt about his intentions. His lips were firm, confident, and when he pulled back, his grin was playful yet knowing.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman learn so fast,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “You’re going to be one hell of a Cuckoldress. Honestly? I’d hate to be married to you.”

I laughed softly, kissing him again, savoring the taste of him. “You make a good teacher,” I replied, my fingers tracing the muscles of his chest. “But I think I’ve got a knack for this.”

Jack chuckled, his hands sliding to my hips as he pulled me flush against him. “Let’s see what else you’ve learned,” he murmured, guiding me to the bed. His touch was deliberate, his movements confident, and I couldn’t resist him even if I’d wanted to.

After we made love, we lingered only briefly, exchanging knowing smiles before getting up. Jack’s hand found mine as we walked down the hall to the marital bedroom. The familiarity of the space didn’t faze him, and neither did I hesitate as we undressed and stepped into the shower. The water was hot, the steam curling around us as his hands roamed my body, reigniting the fire between us.

He pressed me against the cool tile, his cock hard and ready again as he entered me with one smooth thrust. The contrast of the heated water and the chilled wall sent shivers through me, and I clung to him, letting him take me all over again.

But Jack wasn’t finished. By the time we reached the bed, his movements had slowed, becoming less frantic but no less satisfying. His grip on my wrists pinned me in place as his thrusts grew deeper, each one drawing soft cries from my lips. I gave myself over to him completely, surrendering to the pleasure until we were both spent.

By the time Chris returned with the girls, Jack was gone, and everything was back in its place. The bed was made, the shower wiped clean, and I had transitioned effortlessly into my role as wife and mother again. I greeted Chris with a warm smile as the girls chattered excitedly about their walk. No one would have guessed how I’d spent the morning.

But I knew. And as I folded the laundry and planned lunch, I felt a thrill at the thought of when Jack might return. Because I knew this wasn’t the last time.


Chapter 7

Chris

There’s an argument to be made that cuckolding doesn’t weaken a marriage—it strengthens it. It’s a risk, of course. Giving your wife sexual freedom opens the door to the possibility that she might fall in love with someone else, that she might decide to leave you for her lover. It happens, and it always will. But most marriages survive, and some, like mine, even thrive.

What strengthens the bond is perspective. As a husband, you stop taking your wife for granted. You begin to see her with fresh eyes, appreciating her in ways you hadn’t before. That Sunday, I realized how long it had been since I’d done something thoughtful for Jess. So, I bought her flowers and chocolates. It seemed small compared to what Jack had given her, but it was a way to remind her that she mattered to me—not just as my wife but as a woman. I might not be able to compete with him sexually, but I could show her my love in other ways.

I also made an effort to help with Sunday lunch, chopping vegetables and clearing dishes instead of retreating to the armchair with the papers, as I usually did. Jess noticed immediately, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “I’ll have to have Jack over more often,” she teased.

Her words stung a little, but they also made me smile. There was a warmth between us now that hadn’t been there in years.

After dinner, with the girls settled, Jess and I curled up together on the sofa. The house was quiet except for the faint sounds of the television in the background. It had been so long since we’d sat like this, talking and connecting. Lack of communication had crept into our marriage like a slow poison, dulling the bond we once shared. But tonight, we talked—really talked.

“We’ve started something, haven’t we?” I said softly. “Something I don’t think either of us wants to stop.”

Jess nodded, her fingers idly tracing patterns on my arm. “Sex had become boring with you,” she admitted, her tone gentle. “It’s not you personally—it’s just sex with the same person, over and over. You get used to the same positions, the same body.” She hesitated, her gaze flicking to mine. “With Jack, it’s different. It’s exciting. It’s not just the size or performance. It’s the thrill of something new—a different touch, a different smell, a different kind of lust.”

Her honesty stung, but I understood what she meant. I had taken Jess for granted in ways I hadn’t realized until now. The thrill of seeing her body, once so electrifying, had dulled over the years. Now another man was discovering what I had once known so intimately—the softness of her skin, the curve of her waist, the sounds of her pleasure.

“I need to ask,” I said hesitantly. “Were you serious about wanting other lovers? About having a baby with one of them?”

Jess didn’t hesitate. “Yes,” she said, her hand moving to stroke my hair. “I’m going to do things over the next while that you might not like or even understand. But I need you to remember this: I love you. I’ll always love you.”

Her touch was tender, her voice steady. Despite the weight of her words, I felt a strange sense of comfort. When we kissed, it was deeper than it had been in years, as if the connection we’d lost had been reignited.

I wanted to make love to her, even if it meant using a condom. But when I reached for her, Jess pulled back, her expression apologetic but firm. “Not until Wednesday,” she said softly. “Jack’s orders.”

Her words lingered in the air, heavy and undeniable. Jack’s influence on our marriage was no longer subtle—it had become deeply rooted, shaping the very fabric of our relationship in ways I was only beginning to understand.

Jess

I’ve mentioned before how I’ve always enjoyed flirting—it’s something I believe every woman needs to do now and then. Over the years, I’d flirted here and there with a few of Chris’s friends and some of the men we worked with. Nothing blatant, but with men, you don’t have to be overt. A smile at the right moment or a touch of eye contact can spark thoughts that you’re interested. I have girlfriends who freely admit to going further—undoing an extra button on their blouse or letting their skirt ride a little higher when they want something, or someone. I’d never been so bold before, but now? Now, I felt like I could.

My confidence had shifted. I’d started wearing skirts more often, ditching trousers and jeans for the swish of fabric against my thighs. Stockings replaced tights, the silky feel against my skin making me feel alive and sensual. Dressing sexy wasn’t just for others—it was for me. Feeling desirable gave me a thrill and a boost of confidence that was undeniable. And a confident, sexy woman? Men can’t resist her.

I’d been honest with Chris about my intentions to sleep with other men. It wasn’t meant to hurt him—I loved him, truly—but I’d be lying if I said there wasn’t a small part of me that enjoyed the humiliation it brought him. The way his discomfort mingled with arousal fascinated me, and one glance at the bulge in his crotch told me he enjoyed it too. That unspoken tension between us only fueled my excitement.

Why did I want to sleep around? The answer was simple—because I could. Women, I believe, have just as high a sex drive as men, if not higher, but society has always demanded we hold it back. Men can sleep around freely, earning admiration or envy from their peers, while women are labeled with derogatory names for the same behavior. Convention is clear—a man can bed a different woman every night without judgment, but a woman daring to do the same is shamed.

But convention didn’t matter anymore. I loved sex, and now that Chris had released me from the bonds of marital fidelity, I intended to enjoy it. For the first time in my life, I felt liberated, and I wasn’t going to waste that freedom.



Chris

Luke stopped by the office on Tuesday morning. Jess had sat with me the day before, her tone firm but teasing, telling me to call him about converting the spare bedroom into an en-suite. She didn’t ask—it was a quiet command, and I obeyed.

That morning, Jess dressed simply but provocatively. She wore tight black leggings, hugging her figure like a second skin, paired with a cream silk blouse that floated over her body. The blouse was long enough to cover her bottom, but it was sheer, offering just enough of a hint to make it tantalizing. Underneath, she wore a camisole that clung to her curves, and I couldn’t miss the way Luke’s eyes fixed on her the moment she walked in.

We spent a few minutes talking logistics—what we wanted, the timeline—but it was clear Luke’s attention wasn’t on me. Jess was the center of his focus, and she knew it. When the conversation shifted to specifics, Jess took the lead, smiling at him as she gestured toward the door.

“I’ll show you the space,” she said, her voice smooth and warm.

Luke didn’t even glance back at me as he followed her out of the office, his eyes glued to her bottom as it swayed in front of him. Her confidence radiated, and I could see it in the way she walked, in the subtle tilt of her head as she glanced back over her shoulder at him. Jess wasn’t just flirting—she was testing the waters, and Luke was already biting.

As the door closed behind them, I sat back in my chair, unsure of how I felt. Jess’s transformation was startling, and though it made me ache with jealousy, it also stirred something deeper. I’d given her freedom, and she was running with it.



Jess

It was almost funny, watching Luke in the office. He tried to keep the conversation professional, but his eyes kept darting between my chest and my crotch. He didn’t even try to hide it. When I offered to drive him to the house, he left his truck at the office and climbed into the passenger seat. He was chatty on the drive, full of compliments as though rehearsed. He told me I’d lost weight since he’d last seen me and that I looked great. Flattery, sure, but I didn’t mind. It amused me when he casually asked if I ever went out alone. “No,” I told him simply, letting the answer hang without explanation.

As I led him up the stairs at the house, I could feel his gaze fixed on my bottom. That was deliberate, of course. My outfit—tight leggings and the sheer blouse—wasn’t chosen by accident. I wanted a good price for the job, and a little distraction never hurt.

I took him into what I now considered my bedroom and explained what I wanted. On the bed, folded neatly on the pillow, were a matching nightie and panties I’d bought just the day before. Jack was coming over on Thursday evening, staying for a couple of nights, and I wanted something special to wear for him. I hadn’t left them there intentionally for Luke to see, but when his eyes lingered on the delicate fabric, I didn’t move them. I watched as they grabbed his attention, the flicker of interest clear in his face.

Next, I showed him our marital bedroom, using it to explain the layout I had in mind. Then, I offered him coffee. Leaving him upstairs for ten minutes, I returned with two cups only to find him back in my bedroom, notepad and pencil in hand. My eyes flicked to the bed immediately. The panties had been moved—not much, just enough for me to know he’d picked them up. I didn’t say anything, but inside, I felt a thrill. I knew he’d touched them, imagined me wearing them, and that thought alone was probably giving him an erection. Letting him focus on me like that felt powerful.

For the next twenty minutes, Luke sketched and measured. He eventually stepped outside to assess the exterior before returning to the kitchen to review his notes. Most of the technical details went over my head, but I listened attentively, nodding along as he explained what needed to be done. When the conversation shifted to costs, I told him to put everything in writing and sort that out with Chris. My only real concern was time. “I hope you’re not one of those who starts a job and doesn’t finish,” I said with a teasing smile.

He grinned back. “Don’t worry, Jess. I do a thorough job and finish on time.”

The innuendo wasn’t subtle, and I couldn’t help but laugh. It felt good to banter like that, playful and harmless—well, almost harmless. As I drove him back to the office, I added one more instruction. “I want a lock on the door,” I said.

He looked at me, puzzled. “A lock?”

“Nothing too fancy,” I clarified, keeping my tone casual. “Just something I can turn from the inside. For privacy.”



Chris

Jess teased me mercilessly about Luke that evening. I’d told her flat-out that I didn’t like the idea of her and him together. She only smiled, settling beside me on the sofa and letting her finger trace along the bulge in my trousers. “I bet he’d love to see me in those panties and the nightdress,” she murmured, her tone dripping with mischief.

Her words ignited a firestorm of emotions inside me—jealousy, arousal, and a strange, reluctant excitement. Half of me hated the thought of her with Luke, but the other half couldn’t stop picturing it. Jess, always attuned to my reactions, noticed immediately. Her finger pressed a little harder, drawing a groan from me. “It excites you, doesn’t it?” she asked, her eyes gleaming.

I couldn’t lie. I told her how conflicted I felt, how the thought of her with him made my stomach churn even as it sent heat coursing through me. She unzipped my pants, her hand slipping inside to free my erection. “I was looking at his bulge earlier,” she said casually, stroking me. “I’d imagine he’s pretty big. Maybe even on Jack’s scale.”

I stayed silent for a moment, caught between the sensations of her hand and the weight of her words. Finally, I spoke. “Are you going to fuck him?” I asked, my voice strained.

“Hmmm, I’m still undecided,” she replied, her strokes becoming slower, more deliberate. “If I did, it would only be to please you.”

Her words sent a jolt through me. “It wouldn’t please me,” I protested weakly.

She smiled, her grip tightening as her strokes quickened. “I know you, Chris. You want him to fuck me,” she said, her voice low and wicked. “You want me to spread my legs for him, don’t you?”

Her filthy talk pushed me to the edge. I couldn’t deny it anymore, not when my body was betraying me so thoroughly. “W-when will you do it?” I stammered.

Jess leaned down, her tongue flicking over the tip of my cock, which was now dripping with precum. “Not sure,” she said lightly, her breath warm against me. “Maybe soon.”

I closed my eyes, surrendering to the images flooding my mind—Jess climbing into bed with Luke, her body pressed against his, those panties discarded on the floor. The thought tipped me over the edge, and I came hard in her hand, my release spilling over her fingers as a loud groan escaped my lips.



Jess

It was true—I hadn’t fully decided whether or not I would sleep with Luke. I knew the time would come in the next few weeks when he’d make a move on me, and I’d make my decision then. What thrilled me more than anything was the simple fact that I could. I was a married woman with the freedom of a single one, and that paradox filled me with excitement.

Another thing that excited me was my new dynamic with Chris. It thrilled me to provide my husband sexual relief rooted in my experiences with other men. I could feel it in the way his cock throbbed in my hand, the way his release felt almost desperate—it was more intense than it had ever been before. Chris had surrendered himself to me entirely, and there was little he wouldn’t let me do. That was fortunate, because Jack had asked me to spend the upcoming weekend with him at his home.

Jack and I had discussed Chris during a phone call that night. Jack was not just my lover; he was my teacher, guiding me into becoming not just a Cuckoldress but, as he put it, a “good woman.” His words stayed with me: “Any married woman in a cuckold relationship can run off and do whatever she wants, but I want you to take your husband with you. Unless you carry him along, Jess, one day he might turn around and say, ‘That’s it.’ You have to involve him, keep him close, make your sex life his sex life.”

His perspective resonated with me. It wasn’t about being selfish or reckless; it was about balance, ensuring that Chris was always part of the journey. I appreciated Jack’s insight—his selflessness and clarity of thought. But I didn’t tell Chris about my proposed weekend with Jack immediately. I wanted to wait until Jack was there to discuss it together—or perhaps to tell Chris, rather than ask.



Chris

The next evening, Jess casually mentioned that Jack would be coming over on Thursday night and staying for two nights. The idea of him staying two nights instead of one left me feeling a mix of apprehension and anticipation. The line between jealousy and arousal was growing thinner, and though the situation unnerved me, it also excited me in ways I couldn’t fully explain.

Wednesday night was supposed to be my night with Jess—my turn for sex with her. Jack had told her I had to wait until Wednesday, and I had been looking forward to it. Jess had been teasing me throughout the day, showing off some of her purchases from the lingerie shop. She’d bought new bra-and-panty sets, another Basque, and a red silk skirt. Each item seemed tailored to ignite desire, and it worked.

“I think Jack will like these,” she said with a smile, holding the skirt against her waist. Then, with a sly glance, she added, “I bet Luke would too.”

Her timing was pointed. I was reading Luke’s quotation for the renovations when she walked in, her shopping bags in hand. The words on the page blurred as I pictured her wearing that red skirt—or better yet, slipping it off in front of Luke. I felt a chill as Jess looked over the quote, her tone breezy. “Hmmm, start the job next Wednesday and finished in a week!” she said.

Her words sent a wave of dread through me. I could almost see it already: Jess and Luke, laughing and flirting, sharing the newly built shower. The mental image gripped me, unshakable.

Jess had done more shopping that morning, too. She’d bought black silk sheets and pillowcases for her bed—not just any old bedding but something rich, luxurious, and unmistakably seductive. My stomach sank as I imagined her and Jack tangled together in that bed, their bodies slick and entwined. The feeling worsened when bedtime came, and Jess asked me to help her make the bed with the new sheets. For a moment, I thought she wanted us to share the bed, but then she made it clear—she intended to sleep there alone.

A few minutes after I climbed into the marital bed by myself, Jess came in wearing just the nightie from her new set. She leaned down to kiss me goodnight, and I couldn’t resist. My hand slipped between her thighs, seeking the warmth of her body. “It’s supposed to be my night for sex,” I reminded her, my voice edged with disappointment.

Jess kissed me again, her expression calm but unwavering. “I know,” she said softly. “But I thought maybe you’d prefer to wait, so I’ll be fresh and horny for Jack.”

Her words stung, though I couldn’t deny the effect they had on me. My hand stroked her again, feeling the bristles of her unshaved pussy. “You’ll need a shave tomorrow,” I muttered, more out of frustration than anything else.

Jess smiled, unbothered. “I know. And a bath. I’ll need your help dressing me too.” She kissed me one last time before walking away, her naked bottom swaying as she left the room.

I lay there in the dark, the image of her preparing herself for Jack playing over and over in my mind. My imagination betrayed me—I could see her walking into the room, Jack’s eyes devouring her, his hands grabbing her hips. “Jack will be creaming himself when he sees her like that tomorrow,” I thought bitterly, my arousal undeniable despite my sinking heart.



Jess

It felt surprisingly nice to slip naked into bed alone that night. The new black silk sheets were cool against my skin, their luxurious texture making me feel decadent and powerful. I’d only worn the nightie earlier to tease Chris—it was Jack’s idea. “Increase the teasing and taunting,” Jack had said during our phone call the night before. “Get him used to the idea of sleeping alone. The more you push those boundaries, the deeper you’ll have him under your control.”

Jack’s words rang in my ears as I slid the nightie off, letting it fall into a soft heap on the floor. The silk caressed my bare skin, and I felt a delicious thrill knowing what would happen in this bed tomorrow night. I imagined Jack’s strong hands on me, his thick cock filling me, making me cry out in pleasure. The thought sent a jolt of arousal through me, and before I could stop myself, my fingers slipped between my thighs.

I found myself stroking my pussy slowly, savoring the slickness that coated my fingers. My mind lingered on Jack—his size, his strength, the way he brought out a rawness in me that I hadn’t felt in years. But as my pleasure built, another image crept in: Chris. I thought of his face when I’d kissed him goodnight, the way his eyes darkened with desire even as I walked away. Jack had spoken about increasing my dominance over Chris, about taking my control to the next level. He’d given me some ideas, and the thought of carrying them out made my fingers move faster.

By the time I came, my inner thighs were slick, and I couldn’t remember ever being this wet from my own touch. I fell asleep with a satisfied smile on my lips, my mind spinning with thoughts of what tomorrow would bring.

When Chris woke me the next morning with a cup of tea, I was still riding the high of the night before. My body felt alive, tingling with arousal that hadn’t fully subsided. He leaned over me, his boxers riding low on his hips as he set the cup down on the nightstand. I reached for him, pulling him down into a kiss. My lips lingered on his, soft and teasing, and I felt him respond immediately.

“Five minutes, please,” I murmured, my voice low and inviting.

For a brief moment, I saw the hope in his eyes, the way his hands moved to push his boxers down. He thought I was inviting him to have sex with me, and the disappointment on his face when I guided his head downward instead was unmistakable. But like the good cuckold he was, he obeyed, setting aside his own needs to give me the satisfaction I wanted.

I slid the covers down, exposing my still-damp pussy, and held the back of his head as he lowered himself between my thighs. The warmth of his breath sent a shiver through me, and when his tongue flicked over me, I let out a soft moan. He worked slowly at first, hesitantly, but as I tightened my grip on his hair and pressed his face closer, he picked up the pace.

“Good boy,” I whispered, my voice filled with approval. My hips moved against his tongue, my arousal building rapidly from the night before. It didn’t take long for me to climax, my thighs trembling as I held his head in place, making him lap up every last drop.

As he pulled back, his face glistening with my wetness, I smiled down at him. “That’s exactly what I needed,” I said, running my fingers through his hair. His erection was still straining against his boxers, but I made no move to address it. Chris knew his place, and so did I.


Chapter 8

Chris

Jess looked breathtaking in her new blouse and skirt—no, not just good, but absolutely stunning and irresistibly sexy. I stood back for a moment, watching her as she leaned over her dressing table, the curve of her body accentuated as she applied her lipstick with practiced ease. She’d changed over the past two weeks. It wasn’t just her appearance, though that had shifted too—it was her entire demeanor. She was more confident, more self-assured, more aware of her power.

I wouldn’t have called Jess insecure or timid before, nor would I have said she was frumpy or had let herself go. But now? She was transformed. She radiated a kind of energy that drew attention, the kind that made a room stop and notice. I’d heard it said before—how a husband can tell when his wife is having an affair by the way she suddenly starts caring more about her appearance or buying new lingerie. Jess had done both. But this wasn’t an affair.

Jess wasn’t sneaking around or keeping secrets. She had a lover, a man who satisfied her in ways I no longer could, and it was all with my blessing. Some might think I’m stupid, even sick, but I didn’t care. I was happy. More than that—I was aroused by it. Tonight, I’d helped her prepare for another man, and the act of doing so had left me more excited than I could have imagined.

I had bathed her, shaved her pubic mound with meticulous care, and massaged her skin with scented oils, letting my hands linger over her body as I prepared her for Jack. I’d knelt at her feet with the matching panties in my hands, but Jess had declined with a teasing smile. She didn’t need them. Every step of the process was for his pleasure, and mine, too, in its own way. I helped her slip into a pink and black Basque, fastening it tightly to highlight her curves, then rolled the black fishnet stockings up her legs. Finally, I helped her into her blouse and zipped up her skirt, all while painfully aware that this was for another man.

Was I sick? Stupid? Maybe. But this is what cuckolds do, and I embraced it. Yes, it was degrading, yes, it was humiliating, but that was part of what made it so thrilling. The thought of Jess being in Jack’s arms tonight—their kissing, their touching, their coupling—left me torn apart inside. My mind spun with images of her taking his cock in her hands, stroking it, kissing it, making it erupt with his release. It hurt, but it also excited me beyond belief.

As I stood behind her, watching her adjust her skirt, my cock throbbed relentlessly. It had been leaking steadily the entire time, to the point where Jess had to keep wiping me with tissues to prevent it from staining her clothes. I was so worked up that just before I zipped up her skirt, the pressure became unbearable. As Jess dabbed the tip of my cock, I felt the inevitable rush, and I groaned, clutching her shoulders for support.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, my voice strained as the first pulse hit me. “I can’t help it.”

Jess didn’t scold me or pull away. She didn’t even hesitate. She simply held the tissue in place, stroking me gently, her other hand steadying me as I came. “It’s okay, darling,” she murmured, her voice calm and full of warmth. “You can cum. I know you’re excited about Jack filling my pussy for the next couple of days.”

Her words sent me spiraling into ecstasy, and my release spilled not just into the tissue but over her hand as well. The sensation was overwhelming, more intense than anything I’d felt in years. Jess had masturbated me countless times before, but this was different. The teasing, the taunting, the way she spoke about her lover—it magnified everything.

When I was spent, Jess washed her hand without a hint of annoyance and gently wiped me clean. I felt utterly satisfied, not just physically but emotionally, too. This wasn’t like the orgasms I’d had before. Those had been good, of course, but they didn’t hold a candle to this. Jess, my beautiful, confident wife, had just given me a release that was intertwined with her teasing about another man. It was mind-blowing.

As I watched her leave the room, her hips swaying with confidence, I felt a pang of jealousy mixed with anticipation. Jack would have her tonight. And yet, I couldn’t help but feel grateful that this incredible woman still let me share in her journey, even in this unconventional way.



Jess

When Jack greeted me at the front door, he didn’t waste a second. He pulled me into his arms, his lips claiming mine in a kiss that sent shivers down my spine. His hands slid over the smooth silk of my skirt, gripping me firmly as if to stake his claim. “You look so fucking good,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. His hand slipped beneath the hem, and he groaned as his fingers brushed bare skin. “No fucking panties.”

“Is there any point in wearing them when you’re around?” I teased, my voice laced with heat.

His fingers ventured further, finding my mound, his touch firm and possessive. The feel of another man’s hand on me was intoxicating—so different from what I was used to. His touch, once tentative, was now confident. Jack knew there was no resistance, no rejection. His hands were free to explore, free to take whatever they wanted. And I wanted him to take it.

His fingers slid between my pussy lips, moving from my clit to my entrance and back again, the rhythm deliberate and maddening. My thighs parted slightly, inviting him deeper, silently encouraging him. He slipped one finger inside me, then another, stretching me as a groan escaped his lips. “You’re so fucking wet,” he whispered, his breath hot against my cheek.

I reached for him, my hand moving down to his groin. I could feel the hardness straining against his trousers, and I gripped him firmly. “This is what I want,” I said, my voice low and certain.

Jack began guiding me toward the lounge doorway, his hand still teasing me. As we moved, I caught sight of Chris standing by the kitchen door. His eyes were locked on us, his expression a mix of longing and resignation. The bulge in his trousers was unmistakable. I was surrounded by hard, eager cocks, all wanting me. But tonight, only one would claim me.

“Don’t disturb us, please, Chris,” Jack said, his tone calm but commanding, as he closed the door behind us.

Jack dropped to his knees, his hands gripping my thighs as he pushed my skirt higher. His face disappeared beneath the fabric, and I gasped as I felt his tongue against me, hot and insistent. His hands tightened on my hips, pulling me closer as his tongue delved deeper. The pressure, the heat—it was overwhelming.

I clutched the hem of my skirt, holding it high enough to see his head buried between my thighs, but my arms trembled as the pleasure surged. My knees weakened, and I leaned heavily on his shoulders for support. Jack’s tongue worked me relentlessly, and within moments, my orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. My cries filled the room as I came, my body shuddering against him.

When I finally caught my breath, Jack pulled back, his face glistening with my arousal. I didn’t hesitate. I kissed him—his lips, his cheeks, his chin—tasting myself on his skin. The intimacy of it only heightened my excitement.

Jack moved quickly, his hands undoing his belt with a sense of urgency. I stepped back slightly, watching as he freed himself, his cock springing forward, thick and hard. My breath caught at the sight of him, rampant and ready. He wanted me, and the thought of him inside me made my thighs quiver.

He pulled me toward the settee, twisting me around and pressing me down before I could adjust myself. His hand gripped the back of my neck, holding me in place as he positioned himself behind me. I felt the blunt heat of his cock pressing against my entrance, and then he thrust into me.

It was fast, furious, and unapologetically rough. His hands roamed over my body, pulling my hair, slapping my thighs, leaving stinging imprints that only heightened my pleasure. His voice was low and filthy, growling words that sent shivers through me.

“You’re my fuck whore,” he said, his thrusts relentless. “You love being fucked like this, don’t you?”

I moaned, unable to form words, my body surrendering completely. He didn’t need to tell me I was his fuck whore—I already knew. I belonged to him in that moment, and nothing else mattered.



Chris

It hurt. Seeing that passion between them hurt in ways I couldn’t fully articulate. Watching them kiss, his hands slipping under her skirt as though he owned her—it was like a dagger twisting in my chest. I could understand it from his perspective. He was a man, and that’s what men do when given the chance. I remembered trying the same thing with Jess when we first started dating, only to have my hand slapped away. But she didn’t slap his hand away. No, Jess parted her legs, giving him better access, inviting his touch.

When the door closed behind them, I found myself moving down the hallway, drawn by something I couldn’t explain. I stood outside the lounge, pressing myself against the wall, straining to hear. I wanted to listen. I wanted to hear them fuck. I wanted to hear her cries, her moans, the sounds of his body claiming hers. I wanted to hear the groans he made as he emptied himself inside her. I wanted to experience their coupling, even if only as an outsider.

And I did. I heard her cries, those unmistakable gasps and moans that only came when she was completely lost in the moment. I heard the slaps—sharp, unmistakable cracks against her skin. I heard the filthy names he called her, and my heart raced when I heard her respond. "I’m your fuck whore," she said, her voice raw with lust. The sound of Jack groaning as he came, filling her, sent shivers through me. It was as though I could feel it happening, the way his release claimed her completely.

There was silence afterward, a quiet lull that only made the tension inside me grow. Then I heard Jess’s voice, clear and commanding. “You can come in now, Chris.”

My legs felt shaky as I stepped into the room, every movement heavy with anticipation. I felt like an errant schoolboy, summoned to face the consequences of some unspoken rule I had broken. Jess and Jack stood side by side near the settee, their arms wrapped around each other’s waists. Jack was completely naked, his body still glistening with sweat. Jess, in her pink and black Basque and stockings, looked utterly radiant. The contrast between them—the rawness of his nudity and the seductive elegance of her attire—made my stomach churn with jealousy and arousal.

I knew what they wanted without being told. Instinctively, I dropped to my knees before them. My eyes lingered on Jess, but when I reached out to hold her thighs, she stopped me with a single word. “Jack first.”

I obeyed, turning my attention to her lover. He was sticky and wet, his thighs slick with her juices. His cock was coated in a mixture of his cum and hers, glistening under the light. I understood my role. Jack, my wife’s lover, required my services. This was what it meant to be a cuckold.

Tentatively, I leaned forward, my tongue finding his skin. The taste was unfamiliar, a strange mix of salt and musk, but I kept going. I licked his thighs clean, then moved to his cock, running my tongue over the sticky shaft, cleaning him as best I could. It was degrading and humiliating, but it was also exhilarating. This was my place in our new dynamic, and I accepted it completely.

After a few moments, Jess stepped closer, her hand reaching for Jack’s cock. She lifted it gently, holding it in place as she gave me my next instruction. “His balls too, cucky.”

I hesitated only briefly before obeying, my tongue moving lower to clean him entirely. Jess’s voice was calm, almost casual, as though this were the most natural thing in the world.

When Jack was satisfied, Jess grabbed my hair, her fingers tightening as she guided me toward her own thighs. Her scent was overwhelming, raw and potent. Her pussy was wet, coated in Jack’s cum, and the thick mixture had run down her thighs to the tops of her stockings. I licked her slowly at first, savoring the moment. Her taste, mingled with his, was intoxicating.

To some, what I was doing might have seemed degrading—humiliating, even—but to me, it was neither. It was exciting. Pleasurable. My wife was filthy with another man’s cum, and I delighted in cleaning her. Every stroke of my tongue, every movement of her hips, was a reminder of my place in her life, a life that thrilled and aroused me in ways I never thought possible.



Jess:
It wasn’t just the freedom to fuck other men that thrilled me—it was Chris’s involvement that truly ignited my excitement. Plenty of my friends had affairs, sneaking around in the shadows, stealing fleeting moments with their lovers. They had the thrill of forbidden desire, but I had something they didn’t. I had no need to hide.

While they crept around, risking their marriages for scraps of passion, my husband stood just outside the door—or lay quietly in our bed—while I surrendered to Jack’s touch. That freedom, the openness, elevated every sensation. I could fully let go, my body and mind unfettered. I was certain my orgasms were far more intense than theirs, magnified by Chris’s silent, devoted presence.

And then there was the ritual after. Watching Chris kneel, his tongue tracing over the mess Jack and I had created, was electrifying. It wasn’t just arousing for me—it affected Jack too. By the time Chris finished, I was drenched again, my thighs trembling with need, and Jack’s cock stood rigid, ready for more. Standing there, wrapped in Jack’s arms, both of us watching Chris as he cleaned us, I felt a rush of power and exhilaration that I hadn’t known was possible.

Jack and I had started talking about how Chris might become more involved. Jack, of course, had seen it all. For him, having a husband kneel before him to clean up after he’d fucked their wife was nothing new—it was almost expected. He’d been in this world long enough to know all the dynamics, all the possibilities. He had even taken it further, dominating men in front of their wives. He wasn’t gay; for him, it was about control, about showing the cuckold his place.

I knew Jack wanted to dominate Chris eventually—completely. He hadn’t said it outright, but I could feel it in the way he talked, the lingering glances he gave Chris. Jack would fuck him one day; I had no doubt. But he wasn’t ready yet, and neither was I.

Jack also had a penchant for discipline, a sharp thrill in bringing a husband to heel, stripping away resistance until only obedience remained. The idea both excited and unnerved me. How far could we go with Chris? How far would he let us? I wasn’t sure how to take the next steps, but Jack’s confidence steadied me. He knew what he wanted, and I was ready to follow his lead.

When Chris finished cleaning us, Jack casually ordered him to retrieve his bags from the car. The casual dominance in Jack’s tone sent a shiver through me. As I watched Chris obey, my anticipation simmered, mingling with nervous excitement. This was only the beginning.



Chris:
After placing one of Jack’s bags in the lounge and carrying the other upstairs to Jess’s bedroom, I lingered briefly in the hallway. My heart thudded, my palms damp. Something was different tonight—I could feel it. When I returned downstairs, Jess met me with a calm, commanding gaze.

“Go up to our bedroom, Chris,” she said softly, her tone laced with authority. “Take off all your clothes and come back down to us.”

I swallowed hard. There was no question in her voice, no room for hesitation. I obeyed, heading upstairs, my pulse quickening with every step. Stripping naked in our bedroom, I glanced at myself in the mirror, my body tense, my cock already beginning to stir. They had something planned. I could feel it in the air.

When I returned, Jess was standing beside my chair, inspecting a small stack of t-shirts draped over the arm. She picked one up—a pure white shirt with bold black lettering: Proud to Be Jess’s Cuckold. She held it up for me to see, her expression unreadable, before laying it aside and lifting another. This one read simply, I Am a Cuckold. Finally, she showed me the last: My Wife Cuckolds Me.

“Jack had these printed,” she said, her voice steady. “Choose one to wear for us.”

My face flushed as I stepped closer, picking up each shirt in turn. The words seemed to burn into my hands as I touched the fabric. Finally, I settled on the first one and slipped it over my head.

Jess smiled faintly, her eyes sparkling with something both knowing and mischievous. “Proud to be my cuckold, are you?”

I nodded, my throat dry, my pulse pounding.

Then she reached into one of Jack’s bags. My breath caught as she withdrew a riding crop. The sight of it stunned me. I had never imagined her with something so starkly…dominant. She stood tall, gripping it with quiet confidence, her body taut, her eyes smoldering. She looked…dangerous. Powerful. Utterly captivating.

My cock betrayed me, stiffening to full attention as I stared. Jess’s gaze flicked downward, and a wicked smile curved her lips.

“Do you like being cuckolded, Chris?” she asked, stepping closer, her voice low and commanding.

I nodded again, unable to speak.

“Do you?” she pressed, her tone sharpening.

“Y-yes,” I croaked, my voice barely audible.

Her expression darkened, and she raised the crop, tapping it lightly against my rigid cock. “If I’m to cuckold you properly, you need to be fully willing. Do you understand?”

“I…I am,” I stammered, trembling.

Jess’s voice grew harder, cutting through the air. “Then why do you tell me you don’t want Luke fucking me? You don’t get to decide who I fuck, Chris. I fuck who I want, when I want, and how I want. Is that clear?”

My whole body quaked. This wasn’t the Jess I knew—or maybe it was, the Jess I had always craved to see. I could feel precum dripping from my cock, betraying my excitement.

“Y-yes,” I whispered, my voice breaking.

She leaned in, her lips brushing mine in a brief, commanding kiss. “That’s better, my cucky,” she murmured. Then she stepped back, holding the crop out to me. “Now, hold out your hands.”

I obeyed, expecting the sting of the crop, but instead, she placed it in my palms. Her voice dropped, low and firm. “Turn to Jack and apologize for being a disobedient cuckold. Then ask him to punish you.”

My jaw dropped. For a moment, I was frozen, the crop trembling in my hands. Jess stepped back, her eyes locked on mine, her calm dominance leaving no room for refusal. Slowly, I turned to Jack, stammering out an apology, the words thick and clumsy in my throat. “P-punish me,” I finally managed, the shame and arousal flooding my senses.

Jess sat in my chair, her presence filling the room. “Come to me, Chris,” she commanded, patting her thighs. “Rest your hands here.”

I bent over her, my hands trembling against her soft skin. Behind me, I felt Jack’s presence, heavy and deliberate. Jess’s grip tightened on my wrists as the first stroke of the crop landed on my bare flesh. I yelped, the sting sharp and searing, but Jess didn’t flinch. Her eyes held mine, steady and intense, as the second, third, and fourth strikes followed. Each one sent a jolt of pain and electric arousal through me.

When it was over, Jess released my hands. “Now thank him for punishing you,” she said, her voice calm, almost sweet. “Then go upstairs and turn down the bed for Jack and me. We’re off to bed.”

I obeyed, my body burning, my cock leaking, my mind awash in conflicting emotions. My bottom stung with every step, but a sense of pride swelled in my chest. I was truly proud to be Jess’s cuckold.


Chapter 9

Jess:
I sank back into Chris’s armchair after he left the room, spreading my legs without a care, letting the cool air kiss my skin. Jack stood before me, naked, the riding crop held casually in his hand. He looked commanding—powerful, confident, dangerous. His cock was hard, and the sight of it sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

I couldn’t look away. For a moment, I simply admired him, reveling in how natural he seemed in this role, the perfect embodiment of everything Chris and I had fantasized about. Then, unable to resist, I slid from the chair and knelt at his feet.

Taking his cock in my hand, I marveled at its weight, its heat, before leaning in to run my tongue along the length of his shaft. My lips followed, kissing and teasing, until I took him fully into my mouth, tasting him, savoring the way he hardened further against my tongue. He looked down at me, his expression unreadable but heavy with authority.

“Does this please you?” I asked, pausing to lick slowly along the underside of his cock.

He tapped my thigh lightly with the crop, a subtle yet thrilling gesture. “It would please me more to be fucking you in your bed,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

I didn’t need to be told twice. Gathering our clothes, I led him upstairs, my pulse racing with anticipation. As he slipped into my bed, I undressed, peeling off my basque and stockings before reaching for the nightie I’d been eager to wear. Holding up the matching panties, I teased him with a smile. “Should I even bother with these?”

Jack’s smirk was answer enough. “What do you think?”

With a laugh, I tossed them aside, letting them fall to the floor, and slid under the silk sheets beside him. The sensation of the fabric against my bare skin heightened everything—the tension, the arousal, the ache building deep inside me. It was indulgent, decadent, and as Jack turned to kiss me, I opened my legs, inviting him in without hesitation.

He moved between my thighs, his cock pressing against my mound, teasing me as I thrust my hips upward, desperate to guide him inside. But he held back, his control absolute.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he said, his voice a growl in the quiet room.

“Please, Jack. Please fuck me,” I whispered, thrusting again, my need undeniable.

Still, he didn’t move. “Say it like you mean it.”

I trembled beneath him, my desperation spilling out. “Please, Jack. Please, I need your cock. I need you to fuck me. Now.”

A smile played at his lips as he finally pressed himself to my entrance, the head of his cock brushing against my slick folds. But he paused again, holding himself just there, making me wait.

“Lie still,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for disobedience.

I obeyed, though my body burned with need, every nerve alive as he teased the edge of my pussy. “I want you as my whore,” he said, his voice steady and firm.

“I am your whore,” I answered without hesitation, my words raw with longing.

He drove into me then, a single powerful thrust that filled me completely, only to pull out again, leaving me gasping. “Not just my whore,” he continued. “I want you to fuck other men too. Men I choose. Men I bring to you. I want to watch them fuck you.”

My breath hitched as he plunged into me again, his cock filling me and then withdrawing in the same maddening rhythm. “I’ll do it,” I said, my voice thick with arousal. “I’ll fuck anyone you want, Jack. Anyone.”

His mouth captured mine in a searing kiss, and when he thrust again, his pace quickened, each stroke building heat and pressure within me. “I want to see you with black men, Jess,” he murmured against my lips. “I want to watch black men fuck you, stretch you, take you.”

“Yes,” I moaned, meeting his thrusts with wild abandon. “Anyone, Jack. I’ll fuck anyone you ask me to.”

The tension coiled tight inside me, and I clawed at his back, whispering praises, desperate for more. His cock drove deeper, harder, and with a final thrust, he emptied himself into me, the heat of his release pushing me over the edge. My orgasm shattered through me, leaving me breathless and trembling in his arms.



Chris:
A month ago, I would have laughed in disbelief if someone told me I’d allow anyone to use a riding crop on me. I would have laughed harder if they suggested I’d ever put another man’s cock in my mouth. Yet here I was, lying in bed, my body aching, my skin still tingling from the sting of Jack’s crop, and my thoughts spiraling into places I never thought they’d go. Jess wasn’t the only one who had changed. I had too, in ways I didn’t fully understand yet.

I heard them walk past my bedroom door, their soft laughter lingering in the air. Alone in the cold bed, I reached for my cock, gripping it tightly as my mind flooded with images. How many other men were lying in beds like this, their wives or girlfriends in another room—or another man’s arms? How many others were willingly, helplessly living this life?

I thought about Jess, her smile, the way she looked at Jack, her laughter, lighter and freer than I’d heard it in years. I had turned down the bedclothes for her, laid out her nightie with care. I imagined helping her slip it on, my fingers brushing against her skin, then tucking her into bed…with him. The thought sent a jolt of longing through me. Would she smile at me? Would she kiss me goodnight before curling up against Jack’s broad chest?

My hand moved faster as my mind conjured the scene unfolding upstairs. The sound of their muffled voices gave way to vivid fantasies: the way her body would arch beneath his, the way his cock would disappear between her wet, swollen lips. I imagined her moaning his name, the sheets tangling around their limbs, her skin glowing with sweat.

What would it be like to see it? To stand silently in the corner, watching them together? To witness every thrust, every gasp, every tremble? I stroked myself harder, my breath quickening as I imagined Jack’s cock stretching her, glistening with her arousal. My orgasm overtook me suddenly, leaving me gasping in the cold bed, my chest heaving.

But the relief was fleeting. I fell asleep, only to wake later, the chill of the empty bed creeping into my bones. She wasn’t here. She was with him. My mind spun again, my hand finding its way back to my cock as I gave in to the images once more.



Jess:
Afterward, we lay entwined, the warmth of his body pressed against mine. I traced lazy patterns on his chest, my head resting on his shoulder, his fingers stroking my back. We talked quietly, our voices low and intimate in the stillness of the room.

I brought up what he had said while he was inside me. “Were you serious?” I asked, tilting my head to meet his eyes.

Jack didn’t hesitate. “I was,” he said. “I’ve seen it before. Wives starting this journey, tasting freedom for the first time. They don’t want to settle into another relationship—they want to explore, to fully embrace their desires. You’re no different, Jess. You deserve to experience everything this can offer.”

His words resonated with something deep inside me. I didn’t love Jack—not the way I loved Chris—but I was growing fond of him. He made me feel desired, powerful, and alive in ways I hadn’t realized I’d been craving. Still, I didn’t want to trade one committed relationship for another.

“I want to share this with you,” he continued, his hand brushing my cheek. “Not just as your lover, but as someone who can help you explore. Someone who’ll encourage you to take what you want.”

The idea excited me more than I expected. The thought of other men, of sharing myself so openly, sent a thrill through me. Jack wasn’t just okay with it—he wanted it. He wanted to see me with others, to help me fulfill fantasies I’d only dared whisper to myself in the dark.

We made love again, slower this time, exploring each other with quiet reverence. Afterward, we spooned under the silk sheets, the rhythm of his breathing lulling me to sleep.

The next morning, the sun barely rising, I woke with a familiar ache between my legs. Jack stirred beside me, his body hard and ready, but reality intruded too quickly—I had to get the girls off to school.

As Chris moved to leave for the morning school run, I stopped him at the door, pulling him close. “Come back before you head to work,” I whispered, my lips brushing his ear. My hand slipped down to his bulge, feeling his immediate response. “I want you to guide Jack’s cock into my pussy.”

His eyes widened, his breath catching. I smiled, watching the way his body reacted, and let him go with a playful squeeze.



Chris:
The next morning, Jess smelled of sex. It clung to her like a second skin, intoxicating and undeniable. When I kissed her, I could taste it too—a heady mixture of sweat, desire, and Jack. My mind raced with thoughts of what lay beneath her dressing gown. If I ripped it open and pulled her panties aside, I knew I’d find her soaked, a feast of wetness and lingering heat.

But this wasn’t the time or place. Instead, the thought alone stirred me, making my cock strain against my trousers.

What aroused me even more was knowing where she’d be as soon as I left. She whispered it to me after our kiss, her breath warm against my ear. “Jack’s waiting for me,” she said, her voice thick with desire. “He has a raging hard-on.”

My heart pounded, and when she told me what she wanted me to do before leaving, it nearly pushed me over the edge. I could feel the precum pooling in my boxers, my body trembling with barely contained arousal.

When I returned later, she was upstairs, in our bed, waiting for me. Jack lay beside her, half-covered by the sheets, his body relaxed but his presence commanding. Jess sat up as I entered the room, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Without a word, she reached for my trousers, unbuckling them with practiced ease before tugging down my boxers.

The sheets slid away, revealing Jack completely. My gaze fell to his cock, heavy and semi-hard, lying against his thigh. Jess noticed my hesitation and smiled as she took me in her hand, her grip firm and familiar. “I think he wants to fuck me again, don’t you?” she asked, stroking me slowly, her eyes locked on mine.

All I could do was nod, the words caught in my throat.

Her hand worked faster, and I leaned into her for support, my palms resting on her shoulders. Jess kept her eyes on me, her voice soft and teasing as she spoke. She described their night together, the way Jack had taken her, how she’d slept curled against him in our bed. Each word fanned the fire in my core, pushing me closer to the edge. Then, her voice dropped, almost a whisper.

“I’m going to spend the night in Jack’s bed soon,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact, her hand never stopping.

My eyes widened, and she held my gaze, her meaning sinking in. “A whole weekend, Chris. Just me and him.”

Her timing was perfect. My body couldn’t take any more, and I came hard, my orgasm crashing over me as her words echoed in my mind.

After I cleaned myself up, I returned to the room. Jess was lying on her back in the center of the bed, her legs parted, Jack kneeling between them. He held her thighs, lifting them onto his shoulders, his cock thick and ready, poised at the edge of her slick, swollen lips.

“Guide it in for me, Chris,” Jack said, his voice calm but commanding.

My hands trembled as I stepped closer. This was the moment I had fantasized about, and now it was real. I reached out, taking his cock in my hand. It felt hot and firm, and as Jack leaned back slightly, I guided it to Jess’s entrance, her pink folds glistening with arousal.

“That’s good, cuckboy,” Jack said, a taunting edge in his voice. “Rub it along her cunt.”

I obeyed, running the head of his cock up and down her lips. Jess groaned as it brushed her clit, her hips bucking slightly.

“She’s aching for it, isn’t she, Chris?” Jack said, his tone almost playful.

I moaned in agreement, unable to form words.

“She needs a real man’s cock, doesn’t she?”

Again, I nodded, my head spinning as his words sank in.

“Kiss her cunt for me,” he commanded.

Still holding his cock in place, I leaned down and pressed my lips to Jess’s pussy, tasting her wetness. As I did, Jack pushed forward, sliding himself into her in one smooth motion. I pulled back, my eyes wide as I watched his cock disappear into her, stretching her, filling her completely.

I had imagined this moment so many times, but nothing compared to the reality. I wanted more—I wanted to see him thrusting into her, to watch her body take him over and over. But Jack had other plans.

He stayed buried inside her, his cock motionless, and turned to me. “Leave us, Chris,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I stepped back, pausing in the hallway just outside the door. I could hear everything—the creak of the bed, the wet sound of their coupling, Jess’s cries growing louder and more desperate. My cock stirred again as she screamed, her voice echoing through the house as her climax took her.

I stayed long enough to hear the intensity fade, then walked away, leaving them to their rest.



Jess:
I wouldn’t have minded Chris staying to watch Jack fuck me. In fact, I would have welcomed it. I wanted him to see, to witness firsthand how much I enjoyed being taken by Jack, how his cock filled me, how my body responded to him. But Jack was in control, setting the pace, steering this journey. He was the teacher, and I was more than willing to follow his lead.

Afterward, we rested together, our bodies still warm and languid from the morning’s passion. Lying in bed, we talked softly, making plans and dreaming about what might come next. Eventually, we showered together, his hands roaming my body under the water, a gentle but constant reminder of his presence. Once dressed, a new thought struck me: Jack would be a regular visitor now, and I knew how people could be.

Nosy neighbors loved to speculate, turning the simplest observations into salacious gossip. While I wasn’t ashamed of this new chapter in our lives—it was no one’s business but ours—I understood the need for discretion. We needed a reason, something plausible to explain Jack’s comings and goings.

I decided to take him to the office. The printing business was busy enough that no one would think twice about seeing me with a visitor, especially a man.

When we arrived, Chris’s reaction was predictable—his eyes widened slightly when he saw us together, but he caught himself quickly. I smiled, feeling a twinge of amusement at his unease.

“I’m just showing our prospective new client our setup here, darling,” I said lightly as Chris approached. My tone was breezy, casual, but there was a flicker of tension in the air.

Chris nodded, recovering fast. “Of course,” he said, slipping into his role seamlessly.

“Jack wants to discuss pricing over lunch,” I added, letting the words hang between us with just enough weight to imply more than I said.

The staff paid no attention, their focus on the steady hum of the machines. To them, this was business as usual. The three of us chatted briefly, an almost comical tableau of normalcy in a setting that felt anything but ordinary to me.

Once we were alone in the office, Jack leaned back against the desk with a sly grin. Chris, stepping closer, kissed me gently on the lips. “Hadn’t he seen enough of your setup already?” Chris teased, his tone playful but tinged with something deeper.

I laughed, pressing my body against him for a moment. “There’s still a lot more of me to show,” I whispered, my eyes glinting with mischief.

Later, as we headed off to lunch, I slid my hand into Chris’s and gave it a small squeeze. “I’ll drop Jack back at the office afterward,” I told him. “But why don’t the two of you grab a couple of beers before you head home? I’d like some time with the girls, and I want to bathe… and get ready for tonight.”

Chris’s expression softened, his understanding clear. He nodded, his hand tightening around mine briefly before letting go.



Chris:

To anyone looking in from the outside, the situation would seem utterly absurd—a husband sitting across from his wife’s lover, chatting and laughing like old friends. Yet, that’s exactly what Jack and I had become: not just acquaintances but companions who genuinely enjoyed each other's company. If you set aside the sexual dynamic, we got along remarkably well. For nearly two hours, we avoided the elephant in the room—Jess.

But eventually, her name came up.

“How are you handling this new lifestyle, Chris?” Jack asked, his tone low and measured, as though testing the waters.

I hesitated, shrugging. “It’s hard to put into words,” I admitted, my voice a little tight.

“But you’re enjoying it, right?” His gaze was unwavering.

“Yes,” I said, surprising myself with how easily the word came out.

“That’s good,” he replied, his lips curling into a slow grin. “Because I certainly am. Jess is incredible in bed, and I can tell you, she’s only going to get better.”

The words sent a jolt through me, and I felt the unmistakable pressure of my arousal pressing against my jeans. The thought of Jack fucking my wife—and enjoying it—had me achingly hard. The rest of the evening blurred after that, my thoughts consumed by the image of her with him.

When we finally left, Jess had changed into a loose, flowing dress. She looked radiant, her skin glowing as though she’d been lit from within. I kissed her lightly—a husband’s kiss, familiar but restrained. Jack’s kiss was different. It was long, passionate, and claiming, his hand sliding boldly over her crotch through the thin fabric of her dress. Watching them felt surreal, like stepping outside my own body and observing a life I barely recognized as mine.

Upstairs, after tucking the kids in, I returned to find them still locked in an embrace. Jack’s hand had disappeared under her skirt, and as he lifted the hem, he turned to me with a grin. “She’s not wearing any panties, Chris,” he said, his voice rich with amusement. “I think she’s ready for another round.”

“Dinner first,” Jess countered, though her tone lacked conviction.

“Fuck first,” Jack shot back, his grin widening.

They turned to me, and Jess tilted her head. “What do you think, Chris?”

Jack’s eyes flicked to the bulge in my pants, and he smirked. “I think he’d rather see us fuck first, wouldn’t you, Chris?”

I couldn’t find the words, so I simply nodded.

“Take her upstairs,” Jack instructed, his voice low and commanding. “Strip her for me. I’m going to fuck her.”

Jess’s hand slipped into mine, and I led her upstairs, my erection almost painful as it pressed against the fabric of my pants. When we reached the bedroom, I pulled her dress over her head, revealing the black suspender belt and stockings she’d worn beneath. Her body was perfection, and as she stood by the bed, Jack entered the room, closing the door behind him.

“You too, Chris,” Jack said, his voice brooking no argument. “Strip and lie down on the bed.”

Confused but obedient, I removed my clothes and lay back, my head near the edge of the mattress. Jack’s next instruction came with a knowing grin.

“Get on top of him, Jess. Sixty-nine.”

Jess moved over me, her body warm and soft as she straddled my face. Her wetness coated my tongue as I licked her eagerly, and the sensation of her mouth wrapping around my cock had me groaning. It had been so long since we’d done this—too long. I lost myself in the rhythm of her hips and the sweet taste of her arousal, the faint musk of Jack still lingering on her skin.

Then I felt the bed shift. My eyes flicked open, and I realized Jack had climbed up beside us. A moment later, his cock brushed against my forehead, and I froze. The realization hit me like a punch: he was going to take her from behind while she rode my face. The thought was dizzying, forbidden, and impossibly arousing.

Jack didn’t hesitate. His cock pushed past my tongue to find Jess’s slick entrance, and I felt her shudder as he filled her. “That’s it, cucky boy,” Jack taunted, his voice thick with pleasure. “Keep licking her clit while I fuck her.”

My groans were muffled against Jess’s swollen lips, her arousal soaking my chin as Jack’s thrusts grew harder. The bed rocked beneath us, the sound of slapping skin and wet, rhythmic thrusts filling the room. I was overwhelmed by the smell of sex, the taste of her, the visceral reality of another man’s cock claiming her body as I watched from below.

Jess came first, her cry piercing the air as her body trembled against mine. Her juices coated my face, and I felt myself follow, spilling into her mouth as she sucked me to completion. But Jack wasn’t finished. With a guttural groan, he pulled out, his cum spraying over Jess’s lips before finding mine. I choked, the salty heat of him overwhelming me as the last spurts painted my face.

When it was over, Jess collapsed beside me, her body still trembling. Jack leaned down to kiss her, their mouths meeting in a way that was both tender and primal. I slipped out of the room to clean myself up, the reality of what had just happened settling heavily over me. By the time I returned, they were still entwined.

Jack looked up, his grin lazy and sated. “Now I’m ready for dinner,” he said. “How about you, Chris?”

Jess turned to me, her voice light and casual. “Chinese or Indian?”

Minutes later, I was dressed and heading out to pick up food, leaving Jess and Jack behind to do as they pleased.


Chapter 10

Jess:

Watching Jack's car disappear down the street that Saturday morning left a bittersweet ache in my chest. The weekend had been a whirlwind of raw passion and unbridled desire, and returning to the mundanity of everyday life felt almost surreal. Family obligations, grocery shopping, visiting relatives—all the things that anchored us to reality—beckoned.

That night, I slipped back into the marital bed with Chris. The sheets felt different, the air charged with unspoken emotions. We didn't make love, but as dawn brushed the sky on Sunday morning, I reached over and wrapped my fingers around him. Gently, I began to stroke, feeling him harden under my touch. It was a silent thank you, an intimate gesture of appreciation for his understanding and acceptance of Jack's visit.

I wanted to reassure him, to ease the uncertainty I knew churned within. The upcoming weekend loomed—my planned stay with Jack. Since our wedding, Chris and I had rarely spent a night apart. This separation would be a significant shift for both of us. I sensed his apprehension, the unspoken questions in his eyes. As for me, anticipation coiled in my belly. Jack had hinted at new experiences, his eyes gleaming with promises he wouldn't yet voice. I knew he intended to share me further—that I would be pleasured by someone other than him. The thought sent a thrill coursing through me, a mix of nerves and eager excitement.



Chris:

The idea of Jess spending the weekend alone with Jack gnawed at me. We discussed it that Saturday morning before he left. The three of us sat in the kitchen, the air thick with tension and unspoken thoughts. Jess stood beside Jack, her fingers lightly resting on his shoulder. As we talked, his hand slid up the back of her skirt, disappearing beneath the fabric. My breath caught as I realized he was touching her intimately right in front of me. The way his fingers moved, the slight hitch in her breath—it was both torturous and impossibly arousing.

"I'm not going to do anything with her while she's alone with me that we haven't already done in your presence," Jack said, his eyes locked onto mine. "But she'll be more relaxed, able to fully let go. And having her warm body in my bed all night... that's something I'm looking forward to."

I wanted to protest, to find the words to express the turmoil inside me, but nothing came out.

Jess leaned toward me, her eyes soft but filled with a spark of excitement. "You can call me anytime, Chris," she whispered. "I want you to feel included, even when we're apart."

I nodded, knowing deep down that this was something she wanted—maybe even needed. There was little I could do to change it. All I could do was cherish the time we had before she left.

That night, when she moved back into our bedroom, I felt a mix of relief and sadness. She slid under the covers, her body fitting perfectly against mine. I wrapped my arm around her waist, pulling her close. The scent of her hair, the warmth of her skin—it was comforting. Even without sex, having her beside me eased some of the ache.

In the quiet darkness, I whispered, "I'll miss you next weekend."

She turned to face me, her eyes searching mine. "I'll miss you too," she said softly. "But this is part of our journey, isn't it?"

I managed a small smile. "I suppose it is."

She pressed a gentle kiss to my lips, a tender promise. "It'll be okay," she murmured.

As she settled back against me, I stared up at the ceiling, my mind swirling with conflicting emotions. Desire, jealousy, curiosity—all tangled together. I didn't know what the next weekend would bring, but for now, I was grateful to have her in my arms.



Jess:

I had resigned myself to waiting until the weekend for my next encounter with Jack, but Tuesday brought an unexpected surprise that left me both thrilled and slightly on edge.

One of the challenges of wearing stockings, as I’ve learned, is the constant vigilance required when getting in and out of a car. Modesty demands you keep your legs together and swing them gracefully, but on that particular Tuesday morning, I forgot myself. As I arrived at the office just after nine, I stepped out of the car without thinking. My skirt shifted, and I caught a glimpse of movement out of the corner of my eye.

Looking up, I realized a van driver was parked nearby, his eyes fixed on me. He wasn’t just watching—he was devouring the sight of my stocking tops and white panties. His jaw slackened, and his expression was somewhere between disbelief and delight. My cheeks flushed, though I pretended not to notice. Straightening my skirt, I strode toward the office as if nothing had happened.

It wasn’t until I heard the office door open behind me that I realized the man had followed me inside. My stomach tightened. As it turned out, he was the service engineer assigned to our printing equipment, here for the annual checkup. The thought of him lingering around the office, knowing exactly what he had seen, made me feel a mix of embarrassment and something else—a budding sense of thrill.

Half an hour later, he knocked on my office door, stepping inside with his clipboard in hand.

“I suppose you’re going to tell me we need a new machine, just like the last guy?” I quipped, trying to inject some levity into the situation.

He smiled, and there was something about the way his eyes lingered on mine that made my pulse quicken. “Actually, no,” he said. “This one’s got a few good years left in it.”

I raised an eyebrow, surprised. “An honest engineer? That’s rare.”

“Thanks,” he replied, his smile widening.

There was an easy confidence about him, something familiar. He reminded me a little of Jack—around the same age, with a quiet authority that made me feel both curious and cautious. I noticed the glint of a wedding ring on his finger, which only added to the intrigue.

“Anything else you’d like me to look at while I’m here?” he asked, glancing around the office.

The other printers were all relatively new, and I shook my head. “Not here, but we’ve got one at home that’s a bit temperamental.”

He tilted his head, his grin widening just enough to hint at mischief. “Want me to take a look at it?”

I hesitated, suddenly aware of the implications. Was he just being friendly, or was there something more behind that smile? “Is that part of the contract?” I asked, testing the waters.

He shrugged, his gaze steady. “Probably not. But I’m not one for sticking to rules.”

His words hung in the air between us, and I could feel my pulse quicken. Was he going to make a move? Did I want him to? The thrill of the moment washed over me, a mix of nerves and excitement that made my breath hitch.

“It wouldn’t be any trouble,” he continued, his voice dropping just enough to make it clear he wasn’t talking about printers anymore. “In fact, it would be a pleasure.”

I swallowed hard, my thoughts racing. There was no mistaking his intent now. I was new to this lifestyle, still learning how to navigate these moments, but the way he looked at me ignited something bold within.

“It… it wouldn’t be putting you out of your way, would it?” I asked, my voice faltering slightly.

“As I said,” he replied, his eyes locked on mine, “it would be a pleasure. A great pleasure.”

The tension between us was palpable, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe. Then, without fully understanding why, I nodded. “Okay.”

Five minutes later, I was back in my car, the service engineer’s van following close behind as I led him to my home. My heart raced the entire drive, anticipation and uncertainty swirling within me. What had I just agreed to?



Chris:

It was just after lunch when I wrapped up my meeting. Instead of heading straight back to the office, I decided to swing by the house first. A break to reset, I thought. But as I turned into the driveway, I noticed Jess’s car parked outside—and next to it, the service engineer’s van. My pulse quickened.

For a moment, I laughed at the absurd thought that sprang to mind. She’s not like that, I told myself. Yes, Jess had taken to cuckolding me, but everything so far had been deliberate, planned, and discussed. Spontaneous hookups with strangers? No, that wasn’t her style. Still, a quiet voice in my head whispered otherwise, growing louder as I stepped out of the car and let myself inside.

The house was silent, eerily so. I called out her name, but there was no response. A quick sweep of the downstairs revealed nothing out of place, but my gut churned with unease. That’s when I noticed it: the door to Jess’s room at the end of the hall upstairs was closed. We never closed doors unless we were inside.

My heart pounded as I climbed the stairs. The closer I got to the door, the louder that voice in my head became. She’s in there. She’s with him.

I stood outside the door, unsure what to do. Should I knock? Call out? Or just walk away? My hand hovered near the doorknob, trembling, as I strained to hear what was happening inside.

Then I heard it—a soft, unmistakable sound. A groan. Jess’s voice.

I froze, my breath catching in my throat. There was a pause, then another sound, this time louder—a gasp followed by a low, drawn-out moan. My chest tightened. There was no mistaking it now. Jess was inside, and she wasn’t alone. The faint creaking of the bed confirmed what my mind was struggling to process. She was with him. He was inside her.

My emotions collided in a chaotic storm. A part of me wanted to burst in, to confront them, to stop what was happening. Another part wanted to stay and listen, to take in every sound and etch it into my memory. But most of all, I felt a wave of intense arousal. The idea of Jess, my wife, being fucked by another man—without my presence, without my permission—sent a jolt of heat straight to my core.

I couldn’t stay. My legs moved before I fully understood what I was doing, carrying me back down the hall, down the stairs, and out the door. I walked briskly to my car, my heart hammering against my ribcage as I slid into the driver’s seat and gripped the wheel. My erection strained against my trousers, a throbbing reminder of what I’d just heard.

As I pulled out of the driveway, my thoughts raced. Jess, in our house, in her bed, taking another man inside her. The shock of it mingled with the undeniable arousal coursing through me. By the time I reached the office, I was in a daze—horny, humiliated, and utterly consumed by the image of what was happening behind that closed door.



Jess:

Stepping inside the house with another man felt like crossing an invisible line. My heart raced with a mix of fear and excitement as I closed the door behind us. I had no idea what would happen—or even if anything would happen—but the uncertainty only heightened my nerves.

I led him to the home office, where the printer sat. “Here it is,” I said, trying to sound casual. He gave the machine a cursory glance, barely looking at it, before turning his attention to me. That’s when I realized he hadn’t even brought his toolbox.

“For what it’s worth, you’d be better off chucking it and getting a new one,” he said with a shrug. “They’re cheap enough these days.”

I stared at the printer, avoiding his gaze. I couldn’t bring myself to meet his eyes, afraid of what I might see there—or what he might see in mine.

“Anything else around here that needs servicing?” he asked, his tone low and suggestive.

I forced myself to look away, my cheeks burning. “I… I don’t think so,” I murmured, my voice barely audible.

Suddenly, I felt his hand on my shoulder. “Are you sure about that?” he asked, his voice softer now, almost a whisper.

I looked up and found myself caught in his gaze. Before I could think, his face was close to mine, and then his lips were on mine. His kiss was firm and insistent, and within moments, his hands were cupping my breasts through my blouse. I froze, unsure what to do. A voice in my head screamed that I should push him away. After all, I barely knew this man—I didn’t even know his name—but my body refused to move. Instead, I stood there, letting him unbutton my blouse, piece by piece.

When our lips parted, his focus shifted to my clothing. He slid my blouse off my shoulders, and his hands reached behind me to unhook my bra with practiced ease. Before I had a chance to catch my breath, he leaned down and took one of my nipples into his mouth. The heat of his lips, the teasing graze of his teeth—it sent a jolt of electricity through me. I gasped, my resolve crumbling.

He dropped to his knees, his hands sliding down my hips to the hem of my skirt. In a fluid motion, he tugged it down, leaving me standing there in just my stockings and panties. His lips trailed kisses along my thighs as his fingers hooked the waistband of my panties and pulled them down.

“You’d better show me the way to your bedroom,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

Dazed, I picked up my discarded clothes and led him upstairs. I felt like a different person—almost like I was outside myself, watching as I brought this stranger into my most intimate space. Climbing into bed, I instinctively pulled the covers over myself, trying to shield some part of my modesty. But he wouldn’t have it. He yanked the sheets away and pushed me back onto the mattress. Moments later, his mouth was on me again, this time between my thighs.

His tongue worked magic, exploring every inch of me with a skill that left me breathless. He teased the hood of my clit, traced the folds of my lips, and plunged deep into me, his movements deliberate and unrelenting. I squirmed beneath him, moaning uncontrollably, but when his tongue moved lower, my body froze in shock. No man had ever touched me there before, let alone with his tongue. Yet, as he circled and pressed against the sensitive ring of muscle, a wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain surged through me.

I screamed, begging him to fuck me. I wasn’t even aware of what I was saying, lost entirely to the sensation. When he finally pulled away and stood to undress, I lay there trembling, my body alive with need. His cock was big—not as thick as Jack’s but long, with a slight upward curve that promised something entirely new.

When he entered me, that curve hit me in ways I hadn’t imagined. I wrapped my legs around his waist, holding him close as he thrust deep and steady. He fucked me through two orgasms, his pace never faltering as I clung to him, gasping and crying out his name—except I didn’t know his name.

Afterward, as we lay side by side, I finally asked, “What’s your name?”

“Rod,” he said with a laugh.

I reached down to wrap my fingers around his still-hard cock, slick with my juices. “An appropriate name,” I said with a sly grin.

He laughed again, but his amusement quickly turned into hunger as he kissed me deeply. He told me about his wife, who wasn’t interested in sex, and how seeing me earlier—stockings, panties, everything—had driven him wild. “Your husband must be all over you,” he said.

“Actually, he’s not as interested in sex as I am,” I admitted.

“Fuck,” he said, shaking his head. “If I were your husband, I’d be fucking you two or three times a day.”

“Can you manage that?” I teased.

“Fucking right I can,” he growled, rolling me onto my back. This time, his pace was slow, deliberate, and devastatingly effective. I came again, my body writhing under his as he drove me over the edge.



Chris:

Jess returned to the office a little after two, her expression calm, almost unreadable. She had been gone for at least two hours. The sight of her stirred a mix of emotions in me—jealousy, curiosity, and a hunger that I couldn’t fully explain. The hum of phones and the chatter of staff kept us from having a proper conversation, but I managed to ask casually, “Where have you been?”

“Just out,” she said simply, her tone giving nothing away.

I didn’t press further. It wasn’t the time or place for this conversation, and I wanted her to come forward on her own. Still, my mind churned. I’d been at the house. I knew what I’d heard, what she’d been doing. The thought burned inside me, jealousy clawing at my chest. But mixed with that jealousy was something darker, something that made my breath quicken: arousal.

I imagined what her body would look like after being with him—her pussy swollen, her lips reddened and slick with wetness. Not just hers, but his, too. Another man’s cum inside her, marking her. The image sent a shiver through me. I wanted to taste it, to taste him on her.



Jess:

I could tell something was off with Chris as soon as I saw him. He was quiet, withdrawn—a sure sign he was troubled. When he told me he had dropped by the house earlier, my heart skipped. He knew. He didn’t say it outright, but I could see it in his eyes. He knew I’d been fucking.

I leaned in to kiss him, wrapping my arms around him. “I’ve been fucking,” I admitted softly.

“Going to tell me about it?” he asked, his voice careful, as though he was afraid of what he might hear.

I hesitated, Jack’s words coming back to me: “Sometimes it’s better to keep some things just for yourself. Let him know he’s been cuckolded, but keep the details to yourself—it keeps him on his toes.”

I smiled faintly and reached down, cupping the bulge in his pants. “I think I’ll keep the details to myself,” I said. “But you can taste for yourself.”

Chris dropped to his knees without hesitation, lifting my skirt and tugging at the waistband of my panties. I’d changed into fresh ones after Rod left, but they weren’t clean anymore. His fingers brushed the gusset, feeling the dampness there.

“Clean that up, too,” I said, my voice low.

He obeyed, pulling my panties down to my stocking tops and bringing the fabric to his mouth. I watched as his tongue licked away the sticky remnants of Rod’s cum. It was a heady, powerful feeling, watching him consume the evidence of my infidelity.

“That’s a good cuck,” I murmured, stroking his hair. “Now clean me.”

His mouth moved from my panties to my pussy, his tongue pressing firmly against me as I pulled his head closer. He delved into me, licking and probing until I gasped, my body trembling as I thought about Rod. I could still feel the echo of his cock inside me, the way he’d filled me, the weight of his release. I moaned at the memory, coming against Chris’s eager tongue.

When I’d recovered, I pulled him to his feet and kissed his lips, tasting the mix of Rod’s cum and my own arousal on him. Taking his hand, I led him upstairs to our bed. He lay back as I rolled a condom down his slick, twitching cock. “This is for being a good cuck,” I told him, straddling him and easing myself down.

Chris didn’t last long—just a few minutes—but the look of satisfaction on his face told me it didn’t matter. When he finished, I slid off him, removing the condom. Holding it delicately, I brought the open end to his lips.

“Drink,” I said softly.

His eyes met mine, full of need and submission, and he obeyed without hesitation, tipping his head back and letting the contents slide into his mouth. He swallowed, his expression almost reverent, as if it were nectar.

I smiled, brushing my fingers along his cheek. “Good boy,” I whispered.


Chapter 11

Chris:

Wednesday marked the beginning of a period of upheaval for me, both physically and emotionally. It wasn’t just the growing anticipation of Jess leaving for her weekend with Jack—a prospect that simultaneously excited and tormented me—but also the chaos at home. Luke, the builder, arrived to begin work on the new en-suite bathroom. The day was a whirlwind of moving furniture into the spare room and dealing with the delivery of bathroom fittings, which cluttered the house even more.

Luke’s presence only added to my tension. He was blatantly interested in Jess, and while she played it to her advantage—nagging him to keep the mess to a minimum and to work quickly—I couldn’t ignore the possibility of them eventually crossing that line. She told me she’d mentioned her weekend plans to him. He’d asked where she was going, dropping hints about his own weekend getaways, but she had quickly shut it down. “You’ll be working this weekend,” she’d said curtly, leaving no room for discussion.

Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that it was inevitable. Jess had a way of turning things in her favor, and I knew she’d eventually use Luke to test me further. The thought excited me as much as it hurt. He wasn’t her usual type, but that didn’t matter. Jess didn’t need to be attracted to him—she’d do it just to put me through the emotional wringer, to challenge my boundaries and push me deeper into this life we were building.

On Thursday morning, just before I left for work, Jess caught me in the kitchen. She lifted her skirt with a sly grin, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any panties. All she had on beneath the flared fabric was a pair of black stockings. “No panties today,” she said casually, planting a kiss on my lips before telling me she’d be in later.

I left the house in a state of painful arousal and jealous unease. My wife, without panties, alone in the house with two builders—both of whom would drop everything for the chance to shag her. And Jess, who had promised herself to one of them, though only when the work was finished. “He’s not getting into my panties until it’s all done to my satisfaction,” she’d told me. It wasn’t much, but it gave me a small measure of comfort—a stay of execution.

When Jess arrived at the office later that day, she was back to wearing panties. As she leaned over me to grab a fax, I couldn’t resist slipping my hand under her skirt. My fingers brushed against the fabric, and I smirked. “Got some panties on now, hey?”

She smiled, her tone playful but pointed. “What sort of woman do you think I am?”

I knew exactly what kind of woman she was. That knowledge only made the situation harder—literally and figuratively.



Jess:

I let Chris’s cheeky behavior at the office slide—it wasn’t the right time to address it, especially since I didn’t want him to see the fax from Jack just yet. But when we got home and the house was ours again, I decided it was time to set a new boundary.

“You can’t just touch me like that anymore,” I told him as we stood in the kitchen. “Not without my permission.”

Chris looked startled, even a little hurt, but I softened the moment with a kiss. “I love you,” I said, my hand drifting to the bulge in his trousers, “but you can’t grope me whenever you feel like it. Other men can, but you can’t—unless you’re invited.”

This was all part of Jack’s training. “A good cuckoldress gets her cuckold’s mindset right as quickly as possible,” Jack had said. “Once a man becomes a cuckold, he loses all the rights he once had to his wife’s body. Intimacy must become a privilege, a favor, or a reward—not an expectation.”

I repeated these words to Chris as I gently stroked him through his trousers. His reaction was predictable—a mix of discomfort and undeniable arousal. He didn’t like what he was hearing, but his body told me he was excited nonetheless. I was learning how to handle him, how to balance stern authority with just enough tenderness to keep him eager. We were making progress, though there was still a long way to go.

To reinforce the dynamic, I decided to ask Chris for a favor. “Shave me,” I said softly, handing him a razor and some lotion.

My pussy didn’t really need it—just a few bristles here and there—but that wasn’t the point. I wanted him to feel my body, to touch me, knowing that’s all he would be allowed to do. I wanted him to focus on me, to remind him of his place and deepen his longing.

Chris knelt in front of me, his hands trembling slightly as he worked. I watched him carefully, noting the way his breathing quickened. When he finished, I slipped my skirt back on and took my seat at the kitchen table. “Sit down,” I said, handing him a notepad and pen.

Then I reached for the fax from Jack—the one I’d hidden earlier—and placed it in front of him.



Chris:

The fax hit me like a bolt of lightning. I read it once, then again, and again, my mind struggling to process the implications. Jess sat across from me, calm and composed, watching my reaction with quiet expectation. “It’s just to make things formal and legal,” she explained softly. “I love you very much, Chris, and I have no intention of ever leaving you. But… if something were to go wrong in the future, I need absolution from any blame for infidelity.”

Her logic was sound in its own way, though the reality of it twisted my stomach. I stared at the fax in silence before asking, “Why can’t I just sign this, then?”

Jess smiled patiently. “Because it might not hold up as proper legal evidence,” she said. “It needs to be in your own handwriting and sent formally to make it binding.”

I nodded, though the weight of the task felt crushing. I’d never written Jess a letter before—emails, texts, sure, but never something as personal as this. My hand trembled as I picked up the pen and began copying the words from Jack’s fax, each sentence pulling me deeper into the gravity of what I was doing.

My Darling Jess,

We’ve had many discussions of late about our sexual problems—or more accurately, my sexual problems. I’m deeply sorry for being unable to satisfy you sexually, and even more sorry for the distress it causes you. I know how much you enjoy and need intimacy, and I love you so much for being honest with me about your needs.

It’s unfair that you should continue to suffer because of my shortcomings. That’s why I’m writing to formally give you my permission to seek sexual satisfaction elsewhere. Although the thought of you being with another man pains me, I understand that my inability to meet your needs shouldn’t prevent you from finding fulfillment.

I also understand this will mean dating other men, and I promise not to stand in your way. I will respect your need for privacy and space, and if that means leaving the marital bedroom on occasion, I will comply. Moreover, I’ll be courteous to any male visitors you bring into our home.

Although I’d prefer your partners not be friends or business associates, I acknowledge that the choice is entirely yours. I will not raise objections to your decisions or attempt to limit the frequency of your liaisons. You are free to see who you want, when you want, my darling.

Finally, I acknowledge that there may come a time when you wish to conceive a child with a lover. I respect that this is your right. If this happens, I will not only allow my name to appear on the child’s birth certificate but also help raise the child as my own.

All my love,
Chris

My hands were shaking by the time I finished. I folded the letter carefully, placed it in the envelope Jess had provided, and addressed it. When I handed it to her, I felt as though I were handing over a piece of myself. Jess took it with a calm smile and left the room, leaving me alone with my swirling emotions.

A few minutes later, she returned. This time, she kneeled before me, her hands reaching for my belt. I froze, my breath catching as she unzipped my trousers and tugged them down along with my boxers. The anticipation was unbearable as she retrieved a condom from its packet, unrolling it over my hard, throbbing cock.

For a fleeting moment, I thought she might let me make love to her. The need to feel her heat, her tightness, her closeness was overwhelming. But Jess had other plans.

“I’ll have to let Luke use your condoms when he fucks me,” she said casually, her hand beginning to stroke me. “You don’t mind, do you, darling?”

I couldn’t respond, helpless under her touch as her strokes quickened.

“Are you looking forward to me fucking him?” she asked, her voice dripping with taunting sweetness.

I wanted to say no. I wanted to beg her not to let it happen. But I couldn’t. My throat tightened, and all that came out was a groan.

“Was that a yes?” she pressed, her eyes gleaming.

I groaned again, my body betraying me as her words fueled my arousal.

“You know what I’d really like, don’t you?” she whispered.

I shook my head, unable to look at her.

“I’d like to see you put the condom on him before he fucks me,” she said. “Roll it down his big, thick shaft and make sure it’s on properly.”

Her words sent me over the edge. The first spurt of cum shot into the condom, and I couldn’t stop myself from looking down as the teat filled with my thick, white release. I groaned, humiliated and yet deeply aroused by what she had made me do.

Jess smiled, her satisfaction evident. She leaned in and kissed me softly, her lips brushing mine as if to seal her dominance.



Jess:
Friday morning buzzed with anticipation. The thought of seeing Jack later in the day sent waves of excitement coursing through me, but that wasn’t the only thrill. Chris, ever attentive and eager to please, had offered to take me shopping for the weekend. I didn’t need much—my closet was already bursting with skirts, tops, and dresses—but I craved something special. Sexy, intimate lingerie that would be just for Jack. Something I could leave behind at his place, a quiet token of our connection, distinct from what I wore for Chris.

There’s a certain power in lingerie, in its unspoken language. Some pieces belong to a moment, a man, a memory. I had special sets for Chris—ones I knew he adored—and now I wanted the same for Jack. The thought sent a delicious shiver through me.

The morning brought another thrill when the letter arrived. Chris met the postman in the driveway, his face tight with something between apprehension and submission as he handed it to me. His hand trembled slightly, and for a moment, I felt a pang of sympathy. He was, after all, delivering the ultimate symbol of surrender—an official acknowledgment of my authority in our dynamic.

I kissed him softly, my lips lingering on his, and wrapped him in a warm hug. I wanted to soothe him, even as I relished the control I held in my hands. The letter disappeared into a drawer, but the weight of it lingered between us.



Chris:
I could have kept the letter. Torn it up. Hidden it somewhere she’d never find. But instead, I turned back to the house, compelled by something deeper than logic, and handed it over. My heart thundered as I held it out, my pulse echoing in my ears. Jess smiled at me—gentle, knowing—but the kiss she gave me was electric.

When she leaned into me, her body pressing against mine, she couldn’t miss my arousal. I couldn’t hide it. The shame and excitement tangled inside me, inseparable. I felt her smirk against my lips, and my knees almost buckled under the weight of her understanding.

Later, Jess followed me to work, and we made our way to the High Street. A familiar lingerie shop waited for us. Last time, she had twirled through the aisles, occasionally lifting a piece to ask if I thought Jack would like it. But today, she moved with purpose, her choices swift and deliberate. She didn’t consult me once.

When she finished, she handed me the basket. A silent command. I carried it to the counter like a dutiful husband, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks as the young salesgirl began folding the pieces with meticulous care.

“Romantic getaway?” she asked, her tone light and friendly.

Jess’s voice was honeyed as she replied, “Yes, I am.”

The girl didn’t look up, didn’t catch the subtle emphasis. But I did. The truth of her words cut through me. She was going on a romantic weekend—but not with me. My chest tightened as I carried the bag back to the car: five matching bra and panties sets, two basques, suspender belts, stockings, and a couple of baby dolls. Each item felt like a declaration, a tangible reminder of her plans with Jack.

At home, the house bustled with activity—workmen clattering through the space—but Jess managed to slip away to shower and change. She beckoned me to help her pack, her tone soft but commanding. I folded her clothes carefully under her supervision, feeling the sharp ache of humiliation and pride as I filled the suitcase for her weekend away.

When it was time to leave, we lingered at the train station, our kisses long and deep. I held her close, inhaling her perfume, committing the moment to memory. Then, as the train pulled away, a wave of sadness engulfed me. I stood there on the platform, watching until her carriage disappeared from view, the sting of her absence as sharp as ever.



Jess:
I felt a pang of guilt as the train pulled away from the station. Leaving Chris and the children wasn’t easy. I knew Chris was hurting—his silent, brave face that morning lingered in my mind. At one point, I almost changed my plans. I could have called Jack, asked him to come to me instead. But this wasn’t just about convenience. It was about boundaries, control, and the evolution of my role.

Jack’s words echoed in my thoughts: “A true Cuckoldress prioritizes her sexual independence early. She seeks her pleasure, not her husband's, though he may benefit from it. A Cuckoldress is a free spirit, untethered, thriving in her autonomy.”

As the train rattled down the tracks, I turned the idea over in my head. A few weeks ago, would I have been on a journey like this, filled with longing and anticipation for a lover? Would I have been imagining the moment he closed the door behind us? How I would fall to my knees, unbuckle his belt, and release him? The thought of Jack’s cock—thick, warm, pulsing with need—filled my mind. I could almost feel its weight in my hands, the stretch of my lips as I took him deep into my mouth.

The damp heat building between my thighs broke through my thoughts. I shifted, picking up a magazine to distract myself, but the distraction didn’t last. A movement caught my eye. Across the carriage, a well-dressed man sat with his gaze fixed—on my legs. Not just looking. Trying. His eyes darted to my hemline, lingering as though willing my skirt to rise higher.

I glanced down at myself. The skirt wasn’t especially short, but the stockings I wore underneath told a different story. When I’d sat, the lace tops might have shown, just for a moment. Enough for him to wonder.

He hadn’t noticed me noticing him. I looked back at my magazine, but a mischievous idea took root. Uncrossing my legs, I let the movement seem casual, natural, but left them slightly apart. When I peeked up again, his tongue was practically hanging out of his mouth. I stifled a smile as he shifted in his seat. It didn’t take much imagination to know he was hard.

Pretending to focus on the glossy pages, I relaxed further, parting my thighs just enough for the crotch of my red panties to peek above my stocking tops. Another glance confirmed it—his face was a mixture of awe and agony. I wondered about his cock. Was it big and thick like Jack’s? Or more like Chris’s—serviceable but unremarkable?

The thrill of the power coursed through me. I could feel myself becoming wetter, knowing what I was doing to him. This freedom—this exhilarating liberty of being a Cuckoldress—was reshaping me. A few weeks ago, I would have dismissed this as vulgar, beneath me. But now, why shouldn’t I arouse another man if I wanted to? Why shouldn’t I wonder about their bodies, their needs?

Men had done this forever, objectifying women without a second thought. Now it was my turn. My rules.

The train began to slow, pulling into the station, and my focus shifted. Jack was waiting on the platform, his broad frame unmistakable even from a distance. The moment the train stopped, he strode forward, pulling the door open and grabbing my suitcase with effortless ease.

We didn’t care who was watching as our lips collided in a hungry kiss. His hands gripped my waist, firm and possessive, and I melted into him. “I need a fuck,” I whispered against his lips.

“That’s good,” he growled, his voice low and rough. “Because you’re getting one whether you want it or not.”

Heat pooled in my core as he kissed me again, harder this time, his arousal pressing against me. Hand in hand, we began walking toward the exit, leaving the world behind.

As we moved through the crowd, I glanced back at the carriage. The man who had been ogling me was still there, his eyes following us. His expression was unguarded, a mix of envy and lust. It wasn’t hard to imagine what he was thinking—that he wished he were the one walking beside me, taking me somewhere private to claim me as his. The thought sent a thrill through me.

I tightened my grip on Jack’s hand, my body already humming with anticipation. I didn’t care about the man on the train. He could dream all he wanted, but tonight, I belonged to Jack.
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The Hotwife: A Husband Watches His Cuckold Fantasy Become Reality

I'm not that different to any other guy really. You'd never really guess anything was different if you met my wife Lucy or me. In fact you could come to our house, spend the day chatting with us as we sit drinking beers and never know the truth.

The truth that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, watching my wife on her knees in front of another man. Listening as she tells me how much bigger he is.

Or that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, waiting for her to come home and sit on my face, building up the Dutch courage to actually do it, to go down on her after another man has filled her full of his cum in a hotel room.

Listen, I am just a normal guy, with just one secret, one thing that makes me different to a lot of guys. My cuckold fantasy has actually become a reality.

Hotwife: Origins: The First Time

As Hayley walked down the corridor toward her hotel room, she knew this was the point of no return. The line across the door that marked the entrance to her room really was that line in the sand.

If she let Chris and John cross it, she was crossing all those boundaries completely. She was taking two guys back to her hotel room. She was cheating on her husband for the first time, although she had a suspicion he might actually like the idea deep down.

This is the origin of Hayley, the cheating hotwife.

You Wanted This: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Brutally Exposed

Revised 2nd Edition

As Ben sat in the living room, he could feel his heart rate rising second by second. He had just heard his wife Leah turn her key in the door, but tonight was different. Tonight was going to be very different. Leah wasn't the only person about to walk through the door. Leah had brought Carter with her. And this wasn't a social visit. Carter was there for one reason and one reason only. He was there to get his cock inside Leah.

He knew it, Leah knew it, and Ben definitely knew it. But as Carter walked into the living room, Ben's feelings of excitement and arousal suddenly vanished as his feelings of jealousy and insecurity overtook him. Did he really want to go through with it? Did he really want to watch his pretty little wife get on her knees in front of this stranger?

The thing is, Ben didn't really have a choice. A few weeks ago, Leah had discovered his fetish. She had discovered all of his fantasies about her with other men, and she had agreed to explore them.

"You wanted this, babe," was the last thing she said as her lips closed around Carter's big hard cock only a few feet in front of Ben.

But that was only the beginning, and all of Ben's deepest, darkest cuckold fantasies were about to be brutally exposed by Leah.
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