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Broken By His Bully

Chapter 1 - Carly

Our relationship was in complete shambles, and my clueless boyfriend Brian didn’t seem to pick up on it at all. I’d never dated someone like him before, and after six months of living together, I knew I’d never do it again.

My initial attraction to Brian stemmed from his kindness. My most recent ex had been verbally abusive, and I wanted to try a nice guy. There was something likeable about Brian, and as we got to know each other better, I developed a crush on him. He bought me flowers and took me on real dates, and it was just something new for me being courted that way.

He asked me to be his girlfriend right as we were both looking to get a lease on campus, and we made the ill fated decision of doing it together. Brian was a virgin, and even though he claimed that he wanted to have sex with me, it never happened. Even after we moved in together, he avoided it and would only let me give him handjobs with his eyes closed, which I found off putting.

I gave up on being the initiator, and halfway through our lease, I was hornier than I’d ever been in my life. The sexual frustration had strange effects on me, and I found my tastes in porn becoming more extreme, and desiring rougher, forceful sex. I wanted to be ravaged.

Brian was a complete pushover, and anyone who wanted to could walk all over him. I’ll admit that I took advantage of him myself, using his debit card to buy groceries even though I had a couple grand in savings. It just made sense that he be the provider, at least it was one manly thing he could do for me. His lack of boundaries and backbone was a huge turn off, spurring my fantasies of more masculine, dominant men.

The worst part about the situation was the fact that we still had six months left on our lease, so I really didn’t want to start problems until it was closer to the termination period. Trying to communicate with him was completely futile, because he was such a people pleaser that he’d practically roll over and offer his neck in submission as soon as I raised my voice. It was awful, and I knew I couldn’t stand it much longer.

There were other things as well, and they piled up as my resentment for him grew. I hated his lack of awareness, his dumb hobbies like gaming, and how he was always depressed because there was this guy he shared some classes with who picked on him. At first, I kind of dismissed the problem and rolled my eyes, assuming he was simply being himself and not putting up boundaries.

Over time, his constant whining and sunken body language took a toll on me. He was in the middle of complaining about the way he was treated when I finally snapped, and told him point blank to stand up for himself and handle it before I did it myself.

“Could you?” he asked, staring back at me with wide eyes.

“Could I what?”

“Talk to Dominic for me. Try to make him leave me alone.” he said. It was perhaps the most pathetic thing I’d ever heard, asking his girlfriend to fight his battles for him while missing the point that my offer was made out of frustration as opposed to sincerity.

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, baby. Please, I’ll do anything. I’ll even pay your half of rent.” he said, lacing his fingers and making praying hands. Watching him beg gave me the ick, and I agreed to talk to his bully just so I could get out of there. I went to the bathroom, locked the door, and made myself a hot bath. I couldn’t believe the situation I’d gotten myself wrapped up in with Brian, and I wanted the nightmare to be over.

Chapter 2 - Brian

Carly thought I left the house so she could talk to Dominic, but I was actually hiding in our bedroom closet. It was a level of excitement unlike any other, and there was no way I was going to miss the show. She had an amazing ability to stand up for herself, and I was ready to be rid of Dominic’s influence over my life.

I sat down on some pillows and blankets, and waited patiently for his arrival while scrolling through my phone. There was a knock at the door, and I felt a chill move up my spine. It was finally time for someone to put Dominic in his place, once and for all.

The conversation started in the living room, and I couldn’t really make out what they were saying so I tried crawling to the other side of the closet. There was some laughter, and I figured she was being polite and making small talk to start things off. When I settled into the nearest corner, I placed my ear to the wall and their voices finally came into focus.

“The thing is, I take a lot of my frustrations out on him. It’s not really something I’m willing to part with, but maybe we could make a trade.” Dominic said. He fancied himself a smooth talker, and I rubbed my hands together in preparation for her retort.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, if I leave him alone, then my frustrations are going to fester,” he said.

“That sounds like a you problem.” she said.

“No, it’s a him problem, because I’m not going to stop. Is this really why you invited me over here?” Dom asked.

“Look, I know he can be a little annoying, I just can’t deal with him moping around all the time.” she said.

“You know, I’m really shocked that you two are together. Not to be rude, it’s just that you’re way prettier than I expected.”

“Oh, thanks. I mean, I don’t think it’s gonna work out with him anyway, but that’s kinda beside the point.”

“He’s probably a big pussy in the bedroom, huh?” he asked. I felt my face turn red with anger, even more so when she giggled at his question.

“Honestly, I assume so, but we’ve never had sex.” she said, confessing to Dominic about our lack of intimacy. It was the most frustrating feeling in the world, sitting as still as possible while my girlfriend opened up to my bully.

“That doesn’t surprise me at all. You’re so hot, though. I’d love to take over his duties and bend you over.”

“Dominic, stop! You’re terrible.” she said. I hated the way she was acting, the constant flow of feminine giggles. I couldn’t see where or how they were sitting, and I felt my blood boiling as my plan to hear her put him in his place fell apart.

“I’m serious. I bet you’re such a good girl in the bedroom, I kinda get that vibe from you. I’m sorry, I’m not trying to be too forward, you’re just really beautiful and I love your energy.” he said, his deep voice traveled straight through the walls, and made my stomach turn.

“It’s fine, I don’t mind.” she said. For some reason, I felt a shift in their energy, and my penis started getting hard.

“You should sit closer, let me look at you.”

“You’re bad. We should stop.” she said. A huge rush of adrenaline kicked on, and I felt a huge impulse to rush out there and confront them, but I felt too scared and froze instead.

“I can’t help it, I want it.” he said.

“Is it hot in here, or is it just me?” she asked, letting out an obnoxious cackle. It was the last thing I expected from her, to be behaving like that towards my abuser.

“The hotness is definitely all you. Do you really want me to stop picking on Brian, or what?”

“Honestly, I don’t really care. I couldn’t believe he asked me to talk to you.”

“You said he was moping around all the time. I think we could make a mutually beneficial agreement. You do something for me, and I’ll leave him alone.” he said. I couldn’t stand it anymore, and slowly turned the closet door handle to try and go see what was going on.

“You’re so naughty. We can’t do that.” she said.

“I think we can. We’re both consenting adults, what’s stopping us?” he asked.

“Oh my God.” she said. I crawled towards the open bedroom door, careful not to make a sound. When I peeked my head around the corner, I wasn’t prepared for what I saw. “It’s so big.”

“You like that dick?” he asked. Carly was down on her knees, with Dominic standing over her with the front of his jeans open, holding the biggest, hardest cock I’d ever seen.

“It’s amazing.” she said.

“Put your hands behind your back. Open your mouth.” he said, placing his hand on the back of her head. I watched as she looked up at him, grinning and doing as she was told. “Look at that pretty face.”

“I want it.” she said, practically moaning as he slapped his enormous root against the side of her face. The swelling pressure in my pants was too much to ignore, and I found myself reflexively touching myself and rubbing up and down over my shorts.

“Brian is my little bitch, so the only way this trade will be fair is if you’ll be my little slut.” he said, laying his juicy length directly across her face while she stayed still like a trained dog, waiting for his permission.

“I’ll do anything you say.”

“I knew you were a good girl. Suck on my balls.”

“Yes, daddy.” she said, making it so. There was no sign of hesitation, she betrayed me without a second thought, latching onto his swollen testicles and slurping eagerly like a pornstar.

“Good little slut, there you go. Spit on it.” he said. The jealousy settled into my bones, seeing how effortless it was for him to seduce her and turn her into an enthusiastic little cock sucker. I’d always been too scared to escalate, and I wanted our first time to be perfect.

Ptooey!

“Kiss it. Kiss daddy’s big dick.”

“Yes sir.” she said, smiling up at him and placing her soft lips against his mushroom head, placing soft kisses at first, but quickly progressing to a full on make out session with his bulbous tip.

Fap, fap, fap… I reached into my pants and started stroking. It was too much for me to handle, and I watched in horror as she opened wide and let him fuck her sweet throat like I’d never done before. I felt nothing but shame and regret, and for some reason that turned me on beyond belief.

Gluck, gluck, gluck, gluck, gluck!

“Choke on it. Show me what a good little slut you are for daddy.” he said, holding her head down in his crotch until she gagged and gasped for air. Dominic treated her terribly, spitting into her mouth, slapping her with his erection, and pulling her hair and forcing her to swallow him deeper.

“Ahhh!” she gasped for air when he gave the chance, but she seemed to be enjoying it and was furiously rubbing her clit while he used her like a fuck toy.

“Open.” he said, grabbing a handful of her hair and tilting back her head before spitting again into her mouth. “Say thank you.”

“Thank you, daddy. Do it again.”

Ptooey! Carly caught his spit in her mouth, gulping it down and asking for more. He dragged her by the hair to the couch, and threw her down facefirst before tearing her white yoga pants open at the seam. They were a birthday gift, and I spent forty dollars on them.

“Look at that pretty little pussy.” he said, spitting onto his hand and grabbing her from behind like a bowling ball.

“Oh, fuck.”

“Why are you so wet? You really are a depraved little whore, aren’t you?”

“Yes, daddy.” she said, looking back at him with doe eyes as he laid his palm hard across her bare ass. “Ughn!”

“You better hope you’re on birth control, because I’m not pulling out.” he said. Dominic got naked, and Carly took off her shirt and bra and got on her hands and knees for him.

“I’m not, daddy, but I don’t care. You can do whatever you want to me.”

“You’re such a loving girlfriend. Look at what you’re willing to do for your pathetic boyfriend.” Dominic said, getting on the couch directly behind her, again taking hold of her hair and giving it a tug. I stared at his big veiny erection, dripping with my girlfriend’s viscous spit and knew that I’d forever be inadequate for her.

“Breed me, Dominic. I need it so badly.”

“I know, angel. That’s why you’re my good little whore.” he said, pushing his monstrous girth inside of her. The way she squealed nearly made me cum in my pants, and it was like she started cumming as soon as he bottomed out.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck, daddy. Oh, fuck.”

“Bounce on daddy’s dick. I didn’t expect that ass, baby. Your shit is tight as fuck, you feel like a virgin.” he said, grunting and fucking her without sympathy. He was as mean in the bedroom as he was in the classroom, hammering her so hard that their bodies made rhythmic slapping sounds.

“Ughn! Nnghhh!”

“Yeah, you like that, bitch?”

“Yes! Right there, don’t stop. Right fucking there.”

“So fucking wet.”

“Oh! I’m cumming again, daddy. I’m cumming!” she called out, screaming so loud that everyone in the building had to be hearing what I was hearing. Dominic slapped her ass so many times that his red hand print formed on her pale cheek, and Carly was like an animal in heat, taking every bit of punishment he doled out and begging for him to continue.

She appeared almost exhausted by the time he turned her over onto her back, and for some reason my jealousy spiked again when he got on top of her and started kissing her passionately. It felt so intimate, and so deeply violating that she was giving herself to him so freely. Dominic was exceedingly proud of his size, and continuously teased her by slapping it against her pussy and telling her to ask permission.

“Please, please, please. I need it.”

“I know, baby. I know you do.” he said, whispering and cupping her head in his arms. He grabbed her face and forced his tongue into her mouth, impaling her on his meatrod and thrusting like a mad man. I had no idea how he possessed that type of stamina, and Carly’s chest and neck flushed red over and over while he aggressively kissed her neck and stretched her tightness.

I had to keep starting and stopping because I was so close to orgasm, and a thin layer of sweat covered my entire body, a mixture of arousal and fear. He whispered something into her ear, and she arched her back against him as a smile spread across her face. Her eyes were closed, but I could see the pure ecstasy written all over her.

“I love you, daddy.” she whimpered, letting him grope her tits and wrapping her legs around his waist.

“Do you want it? Do you want daddy to make you pregnant?”

“I do. Please give me your cum.”

“Look at me, good girl. Look in my eyes while I breed that tight little pussy.” He placed his hand on her neck, squeezing to the point where her face changed colors, grunting like a wild animal when he arrived. Carly’s leg and foot were shaking uncontrollably, and her eyes rolled all the way back in her skull as drool dribbled from the corner of her lips. I cupped my hand in front of my dick, catching my cum and twitching in place as I arrived. It wasn’t my proudest wank, but it was the highest level of arousal I’d ever achieved, and I came so hard that my brain went temporarily offline.

Chapter 3 - Carly

Dominic was the best fuck of my life, and I was instantly smitten. I barely even knew him, but he was charismatic, charming, and handsome. His body was muscular and chiseled, and his tattoos gave him something of a bad boy vibe.

He held me in his arms on the couch, nestling his face against mine and whispering sweet nothings. It was everything I needed, from his take charge attitude and verbal onslaught of dirty talk, all the way down to the spitting, choking, and of course, the sweet and loving aftercare.

“You were so good, baby. You have no idea.” he whispered, kissing my forehead while I laid on his chest and drew circles with my fingertip around his nipple.

“So were you. I didn’t even know how badly I needed that.”

“So I guess I’ll have to stop picking on Brian,” he said. Honestly, I’d completely forgotten that he existed until Dom said his name, and I felt a pang of guilt as I remembered that I was technically still his girlfriend.

“Thanks. I really need to break up with him.”

“Yeah, you do. Because you’re mine now.” he said. I wasn’t really sure what type of guy he was, or if we had any sort of a future, but he was what I wanted at the moment, and I was going to follow his lead.

Dominic changed back into his clothes, gave me a goodbye kiss, and headed out. As soon as he left, the reality of my situation hit me like a ton of bricks. I’d never cheated before, and I knew it was wrong, but it also felt like it was beyond my control. It was a rare type of physical attraction, visceral to the point that it took over my body and flooded my brain with endorphins that turned me submissive and weak.

I sprayed the couch and lit candles, trying to overpower the smell of sex that was in the air. My head was spinning and I had no idea when Brian would be coming back. I just remember going on autopilot and stress cleaning the living room before going on a walk because I wasn’t ready to face him.

The library was within walking distance of our apartment, and I went there to collect my thoughts. Most of it was pretty straightforward, I no longer wanted to be with Brian, and I wanted to move out as soon as possible. Also, I wanted to be fucked like that again, over and over. Instead of rehearsing my apology and breakup with Brian, I ended up staring off into space and reliving my experience with Dominic.

The guilt made me anxious, and I avoided going home until the library closed at eight. When I got back to the apartment, Brian was there and cooking a big dinner.

“Hey baby.” he said, smiling wide and waving.

“Hey.” I said, slinking past him without a kiss because it felt wrong. I still hadn’t showered since Dominic and I slept together, and I went straight to the bathroom for a shower and more time alone.

Brian sat at the dining room table, waiting for me to emerge from the room and offering me a plate. I wasn’t in the mood to eat, but joined him anyway because I wanted to get it off my chest.

“Are you sure you don’t want to try the cheesy potatoes? They’re so good, I made them just for you.” he said, uncharacteristically chipper.

“No thanks. Can we talk?” I asked, fiddling with my necklace as my heart rate increased.

“Sure, about what?”

“About my conversation with Dominic.”

“Oh, yeah. I totally forgot about that, how’d it go?” he asked, loading his plate with two big scoops of potatoes.

“It went really well, it was productive. I’m pretty sure he won’t be bothering you anymore.” I said, realizing I couldn’t possibly tell him. Brian was just so naive and unaware, and I saw no reason that he needed to know if I was leaving him anyway.

“That’s great. He’s a big dick though, isn’t he?”

“Yeah, he does.” I said, struck with the vivid memory of how heavy it felt when he slapped it down on my tongue.

“Huh?”

“I’m sorry, I’m a little spacey.” I said. He gave me a funny look, and it felt like his energy drained out of him. Brian got real quiet, and wouldn’t look at me while he ate his food.

“Are you going to leave me for him?” he asked, dropping his fork and covering his face with his hands.

“What? For who?”

“For Dominic. I know you fucked him, I was hiding in the closet.” he said, his voice breaking and tears welling up in his eyes. I sighed, and decided to tell him the truth.

“I’m sorry, Brian. It has nothing to do with Dominic, but we need to break up. It hasn’t been working for a long time.”

“It’s the sex, isn’t it? Please give me another chance, baby. I’m sorry, I drove you into his arms and I can do better. This is all my fault.” he said, sobbing and sniffling as he spoke.

“The sex is part of it, but, it’s just, I’m not attracted to you anymore, Brian.” I said, sighing. It was never fun breaking up with someone, and I wanted it to be over. He was surprisingly unaffected by the cheating, and got down on his knees and pleaded for another chance.

“I’m sorry, baby. You’re my whole world, I can’t lose you. I understand why you did what you did, just let me try one more time. Let me prove to you that I want to be more than just a partner, I want to be your lover.” he said. It was perhaps the least attractive thing I’d ever witnessed, I cheated on him with his bully and somehow, he was the one apologizing to me.

“I’m sorry, Brian. It’s over.” I said, pulling my hand away and standing up from the table.

“No! Babe, come on. We haven’t even had sex, and I’ll never be with someone as pretty as you again in my life. Please, baby. One time. Let me show you that I can fuck you good.” he said. An ick-chill shot up my spine, and tears rolled down his cheeks.

“One time. And then it’s over.” I said.

“Thank you. Oh my gosh, thank you.” he said, bowing his head. I felt physically repulsed by him, but I also felt bad for how things had played out. One time wouldn’t hurt anything, and besides, I had a sort of morbid curiosity in regards to what type of lover he was since we’d never performed coitus.

“Just give me a minute, I need to prepare myself.” I said, instantly regretting my offer because I just didn’t feel that way towards him anymore. His time had passed, and he elected to deny me instead of having sex with me like a normal person. Either way, I went to the bedroom and closed the door, and started thinking about Dominic because I knew it was the only way I could get in the mood. Once I was worked up and horny, I stripped down to my bra and panties and invited him into the bedroom.

Chapter 4 - Brian

I felt numb, but I had to face my fear of having sex and get the virginity monkey off of my back. It was my last chance to win her back, and I knew it when I entered our bedroom.

“Are you ready?” she asked, smiling and motioning for me to get into bed with her. She looked stunning, absolutely gorgeous sprawled out on the mattress.

“Daddy’s so ready to fuck you raw.” I said, trying my best to mimic Dominic’s dirty talk. She frowned, and I took off my shirt before sliding in beside her.

“Okay, but maybe we should use a condom.” she said, rolling over and reaching into her drawer to retrieve one. I knew for a fact she didn’t make Dominic wear protection, and I’d only used a rubber once while jerking off.

“Alright, let’s do this.” I said, biting the package and taking it out. The condom didn’t fit properly since I wasn’t erect, and putting it on just felt awkward.

“You should get hard first.” she said, seemingly annoyed.

“Yeah, for sure. Do you think you could start me off with an old fashioned?” I asked.

“A what?”

“You know, a little handy.” I said, shrugging. She rolled her eyes, motioning for me to lay down beside her. I slipped my shorts and underwear off of my ankles and scooted back, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath as she took hold of my shaft.

“Does that feel good?”

“Yes, baby. So good. Spit on daddy’s dick for daddy, you little slut.” I said, folding my hands over my chest and trying to settle in. I kept picturing the size difference between Dominic and myself, and couldn’t help wondering if I was big enough to satisfy her.

“Don’t call me that.” she said, her voice monotone and uninterested. She was like a completely different person than I watched with Dominic, and I wasn’t sure what I was doing wrong.

“I’m sorry. Good girl.” I said.

“It’s not getting hard.”

“I’m sorry, could you maybe try sucking it?” I asked.

“I don’t really feel like doing oral right now, we could just do a rain check for when you’re more in the mood.” she said.

“No, no. I’m good. Let me focus, I’ll get it.” I said, breathing in through my nose and culling my focus. “Can I look at your boobs?”

“That’s fine, just try to hurry up.” she said, reaching back to unclasp her bra.

“Damn, baby. They’re so big and sexy.” I said, reaching out to give her right tit a squeeze.

“You like them?” she asked, cupping her breasts with her arm as a sparkle finally appeared in her eyes.

“I love your milkers.” I said, enticing her to chuckle. I’m not sure what was wrong with me, but there was zero blood flow even though Carly was an absolute babe. I felt out of my element, and insecure about my ability to perform.

“That doesn’t look like a hard dick. Let’s just try another time.” she said, releasing my penis and turning away.

“No, no. Come on, baby. Be my little daddy’s whore.”

“Dude, stop fucking talking to me like that.” she said, pushing my arm away when I tried throwing it over her.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry. Uhm, let me use some lube. I’ll jerk off for your boobs, it’ll work.” I said, but it was too late. Carly was already out of bed and mentally checked out. That’s when I heard his voice, it cut through the room and went straight to the core of me.

“Yo! Hey yo! It’s Dom, I think I left my phone.” he said. Carly’s head snapped in my direction, and she left the room to greet him while I elected to stay behind.

“Hey, Dom. I don’t think it’s here, I cleaned the whole living room after you left.” she said.

“Yeah, I know. I’m just horny as fuck and needed an excuse to come see you.” he said. I was gripped with fear, and couldn’t let him see me so I sprinted for the closet. There were some murmurs in the living room that I couldn’t decipher, but their voices appeared in the bedroom seconds later. Of course, it was Carly giggling as Dominic forced himself onto her.

“He’s here.” she said, looking around while I peered through the crack in the door.

“I don’t care, maybe he can take notes.” Dom said, pulling his tank top over his head and tossing it on the floor. He looked like a fucking action figure with tattoos, and I knew it was pointless trying to compete with him. I had my last chance, and I struck out without even swinging the lumber.

“We really shouldn’t, he’s somewhere in the apartment.”

“Oh, Brian! Come out and play…” Dominic stepped out of his jeans, and even his flaccid dick put mine to shame. My stomach dropped as heavy steps approached the closet door, swinging it open and revealing my hiding spot. “I should have known you were in the closet.”

“Hey Dom!” I said, climbing out and trying to act like it was a completely normal circumstance.

“See that chair?” he asked, placing his hand on my shoulder and pointing to the corner.

“Yeah.”

“That’s a cuck chair. Go sit in it, I want to show you how a real man fucks a woman.” he said. I was already conditioned to go along with whatever he said, because it was easier that way. Honestly, he was impressive in the bedroom, and I was interested in trying to learn what I could.

“Dominic, this is fucked up.” Carly said, still waiting for him on our bed.

“Nah, he likes it, don’t you Brian?” he asked. I nodded my head, settling into the chair as I was suddenly able to obtain a spontaneous erection.

“Fine. If you wanna watch, go ahead.” she said. From that moment on, it was like I didn’t exist. Dominic didn’t make fun of me or even acknowledge my existence, he just picked up where he left off and fucked my girlfriend senseless right in front of me. I had sort of an unfortunate view, positioned right behind him while he fucked her in missionary so that all I could see were his heavy swinging balls and hairy ass.

Pap, pap, pap, pap, pap, pap! I leaned out of the chair to catch a glimpse of her bouncing tits, wishing my dick had worked earlier the way it worked while watching them together. They had an unmistakable sexual chemistry that made it easy to immerse in because it was so passionate. I sat in my cuck chair and tugged at my peen while he cycled her through positions, foregoing protection without the slightest bit of protest on her behalf.

“It’s too fucking good, baby. Your pussy is too fucking good.”

“Yeah? You like my pussy, daddy? You like the way it grips your big dick?”

“I love it, baby. Such a tight little cunt.” he said, slapping her ass while she bounced up and down on it, riding him in such a sensual and seductive way. Their eye contact was intense, and I didn’t understand why she let him call her certain names that she was so against when I tried. “My little cumslut.”

“Ooh!” Carly squealed when he pushed his middle finger into her anus, giggling and letting him invade her asshole while continuing to ride. Her ass was mesmerizing, and I stared at it like I was under hypnosis while they fucked each other into oblivion.

They exchanged several I love you’s, and the betrayal felt even more real. Had they already been cheating before? It felt deeper than a simple one night stand, and I would have felt rejected if it weren’t the hottest moment of my life. I finished before they did, and as soon as I’d finished ejaculating, I couldn’t handle watching them.

“Ugh! Ugh! That’s my spot, daddy. Right there.” I looked over my shoulder as I exited the room, and saw that he was mashing her face into a pillow and feeding her long strokes from behind. I felt overstimulated and decided to head out for a walk in hopes that he’d be gone by the time I finished.

Chapter 5 - Brian

It didn’t take long for me to accept my position as a cuckold, especially after Dominic decided to move in. I wasn’t sure I could handle living with my bully, but he was honestly pretty nice to me once he took my girlfriend.

The couch was pretty comfortable overall, and I grew accustomed to jerking off in the cuck chair. As long as I didn’t get in the way or interrupt them, they were fine with me watching. Carly was pretty direct about our relationship ending when the lease was up, so I learned to savor my time with her.

Being a cuckold turned me on, and I liked that it removed the pressure to perform and just allowed me to be a spectator. I started lubing up and edging, extending my stamina to try and match Dominic’s.

There were rare times when I got to join in a little. Sometimes they roleplayed about cheating and cuckold scenarios, and I learned about the kink called small penis humiliation. She made me hold it up next to his while she sucked him, and he would make snide comments about my size.

I’m not sure what it was about it, but I found myself enjoying it too. Maybe it was simply because it was the most action I’d ever gotten in my life, and so I associated the way they treated me with pleasure. Either way, it was the best six months of my life, and I didn’t mind still paying the lion’s share of the rent since they let me be their cuckold. It seemed like a fair trade, especially since he mostly left me alone.

Of course, all good things come to an end, and our situation was no different. Dominic saved up a bunch of money from selling weed since he didn’t have any bills, and they rented a nice house on the other side of campus, while I just renewed the lease and found a roommate to rent the spare room.

Occasionally, I’ll stalk their social media and leaf through their happy photos. It feels better knowing how in love they are, because it would have been awful to get cheated on if it didn’t even mean anything.

I feel like I learned a lot about relationships and sex through our time together, and it was a valuable experience that I hope will serve me later in life. In the meantime, I’m just working and finishing up school, hoping and praying that I get another shot with a beautiful woman like Carly.


Temptation Therapy

Chapter 1 

My foot tapped nervously on the floor as I waited for Father Michael to invite us into his office. It was more embarrassing than anything, and I couldn’t believe I was actually going through with it. Jelena was fully committed to the church, and demanded we attend the therapy or else our engagement would be off. That’s the only reason I was there, and I couldn’t stand Father Michael. 

The reason for our visit was my consumption of online pornography. I didn’t watch it often, but Jelena didn’t believe in premarital sex so I sometimes indulged to satiate my own horniness. I carelessly left some videos in my search history, and Jelena was distraught upon discovering them. The church had a zero tolerance policy in regards to pornography, and I just knew they were going to use it as a reason to push our wedding day even further into the future. 

It was called The Church of Righteous Saints, and I harbored serious suspicions that we were involved in a cult. The leader, Father Michael, had three wives and was the head of the board of marriage proposals. He reviewed our application, and put us on a 90 day probationary period because he wasn’t convinced of my commitment. Jelena insisted on telling him about my indiscretions, and he scheduled us for an emergency therapy visit the same day.  

“Hi Jelena. Come on in.” he said, smiling at my fiance before casting a judgemental gaze in my direction, shaking his head like he was disappointed in me. There was something innately condescending about the way he treated me, like he viewed me as a lesser, and himself as holy. 

His office was dark and full of leather bound religious texts, with a big wooden desk that made me feel like I was at the principal’s office. We sat down in the black leather chairs, and he let out an exaggerated sigh and pinched the bridge of his nose, always purposeful in how he set the mood. 

“I really do hate to say I told you so, but this is exactly why I didn’t approve your marriage application. This is a serious violation of church guidelines, and of the fidelity of your relationship. The Church of Righteous Saints takes a very clear stance on pornography, and considers it exactly akin to cheating.” he said. Before I could respond, Jelena laid her face in her hands, and began sobbing. 

“It’s devastating Father Michael. Thank you so much for counseling us in this difficult time.” she said. 

“Of course, Jelena. I’ll always be here for you, standing like a rock while the less faithful succumb to their fickle, selfish desires.” he said, shifting his eyes in my direction. My fist naturally clenched, and I felt the impulse to throw it at his face. 

“Yes, father. Thank you.” she said, accepting a tissue over the desk and dabbing her eyes. 

“Billy, you’ve really left me with no choice here. I tried working with you, I really did, but this is simply unacceptable. Your application for marriage is now officially denied, pending further investigation and continued couples therapy.” he said. I clenched my teeth and nodded, choosing to play along instead of further upsetting her. 

“I understand. I’ll do everything in my power to make this right.” I said, taking Jelena by the hand only for her to pull it away. 

“It’s too soon. I don’t want to be touched right now.” she said. 

“Well, considering it was within your power to resist the temptation of pornography, I’ll take your word with a grain of salt.” he said, narrowing his angry eyes at mine. 

“Fair enough.” I said. He made my blood boil, and I wanted to walk out right then and there. 

“Is it possible to salvage our relationship?” she asked, batting her glossy doe eyes at him like he actually knew what he was talking about. The man was a used car salesman in my eyes, at best. 

“We shouldn’t get ahead of ourselves. If you were married, I’d say yes, but considering his failure to remain faithful during what should be the courtship and honeymoon stage of your relationship, I’m going to reserve that judgement and consider the option of finding you a more suitable partner.” he said, resting his fingertips together like he did while preaching. 

“Yes, father. I’m just really lost right now.” she said. I didn’t expect her to be so emotional, and it felt like we were taking things a bit overboard. 

“Come here, sweetheart.” he said, standing up from behind his desk and motioning for her to approach for a hug. I sat in silence, stewing as he clutched her against his body, resting his head against hers and whispering sweet nothings into her ear. I never understood why he dressed like a Catholic Priest, considering their “religion” was simply a hodge podge of christianity and new age, hippy dippy bullshit. Jelena sat back down, and I felt relief that the creepy older man was no longer touching her. 

After explaining in great detail that she’d done nothing wrong, and was a victim of infidelity who deserved better, he turned his backwards logic in my direction. 

“Because of your harsh departure from faithfulness to your ex-fiance, I’m going to suggest rigorous punishment. The church believes in an eye for an eye, and as a counselor, I believe in exposure therapy. We’ll focus on a sort of unconventional combination of the two in our attempts to rehabilitate you.” 

“Rehabilitate?” 

“Yes, that’s right. I know you feel broken right now, unfixable, and unworthy of love, but we believe salvation is always possible through penance, repentance, and shame.” he said, staring into my eyes with a practiced, faux sincerity. I remained silent as he detailed his plan of “building me back up”, because in his view, I’d broken myself down to nothing when I blasphemed against the word of God. 

In any other situation, I’d have laughed in his face, or perhaps spit in it before walking out the door and going about my life. It was ridiculous, I had a quick wank in front of my laptop to regulate my libido, but he acted like I went on a murdering spree across the country. Jelena was all in on the bullshit, and I did love her, so I kind of had to take my licks so that I didn’t lose her. 

“How long is it going to be before we can re-apply?” I asked, cutting him off mid-sentence because he kept droning on and on. He reacted with surprise, looking over at Jelena like I’d interrupted God himself. 

“Excuse me?” 

“For marriage.” 

“I feel like I’m wasting my breath here. Is he always like this?” he asked. I felt my adrenaline kick in when she validated his passive aggressiveness, nodding in agreement before blowing her nose into her tissue. 

“I was just wondering.” 

“Look, you’ve already desecrated the sanctity of your marriage by looking at another woman with lustful intentions. I was willing to give you another chance, but I’m not seeing any genuine remorse here. Do you feel shame Billy? Are you even sorry for what you’ve done?” he asked. 

“Of course, it was an impulsive mistake and it won’t happen again.” 

“See Billy, words are cheap. Actions are worth their weight in gold, and I’m not sensing any follow through with you. I feel like you’re going through the motions, and trying to quickly check the boxes. I’ll be honest with you, I think the only reason you want to get married in the first place is for the purpose of fornication.” he said. I smiled reflexively, so caught off guard by the ridiculousness of his statement that I was speechless. 

“He does mention it a lot, and even though he knows I don’t believe in premarital relations, he’s tried tempting me on several occasions. That’s the reason we sleep in separate beds. I don’t think he can control himself, and I don’t want to be dragged into sin by his desires.” she said. My eyes felt like they might bulge out of my head, and I could feel my temperature rising. 

“He doesn’t respect your consent, Jelena. I’m sad to say it, but if he doesn’t respect your consent, then I don’t think it’s appropriate for you to be living under the same roof. I’m not calling you a rapist, Billy, I think you’re simply an adulterer, but we can’t be too cautious in these matters.” he said. With the theme song from the Twilight Zone playing in the background of my mind, I struggled processing how I went from watching porn in the privacy of my own home to being reduced to the level of an unworthy criminal. 

“That isn’t true, Michael.” 

“It’s Father Michael, and I’ll be the judge of that. Jelena, effective immediately, you’ll be staying in one of my guest rooms.” he said, looking over at her with a sly smile. 

“Yes, father.” she said. 

“I think now is as good a time as any to begin our first therapeutic exercise.” he said, cracking his knuckles and standing up from behind his desk. I shook my head and mentally prepared myself for whatever dumb thing he had in mind. We didn’t need therapy, we needed out of his ridiculous cult. 

“What’s that?” I asked, watching him pull chains from the drawer in his desk. 

“Handcuffs, I want you bound to your chair so that you can feel what it’s like being trapped in a relationship with an adulterer,” he said. 

“What? This is crazy. Baby, we don’t need this.” I said, receiving only a horrified look because she was appalled that I was questioning him. 

“It won’t be so bad, Billy. You failed the test of submitting to the lord, and this is your chance to prove that you are capable of submission.” he said. I threw up my hands, deciding I’d at least participate in one session to see if it scored me any brownie points. 

“Fine.” 

“Alright, hands down to your sides.” he said, walking around with an armful of chains and two pairs of handcuffs. He started by locking my wrists to the frame of the chair with the cuffs, and then wrapped the chain around my torso and the chair, locking it in place with a padlock at the end. I felt like an escape artist on stage, and the whole thing felt bizarre to me. 

“There we go. I submitted.” I said. 

“Shhh…” he said, placing his finger over his lips. I felt like he was baiting me into an angry reaction, so I let it go while he retrieved something else from his desk. Duct tape, which he placed a strip of over my mouth. “See? Now you have no say in what’s about to happen, in the same way that Jelena had no say when you cheated on her.” 

She looked almost pleased, and I felt suddenly anxious as I pulled against the chains and found them sturdy. I figured he was going to give a little speech, using the chains as a silly, exaggerated metaphor. 

“Jelena, I first want to say that you look gorgeous in that dress, and that I’m honored to be having you as a guest in my home. I want you to pay attention to the way I treat you during your stay, because I’m going to treat you the way that a man should treat a woman as innocent and pure as you.” he said, sitting down on his desktop and looking at her like she was a piece of meat. 

“Thank you, father.” she said, maintaining eye contact and grinning back at him. Their interaction made me feel sick, and it had a weirdly flirtatious undertone. 

“Now, I know this may seem unorthodox, but it’s the only appropriate punishment. We believe in an eye for an eye, and we mean that quite literally. Do you understand?” he asked. Jelena cocked her head to the side, twirling her long brown hair around her point finger. 

“I think so.” 

“In this case, you were the victim of infidelity, and there’s only proper retribution for that. In fear of leading one of my male followers down a path of temptation, I’ll be volunteering myself for the act.” he said. Father Michael’s hand moved down between his legs, rubbing himself over the top of his black pants. I tried making an outburst, but my voice was muted and unintelligible because of the duct tape. 

“I’m not sure I understand.” she said, batting her big brown eyes. 

“We have to perform coitus together, my dear. It’s our duty to the lord.” he said, his perversion seeping through in his facial expression and vocal tone. I jerked in place to no avail, realizing what I’d submitted to and praying my fiance wasn’t as gullible as she seemed. 

“Oh. But father, I’m a virgin.” she said. 

“I’m aware, my love. I’ll be extra gentle since it’s your first time. As you know, I have three wives, so I’m quite experienced with the process.” he said, his hand moving up and down over his crotch. It felt like all the blood rushed to my face, and I stared at Jelena, pleading with my eyes to walk away. 

“That’s true.” she said, giggling dimly. She was blushing, and biting her bottom lip without acknowledging my presence. 

“You’re beautiful, Jelena. If this weren’t biblical, it would feel sinful.” he said, snickering and coming down off his desktop. 

“I’m nervous.” 

“I know, angel. That’s perfectly natural, but it’s with me. Someone you know and trust, an older man with the purest of intentions when it comes to you.” he said. Finally, she glanced over at me, only for her eyes to quickly dart away. He crouched down in front of her, looking directly into her eyes. 

“That’s true.” she shrugged her shoulders and gave me a final glance. 

“This may be painful for Billy, but it’s for his own good. It’s the only way he’ll truly understand the extent of his actions, and it’s the only way to balance the scales of injustice.” he said, petting her hair and speaking slowly and deliberately, appealing to her trusting nature. 

“Yes, father.” 

“You can call me daddy.” he said, casting his evil stare in my direction before standing up in front of her. 

“Daddy?” she asked, raising her eyes to his as he unbuttoned the front of his pants. 

“That’s right, baby. Just for now.” he said. 

“Okay.” she said, again shrugging like it was a perfectly natural request. 

“We’ll begin with oral sex. Have you ever performed fellatio, my love?” he asked. 

“No sir. I haven’t.” 

“Daddy, remember?” 

“Oh yeah. Sorry daddy.” she said, grinning. 

“Think of it like a popsicle, and pretend it’s melting so you have to suck and slurp as fast as you can.” he said, letting his pants fall down around his ankles, leaving only the fabric of his white briefs between him and my fiance. I pleaded mentally with God, praying for an intervention. That’s when I noticed his massive bulge, and a jolt of an inadequacy moved up my spine. 

“That makes sense.” she said, lowering herself to her knees in front of him. Michael slowly tugged at his waistband, teasing until it flopped out dramatically. I couldn’t believe it, it was like a third leg, huge, veiny, and uncut. Jelena gasped audibly, and covered her mouth with her hand in disbelief. 

“What do you think?” he asked, taking hold of himself at the base and wagging it back and forth in front of her face. Her eyes followed his shaft like a predator looking at its prey, like she was hypnotized by it. 

“It’s really big.” she said, her mouth gaping as she looked over at me like she was asking for agreement. I squealed to no avail, as she quickly turned her attention back over to his massive meatstick. 

“Say it again, and call me daddy.” 

“It’s really big, daddy.” she said, her voice monotone as she timidly reached out for it. 

“Good girl. Do you wanna suck it?” he asked. She nodded without taking her eyes off it, leaning forward slowly and taking hold of his girth. 

“Oh my God.” 

“Use your other hand to fondle my balls, sweetheart.” 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, blushing hard and wearing an obvious look of astonishment. I wanted to crawl straight out of my skin, but I couldn’t look away. 

“Here, angel. Take your dress down so I can look at your beautiful body.” 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, pulling out her breasts without hesitation. I’d only seen them a handful of times myself, and I couldn’t believe how easily he was able to seduce her. 

“Jelena, baby. They’re gorgeous.” he said, moaning as she stroked and fondled his genitals. 

“Thank you, daddy.” she said, her voice almost a whisper. We exchanged glances, and her expression was almost apologetic, like she felt bad that I had to watch but wasn’t going to resist the temptation. 

“The lollipop is melting, sweetheart.” he said, unbuttoning the front of his shirt. There was the slightest moment of hesitation, but it wasn’t because she didn’t want to. Her lust was clear as day, and written all over her face. 

She started by sticking out her tongue, and licking him from the base all the way to the tip. He held the back of her head, gently guiding her to suck on his cockhead. My arousal had taken over, and I felt no further urge to fight it. 

“Mmm…” she whimpered as she struggled fitting it in her mouth, opening wide and taking a surprising amount of his length before hitting her limit. 

“Oh, wow. God damn, baby. That’s so good.” he said. It didn’t surprise me at all to hear him take the Lord’s name in vain, but the irony flew right past her as she practically unhinged her jaw trying to swallow him. The pressure in my pants was intense, and I hated how much it turned me on. 

Gluck, gluck, gluck. She was surprisingly talented for her first time, gagging and choking on his rod several times but pushing straight through it. 

“Tell me, how does sucking daddy’s dick make you feel?” he asked. Jelena popped it out of her mouth, grinning up at him and wiped the spit from her mouth. 

“It’s making me tingle down there.” she said, furrowing her brow. 

“That’s called arousal, my love. You’re turned on because you’re attracted to me, and if I’m being honest, I’m very attracted to you as well.” he said. I could feel her avoiding my stare, and she bit her lip before diving back down like she was bobbing for apples, her intensity increasing as she let go of her inhibitions. “Reach into your panties, Jelena. Touch your pussy for daddy.” 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, the phrase garbled since she had a mouthful of dick. The pressure of my erection was pulsing, but I couldn’t get my hand on it because of the chains. I hated seeing her betray me, but it was also the hottest thing I’d ever seen. 

Father Michael became more aggressive, holding her head with both hands and thrusting against her mouth until viscous spit was dripping all over her tits. Each time she gagged, her salivary glands were further activated until strands of sticky saliva were hanging from her chin. 

“My balls, baby. Be a good girl.” he said, gripping his sack and isolating them for her to kiss and suck. She was almost depraved, impaling herself without care of activating her gag reflex, spitting on his thickness and masturbating furiously. 

“I’m so horny, daddy. I can’t control it.” she said. Without missing a beat, he pulled her to her feet and started making out with her. Seeing the way he forced his tongue into her mouth filled me with rage, as did the way she so clearly enjoyed it. Michael finished removing her dress, and lifted her up onto the desk before burying his face in her panties, shamelessly sniffing before pulling them to the side and making out with her pussy. “Ughn!” 

“Mmm hmm…It’s so sweet, baby. And so pretty and wet.” he said, playing with her lips and focusing his tongue onto her clit. I could practically feel her orgasmic energy, and off the charts arousal. She laid on her back, moaning and shaking uncontrollably while he enjoyed the feast I’d been deprived of for two years. 

I grunted hopelessly, rocking in my chair to no avail as he smiled over at me, wagging his finger before removing his shirt. He was tall and skinny, and it felt wrong watching them because of their age difference. 

“Oh! Oh my goodness, daddy. What is that?” she asked, her eyes going wide. That’s when I realized she’d never had an orgasm before, and Michael made the same realization and took full advantage by getting on top of her and sticking his big hard dick against her pussy. 

“You’re going to have an orgasm, sweetheart. It’s going to feel so good, I want to feel you cumming for my cock.” he said, slapping his dick on her pussy before pushing it in slowly. I watched him take her virginity, tearing through her hymen as she called out for him. They didn’t use protection, and the energy between them became romantic as they kissed passionately, grinding frantically against each other in a mad dash towards climax. 

“I can feel it, daddy. It’s going to happen!” she said, holding her tits because he was fucking her so hard that they were bouncing everywhere. He whispered something into her ear, and I stared at his pale ass and floppy balls while he drilled her into the desk. “I love you, Father Michael. I love you.” 

“Good girl, say it again.” he said, turning his head in my direction. He was outright sadistic, and enjoyed every second of taking her away from me. There was no coming back from what they did, and I knew that my relationship was over. 

“I love you, daddy.” she squealed, arching her back as he brought her to orgasm. Her entire chest flushed red, and her expressions became manic. Their bodies slapped rhythmically together, and he used his thumb on her clit to amplify her orgasm. She told him she loved him over and over again, and his breathing shifted. 

“Good girl. I’m going to cum for you, angel. Daddy’s going to cum inside you.” he said, groping her breasts and sucking her nipples while hammering towards release. “Oh, fuck yes. That pussy is too fucking tight, Jelena. It’s mine. Ughnnn!” 

“Ugh!” she stared down at his cock between her legs, watching it pulse and savoring the sensation of his hot, pumping cumload inside her. Suddenly, my threshold for arousal was breached, and I felt the familiar rush of building pressure in my pants. I tried not to make it obvious, but the orgasm was too intense, drawing both of their attention. 

“Look at him, he’s cumming in his pants.” Michael said, pointing and laughing. Jelena must have been flooded with endorphins, because she seemed almost slap happy watching the stain appear in the front of my pants. It felt so good that I grunted through the tape, emptying my load as emotions washed over me. It was the most humiliating moment of my life, and simultaneously the most erotic. Father Michael approached me, ripping the tape off my mouth while still naked. 

“You’re a piece of shit.” I said, drained of emotion and thoroughly defeated. 

“Jelena, I want you to scoop some of my cum out of your vagina. Feed it to him, I want him to know the taste of betrayal he served to you.” he said. 

“Come on, dude. You win. What more can you possibly want?” I asked. 

“Just this. Think of it as the most action you’ll ever get from Jelena, because she no longer belongs to you. You heard what she said, didn’t you? We’re desperately in love.” he said. I watched her reach down, retrieving the cum with a dabble of her blood in it. She didn’t look at me, but she offered her fingers. I’m not sure why I did it, but it felt almost necessary, like the last part of some strange ritual. 

“I’m sorry, Billy.” she whispered, turning away after I’d licked her fingers clean. 

“Come with me, my love.” he said, picking up her dress and walking her out of his office. “I’ll send one of my assistants to release you.” 

I didn’t say a word in response, choosing to hang my head instead. It was such an unbelievable sequence of events, and the embarrassment of cumming in my pants and then eating cum felt heavier than the chains around my torso. 

Chapter 2 

There was a silver lining to my unfortunate experience of being cucked by a cult leader, in that I was excommunicated shortly afterwards. Jelena moved in with him like he asked, and asked her to marry him by the end of the week. She said yes, and he of course granted the application and took on his fourth wife.

I hated his guts, but I had to respect his hustle. It was honestly insane how he was able to pull the wool over so many people’s eyes, while at the end of the day he was nothing but a run of the mill pervert.

He arrived at my house with three escorts, and told me I had until the end of the month to vacate the premises. In the meantime, I was forbidden from speaking to members of the church, and I was allowed zero contact with Jelena, which suited me just fine.

Even though I lost my fiance, it was for the best. I deserve someone who actually cares for me, and who won’t be tricked into cheating at the drop of a hat. Jelena is a sweet, naive girl, and I can’t entirely blame her. My assumption is that he got her pregnant, but I never got to find out.

When the end of the month rolled around, I moved in with my friend Ricky and adjusted back to single life. There was a lingering after effect of arousal in regards to what happened, as cuckolding and humiliation became my new favorite genre of porn. It was kind of a middle finger to them, that I continued watching porn and turned the experience into something positive for myself.

Once I got over the loss, I thought about it all the time while masturbating. It’s something I’ll keep to myself in regards to future relationships, but after the passage of time, I look back at the experience fondly. At the end of the day, Father Michael did me a favor by stealing her and getting me out of the church.

Accidental Cuckold

Chapter 1 - Alfred

I laid in the bed of my dorm, playing the conversation over and over again in my head. It kept me from sleeping. I’d done a lot of stupid things in my life, but this had to be the dumbest.

“Fuck.” I whispered, tossing and turning under the covers. It was the moment I’d been waiting for my entire life, and I chickened out and turned her down.

Her name was Bella, and we’d been close friends since year one of university. She was tall, brunette, and beautiful. We had a lot of classes together, as we both studied marketing and entered the same year.

It was hard to believe she hung out with me at all, but she was a sweetheart by nature and cared more about who a person actually was than if they were considered popular or not. She was a refreshing breath of air to me, because she was the first girl I really developed a relationship with.

Still, it’s not like there was any flirtation. Things were strictly platonic, and because of her immense beauty, she was annoyed by guys who only wanted one thing from her. That’s why I made sure to keep my little crush to myself, I didn’t want to ruin things between us. I knew we would never be together, and I was perfectly content living in the friend zone.

Over time, our friendship crossed over outside of the classroom. She’d invite me to parties on the weekends, or out for wings or drinks on weekday nights. There were times when I felt a spark, but I never had the confidence to pursue it. She was out of my league and I knew it.

Bella was two inches taller than me, with long legs and what I considered a perfect posterior. She dressed somewhat modestly, but would sometimes wear shorts that showed off her bottom half. Being around her in that state of dress drove me wild, but I tried to ignore it. I noticed over time that she never seemed to go on dates, or have the kind of guys around that I expected would try to date her. I never had the guts to ask her about it, as I didn’t want her to think I was creepy for prying into her love life.

One night, we were at a local dive bar, and the rest of our friends went home early. There was an awkward silence at first, and I focused on my club sandwich while she stared off at the television. I could feel my pulse in my ears, it was the first time we’d been all alone together and I wished I was the type who could strike up a witty conversation.

“Can I ask you something?” she said.

“Yeah, sure.” I said, covering my mouth to speak because it was stuffed full of food. She smirked, giving me a moment to finish my bite before relaying her question.

“Do you ever feel intimidated by how casual everyone is with hooking up around here?” she asked. It wasn’t the question I expected, and I reflected for a moment before responding.

“I wouldn’t say intimidated. I mean, it’s kind of weird, you know? Not really my thing.” I said.

“Me neither.” she said, taking a swig of her drink and wiping her mouth with her forearm before setting her glass down hard on the wooden bartop. “At the same time, I mean, well, nevermind.”

“No, what is it? It’s just me. Who cares?” I asked, intrigued by her line of questioning. I’d always felt left out of the dating pool, and couldn’t imagine a girl as pretty as her could feel the same way.

“Promise you won’t tell anyone?” she asked.

“Of course. Pinky promise.” I said, offering my smallest digit. She latched hers to mine, giggling and nodding her head.

“Okay. I’m a virgin, that’s why I’m so shut off when it comes to dating. I feel like everyone has more experience than me, and it’s just mortifying.” she said.

“Really? You are?” I asked. I couldn’t believe it, but she seemed turned off by the question as she brushed her hair behind her ear and looked away.

“Yeah.” she whispered.

“Oh. Wow.”

“Yeah, see, this is why I didn’t want to tell you.” she said.

“No, I didn’t mean it like that. Actually, I am too. I’ve never done it either.” I said. Her eyes went straight to mine, and it felt like an eternity passed by in a split second. I thought she was going to lean in and kiss me, but she simply smiled.

“You’re so sweet. Maybe that’s part of why I’ve always been drawn to you.” she said.

“You feel drawn to me?” I asked, entering a state of disbelief.

“Well, yeah. Why do you think I call you all the time to hang out? I’m comfortable around you.” she said.

“Oh. Wow. Thanks. Me too. I mean, I’m comfortable around you too.” I said.

“I’m glad. You should come to my dorm sometime, you know? We could maybe have a sleepover.” she said.

“Yeah. Absolutely. I’d love that.” I said. It felt like I’d been administered pure adrenaline straight through the anus. It felt like there was hope. She giggled softly, and threw a ten dollar bill on the counter.

“I need to get home so I can rest. Thanks for admitting that to me, I feel a lot better knowing I’m not the only one.” she said.

“Yeah. Thanks for inviting me out, I would have just wasted the night at my dorm playing video games.”

“You’re welcome. I’ll see you tomorrow in class.” she said. I spun around in my barstool, watching the way her round butt swayed as she walked in her tight blue jeans. It may not have been much, but it felt like the greatest moment of my life.

That’s not what I was tossing and turning about. The cause of my restlessness stemmed from the following Friday night, when she invited me to her dorm room. When I showed up, her roommate was out for the night, and Bella laid her mattress out on the living room floor in front of the television.

“Here, I have Net Flicks. Pick whatever you want.” she said, handing me the remote control.

“Alright, cool.” I stared in awe as she walked towards the kitchen, wearing such short shorts that I could literally see the bottoms of her tanned cheeks swaying with each step. I bit down on my lip, and felt the swelling surge of pressure in my own shorts.

Holy fuck, is she really wearing those? And with a white tank top? Oh my God. Don’t jerk off, fight the urge. Don’t do it. Control yourself, Alfred. Play it cool…

Spoiler alert, I failed miserably. After choosing one of my favorite comedies, Bella returned with popcorn and we watched the beginning of the movie. She didn’t laugh as much as I expected, and seemed almost preoccupied with her thoughts.

“Hey, do you mind if we cuddle? It’ll help me relax.” she said, several minutes later. We pulled the covers up over ourselves, and she mashed her soft bubble into my crotch. From that moment forward, I was practically seeing stars. The movie no longer existed, and the move she wiggled in my arms, the harder I became.

“This feels good.” she whispered, throwing her arm over mine and clamping down. The scent of her hair was only making me more aroused, and I loved feeling the softness of her flesh.

My temperature spiked, and I was very self conscious about my erection pressed between her cheeks. She didn’t acknowledge it, but there was no way she didn’t notice. I couldn’t make it go away, and it was so hard that it was pulsing involuntarily. Each time it happened, she sharply inhaled, grinding back against me.

I froze, simply laying there and torturing myself. It should have been obvious, but I’d never considered the possibility she wanted to have her first time with me. It would have made sense, but it never crossed my mind. I should have made a move, and done one of the many things I wanted to do to her, things as simple as kissing her cheek and neck.

Paralysis. That’s all there was, and after a while, I could tell she was becoming annoyed. She didn’t enjoy the humor of the movie, nor her inability to get me to take action. Finally, she turned slightly in my arms.

“Alfred? I want you to take off my clothes, and I want you to make love to me.” she said. My mouth gaped, and I took a deep breath. My penis screamed through its pulse to take her, but I didn’t know where to start. She was the hottest girl I knew, the person I wanted the most, and I was a nervous, fumbling virgin who couldn’t talk to girls. Cuddling with her was already the most action I’d ever gotten, and I was proud of myself for not having finished in my pants up until that point. “Alfred?”

“I’m sorry. I can’t, maybe another time.” I said, rolling the opposite direction and springing to my feet. I’m not sure what caused the panic, but I flipped my boner up into my waistband and high tailed it, making the excuse that I forgot about a homework assignment before disappearing out her front door and into the night.

Those words would haunt me, endlessly for the next two days. We didn’t speak during those forty eight hours, even though I desperately wanted to reach out to her. What could I possibly say to excuse my actions? It was humiliating, and I wished I could melt into the bed and disappear forever.

I stared at my cellphone, hoping and praying she’d reach out. It made no sense because we always spent time together on weekends, but I didn’t have the guts to reach out. All I could think about was how amazing it could have been if I hadn’t panicked. I could have lost my virginity to the girl of my dreams, instead of jerking off over and over again fantasizing about something that never happened. Not my proudest moments.

Chapter 2 - Bella

I couldn’t get over my anger towards him. Rejecting me was one thing, but running away into the night and refusing to reach out to me? I was livid.

We’d spent so much time together, and I did everything I could to let him know I was interested. I invited him over to my place to Net Flicks and chill for God’s sake, and directly asked him to take my virginity.

It would have been fine if he let me know what was going on. I just felt completely nullified and invalidated. Alfred always seemed so sweet, and in my naivety, I’d built him into the perfect person to share my first time with.

Part of what scared me about sex was my lack of experience. That and the intimacy. That’s why I wanted Alfred, because I found him to be very disarming and easy to be myself around. Intimacy didn’t scare me with him, and with him being a virgin too, I figured we could sort of practice with each other and see where things went.

I thought about reaching out to him several times, but could only come up with rude things to say, which I tried to avoid. Like, what the fuck happened? Where have you been? Am I really that revolting? Sorry for offering myself to you like an idiot, if you found me that repulsive, maybe you shouldn’t have come over?

He could have easily said he wasn’t comfortable, or told me no. The running away and avoiding me after said it all, Alfred wasn’t interested in being my first. We could still be friends, but it was going to take me a little while to get over that feeling of rejection. It wasn’t his fault, but I’d really planned everything out and was very excited to share myself with him. It came as a complete shock to me when he outright refused me, and with no further explanation, practically ran from my dorm room.

Monday came around, and I skipped my first two classes because I still didn’t want to see him. There was still a chance I’d run into him, as it was a small campus, so I made sure that I looked my very best. My third period was Linear Algebra, and I made it there without seeing him.

Class started like normal, and it helped get my mind off of things with Alfred. I’d always been good with numbers, and enjoyed my professor in the class because he explained things in such simple, logical ways.

Boom! A textbook slammed down onto the desk beside me, and one of the other students, a tall muscular guy in the class, sat down and smiled.

“You scared me.” I whispered. The professor cast his glare in our direction, but returned to teaching.

“My bad. I like to make an entrance. It’s Bella, right?” he asked, making no attempt to control the volume of his voice.

“Yeah.” I whispered.

“I’m Jason. You’re very pretty.” he said, offering a handshake. I wanted to pay attention, so I politely shook his enormous hand, which engulfed mine.

“Nice to meet you. Thanks.” I said, pointing to the front of the class to let him know where my attention was.

“I’ve been checking you out all semester. You’re like my dream girl.” he said, causing me to chuckle at the ridiculousness of his approach.

“Oh, am I? If you don’t mind, I’d like to pay attention to the class.” I said.

“I’d like to pay attention to you. I’ll shut up if you hang out with me tonight.” he said, with a twinkle in his eye and sideways grin. He was handsome, and despite his lack of originality, had a certain charm.

“Fine. You better shut up though.” I said, playfully flirting. It felt kind of nice to get some validation, after what happened with Alfred. I’d been avoiding the dating game out of fear, but I was ready to put myself back out there. Jason made a zipper motion over his lips, and tossed away the pretend key. I rolled my eyes.

Throughout the class, he kept smiling and making eyes at me, flirting without speaking. He passed me little notes, saying he thought I was cute, and asking what type of flowers he should bring when he picked me up for “our date”. To his credit, he managed to not say a single word until the class ended.

It was fun, and flirty, and made me feel a lot better than when I woke up that morning. We exchanged numbers, and began texting throughout the day. He was so engaged, that it was easy going back and forth with him. We played silly games like 20 questions, and never have I ever. My anxiety faded, and I found myself looking forward to our date.

He convinced me to meet him between classes, and gave me a box of chocolates and a dozen red roses.

“I told you I like Lily’s.” I said.

“Lily’s are for tonight. Besides, everyone likes roses.” he said. He towered over me, and I felt more and more drawn to him physically. He may not have been my knight in shining armor, but he felt like he might be the right guy to have my first time with. I knew he wouldn’t turn me down, as it was clear that he was chasing sex, and by the end of my last class, our texting had taken a turn in that direction.

The entire day was a whirlwind, and I couldn’t wait to meet up with him. He was hot, fun, and he seemed like the type of guy who had plenty of experience. I’d wanted Alfred so we could meet on the same ground, and grow our experience together, but it made sense to choose someone who already knew what they were doing. He could lead our bedroom excursion in the same way he’d led the chase all throughout the day, and I found that endearing.

He was a good dirty texter, and I was shaking with excited nerves by the time he came over to my dorm. Initially, we were going to meet out for food and drinks, but the sexually charged direction of the conversation led to a mutual agreement on changing plans.

When he showed up, there were no Lily’s, but none of that was needed. It felt almost understood between us what would happen, and I had a very strong feeling that at no point in the night would I need to tell him that I wanted him to make love to me, partially because that’s not what I wanted from Jason. In his case, I wanted him to fuck me.

Chapter 3 - Alfred

Becca didn’t show up to class, and by the time I wrapped up my day, I was hit with the strangest feeling. I can’t even really explain it, just an ominous, foreboding feeling. She was the first person I thought of, and I realized it was time to swallow my pride and let her know she was on my mind.

ALFRED: Hey Becca, noticed you weren’t at class and just wanted to check up on you. Hope all is well.

I pressed send, and then pushed it out of my mind because I was so nervous that she’d be mad at me. The whole situation made me crawl in my skin, and I wasn’t sure what had to happen in order for me to shake it off. For the next several hours, there was no response, but that same feeling kept arriving in my stomach.

The sun went down, and I couldn’t focus on gaming because my mind was elsewhere. I realized that Becca was the most important woman in my life outside of my mother. She was my friend, she treated me well, was gorgeous, and had tasked me with the great honor of being her very first. This was more than just getting over it, this was about taking action. One thing was certain, and it’s that Becca was worth fighting for.

My mind locked in, and I ran through a quick routine to get ready. After my shower, I put on something reasonable, and went outside to unlock my bike. Her dorm was only a ten or fifteen minute ride, and I thought I might as well surprise her. Even if she wasn’t happy to see me, I was going to pour my heart out and apologize profusely.

On the way to her dorm, I rehearsed the lines in my head, and thought only of her taking my explanations in the best possible way. I fantasized about her professing her love, and then giving her body to me like she’d offered before. I was on my way to wipe the slate clean, and I took a detour to stop at a nearby florist. It threw my time off by about a half hour, but I needed it to steady my nerves and psyche myself up.

When I arrived at her door, I felt truly brave for the first time in a very long time. My heart was racing, but I wasn’t going to turn back. After a deep breath, I knocked several times on her door. There was no answer, so I knocked again. And then again, and again, leaving thirty seconds or so between each series of knocks.

There was music blaring from another dorm, and I wondered if that was the reason she couldn’t hear me. Maybe she wasn’t home at all, but I’d come such a long way to tell her how I felt. Finally, I placed my hand on the doorknob, slowly turning it and pushing open the door. It was unlocked, and I was in. I stepped inside quietly, my plan being to leave the flowers and write her something of an apology note.

“That’s so good!” my eyes bulged and I froze in place, gripped by the sudden fear of realizing someone was in the bedroom. “Yes, daddy. Please!”

Oh my God. No. That must be Tara, I’ve gotta get out of here. I turned to head for the door, but there was another guttural female moan, and I recognized her voice. It wasn’t her roommate, it was Becca!

My natural instincts were denial and intrigue. There was no way she was having sex, she must have been masturbating. And if that’s what it was, then I had to catch a glimpse. I felt almost like an animal, like I’d tapped into some primordial force within myself that made me calm. The door wasn’t pulled shut, and I crawled towards it on my hands and knees on full alert.

There was a rhythmic slapping sound, and before I could accept that she was already hooking up with someone else, I saw it with my own two eyes. She only had a box spring with a mattress on top, giving me a perfect view when I peeked in through the opening of the door.

I’d never had sex, so seeing it in real life was jarring. It wasn’t gentle, or romantic, not what was happening between them. It was rough, and carnal.

“Open.” he said, on top of her in missionary, holding a handful of her hair. He spit into her mouth, and she gulped it down. I swallowed myself, spinning with fear of being caught and the shock of what I was witnessing.

“Oh, daddy. It’s so good.”

“I knew you’d make such a good little slut for me. Here, let’s switch. I want you to sit on me.” he said, smiling. That’s when it hit me, I knew exactly who he was, and I hated him.

Jason Hood, the ultimate idiot and future college dropout. He thought that university was high school, and only seemed there so he could continue his rampage of trying to sleep with every girl imaginable. We didn’t interact much, but he was always condescending when we did.

My cock was throbbing and it was out of my control. I hated what I was watching, but that didn’t stop my body from entering full arousal. She was so gorgeous, completely naked and climbing into his lap. That’s when I saw it, and my heart somehow sank even lower. He had the biggest penis I’d ever seen, thick and manly, with oversized balls to match.

My view left her ass facing me, which would have been a gorgeous view if not for the big juicy length that was splitting it in half. I was hyperventilating, and I reached into my pants and took hold of myself. I didn’t want to, it felt shameful, but the pressure was too much. I had to relieve myself to the sight in front of me. 

“Oh my God, James. I didn’t know it could feel this good.” she said, her hips slowly rising and falling as she became accustomed to taking him. I stared at his cock, and the magnum condom adorning it.

“You’re so wet, baby. You really like that dick, huh?” he asked, reaching to place his hand around her throat. I couldn’t find the line between anger and arousal, down on my knees and rubbing myself frantically while trying to remain silent. I went from feeling on top of the world to feeling completely inadequate in the matter of seconds.

“I really do. It’s so big.” she said, giggling. The sound of her laughter had always brought me so much joy, but now it was just another dagger in my heart. I could have been laying where James was, and she’d have never known that he was so well endowed.

“Come here, let me suck those gorgeous tits,” he said. The sound of his voice made my skin crawl, but I could only envy him. He pulled her torso nearer, latching onto her nipples and groping. I could hear the sounds of his mouth suctioning her breasts before they started kissing. I wished it were less intimate, more mechanical.

They transitioned through positions, with James hammering away at her like she owed him money. Bella was delighted by this, squealing and moaning in the most sensual tones. Her body was immaculate, her soft flesh bouncing beneath his hard thrusts.

Would this guy cum already? Jesus. His stamina didn’t let up, and I could hear her wetness being displaced by his greedy cock. I slowed my breathing to remain silent, and before long, I was approaching release.

“You’re so tight, Bella. I’m gonna nut inside of you!” he said, holding her hips and pulling her against him from behind. Her eyes rolled back, and her tongue was hanging out of her mouth, drooling with a monotone hum of pleasure.

“Nnnnnhhhh…” seeing her in that state sent me over the edge. It was the single most erotic thing I’d ever seen, and I wished she was mine more than anything in the world. I held the palm of my hand in front of the head of my cock, using it as a makeshift bowl as I stroked myself towards completion.

“I love your cock, daddy. I love it.” she moaned, lost in ecstasy. Jason was like a jackhammer, entering warp speed and grunting as he emptied himself into the condom. She was practically crying in agony, and the last thing I remember is holding my breath and biting my lip as the most incredible, full body sensation swept over me.

When I woke up, the lights were on, and they were standing over me. Jason was butt naked, his muscular body and rubber donned cock protruding with cum hanging over my head,  looking down at me, mocking me.

“You know this guy?” he asked, laughing. My entire body was tingling, and I had no recollection of what was happening until several seconds later.

“What the fuck, Alfred? What are you doing here? You scared the shit out of me!” she said, getting hysterical while my brain rebooted itself.

“Damn! This is wild, yo. Homie was in the corner jerkin’ it, woah! That’s actually wild, like, yo.” he said, mouth and eyes wide.

“Jason, just, can you give us a minute?” she asked. I suddenly remembered, and realized that I’d passed out, alerting them I was there. I checked the back of my head for blood, and sat up.

“I’m sorry.”

“What are you doing here?” she asked, her face and tone stern.

“Uhm, I’m so sorry. I was just dropping by to give you these Lily’s. I wanted to explain myself.” I said.

“Oh shit, he remembered the Lilys! That’s my dude.” Jason said, offering me a high five before pulling it away when he remembered that I’d just cum all over myself. Reminded of his presence, I quickly pulled up my pants, covering my soft, shriveled dick.

“Jason, wait for me on the bed.” she said, pointing him into the room and closing the door.

“I hate that guy.” I said, shaking my head in defeat.

“You know him?”

“Yeah, he’s in my English Lit class. I don’t even think he can read.” I said, looking down.

“He is kind of dumb. Like a puppy, but he seems harmless.” she said. I let out a sigh, wishing for the second time I could run away from her.

“Didn’t seem harmless while you were riding him.”

“Alfred! Don’t you dare judge me. I offered myself to you, and you turned me down, remember?” she asked. I could tell I’d struck a nerve.

“You’re right. I’m sorry, I just, fuck. I just really like you, and I pussed out, and now I lost you. And to…fucking that guy of all people. I mean, his dick is huge, good for you.” I said, finally standing up from the floor. Passing out left me covered in a thin layer of sweat, and I could feel a small knot swelling on the back of my head.

“You haven’t lost anything, Alfred. Except maybe your dignity for a couple days.” she said, snort laughing at her own joke.

“More like a couple months. Maybe I’ll change my name, and enroll somewhere else. A fresh start would be nice.” I said, returning her smile.

“Let’s work on that. For now, get some ice, and go home. I might need a few days, but we’re fine.”

“You promise?” I asked, reaching out with my pinky.

“I’m still mad at you, but yes.” she said, completing the embrace. It was a terrible, tragic ending to the night, but at least I had hope. Once again, I tucked my tail, and got the hell out of her dorm room.

Chapter 4 - Bella

I gave myself a couple of days to think about what had happened. Things spiraled so quickly out of control, and I had to process it. What started as anger and betrayal, grew into nothing more than a dumb, somewhat laughable story over the course of a couple days.

Alfred sent two texts each day, one in the morning, and one at night, explaining the whole series of events from his point of view. He admitted to chickening out, stating that I was so far out of his league that his brain simply couldn’t handle the offer, and he went into shut down mode. I thought that was cute.

There was still a feeling of violation I had to work through. Just because I didn’t lock my front door doesn’t mean he should have barged in, no matter his intentions. It was a bonehead move, and I didn’t answer the door for a reason. Actually, I never heard him knock, but if I did, I still wouldn’t have answered it. I was in the middle of something.

After ignoring his texts for two days, I finally decided it was time to reconcile. Sure, he’d rejected me, but it was out of fear. If he’d have only been willing to communicate and be more vulnerable, the whole situation would have been easily avoidable. It’s not like he was the first guy I’d met who struggled with putting words to his feelings, and when I thought about it, it made sense. He wasn’t exactly a social butterfly, but that’s part of what I liked about him.

I finally went to my first period class, and despite my reluctance, interacting with him was just like before. We didn’t mention the incident, and slid right back into our familiar dynamic.

Then the weekend rolled around, and I slept with Jason several more times. I wasn’t really sure where Alfred and I stood, but I enjoyed the sex and wanted more. Alfred reached out, asking if I’d like to hang out. The timing was interesting, like his ears were burning, because it was ten minutes after my third time with Jason.

We met out at our favorite bar, and after about an hour, we both loosened up a bit. He brought it up, apologizing again.

“It’s fine. It’s in the past, it was just really unfortunate.” I said, grinning.

“Kind of funny that I passed out.”

“Yeah.”

“Anyway, I dunno, like I said, I’ve been kicking myself everyday since it happened. I should have just gone for it. I’m sure I wouldn’t have been the best, but I wouldn’t still be a virgin. It’s a big regret of mine.” he said. There was something so innocent and pure about him, so different from Jason.

“It’s fine, sweetie. I know. I shouldn’t have taken it so hard, it’s just, you literally ran. And then you never reached out! What was I supposed to think?”

“You’re right. I was a coward, I’ll never do that again.” he said.

“You promise?” I asked. We latched pinkeys, and then continued with our conversation. He admitted that he liked watching me, and seeing my naked body. Hearing him talk about it gave me the chills, as it threw me right back into the memory of my first time, and ultimately, into my feelings for him.

One way or another, the subject of cuckolding came up, and there was a sudden burst of conversational energy. We’d never connected so hard, and once everything was on the table, the solution was obvious. That night, I took him back to my place, and showed him the best night of his life. The sex was connected, playful, and fun. There was no pressure, and wasn’t as rough and lusty as with Jason. I loved it, and it really felt like it bonded us like never before.

I was young and explorative, and loved the idea of having Alfred as my boyfriend, and Jason as my occasional hookup. Alfred called it a bull, and said that he was down as long as he got to watch. Jason of course, simply wanted sex and would go along with anything if that was the end result.

It’s almost summertime now, and we’re all friends now. Alfred and I have been official for four months, and he’s even tutoring Jason with reading. It turns out, he was right. Jason was so good at sports in high school that the teachers simply passed him to keep him on the field, but he read at about a seventh grade level.

I think it’s so cute how they’ve come around to each other. Jason admitted he used to think of Alfred as a square, but since he shared his girlfriend and helped him learn to read, he thought he was the greatest guy ever. He almost has a guy crush on him, while Alfred more so tolerates him and wants the best for him. It’s been one heck of a year, and I hope to make plenty more memories with my men once the summer rolls around.


Size Matters  - Hotwife Pregnancy Romance

Chapter 1 - Jeffery 

Lena was the apple of my eye, and the love of my life. I’d have done anything for her, which is why it was so difficult to accept that I couldn’t please her sexually. At the beginning of our relationship, we were having regular sex and I loved every second of it. She was easily the most beautiful girl I’d ever been with, and I couldn’t believe she actually let me have sex with her.

Unfortunately, I was the only one enjoying myself. It wasn’t something I picked up on right away, or at all for that matter, largely because I was so satisfied with everything about her that I never stopped to think about how she felt. It was selfish, but there was no intent behind it.

She wasn’t the shy or timid type, which was one of my favorite things about her personality. I always knew where I stood with her, which is why I was shocked when she brought it up, breaching the subject after I tried initiating sex.

“I’m just not in the mood, baby.” she said, brushing me off.

“Okay, that’s fine. You’re just so pretty, I always want you.” I said, keeping the mood light. She gave me a look, and I felt like maybe I’d done something wrong. “I’m sorry.”

“You don’t have to apologize, Jeff. It’s not your fault. I’ve really tried everything, but I can’t reach orgasm with you.” she said, her words stinging my ears.

“Oh. Wait, like never?” I asked.

“Not once.”

“Maybe we could try more foreplay.” I said, pressing on despite my bruised ego.

“It’s not that.” she said, opening her book and shifting her attention away from the conversation.

“What is it? Is it something I can fix?” I asked. Lena sighed, forcefully closing her book and turning slightly in bed to face me.

“You really want to know what it is?” she asked.

“Of course.”

“Honestly, I think I just need someone bigger, you know, down there.” she said. I’d always been insecure about my smaller penis, and hearing her say it directly felt like a dagger.

“Oh.”

“Don’t take it personally, it isn’t your fault. It’s just, well, my ex-boyfriend Paul wasn’t big or anything, just average, but I was still able to feel it, and I could cum with him. I like being intimate with you, sometimes it just feels like a chore, you know? There isn’t really anything in it for me.” she said, sincerely apologetic. I felt uncomfortable in my own skin, and wanted to leave the room immediately.

“I’m sorry.” I muttered, feeling hopeless.

“Don’t apologize, baby. I don’t want to make you feel bad.” she said. Her words were still ringing in my head, and I could feel myself flushing hot with embarrassment.

“You can’t even feel it?” I asked, unsure of my reason for continuing to seek humiliation. She was very clear about it, but I was having trouble accepting it.

“I mean, kind of. You know, it just doesn’t hit my spots, I guess.” she said. The worst part was that I could tell she was being as nice as she could about it, and that the truth was probably even worse than she was letting on.

“I understand, I’m just trying to think of a solution and nothing is coming to mind.” I said, shrugging my shoulders. It was a painful realization, and I felt ashamed that I hadn’t even noticed that she wasn’t getting off during sex. It felt like I’d been tricked, but when I thought back to our times together, I couldn’t think of a time when she said she enjoyed it, or even mentioned having reached climax.

“We could try toys, maybe? I don’t know, honestly my libido is so low right now that I don’t even want to think about it. Let me revisit it once I’m more in the mood.” she said.

“Right. Okay.”

“I’m sorry, baby. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“No, it’s fine.” I said, rolling over to hide my emotions. Tears welled up in my eyes, and she condescendingly patted my shoulder before returning to her book. She didn’t do anything wrong by telling me the truth, but I still felt inadequate and betrayed. I’d always been on the smaller side, but she was the first woman to address the issue with such brutal honesty.

Chapter 2 - Lena 

A part of me wished I hadn’t brought it up, because it was the start of a litany of problems between us. He was so insecure about his penis, and sex in general that it started to dominate his mind. I wanted to want to have sex with him, but my body wasn’t cooperating. I couldn’t bring myself to do it, and made excuses whenever he tried.

His frustration was understandable, but so was mine. We’d always gotten along so well before, and I hated that such a tiny issue was corrupting an otherwise fulfilling relationship. Weeks passed without us having sex, maybe longer, until I finally gave in so that he would stop bringing it up.

It was terrible. He came in less than five minutes, which was actually the best part because it meant that it was over and I’d done my “wifely duty”, but it really put it into perspective how little I wanted to fuck him. Jeffery got on top of me, squeezed my boobs and sucked my nipples while thrusting his tiny prick until it popped, all the while I laid motionless and unimpressed beneath him. It was pathetic, and I closed my eyes because watching him gave me secondhand embarrassment.

My sex drive was non-existent, except for when he left or went to work, then I went into hypersexual mode and would masturbate over and over so that I could release all the pent up tension within myself. It was a strange phenomenon, and I would have felt bad about it if it weren’t so organic. There was nothing I could do about it, nothing about him turned me on and he simply had no clue how to pleasure me. I felt bad for him because it was so little and that wasn’t his fault, but at the same time, I wasn’t lying about the complete lack of sensation it caused.

As our relationship deteriorated, I found myself fantasizing about bigger, more alpha men. Sex wasn’t the most important part of a relationship, at least not for me, but my total lack of satisfaction was making me consider that it might be a deal breaker between us. It wasn’t healthy to spend so much time thinking about sex with other men, but I couldn’t seem to control it.

Little things started irritating me, and Jeffery seemed hell bent on relating everything back to the lack of sex. One day, things boiled over and we got into a huge shouting match. It was the middle of the day, and it was the loudest, most intense fight we’d ever been in. I didn’t know he was capable of such anger, and by the time he stormed out of the apartment, I knew we’d reached a crossroads.

We lived in an apartment building, and there was a knock on the door soon after Jeffery left. I wasn’t wearing a bra under my tank top, so I grabbed my robe and went to the door. It was Benson, our next door neighbor, and I realized he was checking in because of the fight.

“Are you okay? I heard a bunch of yelling.” he said.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry about that, I’m fine. Jeffery left to cool down, I didn’t mean for it to get so out of control.” I said. Benson towered over me, and I could see him peering over me into our apartment. “You can come inside.”

“Yeah, I don’t mean to be overprotective, I just don’t like hearing men yell at women like that.” he said, walking into the apartment and looking around to make sure he wasn’t still there.

“I understand, but everything is fine now.” I said. Benson was an older black man, and lived alone in the apartment next to ours. I’d always thought he was handsome, but for some reason it really hit me right then and there how attractive he was. “Did you want something to drink?”

“If you don’t mind. Water is fine.” he said. I went to the fridge and fetched a bottle, underhanding it in his direction as he sat down on the couch.

“Nice catch.”

“Thanks. You know, I couldn’t help overhearing what you two were arguing over.” he said, looking into my eyes. I sat down beside him, fixing my hair anxiously.

“Oof. That sucks.” I said, laughing at my own embarrassment. We were pretty explicit, and I said some mean, regrettable things to Jeffery.

“Yeah, for both of you.” he said, releasing a belly laugh at our expense. “It’s kind of ironic, actually.”

“How so?”

“Oh, just from my perspective, I mean. I’m in my apartment listening to my beautiful neighbor scream at her boyfriend about his tiny penis, while I’m single and all alone even though mine is huge.” he said. It caught me off guard, but it was also intriguing. I giggled reflexively, and accidentally looked down at his crotch.

“That is ironic. Maybe you could lend him a couple of inches.” I said, biting my lip and looking away because I felt like he caught me glancing.

“It doesn’t work like that, baby. Maybe I could lend you a couple of inches, though.” he said, smiling and leaning back on the couch. “I can’t say I haven’t thought about it before.”

“Oh my gosh, Benson. You’re terrible.” I said. He spread his arms and hooked them over the back of the couch, taking up as much space as possible. There was a palpable confidence about him that I found intoxicating, and I couldn’t help playing along with him.

“I’m just saying, if you’re ever in the mood for some BBC, you know where to find me,” he said. I wasn’t used to being talked to like that, and it would have normally been too forward except that I was so fucking horny and unsatisfied. I knew it was wrong, that I should have shut it down, but I couldn’t seem to enact any form of self control.

“Fuck.” I said, breaking our eye contact but I could feel myself flushing red. “You shouldn’t tempt me like that.”

“I’m just offering a solution for your problem. I’d love to help you out.” he said, placing his hand on my thigh. “Pretty little thing, I might break you in half though.”

“Benson.” I said, whispering. He leaned in slightly, smirking because he could sense that I was struggling to resist him. I wasn’t normally the type for a hook up type of scenario, but casual, guilt free sex was exactly what I needed.

“It’s okay, baby. It’s perfectly natural to be curious.” he said, reaching between his legs and taking hold of himself over his white athletic shorts. I looked down, and couldn’t believe what I saw.

“No way. That’s not real.” I said, gasping audibly at the sight of the distinct outline of the biggest bulge I’d ever seen.

“Don’t be scared, it won’t bite you.” he said, slowly moving his hand along his impressive length. My mind went blank and my mouth started watering, my body’s reaction to him was completely automatic and beyond my control. “Is it bigger than Jeffery’s?”

“Uhh, yeah. Way bigger.” I said, unable to hide my excitement.

“Do you want to see it?” he asked, already knowing the answer.

“We can’t.” I said, still fighting my urges because I knew it was wrong. I’d never cheated before, but I couldn’t deny that it was exactly what I wanted.

“I’m not asking you to do anything, I just want to let you look at it.” he said. The butterflies in my stomach were going crazy, and each time I looked down at it, my will to fight was further drained.

“We shouldn’t.”

“It’s okay, baby. We’re not doing anything wrong, I just need to give it some air.” he said. I inhaled sharply, nodding my head. Benson pulled on his waistband, and it was so big that it flopped out like it was spring loaded. My mind melted a little, and my eyes went wide. I’d never seen anything like it, the biggest, blackest cock imaginable.

“Holy shit.” I said, admiring his veiny length. Any thought of Jeffery, or of being in a relationship was dumped from my mind, replaced only with submissive thoughts of worshiping his big black dick, and a willingness to do anything necessary to please him.

“Do you think that could satisfy you?” he asked, obviously enjoying my reaction. He held it by the base, moving it back and forth like a pendulum in a teasing attempt to hypnotize me. I started giggling, fidgeting because it felt like I was losing my autonomy. The arousal was too much, and I couldn’t pry my eyes off of it.

“Yes.”

“Do you want it?” he asked.

“Yes. So much.” I said, following his swinging dick back and forth with my eyes.

“You’re so beautiful, I’d love to see your pretty little face with a mouthful of my dick.” he said, his smooth, velvet voice adding to the impossible allure. It had been far too long since I’d had an orgasm, and I wasn’t myself.

“Benson.”

“Don’t fight it, baby. It’ll be our little secret. You deserve to have what you want.” he said.

“It’s so big.” I said, practically whining like a spoiled brat because I knew I couldn’t have it. Or at least, I shouldn’t.

“You’re the reason it’s so hard, Lena. You should do me a favor.” he said. I let out a groan of frustration, still held back by my morals. I couldn’t give in, it wasn’t right.

“What if I just watch you? That way it won’t be cheating, since I’m not technically touching it.” I said, my horny brain searching for loopholes and ways to will its desires.

“I like that idea, you should take off your robe for me.” he said, pulling his shorts all the way down to his ankles and spitting onto the head of his cock.

“That’s so hot.” I whispered, watching him spread the saliva around by stroking up and down. I did as I was told, removing my robe and stepping onto the slippery slope.

“God damn, baby. I’ve always wanted to see your tits.” he said, letting another glob of spit fall onto his endowment. There was no more thought, simply reaction. I pulled my tank top down and let them spill out, eager to provide him with the motivation he needed to continue. “Good girl.”

“I can’t believe we’re doing this. It’s so bad.”

“Doing what? We aren’t doing anything, just two neighbors enjoying each other’s company.” he said, slapping his cock against the palm of his hand. I wanted to touch it, to kiss it and debase myself for him. Somehow, I held myself in place, watching him instead.

“It’s not fair. Why is it so big?” I asked. The impulsive urges were becoming intrusive and irresistible, and it was only a matter of time before the last of my willpower ran out.

“Come on, baby girl. Please touch it. It would feel so much better in your pretty little hands.” he said.

“Fuck.” I said, having a sudden pang of panic at the sound of a door slamming at another unit in our building. I found myself sliding off the couch, lowering myself in front of him.

“Good girl, have you ever been with a black man before?”

“No. I haven’t.” I said, shamelessly admiring his manhood. His balls were swollen, and his dick was so much larger than Jeffery’s that it wasn’t even comparable.

“You can kiss it.” he said. I shook my head no, but leaned in anyway, replacing his hand with mine.

“Oh my God, Benson. It’s so heavy.” I said, trembling with nervousness as I held his shiny black dick with both hands. Cock drunkenness washed over me, and the next thing I knew, it was in my mouth.

“Oh, fuck yes. That’s it, baby. Good girl.” he said, encouraging me and placing his oversized hand on the back of my head. I knew Jeffery could walk in at any moment, but there was no reasoning with my needs.

Gluck, gluck, gluck…

“Mmm…” I moaned, struggling to fit it in my mouth. It was such a novelty, a big black dick just for me to suck on and play with. I knew it was wrong, but it felt so good that it overrode my morals.

Benson leaned forward, pushing my head down further in his lap and sliding his hand into my shorts. The moment his fingers touched my pussy, it was over. There was no more resistance, and we were reduced to the behavior of animals, vigorously pleasuring each other.

“Yeah, choke on that shit.” he said, forcing his hotdog fingers deep inside me. “So fucking wet.”

“Fuck, daddy. That feels so good.” I said, gasping for air and sucking on his balls. He brought out my inner submissive, and the way he made me feel was such a stark difference to the way I felt for Jeffery. He made me so wet that my insides made squishing sounds, and it wasn’t long before I needed more.

“Take these off,” he said, breathing heavily and yanking at my shorts. I stepped out of them and pulled my shirt over my head, allowing him to pull me in for a kiss. Embracing someone new was exhilarating, but I wasn’t on birth control and pulled away. “What is it?”

“I can’t get pregnant.” I said. Benson grabbed his shorts, and pulled out a golden square, with the big, bold word “Magnum XL” printed on the front.

“Put it on for me,” he said, sitting back down on the couch. His dick was so hard that it was visibly throbbing, and I dropped to my knees and tore open the wrapper. I’d never seen such a big condom, and I giggled dimly as I removed the rubber and put it on his big black cock, rolling it all the way to the base.

“What if I can’t take it?” I asked, having the sudden realization that it might not even fit. It’s not like I had any experience sitting down on pringle cans.

“Oh, you’ll take it.” he said, grabbing me by the waist and hoisting me effortlessly onto his lap. “And you’ll cum all over it.”

“I need it. I haven’t cum in forever.” I said, confessing my truth as he lined himself up with my opening. Regular condoms were too big for Jeffery, the fit was loose and they’d slide off at some point whenever he wore them. Even with the Magnum XL, it was a tight fit for Benson.

“I know, baby. You need some black dick, let me show you.” he said. I spread open my cheeks, letting him attempt to work it inside. The tip slid inside, splitting my lips and opening me up as I sat down further onto his pole. “God damn, Lena. You feel like a virgin.”

“Go slow, go slow.” I said, my breath hitching as stars exploded in my vision. I’d never experienced anything like it, and was cumming almost the moment he penetrated me. It was completely unexpected, and I didn’t know my body could be so reactive.

“That’s my tight little white pussy, now.” he said, pulling me in close and grabbing my ass with both hands, slowly impaling me on his fuckstick and turning me into a complete blabbering mess.

“Ughn, ughn, fuck, daddy. Oh, gosh. I’m cumming, I can’t stop. I can’t stop, daddy.” I said, overwhelmed with the sensations he provided. He was the antidote to my problems, and I grinded in his lap with my eyes closed, biting down on my lip and riding the powerful orgasmic waves his BBC blessed me with.

“Fuck yeah, baby. Sit on that shit.” he said, thrusting from the bottom and hitting spots that triggered something dormant. I felt the warm, wet rush of my arousal floodgates. I didn’t even know squirting was real, but I discovered it while bouncing up and down on Benson’s big black dick.

“Oh, God.” I said, the chills moving up my spine as he pressed his face between my tits, kissing and sucking. The deeper his cock invaded, the more intense the pleasure tremors became.

The way he made me cum felt almost shameful, especially because he did it so effortlessly, over and over again while Jeffery had failed to succeed a single time in that department. There was so much pent up tension in my body, and Benson’s black cock pounded out every ounce of it, turning me from a sexually frustrated girlfriend into a submissive slave for his perfect black dick.

“I have to feel you, Benson. I have to feel you cumming.” I said, my melted mind stealing my autonomy as I pulled the condom off of his penis. Benson smiled, latching his arms under my legs and lifting me up in the air. He stood in front of the couch, kissing me deeply while using his powerful arms to bounce me on his dick. It was a secret fantasy of mine, to be suspended in the air and fucked into oblivion, and it sent me to another level of blissful release.

“Good girl, cum for that dick.” he said, grunting. He was significantly more aggressive and in control than I was used to, and it drove me absolutely wild. My bodily functions were out of control, and I couldn’t believe the amount of times he made me squirt and cum. “Give me that shit, fuck yes. I’m gonna nut so deep inside of your tight little pussy, Lena.”

“Yes! Please, daddy. Yes!” I called out, loudly proclaiming my satisfaction without thinking of the consequences. His thickness swelled, his hot, raw flesh rearranging my insides as he erupted inside me. My eyes rolled back and I went limp in his arms, but he easily held my weight as he claimed my body.

After he finished, Benson gently laid me down on the couch, and kissed me on the forehead. A smile spread across my face, and I felt like all of the stress had evacuated my body. I laid there for several minutes, savoring my bliss and catching my breath. Benson leaned over me, kissing me again and letting me know that he was taking off.

“We should do that again sometime.” I said.

“Definitely. You’re mine now.” he said. We changed back into our clothes, and I went to the bathroom to clean up the excess cum while he went back to his apartment. No sooner had I finished, Jeffery walked back in the front door, still carrying what was left of his anger from our argument earlier. I’d completely forgotten about it, and had trouble walking straight.

“I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t mean it.” he said.

“Oh, it’s fine.” I said, brushing it off as guilt overtook me. I needed to shower, because I looked and smelled like I’d just been fucked senseless.

Chapter 3 - Jeffery

Lena hopped in the shower, and I laid down on the couch to watch some television to take my mind off things. Something felt off, and I noticed that the apartment smelled different but I couldn’t put my finger on it. I chose one of my favorite sitcoms, something comforting that I could zone out and watch.

Her words from earlier kept replaying in my head, and I tried shaking them away. My dick was too small for an adult woman, it was like a one eighth scale replica of a penis, it was like a ring pop, all the nasty insults she hurled in anger. I tried letting it go, but it felt like we were at an impasse that I had no chance of getting past. Right as I started to settle down and immerse myself in the show, I noticed something on the floor in front of the couch. I stared at it for a couple seconds, confused because I didn’t recognize it.

“What the hell?” I asked, sitting up and giving it a closer look. That’s when my mind clicked, and I saw that it was a comically oversized condom. I got closer, crouching down and cocking my head to the side. It looked about the right size for my forearm, but it was wet so I didn’t touch it.

I felt my adrenaline kick on and my entire body flushed hot. My first thought wasn’t cheating, partially because I’d only been gone for a couple hours, and also because I couldn’t wrap my head around the condom fitting on an actual dick. I kind of figured she’d purchased an oversized dildo and for some reason put a condom on it.

Gingerly, I walked back to our bedroom, and saw Lena laying sprawled out on the bed like a starfish, her eyes were closed but there was a smile on her face. I couldn’t think of how to address it, so I snuck away and grabbed the tongs so I could retrieve the condom. I walked back down the hallway, and tossed the condom onto the bed.

“What is this?” I asked. Her eyes went wide when she saw it, and I could feel the panic gripping her.

“Oh, uhm, it’s uh, you know…” she said, stammering. I waited for her to put something together, but she finally just sighed. “Fuck. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry about what? I don’t get it.”

“You know I haven’t been satisfied, Jeffery. I didn’t mean to, he came over, and it just happened.” she said, shrugging and raising her sad eyes to mine.

“Who came over? When? What are you talking about?” I asked. My heart was pounding, and I think I went into a low grade state of shock because my entire awareness changed, my focus narrowing and my personality turning aloof. I sat on the end of the bed, eyes down on the floor while she relayed the story of what happened.

She fucked our neighbor, the friendly older black man who always said hello to me. Apparently, he had a huge dick. Her words bounced off of me, the shock acting as a protective shield in some ways. I was emotionless, already conditioned to hearing her tell me that I didn’t please her sexually. She tried being factual when she explained what happened, but there were several slips where I could tell she enjoyed it.

“So, what now?” I asked, feeling sick to my stomach. Lena was the best woman who’d ever given me the time of day, as well as the most beautiful, and the idea of some big dicked dude stealing her away in my own apartment made my heart break a little.

“I don’t know, Jeffery. Can we just sleep on it and talk about it later?” she asked. I nodded, and rose from the bed, grabbing a pillow and spare blanket because I knew that meant I was sleeping on the couch. I didn’t even care, as I was emotionlessly exhausted and wanted to escape.

We talked again the following day, and it was even worse than I expected. She told me she still loved me, and wanted to be together, but she also made no qualms about the fact that she needed sex from other men in order to stay sane.

“They’re different needs, Jeffery, that’s all. You fulfill my emotional needs, and he can handle my sexual needs.” she said. I hated hearing it, but I knew on some level that accepting it was my only chance at keeping her, and I was so desperate not to lose her that I found myself agreeing with her justifications, validating them even though it made my stomach turn.

We exchanged a small peck on the lips, and it was the most awkward quick kiss of my life. I wanted to go for a run, but I was too paranoid to leave the apartment because I knew what would happen. It didn’t really matter one way or the other, as she was going to fuck him anyway but I still stayed home and sulked.

Lena went about her day as if nothing happened at all, meeting her friend Sarah for coffee and lunch, and returning to the apartment in a great mood. I found myself obsessing about Benson, picturing his donkey dick entering her while she creamed and came, screaming out for him in ways she never did for me.

It turned me on, and that was the worst part. I hated the idea of her with someone else, but that didn’t stop my dick from filling with blood. After hours of looping, intrusive thoughts of her bent over in front of him, begging him to fuck her, I couldn’t handle the arousal any longer and went to the bathroom for a wank. It wasn’t the proudest moment of my life, staring down at my inferior cock and finishing in the toilet, but at least it momentarily relieved the tension.

I knew it was pathetic, but I was going to at least try to stay in the relationship. Maybe being a cuckold wouldn’t be the worst thing, and at the end of the day, at least I’d still have Lena.

Chapter 4 - Lena

It wasn’t what I planned, but making Jeffery into a cuckold seemed like the best available option. I wanted to see if we got along better once sex was off the table, especially seeing as it seemed to be the main cause of our issues. The only problem was Jeffery never left the apartment, he didn’t really have friends or hobbies, and after a couple of days, I was fed up with not having sex and decided to rip the band aid off. The way I saw it, it was either going to work out, or it wasn’t, so there was no need to hide what I was doing.

“Benson is coming over. I wasn’t sure if you wanted to leave, or what. I just wanted to let you know.” I said.

“He’s coming over here? Why?”

“Are you serious? We already discussed this.” I said. He was eating a bowl of fruity cereal, and seemed confused.

“He’s coming over to fuck you?”

“Yes, Jeffery. We’re going to have sex.” I said, annoyed that I had to address it directly once again. We already had an understanding, and I felt like he was playing dumb.

“Jesus Christ, fine. I guess I’ll leave my own apartment. Why can’t you just go over there?” he asked.

“Jeffery, I don’t want to get into an argument. You’re either okay with this or you aren’t, it’s not going to work if you continue acting like you have some say in my sex life.” I said, putting my foot down because dealing with him and sex was exhausting. I just wanted to explore my relationship with Benson, and I wasn’t interested in being interrogated about it.

“Fine. I’m okay with it.” he said, returning to his cereal. It surprised me how quickly he rolled over, but it gave me a glimmer of hope that we’d turned over a new leaf. There was a knock at the door shortly after, it was Benson.

“There she is. I’ve been dreaming about you for days.” he said, grabbing my ass with both hands and pulling me in for a kiss at the doorway. Jeffery looked over at us, watching us make out for several seconds before Benson slapped my ass and told me to go to the bedroom.

“Yes sir.” I said, my body reacting so naturally to his touch that I wanted nothing more than to submit to him. I thought it would be more awkward, embracing him in front of Jeffery, but our new roles felt totally organic and true.

“Sup buddy?” Benson asked. I went to the bathroom, and could faintly overhear their friendly small talk conversation. Benson followed a minute later, leaving our door open as he climbed into bed with me.

“I need it.” I said, letting him take control. For some reason, I wanted Jeffery to hear us, to see us even. I wanted confirmation that he could handle it, or else I wanted him out of my life. Benson rolled me onto my stomach, pulling my sweats down to my knees and shoving his face in my ass.

“Such a pretty pussy.” he whispered, kissing and licking while I gripped the sheets. I loved the way he made me feel, but I also felt an extra spike of pure arousal because Jeffery had to hear it. I wasn’t sure what to do with that feeling other than explore it further, because it felt mean but I couldn’t deny that it made me want it more.

“That feels so good.” I said, arching my back and pushing my butt against his face. His warm, skillful tongue drew circles around my clit, and he spread my legs open further as he added his fingers to the equation.

“Not as good as you taste, baby, I promise you that.” he said, laying his palm hard enough across my bare ass that it made me squeal. I wouldn’t have liked it except for the fact that I knew he could hear it, and that made me want him to spank me more.

“Harder, daddy.” I said, bracing myself for another firm smack. I laid my head in my pillow, grunting as he granted my request.

“I need that shit, Lena.” he said, stripping down. I raised my head to look back at him, and smiled at the sight of his formidable endowment, the perfect reminder of why I was there in the first place.

“Me too.” I said, exhaling deeply to relax my body. He yanked my sweats and underwear all the way off, chucking them to the side before mounting me from behind.

“Are you ready, baby?” he asked, his deep voice booming through our apartment.

“Yes, daddy. I need your big cock, I fucking need it.” I said, begging so Jeffery could hear. Benson seemed to enjoy that aspect too, and was extra verbal and dominant. I still wasn’t used to his size, and my body clenched when he inserted it, flooding my mind with endorphins just like our first time together.

“Pretty little white ass, that’s mine.” he said, thumbing my asshole while thrusting into me. I was so turned on that the only thing on my mind was my own pleasure, and he gave it to me with deep strokes that made my toes flex and curl.

“Oh my God!”

“That’s it, baby girl. Take that long dick.”

“Yes!”

“Good girl, moan for daddy.” he said, spanking the side of my ass again. It was rougher sex than I was accustomed to, and I loved being manhandled by a masculine, hung man.

“Oh my God, Benson. I’m going to cum if you don’t slow down.” I said, bracing myself against the headboard.

“Do it, baby. Cum for daddy.” he said. I’d completely forgotten about Jeffery, but suddenly felt his presence. Right as I was about to cum, I turned my head to see that he was standing in the doorway, pants down and stroking away at his little dick with the dumbest look on his face. It made me cum even harder, and solidified the new roles in our cuckold relationship.

Jeffery finished before Benson, but still stood there watching while our new black bull filled me with hot sticky cum. As good as it was the first time, it was even better doing it without guilt. In the simplest of terms, I was a very happy hotwife.

Chapter 5 - Jeffery

It took a couple of days for me to get over the jealousy. I wanted to be the one giving her mind bending orgasms, and fucking her, but the reality was that I didn’t have the capability, and at the same time, I wanted her to be happy.

I learned that it wasn’t so bad, and that I still got to experience a whole new type of sexual satisfaction than I knew existed. Watching her in agonizing pleasure, seeing the way Benson brought her to new heights, I was able to live somewhat vicariously through them, especially so because they liked being watched.

Benson and I had always gotten along, albeit more in a casual, neighborly way. He started hanging out at our place, and vice versa, and we became something of a happy throuple. Not only that, he and I became good friends and started playing video games together. We both smoked weed, and had a lot in common when it came to what we preferred to do with our free time.

A few months into the arrangement, we found out that Lena had fallen pregnant. There was no question about the paternity of the child, as Lena had completely cut off direct sexual contact, and we decided the best move was to combine apartments and resources. Benson moved in, and they took the bedroom while I claimed the living room, and once the baby arrives, we’re going to split the duties evenly between the three of us.


Always Stuck - Free Use Hotwife

Chapter 1 - Katie 

Life was getting monotonous, and I was going stir crazy. Everything was routine, the kids were out of the house and in college, and my husband Barry had almost completely lost his libido. I was sick of being bored, and of hearing that he was too tired to have sex. 

The decrease in his appetite happened over a period of time, and it just so happened to be the exact time that mine skyrocketed. It was hard to tell if it was because he could no longer keep up, or if my desires were actually increasing. It didn’t take long before it was driving me mad, and hijacking my thoughts to where sex was always on my mind. 

It was a lot to process at first, suddenly having intense sexual fantasies out of nowhere. I became attracted to men that weren’t my husband, and he never made so much as an appearance in one of my daydreams. I felt guilty at first, but there was nothing I could do about it. The thoughts occurred automatically, and I couldn’t pull myself away from them. 

I decided to tell my husband, with some tact, of course, mentioning that I was experiencing random arousal and was interested in spicing things up. He didn’t take it the way I expected. His face dropped, and he shook his head. 

“Baby, I love you, but I’m an old man. It’s over for me. If you’d like to take another lover, I give you my blessing. I can barely keep up with doing it once a week these days, it’s so draining. I don’t know, I’m just not the horndog I used to be.” he said. It took me a moment to really hear his words, as they came as a total surprise. 

“You’d be okay with that? Me being with another man?” I asked, the words leaving my mouth automatically. It wasn’t a solution I’d even considered, but I couldn’t deny that the offer was alluring. 

“Yeah, I don’t feel as possessive over you as I did when I was younger. I feel a lot more secure in our relationship, and at the end of the day, it’s just sex.” he said, shrugging his shoulders. He’d become more aloof over the years, so it maybe shouldn’t have surprised me. 

“Hmm, that makes sense. I mean, I dunno. I’ll have to think about it.” I said, not wanting to overplay my hand. An offer like that felt like it should be thought about for a couple days, as I didn’t want to seem too eager to take him up on it. 

“Just let me know, you’d be the hottest hotwife in town.” he said, letting out a chuckle and blowing on his hot coffee. 

“Hotwife?” I asked. 

“Well, yeah. If you slept with other men, that would make me your cuckold.” he said. 

“Are you into that?” I asked. He’d never spoken about an interest in the kink, and he said it so casually. 

“It’s become more appealing lately, watching you would be a huge turn on. I figure that I could still watch, and let another man step in and do all the work for me since I’m too lazy to meet your needs.” he said. 

“Oh, baby. It’s not that.” 

“Yes it is, and that’s fine. I don’t love you any differently.” he said. 

“So you’d not only be okay with it, you would actually enjoy it?” 

“Absolutely. We’re getting older, Katie, we might as well explore a little. I don’t see what the harm could be.” he said. My heart raced with excitement, and I immediately started going through my rolodex of potential suitors. 

The idea sounded brilliant, but I was left with one glaring issue. I didn’t want it to be publicly known that we were into cuckolding, but I wasn’t sure how to go about it otherwise. Barry wasn’t into being humiliated, or interested in exploring those aspects of the kink. He just wanted to watch things play out casually, and at his own pace, as opposed to sitting in a cuck chair in the corner like was often portrayed in the adult movies. 

I thought about it for a couple of days, and realized there was a fairly short list of bulls I’d be willing to consider. They were all close friends, and the naughtiest were the sons of close friends, so it was a little bit more sensitive of an undertaking than finding some random bull online, or at a bar. Sleeping with a random someone didn’t do it for me, I had to have some sort of a standing relationship with them, some type of attraction. 

That’s when I came up with the plan, a simple ruse designed to move things in that direction. A way to test the waters without being so direct about it. I ran it by Barry, and he seemed delighted to give it a try. We decided to do the initial test run on Saturday, and went with the person we thought would be the person most likely to go along with it. 

His name was Matt, and he was the twenty five year old son of our friends Jeff and Fanny. Barry always confided in me that Matt checked me out, and while I didn’t believe him at first, it became obviously true over time, especially after joining his family for a pool party one summer. It was as if he couldn’t control his eyes in my presence, and he was always extra engaging with me. 

Matt was also single, and lived five minutes down the street. He seemed like the closest thing to a shoe-in, so we invited him over for a very intimate, three person cookout at our place. He accepted right away, and the reality of the situation hit me like a ton of bricks, further amplifying my already heightened libido and overactive imagination. 

He was so tall, and muscular. The twenty year age gap didn’t seem to bother him, and it certainly didn’t bother me. I couldn’t wait for him to get his hands on me, to feel him release all of that testosterone and pent up desire first hand. As the day grew closer, I wondered if I could go through with it. 

Chapter 2 - Barry 

Matt was completely naive to the fact that something was going on. Even though we’d never invited him to hang out alone, he showed up like a happy puppy dog who was eager to be fed. If only he knew what was on the menu. 

We spoke on the couch while Katie freshened up. I mentioned that I was getting old, and didn’t have the energy I used to have. He couldn’t identify, obviously, and I could practically feel the testosterone and excess energy radiating from his body while he struggled to sit still. 

I took a pull from my glass of whiskey, and could feel his anxiousness when the conversation stalled, his eyes darting around as he continued to fidget. 

“Can I get some help? I’m in the laundry room!” she called out, and I knew that the game was on. It was a simple, rudimentary plan, but Katie seemed to believe that it could work. 

“Do you mind? I need to go take a piss and replace my whiskey.” I said, giving him a nod. 

“Yes sir.” he said, hopping up from the couch. I hoped that his respect for me wouldn’t prevent him from going through with it. I watched as he disappeared down the hallway, and waited several minutes before slowly sauntering in their direction. 

My heart pounded like a drum in my chest, and I was surprised by my pure visceral reaction. I felt suddenly possessive of her, jealous, and nervous. At the same time, my cock swelled with pressure as I tip-toed silently towards the door, with drink in hand. 

“Are you sure? I don’t see how that would help.” he said. 

“Just do it, baby. Trust me.” she said. I settled outside the door, which was only partly ajar. 

“Should I just pull?” 

“Wrap your arms around my waist, get closer.” she said, encouraging him. 

“Okay.” 

“Closer, baby. You’re gonna have to put your pelvis up against my butt. It’s the only way.” she said. I chuckled silently, picturing Matt nervously inching his way up to her backside. 

“I just don’t want to make Barry angry. Maybe he should help you instead of me.” 

“He doesn’t mind, sweetheart. Here, I think you’re gonna need to pull my pants down a little.” she said. I shook my head, rolling my eyes at the pure nonsensical nature of her plan. She was headfirst in the dryer, pretending to be stuck while taunting him with her juicy backside. 

“Yes ma'am,” he said. Outside of their dialogue, there was an almost eerie silence, and I stayed as still as possible, controlling my breathing so they wouldn’t overhear me. “Like this?” 

“More, all the way down. I think it’ll help.” she said. 

“Geeze, Mrs. Baker, this seems awfully intimate.” 

“You’ve seen me in a bikini before, it’s not so different from that.” she said. 

“True, but the bikini wasn’t a red lace thong,” he said. 

“We all have bodies, nothing to be ashamed of. All the way.” 

“Okay, they’re all the way down. Now what?” he asked. My adrenaline spiked so hard that it heightened my senses, and I reached into my shorts and took hold of my throbbing cock. I couldn’t even see them, but listening to the seduction transpire was triggering every part of my arousal system. 

“Now take off my panties. It’s not going to work without those coming off too.” she said. 

“Oh. Really? I don’t see how that would help.” 

“It’s too much friction, sweetheart. Didn’t you pay attention in school?” 

“Not really, no, but I’ll take your word for it.” he said. “Are you sure?” 

“Yes, baby. Don’t worry, this will be our little secret. Let’s just do whatever we have to do to get me out of here.” she said. 

“Yes ma’am. You’re right.” 

“Okay, there you go. All the way down, good boy.” she said, her voice laced with sensuality. I could hear the confidence in the tone of her voice, and a part of me wished that I could replace him as the dryer extraction expert. 

“I’m not looking, Mrs. Baker. I swear.” he said. 

“Matt, two things. Just call me Katie, please. And you’re going to have to look. How else are you going to get me out?” she asked, twisting the laws of logic like she was wringing out a wet rag. 

“Uhm, okay. You don’t mind?” 

“No, baby. It’s necessary. Besides, don’t you enjoy looking at the female body?” 

“Yeah. Of course, but, it’s just, I dunno. It feels wrong.” he said. 

“Before we try to pull, just go ahead and spread my butt with your hands. Take a good look, I need you to know exactly what you’re working with.” she said. I shifted slightly, tugging on myself and feeling emboldened to get closer. I wanted to see what they were doing. 

“Yes ma’-ugh, Katie.” he said, stammering as he did what he was told. I pied my way around the opening of the door, reaching out and touching it very slightly, enough to move it a couple inches. 

“That actually feels very good, sweetheart. Do you like what you see?” she asked, right as they came into full view. Matt was in a low squat behind her, spreading her cheeks and staring down the barrel. 

“I mean, it’s very nice. Not to be inappropriate.” he said, his eyes firmly fixed on the topic. 

“It’s not inappropriate, baby. I like being complimented. Do you think it’s pretty?” she asked. 

“It’s very pretty, Katie. This feels wrong.” 

“How come? You said it yourself that you like looking at it.” she said. Matt was so transfixed on her ass that I felt no worry of being discovered. 

“It’s just that, you know, you’re married and everything.” 

“Just because I’m married doesn’t mean that you can’t find me attractive. Here, press your pelvis up against me. Let’s give it a pull.” she said. 

“Oh, uhm, I’m sorry, it’s just that looking at you kind of gave me a-, it kind of made me a little bit hard down there. I’m sorry.” he said. 

“Matt, baby, do you know what a hotwife is?” 

“A what? No, I don’t think so.” 

“Have you heard of cuckolding?” she asked. 

“Oh, yeah. Isn’t it like a porn thing?” he asked. Katie chuckled, wagging her ass back and forth to entice him. 

“It’s portrayed in porn, but it’s also a real lifestyle. It’s something Barry and I wanted to try, and so maybe you don’t have to feel bad about helping me get unstuck.” she said. 

“So this is okay? I won’t get into trouble?” 

“No, sweetheart. Not at all. You’d actually be helping us out. I’d rather do this with you than with someone else.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes, baby. I’ve always thought you were really handsome.” she said. Matt pressed himself up against her, grabbing her hips and instinctively grinding against her. 

“I’ve always thought you were hot, but I couldn’t bring it up, obviously. I really can’t believe this.” he said, his erection clearly visible through his athletic shorts as they writhed against each other. 

“That’s very flattering. I’ve never been with a younger man before.” she said. The tension was unbearable, and my craving to see his hard dick entering her from behind was palpable. I continued to breathe in a steady, controlled manner, but my heart was pounding and it was becoming more difficult. “I think you should take off your shorts and underwear. This isn’t fair.” 

“You want me to take it out?” he asked, pausing for reassurance. I think he thought they were only going to grind it out, and her request made him realize how real things were getting. 

“Yes, baby. I feel your hard cock pressing against the fabric of your shorts, but I want it pressing my walls apart.” she said. Her ass looked delectable, and I knew he couldn’t possibly resist her. Matt stood up quickly, removing his shirt before stripping completely down except for his socks. His cock flopped out from behind his waistband, long and impressively hard. 

“Okay. Now what?” he asked. 

“We need to get rid of as much friction as possible. We need to make it slippery.” she said. 

“How do we do that?” 

“Here. Take this.” she said, reaching back with her arm and holding him a bottle of baby oil. “Put it on yourself, and all over my ass. It’ll help.” 

“Okay, that makes sense. I think I get it now. We need to make it so that you can slide right out.” he said, flipping open the lid and applying a liberal portion of the lubricant over her juicy ass, before doing the same to himself. I pulled my own cock all the way out, as I was almost ready to burst from the pure exhilaration of watching our naughty plan work itself out. 

“That’s right, baby. It’s the only way.” she said. 

“Okay, so should I pull now?” he asked, lowering himself behind her. 

“No, baby. Not yet. It’s only going to work if we form a seal. You have to put it inside me.” she said. I wondered how uncomfortable it must be, her torso stuffed into the dryer with nothing but some old towels and a bottle of baby oil. 

“Before I do this, I want to make sure I’m understanding you right.” 

“Yes, baby. I want you to put your hard young cock inside of my pussy. Please, baby. I’m so fucking horny.” she said, raising her ass to tempt him further. Matt was already stroking, almost in a trance like state. It occurred to me that she couldn’t see him, and would have no idea that he was so well endowed until he entered her. 

“Shouldn’t I put on a condom?” 

“Jesus, I just want you to fuck me already. Do you have a condom?” 

“No, do you?” he asked. 

“No. Just do it raw. I need it.” she said, literally begging for him to make a move. I could tell he wanted it, he was simply hesitant because he was about to fuck one of his parent’s friends wives and he was struggling with cognitive dissonance. It’s not everyday that a beautiful, married woman twice your age bends over in front of you and tells you to fuck her. 

“Okay, I’m gonna do it.” he said, scooting closer and taking hold of himself at the base. He rubbed it up and down against her, and it occurred that he didn’t know exactly where to stick it. Katie lifted her ass, adjusting to his positioning and pressing her weight down onto it. I nearly came the moment the mushroom tip of his fat dick slipped inside of her, another man laying claim to her for the first time in over a decade. 

“Oh my God, Matt. It’s so hard.” 

“I can’t help it, Katie. You’re gorgeous.” he said, pushing his hips forward and making her take it all. She grunted and yelped, her voice echoing from inside the drum. 

“Harder, baby. Take it.” 

“It feels amazing. It’s so wet, and tight.” he said, holding her hips like handles and increasing his pace. Their bodies collided, slapping rhythmically together as I was overtaken with euphoria. Matt fucked her hard and good, and I could tell by her ecstatic yelps that she was as lost in pleasure as I was. 

“Fuck me, baby. Make me cum for you.” There was a passion in her voice I hadn’t heard in some time, and I was thankful that he was able to give her what she desired. He was much younger than me, full of stamina and a hunger that I couldn’t match. I watched them from the side, watching his dagger impale her until I gave in, letting myself cum into the palm of my hand. It was more intense than usual, to the point where I was seeing little color bursts as I rubbed out all of the sexual tension that had built up while watching them go at it. 

“Katie! I’m so close.” 

“Me too! Don’t stop!” 

As soon as I finished cumming, a sort of regretful panic washed over me and I decided that I should get out of there. My jealousy returned, and the sounds of their simultaneous orgasms was too much for me. Luckily, they were loud enough that it gave me the perfect cover, and I was able to sneak away and wash the cum from my hands without being discovered. 

It was like an adrenaline dump, and as soon as the initial excitement wore off, I was nearly comatose. I didn’t want to make him feel awkward, so I went upstairs to my bedroom to shower up and lay down, leaving them with plenty of privacy to enjoy each other’s company. 

The vivid thoughts of seeing them together replayed in my head, and I went back and forth on how I felt about it. On one hand, it was a huge turn on seeing her in that state, calling out for his cum like she was reborn. She was also my wife, and from that point forward, I’d think of her beautiful ass hanging out of the dryer while my friend’s son let her have it. I knew I’d get used to it if we continued, but it was a strange pill to swallow. 

Chapter 3 - Katie 

Matt pumped me full of hot sticky cum, rubbing my oiled up ass and telling me that it was the most perfect thing he’d ever seen. Barry made himself scarce afterwards, and when Matt finally pulled his hard young cock out of me, I finally backed my way out of the dryer.

“It worked.” I said, giving him a wink. At first, I truly think he believed that I was stuck in the dryer, but figured it out by the end.

“Thank God. It would be terrible if you got stuck again, but I volunteer my services if you do.” he said, smiling back at me. There was a carefree quality about him, something I didn’t see in my husband, or older men in general.

“Well, I’m sort of accident prone, so I can’t promise that it won’t happen again.” I said, standing up and stretching out. I’d been in there for a while, and was sweating like a pig.

“I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“It was kind of kinky, wasn’t it? And somehow more romantic than I expected.”

“Yeah, yeah. For sure. Can I tell you something?”

“Of course.” I said, gathering my panties and yoga pants. His warm cum was running down my inner thigh, and wanted him to join me in the shower.

“That was my first time.” he said, his face completely straight.

“Oh.” I said, shocked by his admission. He didn’t perform like a virgin, and I just hadn’t considered it a possibility. “I had no idea, I would have done something special for you.”

“You did. You have no idea, honestly. That was incredible.”

“Not to be in a rush, but do you want to have your second time?” I asked, biting my lip and stepping closer to him. He smiled. “Because I need to take a shower, and I could use some help getting to those hard to reach places.”

“Let’s go.” he said. I knew Barry was upstairs in the master, and I considered taking him up there so that he could watch, but elected to sneak him into the guest room bathroom instead. Barry saw plenty, and I thought it was fair if I claimed some alone time with my new lover.

Our chemistry was so new and exciting, and as cliche as it is, he made me feel young again. We got naked and stepped into the shower, and I felt the chills go up my spine as the warm water cascaded over my body, washing away the evidence of our sins in the laundry room.

“You really like my butt, don’t you?” I asked, commenting on the fact that he was squatting behind me and rubbing all over it with body wash.

“I’ve checked it out so many times before, but I never thought I’d get to put my hands on it. I really didn’t expect this.” he said.

“Well, feel free to explore. I like being worshiped.” I said. No sooner had the words left my mouth, his face was buried between my cheeks, eagerly lapping away without reservation.

“Ughn!” I gasped as his warm tongue moved across my asshole, crossing a line Barry had never even attempted. It felt good, strangely good, and I leaned forward against the wall, bending at the waist and giving him full access.

I had full permission to do what I was doing, but it still felt like I was doing something wrong. He was twenty years old, and I knew his family.

“It tastes so good.” he whimpered, relentless in his lust-fueled tongue lashing. He parted my cheeks, holding them open as he dipped his tongue deeper and deeper, forcing it inside my anus.

“Oh, baby. I love it.” I reached down between my legs, taking full advantage of the novel pleasure and amplifying it by tending to my clit. It wasn’t long before I was trembling, shaking my ass in his face as he delivered me to another powerful release.

It felt so organic, and easy to arrive for him. Matt stood up behind me, grabbing my hips and pulling me into him for more. It occurred to me that it was only his second time having sex, and I could hardly believe what a natural he was.

“God damn, Katie. I wanna do this every day.” he said, gripping the back of my neck, and holding my lower back with his other hand. The shower wasn’t the ideal place, but we made it work. His cock felt so hard and thick, stretching me out with each intentional thrust.

“You can have it, Matt. I need it too.”

“It’s so tight. I’m gonna fucking cum!”

“Do it, baby. Do it hard.” I said, a satisfied smile spreading across my face as he drove himself towards climax, his heavy balls swinging and slapping against me.

“Ughn! Ughn! Nnnn!” he pushed it all the way in, holding me in place as his hot flesh pulsed with hot cum, again finishing inside. Barry and I hadn’t discussed the details too in depth, and I wondered if I was breaking an unspoken rule by letting him take me without protection.

I hadn’t really taken into consideration the feelings that might come along with taking on a new lover. Matt was fun, and enthusiastic about my body in a way that made me feel alive. It was more than just casual sex, there was still a bonding process taking place that was undeniable.

Matt became like a new roommate over the next several weeks, even staying over so we could go at it several times a night. It was like the honeymoon phase of our relationship, and the sex got better and better. I felt more open with him than Barry, about sex, and it led to an awakening of sorts.

After discussing it with Matt, I took our plan to Barry, and he approved wholeheartedly. I was going to get stuck again, except this time, it would be a two man job.

Adam was Matt’s best friend, and I’d met him on several occasions. He was a few years older than Matt, with a scruffy beard and bulging muscles because all he liked to do was lift weights. Apparently, he’d recently broken up with his girlfriend and was really having a hard time adjusting to life without sex.

Barry liked the idea, except he wanted to be involved this time. Knowing that I was intimate with a younger lover made him more interested, at least in terms of actively participating as a cuckold. I agreed with his terms, and thought it would be simple enough to convince a recently single, testosterone laced gym bro to take advantage of me in a vulnerable position.

Chapter 4 - Barry

After dipping my toe into the pool, and coming to terms with the fact that my wife’s sexual needs were no longer my responsibility to fulfill, I became very happy with our decision to go headfirst into the lifestyle.

The jealousy faded away, and I simply wanted her to have the most pleasurable experiences possible. It was better than her cheating on me, obviously, which I feared might have happened in time since I was no longer able to satisfy her.

There was no question she enjoyed making love to Matt, and I couldn’t help feeling happy for him because I would have died for a chance at a similar situation when I was younger. I lost my virginity in the back of a car, and it was more awkward than enjoyable. He got to experience a gorgeous, older woman who knew exactly what she wanted. No wonder he was so smitten with her.

Then came Adam, and I knew that our tastes and preferences were evolving. Having two men using my wife was no longer intimidating, and I wanted to see them ravage her. Katie loved the stuck fantasy, and wanted to experience it again. This time would be a little different though.

Matt brought Adam over to hang out on a Saturday evening, and he’d already briefed him on the mission. He knew full well that Matt was fucking her senseless five or six times a week, and was easily lured by the prospect of getting some of his own. They were typical young guys, and would have run headfirst through a wall just to sniff her panties.

Katie didn’t know he knew, a detail I decided to keep to myself because I thought it would add to the intensity of the scenario. Instead of hiding away, I was going to join them in the kitchen, where she’d be stuck in the oven. Everything was prepared, and I’d already taken off the door to make things more convenient. The story was pretty much that she’d been cleaning the inside of the oven, and became stuck while we were watching the game. I waited patiently for her to give the signal, less interested in the results on the screen than what the night had in store.

“Help! I’m stuck!” she said, calling out from the kitchen. I smiled, and threw back my first gulp of whiskey to loosen myself up. Matt popped up instantly.

“You boys should get to that. I’ll be right in.” I said.

“What’s going on?” Adam asked.

“Help!”

“I think my wife is stuck in the oven.” I said, grinning as he realized the plan was in motion. Adam was a simple minded man, and needed to be reminded of things regularly. I thought it was funny, and judging by his hulking physique, he was going to gorilla fuck my wife at the very first opportunity.

The scene I walked into was promising, with both young men tearing off her shorts. Katie wasn’t wearing underwear, and I took a seat on the barstool overlooking the kitchen. It was quite the view, and Matt took control of the plan.

“We need to take turns, and slowly ease her out of there.” he said. Adam narrowed his eyes, arms crossed over his chest while he slowly nodded his head, his gaze never once leaving her exposed privates.

“Okay. I’ll go first.” he said.

“Is that okay with you, Katie? If Adam takes the first turn?”

“Do whatever you want with me, as long as it gets me out of here.”

“Take your time though, I don’t want you to rush it.” I said, adding my two cents. It was the first time I’d been in the same room with other men who were so aroused, and in a way it felt like I wasn’t even there.

“Yes sir.” Matt said, his eyes darting quickly in my direction before returning to the task at hand. Adam wasn’t shy, dropping his shorts and underwear in one motion, still wearing his tank top and tennis shoes as he approached from behind. His immense girth was almost shocking, and I felt butterflies immediately. I hadn’t expected things to progress so quickly, for him to mount her so aggressively.

“It’s already wet.” he said, grunting as he pushed his thickness into her. She let out a feminine squeal, arching her back inside the oven and raising her ass into the air to receive him.

“Oh, wow. Baby, it’s so, ughn! Fuck, baby.”

“Ugh, that’s so good.” he said, shorts around his ankles as he pulled her against him. Matt stood to the side, grinning as his friend laid waste to his hotwife. Adam had no gears, he simply went to mach 5 and hammered away. I didn’t know what to say, choosing to watch silently as my own erection took hold.

Their bodies slapped together, and I could hear her wetness squishing as he humped away at her, mindlessly grunting with pleasure as he consumed her. Even while sitting behind them, I could see the way his endowment forced her walls open, stretching her as he moved quickly towards climax. His breathing shifted, and he was going all out without the slightest shift in pace.

“Oh! Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Katie yelped, somehow taking the brutal pounding while myself and Matt stood idly by.

“Okay, dude. Let’s switch, I don’t want you to blow your wad on your first turn.” Matt said, trying to intervene. He unzipped the front of his khaki shorts, but Adam didn’t even break his rhythm, continuing to pound her into the oven.

“Oh God! I’m cumming!” Katie said, her voice high and shrill. Matt smiled again, lowering his shorts.

“I guess you should continue.” he said, glancing quickly over at me once more. I was slowly stroking myself in my pants, keeping full control so that I didn’t cum before they had both finished.

“Nnnn! Ahhh!” she was already preheated, and damn near feral for Adam’s fat cock. I guess hearing her cum so intensely brought him to the edge, and I couldn’t blame him.

“I can’t pull out! It’s too tight!” he said, his guttural tone cutting through the kitchen. There was something so raw and primal about it, and it was perhaps my favorite aspect of being a cuckold, the act of watching another man make a hot mess inside of my wife.

It was a lot of cum, and he delivered it with vigor. I watched as he backed himself out of her, his plunger of a cockhead bringing with it a huge glob of excess cum.

“Look at that.” I said, admiring his handiwork. Adam looked almost dumbfounded, like he’d entered a trance and only snapped back after he finished. I could hear Katie’s breath, panting as she recovered. Her ass had red marks from his hips, and Matt wasted no time replacing his friend.

“You can handle some more, can’t you baby?” he asked. I decided to step down from my stool, and walk around for a closer view of what was happening. Adam excused himself from the kitchen, and the action continued. Matt didn’t seem to care that she was already dripping cum, and remarked at how good her wetness felt, clamping around his cock as he moved it in and out.

“For you, baby, always.” she said, her voice softened from earlier. Matt was more gentle, setting a medium, rhythmic pace as he reached around her torso to fondle her breasts.

“That’s my good little slut. You want some more cum, don’t you?”

“Yes, baby. I want you. I need you in me.” she whimpered, nearly crying with pleasure. Their bond had grown over time, and there was a loving tenderness between them that filled me with an impossible amount of pressure. I sat down with my back against the cupboard next to the stove, and held her hand while watching his meaty cock enter her over and over.

I took my cock out, leaning forward to spit on it and taking it into my hand. Watching them together was too hot, and I knew I couldn’t hold out any longer.

“Are you ready baby?”

“Yes. Please give it to me.” she said, begging as Matt finished inside. Seeing them reach their peak ended me, and I came all over my own hands while he reaped the rewards of being our bull.

Chapter 5 - Katie

Following our threeway stuck scenario, I took Adam and Matt upstairs for another, more private round of mutual enjoyment. Barry had already had his fill, and left us alone while we alternated through every position I could think of.

I had no idea the sexual freedom I was capable of until I experienced it with them. There was no shame, just a free for all of pure carnal filth. By the time we finished, I’d cum so many times that I lost count, and was physically exhausted like never before. I was also dripping with so much cum that I made Barry change the sheets after they left while I took a shower.

It was such a stark contrast, my overall happiness and fulfillment once my sex life was back in order. I felt completely content, like I had everything I could ever want and more. Barry was so supportive, and it actually gave our own sex life a serious boost. Eventually, I worried that I’d bitten off more than I could chew, balancing the needs of two men, and occasional others.

My favorite thing about being a hotwife is the lack of stress. I worried at first that Barry would call it off, become jealous and possessive and decide that he wasn’t into it. I wondered where that would leave me, seeing as how I could never go back to the way things were before. I was too happy, but those fears came to pass when I saw how much he enjoyed it. It provided him with a spark, a little of stimulus to keep him in the mood, and I don’t think he wanted to fall completely to the wayside sexually. It reminded him that he still wanted me, and that made all the difference in the world.

We’re still heavily engaged in the lifestyle, and Matt has become almost like a second husband, or at least my boyfriend on the side. He gives me certain things that I only get from him, and I get everything else from my husband. Barry gets to see his wife lost in ecstasy, exploring her sexuality on a near daily basis. For us, it’s a win-win decision, and we’d never consider giving it up. Not for the world.

Cuckold’s Nightmare

Chapter 1 - Nicholas

I’d have done anything for my girlfriend Sheryl, and I didn’t have the ability to tell her no. She was so far out of my league that it wasn’t funny, and I honestly had no idea why she’d picked me to be her boyfriend.

It was my sophomore year of college, and I still hadn’t lost my virginity. I was at a party on a Friday night, a rare occasion because I never got invited, and spotted her from across the room. Every guy at the party noticed her, because she was wearing a white tank top and her massive breasts were practically spilling out of it. I didn’t have the guts to approach her, nor would it have made any difference. Girls like her didn’t go for guys like me.

As the night wore on, I noticed her glancing in my direction. I blew it off at first, assuming it was a mistake, or that she was just making fun of me. It kept happening, to the point that I felt my entire body turning warm in response. I kept my eyes down, terrified of interacting with women in general, let alone the hottest girl at my college.

She harbored no such lack of confidence, and strode directly across the floor in my direction, her cowboy boots clicking with every step. My heart pounded in my chest, and I slowly raised my eyes to hers, drinking in the sight of her long, tanned legs, adorned by a short pair of jean shorts that left little to the imagination.

“Hi there. I’m Sheryl.” she said, eyes wide and full of kindness.

“Nick, erm, I mean Nicholas. I’m Nicholas.” I said, extending my hand in her direction. She smiled, looked down at my hand, and shook her head.

“This isn’t a job interview, baby. It’s a party.” she said, stepping forward and opening her arms. Before I realized what was happening, her soft breasts were pressed up against my chest, and we were hugging. “Nice to meet you, Nicky.”

“You too. Oh, it’s Nicholas by the way. My name, I mean.” I said, my brain full of fog because I couldn’t get over the fact that she willingly touched me. Her presence was an overload for my visual cortex, and I couldn’t stop glancing down at her cleavage.

“I know, silly. I’m going to call you Nicky anyway, it suits you.”

“Oh. Alright.”

“I haven’t seen you around before. Do you go here?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m in marketing. Second year.” I said.

“Very cool. I need a partner for beer pong. You’re it.” she said, smiling and peering directly into my eyes.

“Yes. Okay.” I said. My mouth went completely dry talking to her, and I was glad to have a chance at something to drink. She led me over to the beer pong table, and I could feel the eyes of the other male party goers angrily looking me over. I couldn’t blame them, as I didn’t get it either.

I was so nervous, and had never played beer pong before in my life. I didn’t drink, and I didn’t usually go to parties. Luckily, Sheryl was an ace, and made pretty much every shot. It took a couple of rounds for me to get the hang of it, but I was able to pick it up, and somehow, keep up with the conversation. It helped that she stood on the other end of the table, and that our chat revolved entirely around the game. Still, I felt like a king.

We won several games, and I was able to loosen up because she was so disarming and engaging. After we finally lost, she laced her fingers in mine, and led me around the party. She knew a lot of people there, and completely blindsided me by introducing me as her “new boyfriend”. It was surreal, she was flirting with me, touching me, and being way too nice. A part of me felt suspicious because that sort of thing simply didn’t happen to me.

“Do you wanna feel them?” she asked, nudging me with her elbow.

“What do you mean?” I asked, feeling my face flush red.

“You keep looking at them. Go ahead.” she said, grabbing both of my wrists, and thrusting them onto her breasts. My eyes damn near popped out of my skull, and it was incredible how fast I got hard in my shorts. “What do you think?”

“Erm, super good.” I said, my overmatched brain misfiring again. She held my hands on her chest, squeezing over top of my hands so mine did the same. It was embarrassing and hot at the same time, and I’m just glad I didn’t cum in my pants. After several seconds of groping, I realized my mouth was agape and she was laughing.

“Super good? Oh, Nicky. You’re hilarious.” she said, letting go of my hands. I left them on her chest, still stunned at the act of finally touching a boob.

“Sorry.” I said, instinctively pulling them away and apologizing.

“Don’t be sorry, babes. I let you.” she said, lifting my chin and again looking into my eyes. It felt like the world stopped, and she flashed the most angelic smile.

“Yeah, you’re right. I’m sorry.” I said, letting the words slip out for a second time.

“Stop apologizing.” she said, shaking her head. A lot of people told me that, and it was just a habit I couldn’t seem to break.

“Sorry. I mean, erm, you know what I mean.” I said, feeling like a complete idiot. Three times? I was falling apart, and wiped my sweaty palms on the side of my shorts.

“Oh, Nicky. I’m gonna have so much fun with you.” she said. Sheryl put my number in her phone, promising she’d be in touch after casually mentioning that I should take her out on a date. When she left, I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. Once she was gone, I had no business at the party, and walked back to my dorm in a low grade state of shock.

My friend and roommate Jeffrey was already asleep when I got home, so there was no one to brag about my escapades with. I still had a light buzz from drinking beer, and plopped down on my bed to replay the night’s festivities in my mind. I could still vividly picture her face, and I didn’t even need to watch porn because I was still so turned on.

As far as I was concerned, it was a one time thing. I didn’t think she’d reach out to me, but I still felt lucky for having had the opportunity to converse with her. Being in her presence was a treat, and I was grateful we breathed the same air. It was the first time I’d ever touched a pair of boobs in my life, and no one could take that away from me.

Chapter 2 - Sheryl

When Kaylee pointed him out to me, I couldn’t help chuckling to myself. She had a class with him, and said that he drove a nice car and always seemed to have money. I was broke as a joke, and kept meeting the worst guys. It’s like I was drawn to them, or vice versa, and I wanted to break the cycle.

He may have been awkward, socially impaired, and a nerd, but at least he was earnest and sweet. The way he stammered and clammed up around me was kind of a turn on. I was used to guys falling all over me, but I wasn’t used to that level of admiration. Honestly, I was fairly certain he’d already fallen in love with me just because I let him feel my boobs. Hilarious.

I kind of forgot about him after that night, but it wasn’t long before I met another guy who gave me the douche chills so bad I wanted to vomit.

“That’s it. I’m texting Nicky.” I said, fed up with frat boy types who only wanted one thing. I wanted to have sex too, but they were all so desperate and lame. At least Nicky was too nervous to be overt, and I figured that he had to be a virgin. I needed something new, so I reached out to him.

Nicky was as easy as I expected him to be, and rolled out the red carpet on our first date, picking me up in his Porsche, and taking me across town to the nicest steakhouse I’d ever been to. Major points for pulling out all the stops, even if we didn’t really connect. I wanted so badly to be attracted to him, but it simply wasn’t there.

We kept going out because I liked being treated like a princess, and because he was so harmless. There was no threat at all with him, and I wondered if maybe he’d finally loosen up around me.

Things progressed from going on dates here and there to us spending most of our free time together. It felt more like a friendship than a romantic relationship, largely because he never made a move. I decided it was time to make him my boyfriend, as I enjoyed his company and thought he deserved it. Having a boyfriend was a great deterrent for douches of the frat variety, as I could simply reject them on that basis alone.

Like I said, Nicky seemed almost asexual. Even after making him my boyfriend, the farthest he seemed willing to go was touching my breasts or ass, and only when I physically put his hands there. That’s why it came as such a surprise when I stumbled across a folder on his computer labeled ‘fantasy’. It was a folder full of porn, and every single video involved cuckolding.

“What in the world?” I asked, clicking on one of the thumbnails. My stomach dropped as I skipped through the video, and saw how intense the action was. The actress in the video was there with her “boyfriend”, and she verbally berated him while a large, muscular man with a much larger penis penetrated her.

The ending really threw me off, as the boyfriend crawled between her legs and cleaned the other man’s cum from inside her with his tongue. I clicked out of the video, and selected another. And then another. Words can’t describe the morbid curiosity the videos inspired. They were hardcore, with the cuckold being treated horribly throughout each video, even going as far as sucking the other man’s penis while his girlfriend made fun of him.

Knowing what he was into made certain other aspects of our relationship make sense. He was obviously very locked up when it came to his desires, and I wondered what was the driving force behind his cuckolding kink. Was it the fact that he was a virgin? Did he have a small penis? Inferiority complex? I had no idea, but I needed to know. We’d been dating for a month when I found his secret, and it made me feel like I didn’t really know him at all.

I’ve never been one to beat around the bush, so I told him I found the folder, and asked him outright to explain it to me. He turned red like I’d never seen before, and his mannerisms went from calm to panicked as soon as I brought it up.

“Erm, you know. It’s just porn.”

“I know, baby. I’m not mad, I just want to see inside your head a little.”

“I don’t know what to say, it’s what I jerk off to.” he said.

“Is it something you’d want to act out in real life?” I asked, following him as he paced around the dorm.

“I dunno, Sheryl. I don’t know if I could do it in person.”

“That’s fine, some things are better left as fantasies.” I said, trying to be supportive and make him feel comfortable. His eyes darted around, and he palmed the back of his neck.

“That’s not what I mean. Like, erm, just not in person. At first.”

“Okay. What does that mean?” I asked. It’s not something I’d ever even thought about before, but since I didn’t feel any desire to sleep with him, it kind of made sense that it could be enjoyable, so long as I was in charge of selecting my own partners.

“Like, you know how cuckolds will watch? I wouldn’t want to be in the room, I’d want like, maybe a video, or to hear you talk about it afterwards but I couldn’t be there. At first, erm, I think I could work up to it.” he said.

“Oh, wow. Okay. So you would like to do this for real?” I asked. His visible nervousness subsided, and he started grinning.

“If you’re down, yeah. I’d love to.” he said.

“Is this why you, like, don’t try to have sex with me?” I asked, still trying to wrap my head around it. Going from thinking your boyfriend has no sexual desire to realizing he wants to see or hear about you fucking other dudes was kind of a loop thrower.

“Erm, kinda. I mean, not really, like, I’m a virgin, so I just don’t even know how.” he said.

“Do you think you could only get turned on by seeing me with someone else? Or by being cucked?” I asked. We sat down on the couch, and I took a deep breath.

“No, you turn me on. You’re the most beautiful girl, but I feel like you deserve better. And bigger, like in the penis department.” he said.

“I’m not worried about size, Nicky. It’s just that we haven’t had sex, and now I found this folder, and I’m a little confused. I’m trying to understand.” I said.

“I appreciate that. Like I said, I’m a virgin, and honestly, sex kind of scares me. Like, actually doing it. I’d rather jerk off and watch, that’s just what I’m used to.” he said.

“Are you interested in losing your virginity?” I asked.

“Yeah, but I wanna take things slow. I think I’d rather watch someone with more experience go first, maybe just jack off, or watch videos of you so I can kind of learn through watching, and once I can relax more, then maybe I’d be down.” he said.

“You don’t think you could relax if you and I did it? Like if I gave you a blowjob, or let you have sex with me?” I asked. I could understand that he had a cuckolding kink, but I didn’t get why he seemed so repulsed by having sex himself. It was the polar opposite attitude of every guy I’d ever met.

“Maybe, yeah. I just like thinking about you doing it to someone else’s cock, I’m not sure, but that’s the hottest thing I can imagine.” he said.

“Alright, Nicky. So you want me to go fuck some other guy, record it, and let you watch? Instead of you just fucking me and gaining experience?” I asked, slightly raising my voice. Something about it felt almost like rejection, as I’d never had to work so hard to make a guy acknowledge that he’d like to have sex with me.

“I’m sorry, erm, I meant like-”

“Stop apologizing, Nicholas. For the love of Christ, just answer the question.” I said. It made me mad, and frustrated with him for being such a pushover.

“Okay, sorry. I mean, my bad. I’d really like it if you did.”

“If I did what?” I asked, my exasperation level made my head feel like a boiling teapot.

“If you cucked me.”

“Loud and clear.” I said, raising up from the couch and going to the kitchen for a glass of water.

“I’m sorry.” he said, unwilling or unable to break the annoying habit. It was like everything came crashing down, and any ounce of attraction I had for him was crushed into rubble. Never had I met a man so lacking in masculinity. He had no backbone, refused to stand up for himself, or stop apologizing, and would literally rather another man handle my sexual needs in lieu of manning the fuck up and doing it himself.

“You really are Nicholas. You really are.” I said. I had to get out of there, as I couldn’t stand to be in the same room as him and I needed to cool off. I went for a walk, and sent him a text message stating that I needed a little space so I could think about our conversation, and what it meant for us.

The next couple of days allowed me to think things through. His rejection hurt, but I reminded myself that it wasn’t really rejection of me. It was a rejection of his own responsibilities, like handling the sexual needs of his girlfriend. I didn’t want to lose our friendship, or the perks of being spoiled, and I was in desperate need of sex. It had been well over a month, and I knew it was time to take things into my own hands.

Chapter 3 - Nicholas

I could tell she was angry, but it felt good to finally tell another soul about my deepest fantasy. I’m not sure how it started exactly, but it felt so fitting when I watched cuckold porn. Maybe it was from being invisible to women, and feeling like I didn’t deserve to be with a beautiful woman, but I couldn’t get away from the idea of enlisting a bull as a way to offload my sexual responsibilities. It seemed easier, and less humiliating than what would surely happen if I tried to do it myself.

At the same time, I beat myself up over not taking her up on her offer. A blowjob sounded magical, and sex would have been off the charts, but I clammed up and couldn’t assert myself out of fear that she’d actually follow through with it.

The next couple days were brutal, as I thought I’d finally done something stupid enough to lose her. She wasn’t going to cuck me, she was going to break up with me. When she returned to hang out at my dorm, there was something different about her. She seemed less engaging, and refused to look me directly in the eyes.

“Sheryl, I just wanted to say that I’m sorry about how you discovered that. I should have been more up front, and well, erm, you know. I’m sorry.” I said, trying to get us back on the same page. Her eyes glazed over, and she nodded.

“It’s fine. Don’t worry, I’ll find my own bull.”

“Really? Babe, that’s amazing. You’re serious?” I asked. The excitement took over my body, and she finally smiled at me.

“Yep. I’ve been extra horny lately, and I think it’s time I find myself a real man who wants to fuck me.” she said. Hearing her talk like that was jarring, and I felt my dick growing hard in response.

“God that’s hot. He’ll be so superior to me, baby. I promise.”

“Oh, I’m aware. Just so you know, honestly, I think cuckolds are kind of pathetic.” she said.

“Yes we are. I am. You deserve a real bull, the type of guy who can fulfill your needs in ways I never could.” I said. It felt freeing, finally getting what I’d always wanted.

There was a new and developing tension between us, but it didn’t bother me that she looked down on me. It was simply a matter of time before she figured it out, and the truth is that I was beneath her. Losing her respect was a hard pill to swallow, but it was like Viagra. My dick was so hard thinking about the possibilities, knowing that at any moment, she could be out there being railed, receiving pleasure far beyond my capabilities.

Sheryl was the ultimate prize of a hotwife, and I knew that as soon as she put herself out there, it was going to happen. No man in their right mind would turn her down sexually, and I couldn’t wait to be put in my place. We didn’t hang out as much in the following days, and I jerked off regularly while thinking about what she might be doing, or having done to her.

The fantasy was nothing compared to the reality of being a cuckold. It was such an elusive fantasy for me, and Sheryl taking me up on it was completely surreal. I found myself scrolling through pictures of big juicy dicks, and imagining the pleasure she’d receive from them.

A big part of my fantasies involved being a part of the action, but only in a submissive way. The idea of a bull making me clean up his creampie after he’d finished was one of my favorite aspects of the lifestyle, and I knew that I’d be his little bitch as soon as he said the word. I’d even suck his dick if my hotwife wasn’t in the mood, and would subject myself to anything my superiors requested of me.

Sheryl didn’t make me wait long. Most of my arousal in the beginning was the not knowing, the exhilaration of knowing she was out there interacting with other guys, and harboring zero intentions of being faithful. It put me in a better mood, as there was no longer the lingering pressure of eventually having to attempt to satisfy her. Then it happened.

She hadn’t mentioned much about it after alerting me that she was going to go through with it, and telling me that she’d find her own bull. I guess I kind of thought it might be further away than it was in actuality, and I was shocked when a video message arrived on my phone.

“No way.” I said, heading straight for the restroom since Jeffery was in the living room. I turned on the fan, and put the water on a slow trickle to disguise what I was doing. My heart pounded in my chest, and I was shaking as I clicked on the video.

It was Sherly, topless and on her knees in front of the thickest, most aesthetically perfect dick I’d ever seen. It was gorgeous, filling me with envy and a massive spike in arousal.

“You like sucking that big dick?” he asked, his voice deep and guttural as she impaled herself on his length.

“Yes, daddy. I needed a big hard bull to satisfy me. My pathetic boyfriend certainly wasn’t going to do it.” she said, laughing and slapping his shaft against her tongue.

“Tell him I said thanks for letting me borrow his girlfriend,” he said, his face still out of frame. My eyes fixated on his erection, studying the details of the veiny monstrosity. He appeared to be twice my size, with heavy hanging balls that swung rhythmically as he began fucking her face.

“Mmm…mmm…”

“Good girl, show that little bitch how eager you are to suck off a real dick.” he said, seeming to take joy in belittling me. His voice sounded familiar, and his fist tightened around a handful of her hair. Sheryl was unhinged, slobbering and letting him use her mouth like it was a fuck toy.

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”

“There you go, such a good little slut. I might just have to make you my every night thing.” he said. She looked beautiful, saliva dripping from her chin as she worshiped his dick. I slid my pants down and sat on the toilet, my cock so hard that it was throbbing.

“Yes, daddy. I’ll obey your every command.” she said, looking up at him while slurping his hairy balls. I couldn’t have been more turned on, and wished that I was there to witness it in person. I wanted to hold him by the base of his girth, and assist her in servicing his phallus. I was hyper fixated on what was happening, and applied a couple shots of lotion to the tip of my dick.

“Do you want that cum? Open your mouth.”

“Yes sir.” she said, opening wide and sticking out her tongue. I started stroking, and I don’t think my penis has ever felt that fucking sensitive before. It was a level of arousal that felt almost impossible, and I was only a few strokes in when I realized that it was already too late. I was going to cum.

Right as the sensation of orgasm arrived, the man’s face came into full view. I froze, holding my dick in my hand as cum spurted errantly onto my shorts and underwear. The reason his voice was familiar was because I knew him. It was Brock. He went to my high school, and he bullied me relentlessly, taking every opportunity to cut me down and make me feel lesser.

“Ughn, fuck.” I grunted, staring at his oversized cock as my own inadequacy went limp in my hand. He painted her face with cum, spraying rope after rope of his thick, viscous seed onto her while she giggled and let it shoot into her waiting mouth.

The transition was sudden and immediate. My stomach felt sick, and a wave of shame washed over me. Sheryl made me a cuckold, but she did it with the one person I never would have agreed to. I hated him, and was shocked that he’d somehow found another way to torment me.

The shame was sickening, and the image of his thick penis pulsing was burned into my mind. Of course he had a massive dick, because he was a massive dick. The disdain made it burn, and I quickly washed my hands and shoved my phone into my pocket. What had I done? I’d given my sweet angel over to the most horrible person I’d ever met, and now he was once again taking pleasure at my expense .

“Fucking piece of shit, asshole. Fuck.” I grunted under my breath, slipping into my shows and going for a walk to relieve the overwhelming anxiety it induced. Of all the male students on campus, why did it have to be Brock? How was it even possible?

Chapter 4 - Nicholas

I couldn’t get over it, but I also couldn’t admit that her new bull was my personal bully from high school. It was too humiliating. After sending her a text message thanking her for the video, I turned off my phone and went to the park to cry.

Unfortunately, when I turned the phone back on that night, there were more videos. Videos of Brock bending her over what appeared to be the couch in his dorm room. Then spreading her legs, and splitting her in half with his cock. As much as it pained me, I watched every second. I watched her stomach bulging as he pushed it in, and knew without a shadow of a doubt that I could never fuck her myself after what he did to her.

Sheryl squealed and moaned, throwing her ass back against him when he took it from behind. I’d always been into the humiliation aspect of cuckolding, and they really leaned into it. Their talk was dirty, and completely without inhibition, or even a shred of respect for my dignity.

“Say I love you. I want him to hear you say it.” he said, barking orders while she came all over his cock.

“Yes, daddy. I love you. You’re so much better than him.”

“Good girl. Say it again.”

“I love you, daddy. Please don’t stop. I need it, baby. I need it.” she said, begging and pleading with him to continue, to do it even harder. He was so well endowed that I couldn’t believe she was taking it all, and no cuckold video or fantasy could have possibly prepared me for the way she screamed for him.

It was everything from her obvious submissiveness towards him, to the eager, depraved way she worshiped him. Sheryl did everything she was told, and just as I would have expected, he wasn’t anymore of a nice guy inside the bedroom as he was out of it. Much like a trainwreck, I couldn’t look away, and I had no control of my body’s natural reaction of getting hard while I watched him abuse her.

Their sex was full of passion, and went far beyond what I’d expect between a first time hotwife and her new bull. He laid down and lifted his legs, making her lick his asshole while he jerked off. He spit into her mouth, and made her say demeaning things about me. I didn’t want him to know that the man he was cucking was me, because I didn’t want him to have the satisfaction.

Sheryl invited me to hang out at her dorm the next day, and my plan was to pretend that I didn’t know Brock. I hoped that it was a one time thing, and that she’d move onto another bull and that would be the end of it. Despite it being him, I still found the experience very arousing. It was the most action I’d ever gotten, as lame as that sounds.

“Hey Nicky. What’s up?” she asked, opening the door and letting me inside.

“Not much.” I said, stepping inside. “How do you feel? Things got pretty rough with that guy.”

“Yeah, it was amazing. He’s definitely our bull.”

“Oh. You think you’re gonna keep seeing him?” I asked. My knees felt weak, and my mouth was dry.

“Definitely. No one’s ever fucked me like that before, it was mind blowing.” she said, smiling like she was reliving it. I gulped, unsure of how to respond. “Speaking of which, I kind of wanted you to meet him.”

“That’s okay. That won’t be necessary.” I said, gripped with panic. Sheryl’s face twisted with concern, and the sound of the toilet flushing caught my attention.

“He’s already here.” she said.

“Brock?” I asked, my voice cracking as I said his name.

“Yeah. How’d you know his name?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. The bathroom door swung open, and there he was. If my bladder was full, I probably would have emptied it. We locked eyes, and a sadistic smile spread across his face.

“Sup cuck?” he asked, laughing out loud and closing the distance between us. He was six inches taller than me, and heavily muscled with tons of tattoos.

“Hey.” I squeaked, looking over at my girlfriend, who still hadn’t quite pieced together what was happening. Without missing a beat, Brock threw me in a headlock, and started giving me a noogie. It was like high school all over again.

“This has got to be fate or something, like destiny.” he said, tightening his grip.

“Get off, dude. Please.” I said, my voice weak because he was cutting off my airflow. He only laughed, digging his knuckles harder into my scalp.

“What’s going on?” she asked, watching our interaction with a look of confusion.

“This is my little bitch boy, I used to fucking terrorize him in high school. So much fun.” he said, relinquishing his hold.

“Oh, okay. You know each other?” she asked.

“Yep. You could say we’re old friends.” he said, giving me a punch on the shoulder.

“Ouch.” I said, grabbing my arm and stepping away. I wanted to run for the door, but I couldn’t embarrass myself any further.

“That’s crazy. What are the chances?” she asked, walking over to him. He wrapped his arm around her, planting a big kiss right on her lips just to spite me. The smile on his face when he looked over at me said it all. He was right back to being my bully, and there was nothing I could do about it.

“Yeah. Pretty crazy.” I muttered, putting my head down. I naturally shut down around Brock, it was like my mind just went totally blank.

“Don’t sit on the couch, dude. That’s my couch now.” he said, grabbing my arm and stopping me from taking a seat.

“Where should I sit?” I asked.

“Like I give a fuck. Find a cuck chair, and put it in the corner.” he said. Sheryl didn’t come to my defense, or stand up to me at all. It almost felt like she kind of enjoyed it. I did as I was told, grabbing a folding chair and moving it to the corner of the room.

My cuckold fantasy had turned into a cuckold nightmare, and I was forced to watch as he aggressively made out with her, groping and pushing his tongue into her mouth. His eyes kept looking over at me, smiling as he defiled my one and only girlfriend.

“Get down on your knees, baby. I want him to see how a bull gets treated.” he said, pressing down on the top of her head as she lowered herself obediently. I couldn’t look away, and she unbuttoned the front of his jeans, rubbing over top of his insane bulge before tugging his pants and underwear down.

“Look at it Nicky, isn’t it huge?” she asked, playfully wagging it back and forth and staring at it like it was the greatest thing.

“Yeah, little Nicky. Isn’t it huge?” he asked, chuckling. I glanced down at it, and felt my erection kicking in. I nodded my head without saying a word, watching helplessly as she stroked and kissed his cock, lubing it with spit and hungrily sucking his balls.

“Mmm…”

“God I love the way you suck. Such a perfect little whore.” he said, gathering her hair up into a ponytail and using it as a handle. He was so direct and aggressive, so fully in control. It was yet another reason for me to hate him, to feel jealous of his superiority over me.

“Yes, daddy. I just want to please you.” she said. It hurt worse knowing it could have been me, if only I’d have had the guts to admit that I wanted a blowjob. Instead, I was hiding my erection and praying I didn’t cum in my pants.

“Choke yourself on it, don’t you dare hold back on me.”

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” her throat squished as saliva dripped from her chin. I reached into my pants, gently touching my dick while he degraded my girlfriend. It felt like she was lost to me, at least sexually.

“I’m ready to cum. I want you to sit on it, and milk it out with your tight little cunt.” he said, using his hair handle to lift her from her knees. Sheryl stripped down like it was a time trial, hopping into his lap and kissing him deeply as she grinded until his oversized cock found the hole. My view was directly behind her, on the chair against the wall. The pressure in my cock was unbearable, begging for stimulation but unable to handle it.

“It’s so big, daddy.”

“That’s right. You better fucking cum for that cock.” he said, gripping her neck and slipping his fingers into her mouth. She only rode harder, seemingly turned on by his aggressive treatment. I stared at her plump ass, jiggling as she bounced. There was no way to avoid his throbbing member, as it was splitting her in half, his swollen balls bouncing in rhythm with her hungry hips.

“Oh, fuck! Don’t stop!” she called out, spurring the most jealous, possessive feeling I’d ever experienced, coupled with an equal level of arousal. There wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it, I could only accept my position as a cuck, admitting that watching in the corner was as good as it was ever going to get for me.

“Do it! Make me cum.” he said, slapping her ass with both hands and digging into two handfuls, spreading her cheeks and showcasing her tight little asshole as he pushed it deeper, thrusting from the bottom as he arrived. Sheryl lost it, tossing back her head and letting him finish inside her.

“Nnn…” I moaned in near silence, too scared to make a noise because I didn’t want to anger him. The cum dribbled out, running over my hand as I seized in place, wishing I could feel what Brock was experiencing.

The awkwardness skyrocketed for me after I came, as clarity and shame came rushing in to replace my horniness. It was clear who the winner and loser were in the situation, as I held my shrinking cock in my hand, he held her tits and made heavy eye contact. I guess the act of sex could be very bonding, because they were entirely unconcerned with me, and only with each other. It was like they were in love, at least temporarily.

I used the opportunity to try and sneak off, because I needed to clean myself up. Brock never missed a chance to rub it in, and made no exception even after fucking my girlfriend right in front of me.

“Hey Nicholas, where are you going?” he asked, causing me to pause.

“To the bathroom to clean up.” I said, feeling extremely vulnerable with my pants down, especially with his dick fully hard and still on display.

“You should clean him up first. Bulls go first, cuckolds get sloppy seconds.” Sheryl said, finally turning her head to look at me. “Isn’t that what all your videos are? Cucks cleaning up the creampie? Come here, lick it up.”

“Oh, erm, yeah, you’re right. Sorry.” I reluctantly approached them, lowering myself as she opened her legs for me. Her lips were swollen, wet and leaking cum. “Okay. Here I go.”

“Thanks for hooking me up with your girl, dude. I never realized you could be so cool.” Brock said, pushing my face into her cunt. I lapped away, trying to get used to the taste of a semen filled pussy.

“You’re welcome. No problem.” I said, slurping his slimy cum out of her while she giggled. It was an act of pure humiliation, but my arousal system reacted anyway. I kept going, becoming erect even though I’d just ejaculated.

“Clean him up too. There’s still cum on his cock.” she said. It felt like she was feeding off his energy, becoming a vulture as well. Still, I felt compelled to obey her, to follow through with my side of the agreement.

“You’re such a bitch, dude.” he said, holding himself by the base as I leaned in slowly. My mind went blank, and I wanted to do it. I hated Brock, but couldn’t deny the perfection of his hard, veiny dick. I wanted it in my mouth, and I parted my lips to swallow the tip.

“Holy shit. This is crazy.” Sheryl said, reacting to the oddity of the situation.

“That’s not bad, actually.” he laughed, pulling Sheryl in for a kiss while I gave his cock and balls a tongue bath. I gave into the submission, the shame, and humiliation. I gave into the pleasure, stroking myself to completion while sucking his big bully dick for the first time. It felt like where I belonged, on my knees and sucking balls, cumming alone while he enjoyed what could have been mine.

“Mmm…” I moaned, shifting their attention over to me. I felt dizzy, like I was cock drunk or something.

“Alright, dude. That’s enough, go clean up, and leave us the fuck alone unless we need you to make pizza rolls or some shit.” he said, pushing my head away. It snapped me back to reality, because I was so lost in blowing him.

“Yes sir.” I said, scurrying out of the room and into the bathroom. There were so many thoughts running through my head, and I took a shower so they could enjoy their privacy. I’d let things go too far, I was becoming addicted. It felt almost vindicating, finally getting a form of sexual gratification. If I had to be a cuck in order to get it, then so be it. I wanted to be their cuckold, the one on the receiving end of their meanness and hedonistic pleasures.

Chapter 5 - Sheryl

There was an addicting quality to being a hotwife, and things only escalated. Brock was an incredible lover, and I grew accustomed to his size and prowess. Any chance I had of being attracted to Nicky was long gone by the time I was repeatedly fucked into oblivion and beyond.

It started making sense, how Nicky and I were actually a compatible pair, just as long as our agreement stayed in place. For him, getting to see my sexual side while letting other men perform for him was fulfilling. There was no question he enjoyed it.

As for me, I had sexual freedom and a loving partner. He was supportive, waited on me hand and foot, and was by and large completely submissive to my desires. It took a while for my annoyance to wear off with him, as I’d been worn out by his over apologetic nature and lack of decision making. Luckily, Brock fucked the tension out of me until there wasn’t a hint of worry or stress in my entire body.

That’s when I warmed back up to him, realizing how different he was from the awful guys I’d been dating. Even with Brock, he was great in bed, but I couldn’t see myself being serious with him. He served a clear purpose in my life, and it was a mutually beneficial exchange. Same with Nicholas, except he was my actual partner.

Brock was a bit of a flake, and wouldn’t always show up when we were supposed to have a session. He eventually violated his probation, and had to go to jail for six months. Nicky and I had learned to mesh by that point, and I simply found another bull right away. It wasn’t hard, and I didn’t even have to leave the dorm to do it. I didn’t consider him a replacement, more of a short term stand in while Brock did his time.

His name was Jeffery, and he happened to be Nicky’s friend and roommate. When it came to our cuckolding agreement, the rules were simple. I chose my own bull, and no one was off limits. As the hotwife, it was my own responsibility to fulfill my sexual needs, and it didn’t make sense for me to have to listen to anyone else telling me who I could and couldn’t have sex with. It was like a seperate relationship, and I had permission to fill that role however I saw fit.

Jeffery was similar to Nicholas in a lot of ways, except that he wasn’t as socially awkward, and he didn’t have the annoying habit of apologizing for breathing wrong. There was something more upbeat about him, something charming and naive. They got along great, and we often hung out as a trio when Brock wasn’t around.

I started feeling the attraction as soon as Brock went away. Suddenly, Jeffery was the strongest man that I spent time with, and I began wondering what type of lover he might be. He was single, and I could tell by the way he looked at me that he secretly wanted me. I started dressing in my most provocative attire, bending over in front of him, and giving him plenty of chances to undress me with his eyes.

It was a friday night and we were supposed to watch a movie, so I sent Nicholas out to get snacks and refreshments. The moment he left, I crawled into Jeffery’s lap, mounting him on the couch and looking into his eyes.

“You know that Nicholas is a cuckold, right?” I asked.

“No. I had no idea.” he said. Jeffery was single and didn’t get a lot of girls, but at least he wasn’t a virgin.

“Well, he is. I’ve been thinking about it a lot, and I’d like you to be my bull for a while. I think it would be really fun if we were like friends with benefits.” I said.

“Wow. That’s really flattering, but are you sure Nicholas is okay with this?” he asked. He didn’t make me get off of his lap, but he seemed nervous about doing the wrong thing.

“I have full permission to choose my own partners. He likes it. It turns him on.” I said, knowing it was true. He’d already lived through watching his high school tormenter become his bull, so I knew he could handle watching the same thing happen with his roommate. Besides, we’d already discussed it. It wasn’t his responsibility or right as the cuckold to tell his hotwife what to do.

“Holy shit, this is crazy. You’re so hot.”

“So you’ll do it?” I asked, having gone several weeks without sex because of Brock’s failed drug test. After getting it multiple times a day, it was kind of like being forced to detox on the spot, and I was practically starved for intimate touch.

“Fucking right I will.” he said, a wide smile forming across his face. It was the first time we’d really touched each other, and sitting on him, and being so close got me in the mood. I knew Nicholas would be home soon, and I wanted him to walk in on us.

I took off my shirt, and his eyes went wide. By the time I unclasped my bra, his face was buried between my tits. There was a huge rush of excitement, the jolt of adrenaline from knowing I was about to experience a new lover. It was easier with Jeffery than it had been with Brock, at least that first time, because we’d already developed a rapport and comfortability together.

“I need it, baby. Take it out. Let me have it.” I said, climbing down from his lap, and lowering myself between his legs. Jeffery didn’t hesitate to pull his dick out, and I showed him my appreciation right away.

“Oh my God, Sheryl. This is so hot.” he said, moaning as I wrapped my lips around his throbbing erection. He wasn’t excessively hung like Brock, but he was perfectly adequate, especially in my state of need.

“Yes, baby. I know. I’ve wanted to fuck you for weeks, I can’t stop thinking about it.” I said, making a popping sound as I sucked on his testicles. I loved seeing how hard he got for me, and hearing his reactive moans as I showed him all of the skills I’d developed while playing with my other bull.

Nicky’s Porsche had a distinctive sound, and I knew exactly when he pulled into the driveway. I was enjoying showing off for Jeffery, but I wanted him to be inside me when Nicky returned. I wanted him to see me taking his roommate’s cock.

Chapter 6 - Nicholas

I was in a chipper mood, as my favorite nights were the ones where we stayed in, hung out, and enjoyed ourselves without the presence of Brock. Don’t get me wrong, I loved watching them together, but there was something special about our time alone. With Brock locked away, I thought I had plenty of time to bond with her, and I thought, maybe I’d even lose my virginity before he got out.

It was difficult to get my key into the door, because I was carrying three bags of all of her favorite snacks. There was a six pack of soda, bags of chips, popcorn, sour candies, chocolates, and even cookies.

The door swung open, and I struggled inside. The sound of flesh slapping together caught my attention, and when I looked up, Jeffrey was naked except for his t-shirt, standing on his tippy toes behind Sheryl, who was bent over the armrest of the couch being pounded.

“Oh, fuck! Harder, baby. Harder!” she exclaimed, turning her devious smile in my direction. She looked gorgeous, and no words came out of my mouth when I tried to open it.

“I’m trying, baby, but it’s so tight. I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes, baby. Fill me. I want your cum.” she said, turning her head to look back at him. Jeffrey held onto her lower back, thrusting fervently so that her bare breasts swayed from the pressure. My cock moved to full attention, and I pulled it out after dropping the bags on the floor.

“Oh my God, fuck. I’m gonna…I’m gonna fucking cum!” Jeffrey seized in place, throwing his head back as he arrived, still power humping his way through his orgasm. Sheryl loved his reaction, twerking on his cock and letting him erupt inside her. I spit onto my cock, furiously stroking because I knew it was my only opportunity.

“Ughn…” I groaned, easily bringing myself to completion. I’d tried nudging things in that direction with her, but she didn’t like being touched at night, hated cuddling, and didn’t consider my sexual needs her responsibility. They were mine, and that was a cross I willingly bore.

I didn’t necessarily love that she chose him as her next bull, because it shut down any possibility of me getting laid. It was probably a pipe dream anyway, I told myself, and decided to be supportive. At least my friend was getting laid.

I struggled internally, watching them go through their little honeymoon phase of love making. Typically we went to her place, but once she started fucking Jeffrey, that stopped. It was my dorm every night, and she couldn’t seem to get enough of his cock.

The months went by, and I became fully immersed in the lifestyle of cuckolding. The jealousy went away, along with the feelings of resentment and jealousy. I lived for their sexual escapades, as I lived vicariously through them. They were mine as well.

I fell deeper and deeper in love with my hotwife, and it wasn’t long before she fell pregnant. That’s when the depth of our commitment for each other came to the forefront, and she told me that I had to make a choice. I could sign the birth certificate, and take full responsibility as the father of the child, or we could break up and she would determine which of the bulls was the biological dad and go from there.

After thinking about it for a couple days, the answer was clear for me. I couldn’t lose her, and wouldn’t dream of giving up such a perfect hotwife. We made our agreement, and that’s exactly what we did. And finally, after the baby was born, she took my virginity. It was the most epic moment of my life, and she lets me have sex with her once every couple of months now. I’m the happiest and luckiest man in the world.


Gullible Hotwife

Chapter 1

The sweltering sun sat at its peak, with the temperature inside rising steadily. Lily was accustomed to the cool interior of the home, as she only went outside to sunbathe. Her husband Chad let her know that the unit was malfunctioning, and assured her that his friend Bill was on his way to take care of it.

“Oh, thank goodness. I don’t know what I’d do if it got any hotter in here, I might have to get a hotel room.” she said, gripping her the sweat soaked glass carefully, and taking a long pull of ice cold lemonade.

“That won’t be necessary dear, I assure you.” Chad said, having full confidence in his friend’s ability to repair the problem, as he’d simply switched it off an hour earlier to set in motion his plan.

Chad and Lily weren’t a conventional couple. He was fifty and twice her age. She came from a poor, uneducated family, while he inherited over fifty million when his father passed away. After meeting on a single’s cruise, where he was a guest and she was a waitress, they eloped after only knowing each other for a week.

It wasn’t an arrangement that required explanation. She craved comfort and stability, while he wanted the companionship of a beautiful younger woman. They were a mostly compatible pair, as she loved her life of luxury and he couldn’t get enough of her.

They did encounter certain limitations due to their age gap, and one such impasse was in the bedroom. Simply put, Chad was a dirty old pervert with kinks she didn’t understand. While Lily loved and appreciated her husband, she struggled connecting with him physically.

Chad sensed the disconnect, as she lacked enthusiasm and vigor for him in a way he longed for, like she was performing a chore. He wouldn’t ask her to fake it, he couldn’t, but he did ponder what laid beneath the surface. If he couldn’t make her aroused, there must be someone who could, and he wondered what mysterious passions might it unearth?

Over time, their monotone, vanilla flavored routine grew stale. Chad grew frustrated by her lack of openness, knowing deep down that he was inadequate in satiating her needs. He wanted to go down on her, eat her ass, and tie her to the bed. All suggestions were politely declined, and the sex was almost robotic.

This didn’t bother Lily in the slightest, as she still felt that she was fulfilling his needs by submitting to sex frequently enough to keep him pleased. And it was true, Chad was quite happy with the frequency, it was the hollow, disconnected nature of the sex that wore on him.

Of course, they did occasionally connect to the point where he would catch glimpses of her prowess. It happened particularly after parties, after watching her flirt and interact with the other men in his social circle. This inspired jealousy, as well as a morbid fascination to see her in bed with them.

“Lily, dear, do you ever watch pornography?” he asked, wanting to breach the subject. It was nearing his bedtime, and turning his busty little trophy wife into a hotwife had quickly become an all consuming thought for him.

“Oh, well, uhm, sometimes. A little.” she said, sitting next to him in bed.

“Do you mind telling me what type of things you enjoy watching?” he asked, a smirk forming at the corner of his lips.

“I don’t know, sir. I don’t know if I’m comfortable with that.”

“But you’re my wife.”

“Yes, but some things are better left to the imagination.” she said, content keeping her browsing history to herself.

“Oh, dear. You know I’d really love it if you opened up to me.”

“In due time, sir.”

“Of course. Would you like to know the type of pornography I’ve been watching?” Chad asked, marching forward with his initial plan.

“Sure.”

“Have you ever heard of cuckolding?” he asked, causing her to blush because she had in fact heard of it.

“I have.”

“I’ve been watching a lot of that lately, and thinking about you as the hotwife in that scenario.” he said, peering into her to read her reaction.

“Oh. And that’s the wife of the cuckold?” she asked, feigning naivety.

“That’s right. What do you think about that?” he asked, feeling himself becoming erect by simply mentioning it. He wanted to see her with a well hung lover, and to finally see her in a state of true agony.

“I dunno, sir. It’s an awfully intense fantasy.” she said.

“It is a fantasy, but sometimes, fantasies should be brought to life.” he said, unable to wipe the grin from his face.

“You mean, like a roleplay?” she asked, wide eyed and innocent. “We could use a dildo.”

“I’m afraid that wouldn’t quell my appetite, dear. Only the real thing would suffice.” he said, reaching under the sheets to stimulate his hard on.

“Oh. Well, sir, you know how seriously I take my wifely duties. I wouldn’t want to disappoint you.” she said.

“No, you wouldn’t, would you? Such a lovely young wife, for an old man as undeserving as I.”

“Don’t say that, sir. You deserve me.” she said, reassuring him. Lily didn’t expect his line of question, but found her heart rate increasing as her mind swirled with possibilities. Chad had lots of handsome, wealthy friends and colleagues, and while she’d have never acted on it, found plenty of them attractive.

“Then give me what I deserve. Make me the happiest man on Earth again, just like when you said you’d marry me.” he said.

“So this is a proposal?” she asked, her excitement slipping out through a chuckle.

“Yes, dear. Would you be my hotwife?” he asked. They exchanged smiles, and she nodded her head.

“It’s an intriguing offer, sir. I’ll have to think about it.”

“Alright, my love. I might have to throw some temptation in your direction, I hear you loud and clear.” he said, smiling wide as if he’d already gotten what he wanted.

“That isn’t what I said, but okay. Goodnight, Chad.”

“Goodnight, baby. I love you.” he said, content with how things had gone. Lily turned away from him, pulling the comforter up over her shoulder and smiling to herself. It had been quite some time since she’d been satisfied sexually, and while she didn’t want to tell him that directly, she was equally pleased with how the conversation had gone.

Several days passed before Chad sprang into action, turning off the air conditioner and phoning his friend to come and “repair” it. He’d witnessed them together, several times, at gatherings and barbeques, and knew of their propensity towards friendly flirtation. Bill was a lawyer who grew up doing construction, in his late thirties, and built like a proper bull. He was also in on what was happening, and Chad couldn’t wait to see how things played out between them.

Chapter 2 - Bill

It was the strangest offer I’d ever received, yet at the same time, the most tempting. I’d wanted to bend Lily over from the moment I laid my eyes on her, and wouldn’t have believed they were together if it hadn’t been for Chad’s immense wealth.

I couldn’t turn it down, and showed up ten minutes after he called. I’d always gotten along well with Lily, and felt a little nervous because despite some obvious flirtation, we’d never crossed any lines. Chad told me about how submissive she was by nature, but complained that he couldn’t get her to open up sexually.

He also said that she was naive, and gullible to a fault, explaining that I could get her to do almost anything simply by asking. I was a bit suspicious of the claim, but eager to test it out.

“Hey you.” I said, smiling when she answered the front door.

“Oh, thank goodness. It’s burning up.” she said, letting me inside. I brought my toolbelt, but I’d never worked on an air conditioning unit in my life. My first thought was to check the thermostat, and the temperature had already climbed to 76. The switch was flipped to the off setting, just like Chad promised.

“I should have it up and running in no time.” I said.

“Perfect.” she said, stepping away in her tight yoga shorts and tank top. It wasn’t the scenario I expected to walk into, as she didn’t seem to realize the reason I was actually there. After doing a quick walk around the house, and knocking my wrench against the side of the unit a couple times, I came back inside and joined her on the couch.

“I’m just running a test. I should know what’s wrong in thirty to forty five minutes.” I said.

“Dang, that’s forever. It’s so hot.” she said. That’s when I made the decision to commit, and test Chad’s theory regarding her gullibility.

“Yeah, I typically tell my clients to take off their clothes in the meantime. It makes a big difference.” I said.

“Really?”

“Yeah. I’ll join you. Just stripping down to your underwear is usually enough.” I said. I felt like a crazy person, but sure enough, she shrugged and stood up from the couch, pulling her shirt up over her head and then pulling her shorts down to the ground, stepping out to reveal the neon yellow thong beneath them.

“It does feel cooler.” she said. I felt the opposite, like the temperature had spontaneously spiked at least ten degrees. Seeing her in her underwear sent a horny chill up my spine, and I followed suit, leaving us both sitting there in the living room, in our underwear.

“Not to be lewd or anything, but you look beautiful.” I said, feeling braver by the second. Lily’s eyes lit up, and she bit her lip and turned away.

“Thank you.”

“Would you mind grabbing me something to drink?” I asked, following behind and ogling her perfect, tanned cheeks as she walked into the kitchen.

“We have soda, lemonade, water, apple juice-”

“Water will be fine.” I said. Lily fetched a glass from the cupboard, added ice, and poured my beverage. Never had such a benign act had that type of effect on me. Her flesh was calling out for touch, and I wondered how I would escalate things between us.

“It’s still getting hotter.” she said, handing me the glass. I took a gulp, and looked down at her lean stomach and pretty french tipped toes.

“It is. We might have to take off the rest of our clothes.” I said. She looked up at me with doe eyes, nodding her head that she understood.

“I think you’re right.” she said. I was already becoming erect, and watching her get naked in the kitchen only made it harder.

“This isn’t fair Lily. You’re so cute.” I said, seeing her bare breasts for the first time. She was naturally gifted, and showed no signs of shyness.

“Your turn.” she said.

“I hope you aren’t offended.” I said, setting my drink down on the counter and slipping my thumbs into my waistband.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Seeing you like this is turning me on. I can’t help it.” I said, smiling as I dropped trou, purposefully pulling my erection down with my waistband so that it sprang loose dramatically.

“Oh!” she said, lowering her eyes to inspect me.

“It’s a natural reaction to someone as beautiful as you.” I said. Lily paused, covering her mouth and turning red. She didn’t look away, and giggled when I flexed it.

“It’s quite large. And nice.” she said, almost a whisper. “I really shouldn’t be admiring it, though. I am married, after all.”

“Of course. Let’s go sit in the living room. The test should be done in a little while.” I said, picking up my drink, and offering her my other hand. Lily laced her fingers in mine, and we walked over to sit down together.

It was getting really hot inside, and there was no chance of getting rid of my boner. Her tits were spectacular, and I loved the way she jiggled.

“I feel bad for causing that. I didn’t mean to.” she said.

“I know, sweetheart. You’re just so gorgeous.” I said. Lily’s gaze wandered towards my lap again, and I took hold of myself by the base.

“I shouldn’t say this, but you’re much bigger than I’m used to.” she said, fidgeting in place as I gently began rubbing my shaft.

“You know, Lily, this is an unconventional circumstance. The test won’t be done for at least another twenty minutes, and I think the best way to pass the time would be to do something that would completely take our minds off it.” I said, leaning forward to spit on it.

“I agree. What did you have in mind?” she asked, shifting her weight and opening her legs.

“Obviously, we wouldn’t normally do this, but since it’s so hot in here.” I said, using my thumb to spread the saliva around the tip of my dick. Her eyes shifted away from mine, contemplating how she’d respond.

“Yeah?”

“Maybe we could just play with each other, you know, a little bit to relieve the tension that us being naked is clearly causing.” I said, slapping my dick against my hand in an attempt to lure her.

“I mean, yeah, I guess it is my fault that you’re feeling this way. It wouldn’t be very hospitable of me if I didn’t handle the needs of a guest in my home.” she said. I could see her mind working to justify it, and her eyes glazed over with lust.

“I don’t mean to burden you, it’s just that looking at you makes my dick so fucking hard.” I said, rubbing up and down. Being in such close quarters was driving me mad, and I wanted nothing more than to stuff my cock inside of her tight little cunt.

“Well, if I’m being honest, it’s turning me on too.” she said, leaning back against the armrest and placing her hand between her legs.

“It would feel so much better if you touched it for me.” I said, holding myself at the base and wagging it side to side.

“Okay. This has to stay between us.” she said.

“Of course, angel. It’ll be very intimate, just for us.” I said.

“Just this once.”

“Absolutely. We don’t really have a choice, it’s like eighty degrees.” I said, feeling her resistance fade away. Lily removed her wedding ring, placing it on the table beside the couch before getting down on her knees in front of me.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this. It feels so naughty.” she said, replacing my hand with hers. Pleasure ripped through my body under her soft, feminine touch. I couldn’t believe it either, that the plan was actually working.

“God damn, baby. That’s it.” I said, running my fingers through her blonde hair. “Will you get it wet for me?”

“Um, yes sir. You mean like spit on it?” she asked, raising her bambi eyes to mine. I couldn’t help smiling, she was such a little doll.

“Yes, baby. Spit on daddy’s dick.” I said. Her eyes flickered, and she did as she was told, spitting and stroking until my entire shaft was dripping with lubrication.

“I think I understand what you mean, now, about not being able to help it that you got turned on. I really want to feel you in me.” she said.

“Not yet, baby. I want you to suck on it first. This is our only opportunity to do this, I don’t want to feel like we skipped any steps.” I said. Lily nodded, opened her mouth, and plunged down. “Oh my God.”

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” her face turned red from trying to swallow my dick. It was so much better than I could have anticipated, especially after being told by Chad that she rarely if ever gave blowjobs, and that she reacted like she was allergic to sucking when she actually did.

“Good girl, just like that. Don’t forget the balls.” I said, taking a firm handful of hair and assisting her motion.

“You’re so bad.” she said, letting my mushroom tip slide past her swollen lips.

“I’m so glad we get to do this. I already feel closer to you.” I said, smiling down at her. She was always so off limits that I didn’t even consider it, I just knew what a delectable little thing she was.

“Me too. You said the balls, right?” she asked, grinning and leaning in to give them attention.

“Oh my God, Lily. You’re going to make me addicted.”

“Mmm…” she moaned, slurping my balls and tonguing my taint. Suddenly, I felt a strange energy, like we were being watched. I looked around the room but didn’t see him, but I had the feeling Chad was observing us.

“Come here, baby. I wanna taste you too.” I said, standing up from the couch. She was small enough that I hoisted her onto my shoulder and flipped her upside down, burying my face in her sweet pussy.

“Oh, wow. I like that.” she said, hanging upside down and eagerly sucking my dick. Lily tasted like a flower, and I couldn’t get enough. So warm, fresh, and moist. There was absolutely no turning back, no going back to not knowing that side of her.

“Such a pretty little pussy.” I said, rubbing my nose against her clit. I didn’t want her to pass out from being suspended, so I plopped her down on the couch and climbed on top of her.

“Are we going to have sex?” she asked.

“We have to pass the time.” I said, exchanging a knowing smile. I got the feeling Lily wasn’t so much gullible as willfully playing dumb in order to get what she wanted.

“True.” she said, wrapping her legs around my waist. I didn’t even think about bringing a condom, so it wasn’t an option. Not that I wanted even the thinnest layer of rubber separating us in the first place.

“Let’s enjoy each other, baby. We should make the most of this.” I said, finding her opening and gently pressing my hips into hers.

“Yes, daddy.” she whispered, running her fingers through my hair, looking directly into my eyes as I entered her.

“It’s so tight.”

“Nnn!”

“It’s okay, angel. You can take it.” I whispered, kissing her neck and slowly working it in. She felt like a virgin, her smoothe tightness gripping around me as our bodies poured with sweat.

“Yes, daddy. Don’t stop, I love it.” she whimpered while I pierced her, bottoming out and increasing the pace.

“You’re so wet.” I said. Despite her tightness, there was almost no friction, as if she’d squeezed a bottle of baby oil inside herself before we started.

“Only for you, Bill. Fuck.”

“Yeah? You like it, don’t you?”

“He doesn’t make me feel full, daddy. I love it.” she was fit to be tied, thrusting against me from the bottom while her eyes rolled back in her skull. She defied all of Chad’s descriptions, and I kind of felt bad for him, especially considering what I was doing to his wife.

“We might have to do this again, baby. It’s too good.” I said, groping her bouncing breasts and sucking her nipples in a depraved display of the lust she inspired in me.

“Yes. I have to feel you again.” she said, calling out louder, as if she’d forgotten that her husband was still in the house. I wasn’t sure the details of their agreement, but I felt more and more of an urge to cum inside of her.

“You’re such a little doll, Lily. I have to keep fucking you. There’s no way I could stop.” I said, slamming my hips into hers just to watch her gorgeous tits bouncing beneath me.

“Oh, God. Don’t stop, daddy. That’s so good.”

“Are you gonna cum for me?” I asked, humping in a frantic frenzy of desire. The passion was unreal, and we kissed deeply as we extracted every bit of pleasure we could steal from one another’s flesh. There was a rhythmic slapping, our moans increasing in volume until there was no denying it.

“Oh! Ughn! Ughn!” she screamed in pleasure, begging me to go harder. We arrived simultaneously, and I didn’t even consider pulling out. Her warm hole suctioned around my girth, milking every last drop of my hot, sticky cum and drinking it down.

Our kissing continued as the intensity faded, leaving us naked with the sudden sober clarity of what we’d done. My phone buzzed in my shorts on the ground beside the couch, and I slowly backed myself out of her.

“That’s a lot of cum.” she said, looking up at me as I stepped away to get dressed.

“You’re like a goddess, Lily. What did you expect?” I asked, feeling for some reason more comfortable once I was back in my underwear. The lingering weirdness crept in strongly, the reminder that she was married to one of my close friends. I’d never been into cuckolding, and certainly hadn’t been a bull for a couple before.

“I didn’t expect that, but I’m so glad we did it.” she said, still laying on the couch and playing with my cum, scooping it up onto her fingers and pushing it back into herself. The couch was soaked with her juices, and our sweat.

“The test is done, I have to go check it out.” I said, going back in for a couple more kisses before sneaking away. As soon as I was alone, I shook my head. What in the hell had I gotten myself into? I knew it was only the beginning, as there was no way I could resist her going forward. She was the box of Pandora, and I’d been foolish enough to open it. When I returned, Lily was eagerly awaiting the results of the test.

“It was just a fuse. I replaced it, so it should be good to go.” I said. No sooner had the words left my mouth, we heard the sound of the air conditioner kicking back on.

“Oh my gosh! That’s amazing. Thank you so much.” she said, jumping excitedly into my arms for a hug. Chad emerged from the hallway, having been the one who flipped the A/C back on, wearing a satisfied smile and holding a mug of coffee.

“You can always count on Bill.” he said, raising his cup and bowing his head slightly. We said our goodbyes, and I wondered how much he’d seen. He didn’t seem upset about anything, so I figured it was all good. I headed out the front door, the same way I’d entered the house, and went to my truck.

“Damn. What a fucking day.” I said, turning the key to start my truck. It felt surreal, like a pornographic episode of the Twilight Zone, but I wasn’t complaining. It had been months, maybe years since I’d felt so satisfied.

Chapter 3 - Lily

I didn’t have to think twice about taking up Chad on his offer to let me be his hotwife, but I also didn’t realize how much I was going to enjoy it. It made it even better that it wasn’t said outright, that I got to pretend that I didn’t know what was going on, and just sort of go along with whatever my new bulls asked of me.

Bill gave me such a powerful orgasm that I was satisfied for days, and found myself thinking about the next time that I got to see him. Because our hotwifing and cuckold relationship was left largely unspoken, I wasn’t sure what Chad’s plans were. Was Bill going to be my only bull? Or would there be more?

Having that experience with Bill brought me out of my shell, and I couldn’t wait to step back into my role as a hotwife. It happened sooner than I expected, when Chad’s personal trainer Dante showed up unannounced, a short while after Chad had left for lunch with a couple friends.

“Dante? How are you? I didn’t expect to see you.” I said, greeting him at the door. Right away, I had a suspicion that he was sent by Chad, and would be acting as my next bull, but I couldn’t be sure and didn’t want to rush things.

“Is Chad here?” he asked.

“Nope, you just missed him. He won’t be back until later.” I said. Dante was tall and muscular, and certainly looked the part of personal trainer. I could feel the hairs standing up on the back of my spine as he showed himself inside, as I’d never been with a black man before, and had always harbored a lingering attraction to Dante.

“That’s too bad. What are you up to?” he asked.

“Not much. I was about to change into my bathing suit and go for a swim. Would you like to join me?” I asked, feeling extra peppy because I was excited at what might happen. Our marriage had been so unfulfilling when it came to sex, and I was so grateful that he was willing to let me have my fun. He even provided the best possible suitors.

“I would, but I didn’t bring anything to swim in.” he said.

“There’s no one else here. You could just swim in your underwear.” I said.

“That wouldn’t bother you?” he asked.

“Not at all. Why would it?”

“I don’t know, I just didn’t want to offend you,” he said.

“Nonsense. Come on, I’ll grab you a towel and something to drink.” I said. Keep in mind, I’d only met Dante a handful of times, and mostly only talked to him when I went to the gym with Chad. It was very uncharacteristic of him to show up at the house.

“Perfect. I can’t stay long, but I’d love to join you for a quick dip.” he said. Dante looked to be about six foot four, and I felt a bit intimidated by his physical size. At the same time, that only made me desire him more.

We went out back by the pool, and set ourselves up with fresh towels and refreshments. I cut up some fruit and put it on a plate, and we sat at the table under the umbrella, chatting it up and getting comfortable together.

Dante had an enormous cock, even bigger than Bill’s. I knew it right away, before I actually laid my eyes on it. He wore a tight white pair of briefs, and from the moment he stepped out of his shorts, there was no denying the very distinct outline of his enormous manhood.

I hadn’t considered myself a size queen before, but it was becoming apparent that I had a preference. At the very least, knowing what I was about to indulge in was exhilarating to the point that it made my heart race and my nerves tingle.

While he didn’t say it directly, Dante wasn’t shy about the reason he was there. After complimenting my legs, breasts, and smile, he mentioned that he was in a bit of a conundrum, and I knew for sure that he was sent to the house with strict orders to fuck me.

“I have sort of a problem that I thought you might be able to help me out with, what with you being so attractive and all.” he said, flashing his perfect pearly white smile.

“You’re such a flirt.”

“Only with gorgeous women.” he quipped, his gaze fueled by a primal hunger. We sat close together, and I could almost physically feel the tension between us.

“Yeah, yeah. So what’s this problem?” I asked.

“Well, you know I’m single, right?”

“I do now.”

“I’ve been trying to take care of my own needs, you know? And everything was going well, for a while, but a couple of days ago, I broke my damn fleshlight and I don’t have anywhere to stick my dick. I haven’t been able to cum like I need to, and it’s killing me. I can hardly control it.” he said. It might have been the dumbest excuse to have sex I’d ever heard, in fact, it definitely was.

“Poor baby. That’s gotta be hard. Like, really, really hard.” I said, placing my hand on his thigh and giggling to myself. It was silly, but I had no problem going along with it because we both wanted the same thing.

“What do you think? Could I borrow you until I get a new fleshlight?” he asked. I shook my head, humored by the ridiculousness of it all.

“I mean, I wouldn’t normally do this since I’m married, but I guess since you broke your fleshlight, I could make an exception.” I said. We both knew it was only an excuse, but I had no problem being his personal fleshlight while Chad ate lunch with his friends. I just hoped he didn’t break me too.

“Thank you, Lily. Again, I wouldn’t normally ask you to do this, but you know, sometimes you’ve gotta have a little help with this sort of thing.” he said.

“Yes, of course. I love helping.” I said. Dante stood up from his chair, taking hold of himself from outside of his briefs. It was the first time I really got the chance to check out his bulge, and it was like there was an anaconda stuffed inside his underwear.

“Do you mind if I take it out?” he asked, smiling down at me as I admired his sheer girth.

“Go ahead.” I said, watching in awe as he pulled it out. Dante was massive, almost comically so, and his juicy length dwarfed Bill, let alone my husband. “Oh my God.”

“You’re not used to that, are you?” he asked, grinning with pride. I couldn’t pry my eyes away from it, tracing the long, vascular veins that ran along the sides of his shaft.

“No, I’m not. It’s so big.” I said, taking a quick moment to compose myself. I wasn’t even sure if I could fit my mouth around it, let alone fit him inside me.

“You should take your tits out, it would help me cum faster.” he said. I tugged my top to the side, exposing my breasts and licking my lips while watching him masturbate his enormous black cock. My mouth was literally watering for him, and we moved over to a lounge chair so we could get more comfortable.

Dante stood in front of the chair, while I got down on my hands and knees and looked the monster straight in the face. It made me feel almost slap happy, because it was so gigantic that I couldn’t stop laughing anxiously.

“I’m scared.” I said, crawling closer and inspecting his endowment. It was difficult to even categorize what was hanging between his legs as the same thing that Chad possessed. There was such a size difference that it was like they were entirely different body parts.

“It’s not gonna bite, girly. Just open up, pretend you’re trying to swallow a banana whole.” he said, placing his hand atop my head. I parted my lips, opening wide and pushing my mouth over the tip. “Oh, fuck. That’s my shit, right there. Suck that big dick.”

It took me a minute to get used to what I was dealing with, and I gagged several times getting accustomed to his size. It didn’t seem possible, but it was real, and despite the difficulty of sucking it, I found it tantalizing. It brought something out of me, and logistics be damned, I wanted to feel it in me.

“Open up, fuck yes. That’s so good, Lily.” he said, extending his hips and forcing me to take it deeper. He was in complete control, and I didn’t have to beg for what I really wanted. Dante put me on all fours, and I gripped the frame of the lounger as he teased my entrance.

“I’m nervous.”

“It’s so little and tight, Lily.” he said, rubbing it up and down against me like a paintbrush. Chills moved through my body as I braced for penetration, squealing as he pushed open my walls with just the tip.

“Ughn!”

“So much better than my fleshlight.” he said. “I might have to make a mold of you when I get my replacement.”

“Nnn!” I called out, suddenly filled like never before. He made me so wet, and I could feel my walls being stretched, forced to accommodate him.

“Good girl, take that big dick. I’m gonna tear you up, Lily. Chad’s not gonna know what to do with you once I’m done.” he said, dirty talking continuously as he fed me his cock. I’d never made sounds like that, as they were completely unintentional, reflexive squeals to relieve the tension.

“Oh my God.”

“That’s right, feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Ughn! Yes sir, fuck!”

“Try to relax around it. You’ll get used to it.” he said, working his hips and lighting up my insides. It felt like it was in my stomach, and it wasn’t long before the pleasure was overtaking me, melting my mind and making me cum for him.

“Dante! Don’t stop. Please.”

“That’s it, beg for that dick.” he held a handful of my hair, bouncing me helplessly off of his pelvis. It was like blacking out with pleasure, grunting like an animal as the waves of uncontrollable pleasure crashed over me.

“Nnn, nnn, nnn!” my orgasms linked together, like one continuous string of  pulsing pleasure. Dante pulled out of me, telling me to get down in front of him. I was dazed and confused, but managed to find my knees just in time for him to stroke himself to a finish, coating my face with so much warm goo that I had to keep my eyes closed.

I felt like such a slut, but at the same time, occupied a state of bliss that is hard to describe. After wiping my face with a towel, we went inside and shared a drink before he headed out. The experience was novel and mind blowing, and I knew that if this was the life of a hotwife, then it was something I could certainly see myself getting used to.

Chapter 4 - Chad

Lily was everything I hoped for in a hotwife. She was eager, submissive, and released all that pent up passion she kept hidden away from me. A part of me felt bad that I couldn’t bring it out of her myself, but watching her with Bill was the most arousing thing I’d ever experienced.

Being a cuckold had always been of interest to me, although I’d never explored it. My first wife and I shared sort of a vanilla sex life, and it wasn’t something I’d have asked her to do because there was no question in my mind that she wasn’t into it. The idea remained a fantasy in my mind, and only really boiled over after marrying Lily.

It was the way other men looked at her, the hungry look in their eyes while they interacted. I wished I could have been there for her tryst with Dante, but he told me all about it. I could only imagine that pleasure filled anguish on her face while she took his massive black cock, and I couldn’t wait to be in the room when it happened again.

She was such a sweetheart of a woman, and I knew that she would never tell me directly that I hadn’t been able to satisfy her. It made more sense to ease her into things, to let her experience everything she was missing, and then slowly add my presence. We both knew what was happening, and didn’t mind leaving some things left unsaid.

Even though she could be a bit of an airhead at times, and her behavior sometimes came off as ditzy, she was a smart cookie. She knew exactly what the deal was, and like always, had a discreet way of showing it. As much as I enjoyed the tension, the secretive aspect of not watching her directly with Dante, I knew there was a necessary escalation looming.

I set things up in the simplest way I could think of, by inviting both Bill and Dante for an intimate nighttime swim and barbecue. Lily gave me a look when I told her the guest list, and we exchanged knowing smiles.

“Should be a good time then.” she said.

“Yeah, I’m looking forward to watching how things play out.” I said, causing her to chuckle lightly.

“Then I’m assuming I have full permission to be extra hospitable with our guests?”

“Yes, absolutely my love. I’m quite sure you’ll meet all of their needs and more.” I said.

“Yes sir. I’ll try my best.” she said. Thirty minutes after sunset, Bill arrived with his famous homemade macaroni salad. There was an obvious change in their dynamic, a comfortability that only comes after being intimate.

“I love the bathing suit.” he said, letting his eyes drift down over her body.

“Oh, thank you Bill.” she said, turning slightly to model her attire, even popping her hip to accentuate her tight little backside. It was a black bikini, and the thong cut of her bottoms made it extra provocative given the occasion.

“I think he likes more than just the bikini.” I said, chiming in. I wanted things to be comfortable, and for the atmosphere to be one of understanding.

“She does make it look good,” he said.

“It’ll look even better laying on the floor next to my bed tonight.” I said. We chatted in the kitchen, until the doorbell rang, signifying the arrival of our final guest.

“Lily, dear, will you get the door?”

“Of course, sir. One moment.” she said, striding elegantly towards the front door.

“Isn’t she something else?” I asked, my eyes following her exquisite ass until she was out of the room. Bill’s eyes widened, and he nodded his head before taking a drink.

“Dude, she’s spectacular. You’re a very lucky man.” he said.

“My luck is your luck, my friend.” I said, raising my glass. Dante strode into the kitchen, introducing himself to Bill and sizing him up right away.

“Nice to meet you. I guess I’ll be the little bull in this situation.” Bill said, having a laugh. Dante was a striking figure, naturally intimidating if you didn’t know him because of his height and muscular physique.

“Hey, you never know. It should be a good time for everyone involved.” he said, his deep voice bellowing. It felt odd, speaking like that right in front of Lily, but she didn’t seem to mind.

“I didn’t change into this bikini for nothing. Are we going for a swim or what?” she asked. We moved the party to the backyard, and I stepped away to turn on the lights and put on some music. I wanted to run the grill, and be in charge of the logistics, to stay out of the way and watch what sort of magic might happen if I left them to their own devices.

Lily had been a competitive cheerleader in high school, and she showed them how to launch her into the pool for maximum height. Seeing her fly through the air like that made me a bit squeamish, but she landed perfectly and all was well.

I’d already seasoned the steaks and burgers, and the charcoal was still getting ready when they started to cozy up. Even after seeing glimpses of Lily with Bill, and hearing every dirty word they exchanged while going at it, it gave me a weird feeling in the pit of my stomach.

My heart raced as Dante held Lily in his arms, her legs wrapping instinctively around his waist. It made me wonder if I’d made a mistake by giving her such freedom. I wanted to watch her in action, but I wasn’t sure if I’d ruined sex for us permanently. How could she enjoy me after having them? Especially when she didn't seem to enjoy our sexy times in the first place.

Dante didn’t drink, and Bill wanted to be sober since he was on bull duty. I cracked a cold one, knowing I’d need it to settle my nerves. He was so tall and strong, the ultimate uber man. I’d caught the quickest glance of his penis in the locker room, right as he was covering up with a towel, and the image was burned into my mind.

The coals turned white and I dumped them into the grill, spreading them out with my spatula while rubbernecking the pool. The group chemistry was undeniable, and affectionate in a way that made me certain things would end in the bedroom. My only concern was Bill and Dante getting along, but they seemed able to easily bond over their soon to be shared feast.

While they frolicked around in the pool, passing my wife back and forth between them, I cooked up the meat and prepared the plates. I wasn’t used to playing host, as I typically hired help when we had guests. It was kind of sobering, seeing so clearly how easily I’d been replaced in the sexual department.

There was a strange mixture of feelings, in regards to my personal trainer and close personal friend having free reign over Lily. I wasn’t used to it, having never tried the cuck lifestyle in real life. Years of conditioning my brain by fantasizing and watching porn made me somewhat prepared, but it was nothing like experiencing it in real life. I was also getting hard in my trunks, something that hadn’t happened to me in years, and my thoughts kept straying to the night’s finale.

“Foods ready! Let’s go! Burgers and steak!” I said, calling out and interrupting them. Lily wrapped her arms around Bill from behind, and he swam her to the edge of the pool. A part of me wished she had that instinct towards me, but at the end of the day, I just wanted to see what she did with it.

I was famished, and went to town on the plethora of food, while the other guests ate lightly. Lily sat between Bill and Dante, and it felt almost as if she belonged to them while we were together. It was another slight hit to my ego, but it made sense in relation to the lifestyle. I was her husband and partner, but I was also the cuckold. It was my choice to introduce this into our life, and I would have to live with the consequences, no matter how uncomfortable.

Lily was still kind, the same way she always was, except that her attention seemed far more fixated on the other two men. I’d hung out with Bill and Lily before, and there was a stark difference. As for Dante, I’d only seen them interact sparsely, but the attraction was easy to see. It was the way her eyes followed his, the way she laughed at everything he said. It was an extra level of engaging, and I could tell she was smitten.

Maybe I should have started with more average bulls, just regular guys. It wouldn’t have worked as well, though, because she wouldn’t have given them the time of day. That’s why I chose who I chose, they were the most eligible bachelors in my large circle of wealthy friends. I set myself up for it, but it was a feeling that took some getting used to.

What stood out to me most was Lily’s aggression, as she seemed the most flirtatious and playful of all of them. She also understood the assignment and took control. As soon as we finished eating, she went inside to freshen up, and told us to meet her in the bedroom in twenty minutes.

“I guess she’s ready for dessert.” I said, feeling a lump form in my throat.

“Me too, God damn. She’s killing it in that bathing suit.” Dante said, rubbing his hands together excitedly.

“Do you already have a chair set up?” Bill asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Isn’t that a thing? Like a cuckold chair?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. I let out a laugh, realizing what he meant.

“Oh, yeah. Of course, there’s a chair on the wall by the foot of the bed.” I said.

“My bad, I’ve never done this before.” he said.

“You’re fine. Don’t worry.” I said.

“Are there any hard limits we should know about?” Dante asked, leaning forward and turning serious. Something about his tone made me scared about what he was going to do to her, the level of pleasure he might introduce her to.

“Oh, uhm, haven’t really thought about it.”

“Can I cum in her?” he asked, point blank.

“I don’t have a problem with that.” I said, shrugging. It felt weird saying it, speaking of her in that way. They’d both already had her, but it still felt like the first time for me. It would be so much more real having to be there in the room, watching it happen up close and personal.

It was the longest twenty minutes, and we mostly sat in silence, making comments here and there about how beautiful she was, and how exhilarating the build up was becoming.

“We shouldn’t leave her waiting. It’s been twenty minutes.” I said, looking down at my watch. I wanted to freeze time, to take another twenty minutes or so all to myself to think things over, but there was no such option. The bulls and the hotwife were ready, and I had to accept the position I’d created for myself. I was now the cuckold, and when it came to my own sexual desires, they would no longer be at the forefront.

I felt awkward entering the room, going to my assigned spot in the chair against the wall while the other participants eagerly hopped into bed together, my bed. They were already in swimsuits, and cuddled up like they’d had threesomes before. Being in my own bedroom made it so familiar, and extra humiliating.

“Let’s get this off of you.” Bill said, untying her string bikini from behind and exposing her breasts. My heart pounded in my chest, and I watched as Dante removed her bottoms, spreading her legs and putting his face between her legs.

“Here we go.” I muttered, completely inaudible as I lowered my shorts to my ankles. The reality of our size differences was evident immediately, as two hard dicks emerged that were much larger than mine.

Lily giggled playfully, taking hold of each of their erections in her pretty little hands, stroking as her eyes shifted between them. I felt inadequate, and completely out of the loop. My dick had gone soft, shriveling in my hand as I tried bringing it back to life.

“Oh my God.” Dante moaned as Lily wrapped her lips around his black cock, slobbering all over it and forcing it into her throat. It was a side of her I’d never seen, and it made my penis rush with blood.

Bill placed his hands on her hips from behind, slapping his big dick against the soft flesh of her cheeks before entering her. I stood frozen, dick in my hand and slowly rubbing myself to life. It was hypnotizing, and eye opening as to what I’d been missing.

“Gluck! Gluck!”

“So fucking tight. Thanks for letting me go first.” Bill said, bantering with Dante as he claimed her from behind without protection. There was a rush of regrets, boundaries I wished I’d thought out more thoroughly. Condoms, kissing, the rough nature of things. It all made me cringe, watching the sweet little princess that I thought was so naive in the bedroom.

“Harder, daddy. Fuck!” she squealed, paying me no attention whatsoever. She looked so divine, stuffed full of one cock and choking on the biggest one I’d ever seen in person.

Lily was depraved, like a whole new person, slurping her own spit as it dripped from Dante’s enormous balls. The pressure in my cock was unreal, and I had to stop stroking for fear that I’d simply spontaneously combust. The regrets flew out the window, leaving me only with an intense arousal that short circuited all rational thought.

They switched between positions, entering her pussy simultaneously at one point, much to her satisfaction. Lily kept cumming, and only occasionally glanced over at me. I had to alternate between watching and masturbating, because it was such a turn on seeing them use her that I’d developed an issue with premature ejaculation on the spot.

“That’s right, show your husband what a slut you are for that black dick.” Dante said, pulling her hair and invading her so deep that I could see the bulge in her stomach. I felt bad for her at times, because they were so rough and horny. Much to my suprise, it seemed to delight her.

“Dante, fuck! Breed me, daddy. Give me that superior cum.” she said, her eyes rolling back while being rhythmically impaled. Bill laid in front of her, pushing her head down in his lap and making her take his cock deeper into her mouth.

“Fuck.” I whispered, releasing my cock once again as I neared the edge of orgasm. It was the strongest erection I’d had in ages, pulsing as pre-cum oozed from the slit. I felt jealous of their size, prowess, and most of all, of the innate reaction they drew from Lily.

“Please! Please!”

“You want it, baby? You want daddy’s cum?” Dante asked, thrusting with all of his might. I thought he might well split her straight in half, but it only intensified her reactions.

“Yes, daddy. Please give it to me. Make me pregnant.” she said, completely lost in ecstasy. He fucked her into oblivion, leaving it inside and filling her with cream. Bill did the same to her mouth, moments after Dante erupted. I finally pulled the trigger, spitting on my cock and giving it a good couple of tugs before arriving myself.

Her words rang out in my head as I came, breed me, superior cum, make me pregnant. I had no idea if she was on birth control, and I wondered if she was really trying to get pregnant or if it was simply the heat of the moment.

“Nnn!” I grunted, cumming into my own hand while the bulls got to have my cake and eat it too. It was equal parts shame and sexual satisfaction. It felt so good, so right.

As soon as I finished, there was a tidal wave of clarity and I had to get out of there. Watching them fuck her was one thing, but watching them cuddle and kiss afterwards was too much. I felt like an outsider, like I wasn’t even worthy to eat their cum out of her pussy.

I went for a walk around the property, and waited for the bulls to leave before returning upstairs. Lily had already changed the sheets, and was in the shower when I got back to the room.

That was incredible, but I don’t know how to feel about it. She was so into it, like a nympho goddess who couldn’t get enough. How did she take Dante’s cock? She fucking loved it, moaning like a whore. Begging to be bred. I don’t want either of them to ever lay their dirty hands on her again, but I have to experience that again. There’s no way I’ve ever pleased her, and even if I somehow had, there’s not a chance I could do it again. Not after that.

Chapter 5

Chad’s initial struggles wore off quickly, as he was fully swept up by the lifestyle in no time. His insecurities became jaded, and knowing he couldn’t please his wife led to him not even wanting to try. It was no longer his job, but there were plenty of superior men to fill his role.

Strangely enough, it seemed to bring them closer together. With Lily being so satisfied, she gave him long, teasing handjobs, and helped him cum like never before. Without the pressure of pleasing her, he was able to focus on peak orgasmic experience, and he felt that it was a perfectly fair trade off.

Over time, they employed various bulls to get the job done. Some bulls came, and some bulls went, but eventually, a clear winner emerged. It was Dante, as he was her favorite, and they developed quite a sexual bond.

He became her dominant, and they never even considered taking precautions. Chad discussed it with Lily, and they arrived at the conclusion that they’d simply let whatever happened happen. Following that logic, it wasn’t long before she’d become pregnant. They knew it was Dante’s, because Chad and Lily hadn’t had penetrative sex since she first became a hotwife with Bill.

If the pregnancy would have occurred earlier, Chad might not have been able to handle it. It would have torn him apart, but by the time they got the good news, he’d fully surrendered his wife sexually to Dante, and thought it was a great choice for Lily considering that he had such strong stock.

Because of their closeness, Dante accepted full responsibility for the child, while Chad stepped up to provide financially. Dante made good money, but nothing like what Chad inherited, and they all agreed it made the most sense. After all, it fell directly in line with the rest of their relationship, and the way they lived their lives.

It may not be the most conventional of love triangles, but it worked out beautifully for the three of them, as they’ve lived happily ever after ever since.


Stolen by a Nerd - Hotwife Pregnancy

Chapter 1 - Brock 

I’d been with Lilly three months, about the amount of time that typically passed before I moved onto the next willing babe who wanted to date the star quarterback of the university football team. 

The only reason I was holding onto her was because I felt like I was finally getting close to convincing her to cuck me with one of the black dudes on my team. It was a major fantasy of mine, and I kept putting the suggestion out there for her. 

Lilly was tiny and blonde, barely one hundred pounds, and I wanted nothing more than to see her split in half by a huge cock. She was very cute, the typical cheerleader type with straight A’s. 

Our sex life was alright, although she was a bit reserved in the bedroom for my liking. She always wanted to talk about serious issues, and plan for the future, and she just didn’t seem to get it that I was focused on the now. It started getting annoying, but she was coming around to maybe fooling around with Chris, one of our linebackers, but she wanted to spend more time with him to get to know him. 

She came out with a bunch of us one night to get wings, and she ended up spending some alone time talking to him. It turned me on so much, watching her laugh at her jokes, and knowing that it was finally going to happen. 

Instead, she said that he was attractive, but that they didn’t really connect. It drove me fucking nuts, especially because I was staying with her specifically for that reason. A tiny blonde spinner, taking her first BBC right in front of me. I couldn’t get it out of my head. 

Finally, I caught her in a good mood one night, and she was entertaining doing it for real. 

“Look, I’m not that into it, but if it’s that big of a turn on for you, then I guess I’ll give it a try. I just really need it to be with a person that I’m comfortable with.” she said. We were cuddled up on the recliner, listening to ambient music in my living room with my roommate Gilby. 

“It would be so hot, seeing you take someone else.” I said. Gilby looked a tad uncomfortable with us talking that way right in front of him, but I didn’t pay him any mind. He was my tutor, and helped keep me eligible to stay on the field, but he was also a huge nerd, and a known virgin. We gave him shit about it all the time. 

“You two and your sex talk.” he said, looking up at us from behind his book. 

“My bad. Just hearing about it is probably more action than you’ve gotten in your whole life! Right?” I asked, laughing at his expense. He could usually take a good ribbing, but he didn’t seem amused by my joke. 

“Stop being mean to him. He’s sweet.” Lilly said. She’d always liked him, as she didn’t seem to care that he was a dork for some reason and thought that he was a really good guy. I didn’t see it, but I didn’t care that she stuck up for him, somebody needed to. Besides, he was no threat at all to me. 

“He’s sweet, but he’s also a v-v-v-virgin! Ha ha! Right?” I asked, giving him a nod. 

“Yes, Brock. I am a virgin, but I’d actually prefer it if you’d stop bringing it up in conversation every chance you get, especially in front of girls.” he said, pressing the center of his glasses to re-center them.  

“Oh yeah? Then maybe get laid, virgin. Ha.” I said, smiling at Lilly and receiving a stone face in return. “What?” 

“Stop it.” 

“It’s fine, Lilly. I’m not ashamed of it, I just haven’t met that right girl yet.” he said. 

“You will, sweetheart.” she said, causing me to burst out laughing. I rolled off of the recliner and onto the floor, holding my stomach and pointing at him. I still couldn’t believe it, how could someone still be a virgin at 21? They both just stared at me, unamused, and Lilly turned cold, pushing me away when I tried to sit back down with her. 

“What?” I asked. 

“You can be really obnoxious, you know that? You take everything too far. You’re lucky I don’t cuck with Gilby.” she said, speaking softly enough that he couldn’t hear us. I had a chuckle, and rolled my eyes. 

“Yeah, right. Baby Dick the Virgin? I don’t think it counts as being a bull if you prematurely ejaculate when the hotwife takes out her tits.” I said. 

“Are you two still talking about sex?” he asked, interrupted again from his book. 

“No, not anymore.” I said, giving him the okay sign and forcing my way back into the recliner with Lilly. “Go flirt with him. Fifty bucks says he cums in his pants.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah, why not? Just to fuck with him.” 

“What if he doesn’t cum in his pants? Can I fuck him?” she asked, giving me a stern look that I didn’t recognize. 

“Yeah, sure. Go ahead, he can be your bull, but I guarantee he busts in his pants if you start touching him.” I said, being rejected when I tried to wrap my arm around her. 

“Fine. I’m gonna do it.” she said, crossing her arms. 

“Fifty bucks?” I asked, extending my hand. She shook it, and then got up from the recliner, and went to sit next to him. This should be entertaining. 

“Hey, Lilly, what’s up?” he asked, his eyes bulging as she crawled up onto him. 

“Hi.” she said, her voice seductive. I sat straight up in my seat, kind of surprised by how aggressive she was being. He looked over at me, and I shrugged my shoulders. “You know, it would probably take a lot of pressure off you if you just got it out of the way, you know? A quickie with a close friend, and then you’re not a virgin anymore.” 

“Yeah right. That would never happen.” he said, his body language filled with panic and terror. I shook my head, realizing that I was most certainly going to win the bet. 

“I’m talking about me, right now. Brock said it was okay, right baby?” she asked, turning and giving me the death stare. 

“Uhm, yeah. Have at it.” I said. 

“Seriously? You’re gonna let me have sex with your girlfriend?” he asked, scrunching his nerd nose and pressing his glasses on again. 

“Yeah, get on with it before I change my mind.” I said, feeling a weird feeling in my stomach. It was turning a lot more real than I expected, and I wasn’t so sure about it anymore. I was expecting it to be with Chris from the football team, not the scrawny nerd who helped me with my homework. I didn’t even understand why she wanted to do it with him, I guess she just felt bad for him since he was a virgin. 

They started kissing, slowly at first, but increasingly intense, and she started grinding on him. I felt my body temperature rising, and I broke out in a sweat as I watched her tight little body pressed up against his, and his tongue invading her mouth. 

“Mmm…” he moaned, getting something he didn’t deserve. He was supposed to earn it, not have it handed to him. It was practically a participation trophy. They started whispering to each other, while I sat helplessly in the recliner with an erection as she lifted her arms, and he assisted her in removing her shirt. 

“You haven’t cum yet, have ya buddy?” I asked, trying to interrupt them with no success. 

“Let me start by sucking on it.” she said, lowering herself in front of him. I wanted to protest, but no words came out. I froze, watching as she laced her fingers in his waistband and looked up at him, biting her lip and smiling. 

“I’ve fantasized about this so many times,” he said. 

“About me?” she asked, covering her mouth and going wide eyed. 

“Sorry, dude. Yeah, about you.” he said, giving me a quick apology before returning his attention to the goddess on her knees in front of him. 

“That’s so flattering, oh my gosh. You’re so sweet, you honestly deserve this.” she said, tugging at his sweatpants. He raised his hips, helping her remove them, and that’s when it happened, the last thing I ever expected on planet Earth. 

“Holy shit.” I said, shocked by the absolute monster of a cock that flopped out from behind his waistband. Lily grabbed hold of it immediately, her jaw hanging open as she turned her head to look at me. 

“Do you see this?” she asked, flabbergasted by his size. 

“Yeah, what about it?” I asked, feeling an even stronger wave of nausea wash over me when I saw the way she was staring at it, like it was the greatest thing ever. 

“It’s fucking huge. Look at it, it’s so thick and veiny.” she said, giggling anxiously and just staring at it. 

“Oh, is it big?” he asked, completely unaware that he’d been carrying a python around in his pants. I couldn’t even look at it, as it just pissed me off and made zero sense. He was skinny as fuck, how did he have a third fucking arm dangling between his legs? 

“Yes, baby. It’s really, really big. It’s gorgeous, honestly.” she said, leaning in and kissing it. I was so mad and turned on at the same time, and I started rubbing myself over my pants, too embarrassed by our size difference to take mine out. I watched as she started sucking, and Gilby ran his fingers through her hair, staring down into her eyes and showing no signs of premature ejaculation. 

“You’re so beautiful,” he said. 

“Thank you, Gilby.” she said, slapping his big dick against the sides of her face and then burying her face in his balls, eagerly slurping and moaning with pleasure as she started touching herself. 

 My cock was throbbing hard, and something about seeing her with another man made me so turned on that it was embarrassing. I had to stop touching myself, because I was getting so close to orgasm, and I couldn’t cum before the virgin. 

Chapter 2 - Lily 

It was by far the most kinky and sexually explorative thing I’d ever engaged in, and I couldn’t believe how much I enjoyed sucking his enormous endowment. Playing with such a big cock was so novel to me, and I loved the way it filled my entire mouth. 

I also loved Gilby’s reaction, as he had this look of awe, like I was the most beautiful woman in the entire world. I stepped out of my shorts and panties, tossing them over to Brock and then climbing up into his lap. 

“You have the most amazing body.” he said. I helped him take off his shirt, and we started to kiss. It was so romantic with him, and I honestly forgot that my boyfriend was sitting in the recliner behind me when I sank down onto his cock. 

“Oh, Gilby. That feels so amazing.” I said, lacing my fingers behind his neck and looking into his eyes while he impaled me. “Here, take these off.” 

“Okay. It’s fine, I can still see you. I’m nearsighted.” he said, thrusting slightly from the bottom and hitting spots I didn’t know existed. 

“Yes, like that. Do it harder.” I whimpered, closing my eyes as I bounced up and down on it, letting him spread my walls and invade me without a condom. It all happened out of nowhere, and I was just getting mad at Brock for being such a douche. The next thing I knew, Gilby was sucking on my nipples and power thrusting into me, splitting me in half and making me see stars. 

“Lilly, I can’t stop it. I think I’m gonna cum.” he said, his eyes going wide like he was apologetic. I grabbed his face, and forced my tongue into his mouth, grinding harder and encouraging him to empty his manhood for me. 

 “Mmm…” 

“Ugh! Lilly, oh God!” 

“Yes, baby. Cum for me. I want all that cum.” I said, reaching orgasm simultaneously with him, and feeling my entire body flush with radiating pleasure that moved through me in massive waves. I rolled my hips, clenching down on his thickness as his cockhead spurted out sticky seed, pumping it deep into my womb without hesitation. 

Reality came rushing back in, and I realized what we’d just done. Once I saw Gilby’s penis, I just kind of went on autopilot and lost control of myself. I climbed slowly off of him, watching as his meaty cock popped loose and thudded back down against his stomach. I was leaking cum, and so cock drunk that I couldn’t see or walk straight. 

“How was that?” I asked, looking over at Brock for his reaction. He’d spent so much time trying to talk me into it, and telling me how much he wanted it, just to be a sourpuss about it when it actually happened. 

Brock was weird and quiet for the rest of the night, and he didn’t even jerk off to us like he said he would. That night, I finally decided to press him and see what was going on inside of his head. 

“I dunno, it just made me uncomfortable,” he said. 

“Why didn’t you say anything, baby?” 

“I didn’t want to interrupt you, you seemed to really be enjoying yourself.” he said, turning away. 

“Well, I was, baby. I thought that’s what you wanted.” I said, thoroughly confused by his attitude. 

“Yeah, but not with him.” 

“You told me to do it with him. I thought you just wanted to see me with a big cock.” 

“I did, but not his. He’s a…he’s a fucking nerd, Lilly. I wanted you to fuck Chris, or Lamar. Not fucking Gilby!” he said, raising his voice. 

“Fine, whatever. I tried.” I said, fed up with his bullshit. He wasn’t even appreciate it in the least bit that I’d just been raw dogged by another man for his enjoyment. We went to bed angry that night, facing in opposite directions, and occupying opposite ends of the bed. 

I couldn’t help being horny, replaying the sex with Brock over in my head. He was so sweet, such a good kisser, and his cock, good lord. I had no idea that I could cum like that, and it seemed to unlock something inside of me that wanted more. 

Chapter 3 - Brock 

It was pretty hard for me to accept what had happened, but at the end of the day, I was the one who had pushed her into being a hotwife, and I was the one who told her that she could do it. Still, I don’t know, it really made me question myself. 

We were pretty distant after that, at least for a couple days until the weekend rolled back around. She came over, and things kind of felt like they were back to normal. Her friend Nicole came over, and we all loosened up a bit. 

Gilby emerged from his room a little while later, and we introduced him to Nicole, who was very pretty and single, but clearly out of his league. We started playing this adult card game, and one thing led to another, and somehow Nicole and Lilly started talking about what happened the weekend before. 

“Oh, really?” Nicole asked, making eyes at Gilby when she heard about the size of his member, and I felt that familiar uncomfortable feeling return to my stomach. 

“Show her.” Lilly said, giggling dimly. Gilby was awkward as hell about it, as always, and told them he didn’t want to. 

“I’m not a member of the freak show.” he said, flashing his weird grin. 

“But they did offer him a job.” Lilly said, bursting into laughter. I was getting real sick and tired of him being the center of attention, and I couldn’t wait for the season to start so I could remind everyone of how things really worked on campus. 

“I’ve only seen average ones before, that’s the only reason I’m so curious.” she said. 

“Maybe we could talk him into it if we got down on our knees.” Lilly said, suddenly so open and willing to suck dick. 

“Oh, boy. This isn’t fair.” he said. The girls got down in front of him, and Lilly unbuttoned her top to show him some cleavage. 

“Please, we just wanna see it.” she said, biting her lip and looking up at him. I was practically shaking with anger, as I’d wanted to fuck Nicole since the first time I saw her, and there she was, just as excited as my own girlfriend just because he had some size on me. 

They pulled it out, marveling at it and giving him compliments, saying how they want to submit to him and worship his cock. Naturally, things moved into Gilby’s bedroom, and Lilly paused before entering, asking if I’d like to join. 

“Nah, I’m good. Have fun.” I said, turning my attention to my phone screen. 

“Are you sure, baby? I don’t have to go in there.” 

“No, baby, it’s fine. I’m just feeling a little nauseous, I’m gonna go lay down, but seriously, do your thing.” I said. 

“Okay, sweetheart. I’ll make you some soup once we’re finished.” she said. I nodded, and then shook my head when she closed the door behind her. I sat there for a minute, listening to them giggle and have a good time without me. I didn’t feel sick at all, more frustrated than anything. I just didn’t get it, the whole thing made no sense to me and I just had to get it out of my head and go for a run. By the time I got my shorts and running shoes on, the entire house was shaking, and I could hear both of the girls moaning like whores. 

“It should have been me. This is such bullshit.” I said, putting in my earpods to drone them out, and then setting out for a run. In my mind, the preseason started at that very moment. 

Chapter 4 -Lilly 

It was such a new experience, being double stacked with Nicole and having Gilby alternate back and forth between our pussies. I never thought I’d be the type to be involved in a threesome, but I must admit that it made for a very heightened experience.

“They’re both so tight.” he said, dipping his hard cock into me, and then into her, and back into me. It was so big, and I was very much still used to being stretched to accommodate him.

“Oh my God, Lilly, you’re right. That’s fucking amazing.” she said, as he started hammering into her. I turned to watch him, and noticed that I was becoming more and more attracted to him. We locked eyes, exchanging smiles that led to a passionate kiss.

“This is almost too much, it’s like sensory overload.” he said, crouching down and bumping his nose into my asshole as he ate, obviously very appreciative for the opportunity I set him up for.

“Oh, baby. That’s nice.” I said, exhaling and closing my eyes as his tongue explored. Nicole climbed out from beneath me, spreading her legs and motioning for him to come to her.

“One quick second.” he said, unwilling to pull his face out from between my cheeks. One second became several minutes, and it only ended after I came for him. “There we go. Now it’s your turn.”

Nicole looked absolutely gorgeous, touching herself and giving him a little show as he got on top of her. Her eyes bulged as he plunged it into her, and I watched her perky little breasts bouncing beneath the power of his hungry thrusts. I knew that she was only the second woman he’d been with, and I could see it in his eyes that he was overtaken by lust.

He was much different than Brock in the bedroom, more aware of his partner’s pleasure, and much more generous. It was so hot watching the way he gently held her neck, staring into her eyes as they kissed deeply, his lean body thrusting away and giving her every inch that she could handle. Maybe I was also a cuck, because seeing my new bull with Nicole was so exhilarating that I came as hard as she did, just from watching them.

“I’m not finished with you.” he said, rolling Nicole limp body off to the side and making room for me. I smiled, feeling suddenly shy and on the spot as I approached him. My heart was fluttering, and there was no denying that I liked him. More than I probably should have.

“Hi.”

“Hi.” he said, brushing a strand of my hair behind my ear and leaning in to kiss my cheek, whispering into my ear. “Thank you for her, but you’re the one I want. You’re the one I thought about while I pleasured myself, everyday for months, over and over again, all in a vain attempt to rid myself of the undeniable way you make me feel.”

“Gilby.” I said, feeling my heart practically melt for him as he placed his lips on mine.

“Can you sit on it again? Like last time. It was so amazing, I want to relive it.” he said, his eyes earnest and kind.

“Of course.” I said, doing as I was told and climbing up into his lap. His cock was shiny wet, dripping from both of our juices.

“Lilly?” he asked, grabbing my asscheeks with both hands and looking up at me from behind his glasses with his silly little grin.

“Yeah?”

“If you don’t want to, that’s perfectly fine, but maybe, and I don’t mean this at all to be taken in a-”

“Gilby, what is it?” I asked, chuckling as he struggled to explain himself.

“I’m gonna hop in the shower. Oh my God.” Nicole said, having slid out of bed and started the process of walking funny all the way to the bathroom.

“Could you, maybe, call me daddy this time?” he asked. I couldn’t help laughing, as he was just way too innocent for the world.

“Oh? Is that what you like, daddy?” I asked, kissing his neck and chest as I wiggled around, trying to find the hole. “Ugh…”

“That’s what I like.” he growled, a smile spreading across his face as I took him inside me. My arousal made it easy to give in, and I started riding him harder and harder while we made out. It was so intimate and personal with him, like he was really looking at me, really there.

“I really like this.” I said, nestling up against him and feeling way more connected to him than I ever did with Brock.

“So do I, Lilly. You’re the prettiest girl, I swear. You’re so gorgeous.” he said, full of passion and jackhammering from the bottom.

“Daddy!” I squealed, feeling it deep in my stomach sliding in and out. “Your balls.”

“Yeah, that’s my baby. You like feeling daddy’s big balls slapping that little ass?” he asked, his voice going low and raspy.

“Yes, daddy. It’s so good. I love it, I love the way you fuck me.”

“I want you to cum, baby. I want you to cum for that big daddy dick.” he said, his voice sending a chill down my spine. No one had ever taken control of me in that way, and seeing that masculine side of him emerge brought me easily to another Earth shattering orgasm.

“Ughn, oh, God, daddy, don’t stop. Ughhnn!”

“Such a good girl. Do you want it, baby?” he asked.

“Yes daddy.” I said, answering on autopilot, as I was helplessly convulsing atop his hardness, a complete slave to my own pulsating pleasure.

“Oh, God. Lilly, I’m cumming. I’m cumming inside.” he said. I was too far gone, and it was too late for him to pull out. A hot sensation invaded me, sticky and pumping. My mind was completely gone, and I just kept bouncing on him, taking all of the agonizing pleasure that he dished out.

I thought momentarily about Brock, about getting him soup, but still ended up with my head on Gilby’s chest, holding his cock just because, while he kissed me on the forehead. No man had ever given me pleasure like Gilby, and I felt so connected to him that I didn’t want to leave. Still, I felt naughty, like maybe I was being over indulgent with the hotwife stuff, so I wiped myself up and went to tend to Brock.

When the soup was ready, I brought it into his bedroom, but he wasn’t even there. Nicole had joined Gilby in bed when I returned, and I tried ignoring the tinge of jealousy that moved through me as I got into bed with them.

“Brock isn’t here. He left.” I said.

“He’s in and out a lot, I’m sure he’ll be right back.” Gilby said. Nicole was cupping his balls, so I held his dick and gave him a kiss. I knew that I should be encouraging them, and allowing Gilby to transition from losing his virginity to maybe having his first girlfriend, but there was something territorial in me that I couldn’t shake.

We laid there together until I heard the front door, and went to see where Brock had gone off to.

“There you are. I made you soup.” I said, in a chipper mood, probably because of the fucking Gilby had just given me.

“I went for a run.” he said, walking right past me without even looking at me.

“Okay. I thought you didn’t feel well?”

“It passed.” he said, drenched in sweat and taking off his shirt. Objectively, he had an incredible body, but as soon as I saw his tan, shaved stomach, and gym muscles, I found myself craving Gilby’s long limbs, and sinewy muscles instead.

“Oh.”

“I’m taking a shower.” he said, leaving for his bedroom.

“Alright. I think I’m gonna go home.” I said, trying to get him to stop being a dick and treat me like his girlfriend.

“Suit yourself. Don’t let the door hit you on the way out.” he said, smirking in such an arrogant way.

“You’re an ass.” I said, emotionless towards him. He’d been nothing but a bully lately, and I was beginning to think that he put on a big act for me during the beginning of our relationship, and I found his emerging true self rather unattractive.

“Nerd fucker.”

“Nerd fucker? Really?”

“Do you know how humiliating this is for me?”

“What? I thought this is what you wanted.”

“Not this. I wanted to see you with another athlete, someone on my level, not this nerd. Now you’ve been soiled by him, I don’t even know if I want to have sex with you anymore.” he said, hands on his hips and completely serious. It was one of the most childish worldviews ever, like he really thought that athletes were fundamentally superior to really intelligent computer science majors like Gilby.

“Soiled by him? Is that really how you think of it?”

“Yes! I’m Brock The Rock Boykins, I’m top shelf. I can’t have my women slumming with virgins.”

“Oh my God. Oh my God.” I said, completely shocked in the worst possible way.

“What? I started as a redshirt freshman, do you have any idea how big of a deal that is? I’m gonna be a four year starter.”

“I don’t care. Shut up, please shut up. You keep sounding dumber with every word that comes out of your mouth.” I said, trying to walk away. It was too much, and I felt a horrible feeling of regret for ever having dated him.

“One of our games is on ESPN this season, you’re really gonna walk out on that?” he asked, grabbing me by the arm and pulling me towards him.

“Stop. I don’t care about any of that, Brock. I was dating you because you seemed like a good guy, but I’m starting to wonder if I was right about that.” I said, yanking my arm away from him.

“I am a nice guy, baby, but I’m also very in demand. Let’s just be realistic about that, because there’s no way around it.” he said.

“Are you flexing your stomach?” I asked, narrowing my eyes at him.

“No.” he said, deflating.

“I don’t wanna talk about this, I just need some time away from you right now.” I said.

“Fine, but the clock is ticking baby. Make up your mind. You’re either on the Rock, or you’re off the rock.”

“What are you talking about? What does that mean?”

“If I make a Heisman run this year, that’s gonna be my slogan.” he said, without the slightest hint of irony. I was disgusted, and left without another word, texting Nicole to tell her that I was leaving if she wanted to come with me. She came running out a minute later, and hopped into the passenger seat.

“What happened?” she asked.

“I think I’m too embarrassed to relive it right now.” I said, staring straight ahead and craving a cigarette even though I’d never consumed one in my life.

Chapter 5 - Brock

The way that Lilly was acting was out of line, it was plain and simple. It was like she didn’t understand the nuances of dating an athlete, which was disappointing considering that she was a cheerleader.

“Heisman trophy, Heisman winner. You’re either on the Rock, or off the rock. Maybe buttons, definitely t-shirts.” I said, speaking out loud in the shower. I’d heard that the most successful people visualize their results, and coming into my second year as the starter, I really thought of myself as the dark horse in college football.

Lilly and I had been together for four months, so it made sense to me that things were reaching a point of irreconcilability. She was the first cheerleader I’d been with, and I was thinking about maybe dating a volleyball player after her. Lilly was short and petite, so I wanted a taller girl, maybe with a huge ass.

“Fuck yeah. A huge ass.” I said, smiling to myself. I’d never really had trouble getting over breakups like other people, and typically didn’t even think about the other person again. After my shower, I copied and pasted the breakup text to let her know that it was over.

Dearest Lilly,

Our time together was a vast expanse, a true wonderland of love, and for that I thank you. While it may have come to an end, which it has, I’ll remember back to it fondly, making withdrawals from the savings account in my spank bank, where you’ll forever live in my heart.

Any personal belongings which you’ve left over at my humble abode will be packed into a box, or boxes, and transported to your humble abode by freshman football players. Please, do not contact me again for any reason.

Kindly, with love.

Brock The Rock Boykins

It felt nice hitting send on that text, as it had been too long since the tiger was let free from its captive cage, back into the wilderness where it would once again stake its claim as the apex predator of the college campus.

I went right to work at securing the next group of potential applicants on the Rock express, sending texts to all my boys to let them know that the big dawg was back in town, and he was hungry, and he wanted to eat.

That night, while I was trying to go to sleep, I kept seeing the image of Lilly’s face, twisted up with pleasure, going down on him like she was some kind of a freaking pornstar after complaining to me that she “didn’t really like it”. I tried shaking it off, and reminding myself of who I was, and of all the girls out there who were about to be so happy that I was back on the market.

“Fuck!” I said, springing up from my bed. He had to be ten inches long, it was wrong on a cosmic level. I was Brock the Rock, six foot two, two hundred and ten pounds of twisted steel and sex appeal. I should have had that kind of dick! He wasn’t even using it, except on Lilly, who was probably all over him and didn’t even care that she’d lost the greatest thing to ever come into her life.

I decided to go after Nicole first, and I messaged her on social media, letting her know what had happened, and that I was single if she wanted to hang out. I just needed an easy layup so that I could get the monkey off my back. She left me on read, so I hit her with the old “Hello?”, and then went for a run.

No matter what I did, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. How did I lose to him? How could she have done that to me, whether I asked her to or not? It’s not like I wanted her anyway, but it made me feel like I forfeited because I knew that I was going to lose, and in a weird way, it made me want her back.

Every night was sleepless after that, and I avoided Gilby like the plague, only leaving my room to go to class or go for runs. I couldn’t look him in the eye, because I just kept picturing my girlfriend down on her knees, smiling as she throated his hog. Everytime it came into my head, I became angry, and ran. This went on for weeks, and I barely noticed that I was losing weight until a couple of my friends made fun of me.

I didn’t have an appetite, and I needed a change. After the frosh delivered her things, I told myself that it was all in my head, and decided to move on and go out on a date. As I was leaving, I saw that Lilly’s car was parked in front of the house. She was there with Gilby, probably slobbering all over his big dick and telling him how nice it was.

I’d always been fully confident in myself in my abilities, but it started fucking with me. If I couldn’t even beat a geek, then how was I going to win the Heisman trophy?

Her car started showing up at the house, and I could hear her voice coming from his bedroom, usually laughing, or moaning. How could she have moved on so quickly? What was she, some sort of a psycho? Anyway, after listening to him absolutely rail her one night, and hearing her cum for him in ways I’d never come close to, I decided to move out.

Luckily, it was pretty easy to move when you were an athlete, and I convinced one of my receivers to switch leases with me. I also fired Gilby as my tutor, and hired someone else. Nothing personal, I just needed a clean break or else it was going to ruin me mentally.

Even though I hated how things turned out, it was all that I could think about when I was horny. Even while I was with other girls, I imagined Gilby fucking them. When I finally got a girl in bed, just some random 7 that I met on a dating app, I couldn’t get hard. It was like my dick was no longer a part of me, it just wanted to watch while a big dicked nerd took over and handled the fucking.

It followed me for a while, and I eventually went to a sports psychiatrist to help me deal with my mental problems.

Chapter 6 - Gilby

I felt pretty bad about running Brock off, but I kind of got it. I’d have never wanted to be a cuckold, and didn’t really understand the appeal. At the same time, I was really happy it happened, because God knows how long I’d have gone without losing my virginity otherwise.

Lilly and I kept hanging out after they broke up, but we decided to take things slow, and start over as friends. I didn’t mind, because I really cared about her, but I often thought about it. It was hard, because I felt bonded to her, and I also felt like I was exactly what she was looking for.

Once cheerleading started, I didn’t see her much. We still texted, and she always told me how much I meant to her, but I felt her slipping away as a potential love interest. Hooking up with her did boost my confidence, and I started going out more, and finding that I wasn’t as bad with girls as I thought. I just needed that initial boost.

I wasn’t interested in other girls, though, unfortunately. It was kind of the curse of the whole thing, as I’d taken such a liking to Lilly that no one else seemed suitable, or even desirable.

Nicole hit me up, and said that she’d love to be friends with benefits, but I couldn’t go through with it. She was beautiful, and I certainly didn’t regret our time together, but she wasn’t really someone I could see myself with long term, and I didn’t want to give her the wrong idea.

The football season started, and Brock was absolutely terrible. I didn’t know much about the game, but I knew that you weren’t supposed to throw the ball to the other team, or fumble, or throw it way off where there aren’t even any other players. We were supposed to be decent, or so I heard, but after three straight losses, Brock was benched. The backup did a lot better job, and they started winning after that, not that I paid much attention to football.

I finally accepted my position in the friend zone with Lilly, not that it helped me to get over her. No matter what, she was always the person that I woke up and went to bed thinking about.

One day, completely out of the blue, I got a text from Lilly. A series of texts, rather, and it knocked me on my ass. I was at home, and sat down on my bed, reading through as she professed her love for me, telling me that she’d never felt like that during sex, and that she felt so comfortable with me that it scared her.

I teared up a little, reading how she loved my hugs, because she could feel the love radiating off of me. She said that she wanted to see me, and be with me, and that she was sorry for not telling me sooner.

There was another important detail, at the very end of her texts. She was pregnant.

We met up that night, and instead of a long talk about the future, or any of that, we went straight into her bedroom, and I ripped her leggings off in a frenzy.

“I missed you daddy.” she said, unclasping her bra as I bent her over and picked up right where we left off. The magic came right back, and I held her arms while hitting it from behind, trying out some tricks from a porn that I’d been wanting to use on her.

“Good girl. I missed you too.”

“You’re so good. I love the way you fuck me, daddy.”

“It’s so hot when you say that.” I said, feeding her long strokes until I had to kiss her, and look at her face while I came. She rolled over for me, and let me on top.

“We’ll never be apart again. Never.” she said. We locked lips, and she put it in for me, squealing as I entered her tightness. “You really are gonna be a daddy.”

“I know. I can’t believe it.” I said, grinding against her and pounding into her wetness. There was zero chance I’d ever be able to get enough of her, and I couldn’t wait to start the process of exploring her in every imaginable way.

We came together, making out and writhing against each other. There was no need to wear a condom, or pull out, as I’d already fucked her pregnant. It had always been my dream in life, to meet a good woman, fall in love, and have a family.

“No one else does it like you.” she said, smiling and staring up at the ceiling beside me. We laced fingers, catching our breath as our bond was finally re-established.

There was a lot to talk about, obviously, but it turned out that we shared all of the same opinions on parenting, and had very similar lifeplans. It was refreshing to meet a girl my age who thought about the future, and who was intentional in the things she did. She’s seven months along, now, and we have a bouncing baby boy on the way.

We saw Brock the other day, at least we think it was him. His hair was kind of shaggy, and he was really skinny. I don’t know if he was homeless or what, but his clothes were ragged and torn, and his face was covered in dirt smudges. We made eye contact, and it was like I startled him from like 30 feet away. He turned and started running, Lilly saw it too. Super weird. Anyway, life is grand, and we’re going to be parents.

Consummated Hotwife

Chapter 1 - Willow 

When something seems too good to be true, it usually is. My friend Sarah reached out to me the night before our wedding, she had a confession. I was staying in a beautiful hotel room when I got the call, and it completely blindsided me. 

“I’m so sorry, Willow. I know I should have told you earlier, but he kept saying that he was going to take care of it.” she said, sobbing on the other line. Anger flooded my entire body, but it wasn’t directed at her. 

“No, thank you. It would have been much worse if you kept this secret.” I said. 

“I know. I’m so sorry.” 

“It’s fine, baby. I’ll call you later, I need to process this.” I said, and hung up the phone. I’d been in a complete state of zen relaxation before the phone call, and that was completely out of the window. All I could do was pace back and forth, muttering and cursing him under my breath. 

We’d been together for almost three years, and apparently, he’d hooked up with Sarah twice during the beginning stages of our relationship. It made me question everything, especially because there was no reason for him to lie. I liked the idea of watching him with other women, but he’d always said that he wasn’t really into it. 

The wedding was scheduled for the following afternoon, and I knew right away that I wouldn’t be able to go through it unless something drastic happened, so I sent him a text, telling him to meet me in my room. 

CHASE: I can’t, baby. That’ll break tradition. 

 WILLOW: So did fucking Sarah. Get your ass here, now, or the WEDDING IS OFF! 

That got his attention, and there was a feeble knock at the door moments later. I was wearing a robe over my underwear, and tightened the belt before opening the door. My anger morphed into sadness when I saw his face, a feeling of betrayal. 

 “I should have told you. I’m completely in the wrong, and I’m sorry. It didn’t mean anything, it was just-” 

“Stop. Just stop.” I said, cutting him off and letting him into my room and closing the door behind him. Chase had been a near perfect partner, and I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that no man had loved me the way he had. He worshiped me, and that’s what caused so much cognitive dissonance. 

“I completely understand if you want to call off the wedding, but I’ll do anything for your forgiveness, Willow.” he said, his eyes earnest and full of sincerity. I hated how much I loved him. 

“I don’t understand, Chase. I’ve always told you that I’m open to stuff like that. I’m more than open to it, it turns me on. Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked, desperate for answers. 

“I don’t know. I’m an idiot. I was scared of losing you.” 

“Well, here we are, Chase. One day before our fucking wedding. One day!” I said, raising my voice. 

“I have no excuse.” 

“I know that. When did this happen?” I asked, testing to see if his story matched with Sarah’s. 

“It was that weekend at the cabin. We drank a lot the night before, and when you went on that boat ride, we kept on drinking, and things got out of control.” he said. 

“Was it good? Was it so good that it was worth our marriage?” I asked, my eyes welling up with tears. My fiance and one of my best friends had been harboring a lie for years. 

“Baby, no. It wasn’t. It wasn’t anything like what we have.” he said. 

“I still don’t get it. You had so many chances to tell me, so many conversations where I was trying to spice things up sexually, and you always stonewalled me.” I said. Chase let out a sigh, and walked over to the mini bar. 

“You’re right. I thought about telling you so many times, but I always chose comfort. I kept hoping it would just go away, wishing it never happened in the first place.” 

“We’d only been dating for a couple months, it wouldn’t have been as big of a deal if you were honest about it. You know that’s how I am. Communication is everything to me.” I said. Chase cracked open an airplane bottle of whiskey and tossed it back in one gulp. 

“I regret it everyday, Willow. The fact that I cheated.” 

“Are you not hearing me? I don’t give a fuck that you slept with Sarah, I care that you kept it from me after always saying that our relationship was based on honesty. It obviously isn’t. What else have you been keeping from me?” I asked. Thoughts were popping into my head left and right, intrusive thoughts of being abandoned. 

“There’s nothing else, Willow. I swear. It’s the worst thing I’ve ever done, and I’m so sorry.” 

“It’s not the worst thing you’ve ever done, Chase. You had a drunken hookup, I would have forgiven that in a second. It’s the lying.” 

“I know. It’s all of it.” 

“No, dude. It’s the lying. At least for me. That’s all I’ve ever asked from you, to be open, and tell me the fucking truth!” 

“You’re right.” 

“You still haven’t opened up to me, Chase. If you slept with her, then you’re not as monogamous as you claim to be, which I’ve always been trying to pry out of you. I wanted this, and you went behind my back to get it. It’s a complete violation of our trust.” I said, talking in circles because it was unfathomable to me. 

“I know. I’ve never been with someone like you, someone so open and in tune with their desires. It’s been a big game of catch up, trying to figure out what I’m into so that I could try to match you.” he said. 

“I’ve never said I needed you to match me. I’ve given up a lot for you, Chase, and this is just devastating. I can’t marry you. There’s no way.” I said, a tear diving down my cheek. 

“Baby, please. I’ll do anything.” 

“Just go. I need to think.” I said, brushing off his attempt at a hug. I wasn’t in the mood to be affectionate, not with him. All I could think about was him on top of Sarah, having a good old time and then carrying his secret for years. I’m not a particularly jealous person, but being lied to like that really brought it out of me. I could tell he didn’t want to leave, but he was in no position to negotiate. 

“I’ll be close by if you need me. I love you, Willow.” 

“Please, go.” I said, wanting nothing more than to lay on my bed alone and cry. When he left, that’s exactly what I did. 

Chapter 2 - Chase 

I felt sick to my stomach, and my hands wouldn’t stop sweating. I’d blown it, the best thing that ever happened to me, and I blew it. It had been a while since I’d had a drink, but it was the only way I could cope with the guilt I was feeling. I went to the hotel bar, and asked for a domestic so I had something to sip on. 

It was the worst thing I’d ever done to Willow, which is why I couldn’t face it. I was in a completely different place when we first met, and I’d become a much better man over the years I’d spent with her. Willow was an amazing person, and I did my best to try and keep up. 

“Such an idiot.” I muttered, looking down into the brown bottle. Not only was Willow a great partner, but she was like a unicorn in the bedroom. I’d never encountered someone as sensual and passionate as her, and it was addicting. 

It’s not like I had any excuse. I couldn’t even honestly say that I was trying to save our relationship at the time, because she wouldn’t have cared and I knew it. Willow believed that attraction is an impulse we can’t control, and actively wanted to satiate me in deep ways that no other woman had. She wanted me to sleep with other women, and she wanted to watch. 

I loved the idea of it, but I wasn’t secure enough to actually admit it or go through with it. She told me that her biggest fantasies were being a hotwife, and being ravaged by multiple men that desired her. She wanted to be the center of attention, and be pleasured into oblivion. Hearing her talk about it turned me on, but I was very against it. It naturally put my defenses up, and I figured that if I denied other women, then she would do the same for me. 

She agreed to put her hotwife and gangbang fantasies on hold for me, and I appreciated it because I wanted monogamy and marriage. I wanted a family. Still, she always brought things like that up because she was such a sexual person. 

We even roleplayed some of these scenarios, like her dressing up as and playing another woman, or me using toys on her while she imagined it was another man. Slowly, I was coming to terms with my own desires, and realizing that I might have been more sexually compatible with her than I initially thought, because those roleplays were the most intense sexual experiences of my life. 

I never came clean about any of it. I never told her that I wanted her to bring another woman into the bedroom, or that I’d already slept with Sarah. It weighed on me constantly, and made me even less likely to tell her the truth. It wasn’t until that night at the hotel bar, when I finally had clarity on everything. Unfortunately, it was too late. The wedding was off, and I would have to tell everyone what happened the following morning. 

WILLOW: You said you would do anything for me, to make this work. If you still want to marry me tomorrow, you better be willing to back that up. 

CHASE: Of course. Anything. 

WILLOW: Come to my room. I have a proposal. 

CHASE: I’m on my way. 

I paid for my beer and went straight to her hotel room. Her mood was different, more somber and without expression. She sat me down on the bed, taking a seat across from me in a swiveling chair in front of the desk. 

Willow didn’t mince words or beat around the bush. She was brutal honesty, and she laid it out in no uncertain terms what would have to happen in order for her to go through with the wedding. 

Her terms were simple, and made my blood boil. She wanted to sleep with three other men, that night, and she wanted me to watch. 

“Willow, I can’t.” 

“Yes you can. You can submit to me, and cater to my wishes.” she said, her voice stern and unflinching. I had trouble maintaining eye contact, and my head was spinning. I knew that it wasn’t the end of the world, but it was so far past my comfort zone. 

“My friends?” I asked, that familiar feeling of nausea gripping my stomach once again. I couldn’t even think about it. 

“Jay, Rob, and Terry. You know they’ll be down to do it. One night only, just this once.” 

“I don’t get it. Why?” I asked, only considering it because of what was on the line. 

“Because it’s what I desire, Chase. It’s something I could have partaken in, but I gave it up for you. I gave it up because I thought we were both doing it, but you weren’t honest. You broke our fidelity. It’s broken because of you.” she said. 

“Is there any other way?” I asked. She shook her head. 

“I want to betray you. I want you to feel what I feel, but I’m not going to lie to you and do it behind your back. I’m going to do it right in front of your face.” she said. 

“Fuck.” I said. My heart was beating a hundred times a minute, and I couldn’t tell her no despite what she was asking being something like my ultimate fear. 

“It’s up to you, Chase.” she said. “I’ll find what I’m looking for either way, with or without you.” 

“Alright. Fine. If that’s what I have to accept in order to fix this, then so be it.” I said. The words felt surreal coming out of my mouth, I could hardly believe it was happening. My friends were already at the hotel, and I knew for a fact that not a single one of them had the willpower to resist Willow’s temptation. 

“Good boy. I’ll gather the groomsmen.” she said. I sat in silence while Willow slipped into a red cocktail dress, interrupting my disassociated state only to have my zip up the back. She looked delectable, the tight dress hugging every curve of her body in a perfect fit. It was such a low cut dress that she couldn’t wear a bra with it, and she was practically bursting out of it when she stepped out and left me all alone in her hotel room. 

I knew that it was a fucked up situation, but I was going to have to go through with it. Willow was perfectly capable of explaining what happened and seducing the boys back to the room, it was simply a matter of time before I was watching them violate her. I hated everything about it, but it was the justice I deserved and I was willing to face the consequences of my actions. She was right, she’d put a lot of her sexual desires on hold for me. There was nothing I wouldn’t do to make sure I didn’t lose her, even if it meant watching her get ravaged by the very same men who would be my groomsmen the following day. 

Chapter 3 - Willow 

Before getting involved with Chase, I was rather active sexually through my job at the university. There were so many horny young men with hangups, and it felt like my calling to help them through them. I changed my tactics, going the more conventional route when it came to therapy once we started dating. 

I take pleasure in giving pleasure, and while I have a dominant side, my ultimate fantasies involve being ravaged and taken, manhandled while my body is used for pleasure. Despite my active and kinky sex life, I’d never played that particular fantasy out. All of my threesomes were with two girls, and I knew that I wouldn’t have another opportunity if I decided to marry Chase. 

He forced the issue, and I took full advantage. I felt like a goddess, going from room to room and seeing how their eyes lit up for me. If Chase was into seeing me with other men, I’d have surely already slept with all of them. It’s not my fault my fiance had such hot friends, and it certainly wasn’t my fault that he’d cheated or lied about it. 

Jay and Rob played on the same college football team with Chase, while Terry was his childhood best friend. Jay was six foot three, covered in tattoos, and obsessed with working out. He had the body of a Greek God on steroids, because I’m pretty sure he actually was taking them. Rob was more of the conventional handsome type, with a square jaw, blue eyes, and a six foot five inch frame that was packed with lean, sinewy muscle. Terry wasn’t quite as fit, but he was handsome and had a great sense of style. 

All three of them shared the same reaction. They were shocked that Chase cheated, and chomped at the bit once they found out he was on board with my lewd revenge suggestion. Once they heard that the wedding depended on it, they were like young men signing up for the military after their country was attacked, dropping what they were doing and following me back to the room. 

I held up my room key, and pushed open the door. Chase was right where I left him, sitting on the edge of the mattress with his face in his hands. He looked up, and his expression hardened. Without a word, he stood up, and moved to the edge of the room, sliding the chair along with him and plopping down to watch. There was a definite awkwardness in the room, and I could tell my suitors were taking in the reality of the situation. 

There were head nods, and then they all shook hands and spoke quietly in a huddle while I went into the bathroom for my final costume change. I had a white pair of lingerie, and a see through white hooded robe that I planned on wearing for Chase after the wedding. I struggled with my zipper, finally managing it and stepping out of my red dress. I’d been dieting and working out for months, and I couldn’t help admiring my own naked body in the mirror before putting on my ensemble. 

I took a deep breath, looking at myself in the outfit and making my final adjustments, trying to control my nerves. It had been years since I’d been with another man, and I was about to experience three at the same time. Men that I knew well, men who would be wearing matching suits at my wedding the very next day. It made my heart race, and the exhilaration was undeniable. By the time I came out of the bathroom, Jay and Rob were already sitting on the bed. They must have come to terms with things while I was changing, because the mood had shifted towards pure rowdy excitement. 

“God damn.” Jay said, straightening his posture as I made my entrance. Chase’s eyes darted away, fixating on a spot on the floor a few feet in front of him. 

“Hi.” I said, a chill moving up my spine as three hungry pairs of eyes feasted on my flesh. 

“This is one hell of a bachelorette party.” Terry said, chiming in and approaching me from behind. “You look gorgeous.” 

“Thank you.” I said, his hands firmly gripping my hips as Rob stood up from the bed. They were like vultures, descending upon me and taking full control. Rob easily hoisted me into his arms, looking into my eyes with a smile before tossing me down onto the bed. 

“This is your last night as a single woman, Willow. You better enjoy it.” he said, taking off his shirt and showcasing his modelesque physique. 

“Oh, I plan on it. Would you mind if I wore a blindfold?” I asked, pulling it out from my bra where it was resting. I’d always fantasized about being taken while blindfolded, and I didn’t want our foray to be overly personal. I wanted it to be about lust, and pure, animalistic desire. 

“Of course.” 

“Kinky little thing. I knew I liked you.” Rob said, also shirtless and undoing his belt. I pursed my lips at him before sliding the black fold over my eyes, somehow further heightening my sensations as I laid back in preparation of what was to come. 

“Do you guys like my outfit?” I asked, arching my back as they began to pull at the fabric. The next thing I knew, I was being moved around, stripped down, and groped by so many hands that I couldn’t tell them apart. 

“So sexy.” Jay said, pulling my breasts out and latching onto my nipple. 

“You have the best tits.” Terry whispered, kissing my neck and earlobes. I could only tell them apart by their voices, and I was slowly stripped down to nothing at all. The anticipation was ungodly, and I could feel my wetness soaking my panties before they slid down my thighs, followed by one of their hands exploring between my legs. 

“Oh my God.” I whimpered, biting down on my lip as arousal seized total control of my body. The pleasure chills rang out as his fingers moved in a circular motion over my clit, and a hard cock bumped against my lips. 

“Come on.” he said. It was Jay, and he was so thick that I had to open wide to receive him. It felt wrong in the best way, and I eagerly slurped his thickness as another dick slapped against the side of my face. 

“Good girl.” Rob said, penetrating me with his fingers and working them in and out while I swiveled my head back and forth. I’d thought about it so many times, but actually experiencing it was so different. 

“Please…” I said, begging him to fuck me. My salivary glands were fully activated, and I was making a sloppy mess without a care in the world as I alternated between their hard fleshy dicks. I could only wonder what Chase was doing, either trying to ignore it or becoming painfully hard in his pants as he watched me taken by his friends. 

The revenge was the furthest thing from my mind, as was the wedding. I hadn’t thought about protection, and squealed as Rob’s bareback cock replaced his fingers, stuffing me full as he bottomed out aggressively. They were insatiable, like dogs in heat who couldn’t control themselves. 

“Ughn! Oh, fuck. Yes, baby. Harder.” I said, letting Rob know that he didn’t need to take it easy on me. He held my ankle, licking the sole of my foot and sucking my toes as he fed me steady, long strokes. 

“I love the way they bounce.” he grunted, referencing the powerful effect his harsh thrusts had on my breasts. Balls were dipped into my mouth, I wasn’t even sure who they belonged to but I sucked them regardless. 

It was a symphony of sexual desire, as I was passed from one man to the next. Time ceased to exist as I gripped the sheets, biting my lip and grunting as Jay took it from behind, spanking my ass and telling me to call him daddy. 

“Yes, daddy. Fuck!” I called out, my walls stretched to accommodate him. Terry slipped beneath me, laying on his back and trying to force himself inside along with Jay. It seemed an impossible fit, but they took their time and made it happen, filling me with a novel sensation of pure satiation. 

“Look at that.” 

“Such a good little slut.” 

“That’s so good. Let me feel it. Please, please don’t stop.” I said, entranced in my own radiating pleasure. I’m not usually one to reach orgasm so quickly, but I completely lost control, shaking and trembling as two cocks throbbed inside me. 

“You’re so sexy when you cum.” Jay said, holding a handful of my hair and pushing himself deeper, making me feel his entire juicy length. What little was left of the fabric of my attire was torn away, and as euphoria swept me up, I knew that it was only the beginning. 

Chapter 4 - Chase 

I tried just letting it happen, zoning out and trying not to process what was happening. That was impossible, especially with how ravenous they were. It wasn’t just that she was fucking them, it was how much she was enjoying it.

She’d always been open about the fact that it was something she wanted, and sitting there, pathetically, I wished I had simply given it to her. At least then, I’d be one of the guys having his way with her.

It took a minute for me to settle in, as watching them fuck her brains out made me squirm with discomfort until the arousal kicked in. It was completely unintentional, but seeing her in that state was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. When she came with two cocks inside of her, I could watch in awe of her gorgeous sexuality on full display.

“Oh my God.” she said, giggling and running her fingers through her hair as the guys repositioned themselves. She laid down on her back, with Terry entering her from the missionary position while Jay mounted her face, dipping his enormous penis in and out of her waiting mouth. “Mmm…”

“Yeah, you like that shit, don’t you slut?” he asked, talking to her like she was nothing more than an object.

“Yes, daddy. I love your cock.” she whimpered, being handled and loving every second of it. It was clear as day, even with her eyes covered, that she was lost in ecstasy. Terry’s frantic thrusts made her perfect breasts jump with each pelvic collision, and I could only envy them as my stiffness became excruciating.

“Stick your tongue out.” he ordered, slapping his erection against it after she did as she was told. It was the most submissive side of her that emerged, and they didn’t go easy on her.

“You’re gonna make me cum so fucking hard.” Terry said, his voice deep and guttural.

“Ugh, ugh, ughn!” hearing her moaning for them was painful, but I couldn’t look away. I’m not sure what I imagined, but this was far more primal than I expected. I reached into my pants, taking hold of myself by the base and slowly rubbing up and down. It’s not like they were paying attention, as I was completely invisible in the corner while they devoured their main course. Rob laid beside her, holding her hand and sucking on her tits.

My brain tried fighting against my own urges, telling me not to enjoy it, but I couldn’t help myself. She was unhinged in ways I’d never seen, and it scratched an itch I didn’t even know that I had.

“Harder!” she screamed, holding Jay’s cock in her hand while Terry railed into her. Rob pinched her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, stroking himself with his other hand.

Willow climbed on top of Jay, seemingly having taken a major liking to him and his ridiculous endowment. I’d sensed something between them before, although I didn’t think much of it at the time. She just kind of lit up when he was around, and watching them together proved without a shadow of a doubt that the attraction was mutual.

Her ass was immaculate, the result of hours of hard work in the gym, all in preparation of our special night. This wasn’t the way I expected our marriage to be consummated, but I accepted the consequences of my own actions. If only I’d been honest, then my friend’s big dick wouldn’t be splitting her in half while she cried out in pleasure for more.

“I love it so much, daddy.” she said, sucking on his thumb while grinding in his lap. Rob stood up on the mattress, dangling his cock and balls in front of her mouth while Terry held her hips, forcing her to take Jay even deeper.

My thoughts buzzed, racing as I explored my deepest fears. She was always talented orally, but seeing her perform for other men was killing me inside. Rob was also large, but she handled him like a deranged champ, slobbering and slurping like she was trying to win their collective obsession, and doing a great job.

I couldn’t even think of the wedding, or the fact that these were the same men who would be standing beside me when we said I do. All I could think about was trying not to cum, and slowly edging myself along because it felt so good. I wanted to join them, to add to her pleasure but I didn’t dare. I’d become her cuckold after all, even if it was only for one night.

“I’m cumming!” she said, again flooding with emotion as she arrived easily for them. I could hear her immense wetness, squishing with every powerful forward thrust. Jay was very dominant sexually, and seemed to get off on making her squirt all over his cock.

“Good girl. Look at me, look at daddy while you cum.” he said, pulling her blindfold away. I didn’t realize how much it was helping me, the fact that she couldn’t see me. As soon as her eyes were revealed, the pain of humiliation returned.

“I can’t stop, daddy. I can’t stop cumming.” she whimpered, staring into his eyes and rubbing her clit. It was significantly more intimate without the blindfold, and they turned the knife by kissing deeply.

They cycled effortlessly through positions, stuffing her full, and frankly, using her like she was their personal whore. I kept telling myself that it would be over soon, and I felt a huge adrenal rush each time she glanced in my direction. My cock was out, as I couldn’t even hide what I was doing anymore. I spat on my shaft, lubing it up as Jay switched out with Rob.

They weren’t even using protection, and I felt violated in a deep way. I knew that it was the same feeling I’d forced her to endure, and so I sat through my punishment while she came so many times that she almost lost consciousness. Finally, Jay mounted her from behind while Terry and Rob took turns letting her suck their cocks. Jay was ruthless, pounding her harder than I ever could, and they all approached climax around the same time.

I could literally hear my own pulse in my head, as the intensity shifted to another gear somehow. Terry and Rob vigorously brought themselves to the edge, as did I, while Jay did the same from another angle.

“Cum for me, daddy.” she said, nearing exhaustion and ready for them all to arrive. It was like a state of hyperfocus, and I exploded as they painted her face with their sticky loads. Her tongue was out, lapping up as much as she could as Jay took liberties and finished inside her.

“Fuck, that shits tight.” he said, gripping her fat ass with both hands as he emptied the contents of his balls inside of her dripping wet cunt. My own cum went errant, spraying off randomly as I was transported to a euphoric state.

The room filled with rhythmic slapping and vocal expressions of outright lust. I knew that I could never go back to the time before, of not knowing what she was like with other men. The clarity was alarming, as I sat with my dick in my hand, semen oozing over my fingers as I watched them cuddle up, kissing and whispering sweet nothing like I wasn’t even there. 

Chapter 5 - Willow

It felt as if they washed my soul, relieving it of any resentment or ill feelings toward Chase regarding his transgressions. I couldn’t give a fuck that he’d been with Sarah, and I laid in their arms, catching my breath and enjoying the post coital bliss of my ultimate fantasy come true.

And then I looked over at Chase, still sitting in his chair and observing what was going on. I smirked at him, and he smiled back. The men who had been so vigorous for me moments earlier, were all suddenly tired, and they made their way out of the room one at a time after putting their clothes back on. I appreciated that they each gave me a loving kiss on the way out, but I remembered why I was with him in the first place.

He certainly fucked up, but he worshiped me. I knew that a man like him wouldn’t subject himself to something like that if he didn’t, and with all of the tension forcibly removed from my body, I only felt further endeared.

“Can I have cuddles?” he asked, breaking the ice.

“Yes please.” I said, opening my arms for him. It felt so nice, being back with him, with all of the strain removed. I was surprised by how well he took it, and we showered together before making out and separating again in order to observe the tradition. He wouldn’t see me again until the following day, when we were to be married.

I went back to the sweat soaked bed, and saw the blindfold sitting on top of the mattress. It was a blissful experience, but I didn’t need to have it again. That was all over, and I was onto another chapter of my life. It was time to focus back on my happy ending.

The wedding was magical, and I savored every second. We decided to switch rooms, and the true consummation was even better than the display of debauchery that occurred the night before.

We had fun, and it was so playful and perfect. I laid beneath him while he kissed my neck, repeating the phrase “I love you” over and over until he erupted inside of me. It felt comfortable, hot and new, like a new phase was moving into fruition.

I’m back to work now, back to my position as the counselor of Taboo University. Since that fateful night, our sex life flourished. He’s come to terms with what happened, as have I, and we’ve moved past it.

Not completely, though, as we replay it again and again. Chase has opened up, finally admitting his own personal desires in the deepest ways. Sarah wasn’t able to make it to the wedding, but she’s going to spend a weekend with us this summer. He wants to have her again, and I want him to have what he wants. It’s the least I could do for such an amazing man.

I’ve said all that to say this; our wedding night, and the night before, will forever live in the halls of my mind. I loved both consummations, and every day that’s followed since. We have so much time together, so much left to explore. Never give up on your pursuit for a fairy tale, because it’s always just around the corner.

Hotwife Unhinged

Chapter 1 - Haley 

When I met Gray, he was just the older rich guy at the bar who paid for everyone’s drinks. He was nice enough, and always there when I came through with friends. At first, I was only humoring him because he was so generous, but I found out how much money he was worth, and I couldn’t help considering it. 

Look, he wasn’t the most conventionally attractive guy in the world, but the rest of my available dating pool lived in their mom’s basements. Him being financially established went a long way, and so I gave him a shot. 

I never thought in a million years I’d be the girl who dated a much older man, as I never saw myself as the trophy wife or gold digging type. Hell, I wasn’t even sure if I ever wanted to get married, yet there I was, one year later, on the altar with a man more than thirty years my senior, and with my parent’s approval, if that tells you anything about his fortune. 

It made my dad uncomfortable at first, because Gray was only two years younger than him. I don’t think he liked the idea, but once he saw the house, he started to see the logic behind my decision to forego guys my age. It really helped with the whole process that he never pushed for sex, and said he was fine waiting for marriage. I think he thought that’s what I wanted to hear, and I certainly wasn’t against it. 

The wedding was beautiful, and our month-long honeymoon was even better. By the end of it, I felt very good about my decision, as you have to sacrifice some things in lieu of others, and not having to struggle financially made a huge difference in my life. 

Gray and I developed a rapport, and even though it didn’t transfer over to the bedroom, that was something I could put up with. At least it didn’t take long, as he had very little stamina and trouble maintaining an erection. He was fifty eight years old and I kind of just figured that it was normal, and he’d occasionally take a pill and the sex would be a little better. I was just never really attracted to him like that, so it was never all that fulfilling for me. 

We were relaxing by the pool one night, and he’d had a few glasses of whiskey when he brought it up. 

“Are you familiar with hotwifing?” he asked, raising his eyes to mine. The word sounded familiar, but it didn’t ring a bell. 

“I don’t think so. What is it?” I asked. 

“Oh, um, how about cuckolding?” he asked. That’s when I realized that it was sexual. 

“Yeah, I’ve heard of that. Isn’t that where the husband watches in the corner while another guy sleeps with his wife?” I asked. I’d seen thumbnails for it on pornsites, but it was never something I was into personally. 

“Kind of, yeah. The male partner, or the cuckold, chooses a bull to share his wife with. Or the wife can choose. Would that be something you’d be interested in trying?” he asked. I felt myself flushing red, as it was a very kinky subject, and we’d never gotten that deep into conversation about sex before. 

“I mean, I don’t think so. Is that something you’d want?” I asked. His eyes lit up, and his smile beamed through. 

“I’d love it. It’s my number one fantasy.” he said. I swallowed hard, feeling slightly aroused at the thought of being with another man, especially if I got to choose. Being with Gray was great, but it left me becoming more and more sex starved. I wasn’t going to cheat on him, but my fantasies were getting progressively out of control. 

“Oh, wow. I had no idea.” 

“I know. It isn’t the kind of thing you just bring up on the first date.” he said, chuckling. 

“Did you, um, have someone in mind?” I asked, feeling intrigued but trying to play it casually. 

“That would be something we’d have to discuss as a couple, because, you know, at the end of the day, you’d be the one sleeping with him. Also, I’d really want you to be into it. That’s a big part of the fantasy for me.” he said. 

“Yeah. That makes sense.” 

“That being said, I do have someone in mind.” 

“Who?” I asked, fighting my urge to smile. I never expected Gray to be open to sharing, and the idea of “hotwifing” sounded like it would open a whole world of possibilities to me. Maybe I could find sexual fulfillment after all. 

“I’ve always thought Xander would make a great bull,” he said. Hearing that name made my heart flutter, because I hadn’t even thought of him as being a possibility. 

“Oh.” 

“Yeah, he’s fifteen years younger than me, a trusted friend, and on top of it, he’s hung like an actual bull.” he said. I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out, I was kind of stunned. 

“Is he?” I asked, after several seconds of silence. 

“Yeah. I saw him in the shower after a golf tournament once, and I had to do a double take. It’s like a python, and he wasn’t even hard.” he said, tilting back his head and taking another swig. Xander was one of his business colleagues, a handsome, muscular black man in his mid to late thirties who I’d always found attractive. 

“Wow. I feel like I shouldn’t even know that.” I said. The conversation was making me horny, bashful, and curious all at the same time. 

“It’s fine. He’s already given me the go ahead with you, as long as I can get you to agree to it.” he said. 

“He said that? About me?” 

“Yeah. Why do you sound so surprised? You’re gorgeous.” 

“Thank you, baby. I just didn’t realize you two talked about me like that.” I said. It was very flattering, especially coming from Xander. 

“Yeah, boys will be boys,” he said. “What do you think?” 

“I dunno. It’s kind of scary, especially if he has the penis of a bull.” I said, giggling with nerves. I didn’t want to tell him that I’d always felt physically drawn to his business partner, or admit that I’d actually pleasured myself in the shower while fantasizing about cheating with him. It just felt like taboo territory, and I wanted to proceed with caution. 

“It won’t be scary, sweetheart. We’ll do it here, and it will be in a safe, consensual environment.” he said. 

“You’ve really thought this out, haven’t you?” I asked. 

“I have. It would make a great birthday present, you know?” he asked. The conversation was turning playful, and I was coming around to the idea. 

“Yeah, yeah. I’ll think about it.” I said. That’s kind of where we left things, at least for the time being. I didn’t want to jump on board with the idea too quickly, because I felt sort of bad about being so much more turned on by his friend than my own husband. 

I did need time to think about it, because it’s not like there couldn’t be potential consequences. It felt so forbidden and adult, like I’d be stepping into a whole new world. It was all I could think about that night, picturing the scenario actually playing out in real life. 

Xander and I, making love in our marital bed while Gray watched helplessly from a chair a few feet away. I’d always imagined Xander as packing, but the confirmation only made me wetter as I squirmed beneath the sheets, thinking about doing things with Xander I’d never dream of doing with Gray. 

There was much more of a physical connection there, as Xander was built like a greek God with caramel skin. Even when he was wearing a suit, I could see the outline of his muscles bulging through, and he had the best smile and perfect teeth. Whenever we spoke, I stared into his eyes and felt so tiny in comparison to him. 

He had a deep, velvet voice that pulled directly on the strings of my arousal. He made my heart race, but I always tried downplaying it to myself because I knew the feelings would be inappropriate to act on. My mediocre at best sex life made that harder, as it felt like a piece of me was missing out on life. I wanted to have truly great sex. It hadn’t happened for me by 23, and that’s when I started dating Gray. If we didn’t act out his cuckolding fantasy, then I knew it would never happen for me. 

 I couldn’t call myself a size queen because I’d never been with a bigger guy, but after a slew of inadequate lovers, I certainly felt a tinge of naughty intrigue. What if it was way better? 

He was also older than me, which was always a personal kink of mine. Gray was taking a bit too far, because he didn’t take care of himself, and was a bit out of the age range I found most alluring, which was Xander’s age gap. Guys ten to fifteen years older than me. 

Gray was fast asleep while I pleasured myself to thoughts of becoming a hotwife for Xander, dropping down on my knees and submitting myself to him completely. I came so hard that it was shameful, and was trembling for several minutes after orgasm while I continued thinking about what it would be like. 

My only concern was making the move from fantasy to real life, because even though it turned me on like crazy, that didn’t necessarily mean that I wanted to cross those lines. I was less than a year into my marriage, and it felt like the type of thing that could go sideways. 

It was easy to indulge while laying in my own bed, exploring within the confines of my own mind, but once I was lying beneath Xander, screaming his name while he fucked me into oblivion, it would be too late for any of us to turn back and pretend it never happened. It would be very real, and my decision required more thought than simply knowing I wanted it on a physical level. 

Chapter 2 - Gray 

“Oh, fuck. Baby, I can’t hold it anymore. Fuck!” I grunted, filling the condom with cum as I arrived inside her. I was in missionary on top, and had taken a Viagra earlier to try and extend my stamina. 

It didn’t work, and Haley was left visibly unsatisfied once again. She was a sweetheart of a woman, and never complained, but I just couldn’t perform the way I used to. I knew it mostly came down to my lack of cardiovascular fitness, but I’d grown too lazy to get off my ass and start working out. As soon as I got winded, I lost control of my nut, and that was all she wrote. 

“Damn. That felt so good.” I said, rolling off of her and plucking off the condom. Haley wasn’t ready for kids, and we were undecided if we were going to start a family. I’d rather wear condoms than put her on birth control, so that’s how we did it. 

“Yeah. I’m glad, baby.” she said, kissing my forehead and hopping out of bed. 

“Are you alright, Haley?” I asked. 

“Yeah. I’m just gonna take a shower.” she said, without even looking up at me. 

 “Okay. Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked. 

“Yes! I’m sorry, yes. I’m fine.” she said, snapping back at me before regaining her composure. “I’m just stressed for some reason, it isn’t your fault. I’ll fix my attitude in the shower.” 

“Alright, baby. I love you.” I said. 

“I love you too.” she said, walking straight into the bathroom and closing the door behind her. I knew exactly what it was, and I thought it was time to bring it up again. 

Haley was surprisingly open to the idea the first time I brought it up, and I really would rather it be Xander than anyone else. We were close friends, there was a lot of trust there, and I knew that he would keep his mouth shut about it at the office. She seemed to like the idea, I just needed to bring it up and see if she’d come around to the idea. 

I wished that I could please her, but I wasn’t twenty five anymore. It was what it was, and I wasn’t against sharing her with someone who could. I understood that she had needs that I wasn’t meeting, and it had always been a personal fantasy of mine. It was such a turn on that I couldn’t even think about it, because it left me in such an aroused state that I had to relieve myself anytime it popped into my head. 

It was a strange type of desire, as it left me feeling dirty and ashamed of myself, but the idea of Haley writhing in pleasure under the weight of another man, experiencing true pleasure and cumming for Xander’s big black cock made my cock throb like nothing else. My erectile dysfunction was slowly getting worse, but it went away every time I thought about them together. 

It would have been just as appealing with other men, so long as they were the right type of guys, but it felt most likely and realistic that it would be with Xander. It’s not really the type of subject that he’s to breach with strangers, nor did I think Haley was quite that open sexually. She’d really only had sex with her previous boyfriends, and two random hookups when she was younger. 

That’s another reason Xander made so much sense, as they got along famously, and she thought very highly of him. He’d always been a rockstar at work, moving quickly up the ladder until we were peers. Working with him was great, because he was so internally motivated, and he made the most tedious things tolerable because he was always busting my balls. I considered him my best work friend, and we’d grown past that and become true pals. It was nice, as I didn’t have a load of male friends in my life, at least not ones who were local enough to really hang out with. 

We’d drunkenly discussed it once before, after he saw Haley in a bathing suit and made an off handed comment about how I better be tearing her ass up. It was a lot of guy talk, but I told him the truth about how I had trouble keeping up with her, explaining how my stamina had gone in the shitter as I’d gotten out of shape. 

“Well, damn, Gray, get in shape! That’s a fine little piece of ass you’re wasting.” he said, his eyes shifting in her direction. Haley was laying on a raft in the pool, wearing a pink micro bikini that left little to the imagination. She was very comfortable in her own body, and showing her off was one of my favorite things to do. 

“You’re not wrong, but I had other ideas. You’re in pretty good shape…” I said. We had to keep the conversation down so she didn’t overhear me, but to make a long story short, Xander was one hundred percent committed to the idea. I explained that it would probably be a couple years down the road, and he understood. 

It was looking like I was a little off on the timeline, because it seemed to be heading towards reality much sooner than I anticipated. When I was younger, there was no way I’d have been open to sharing her, even though it was a lifelong fantasy of mine, I was just too jealous. Being older, I understood that it was just sex, and that it would be better for her to get it in the safety of our own home than to starve her until her loyalty came up against her own biological urges and needs. I texted Xander, and let him know that I was going to mention it to her, and to be ready just in case she says yes. 

XANDER: Hey, let me know. 

GRAY: And you’re still on board? 

XANDER: Oh, yeah. One hundred percent. 

Lily and I went out for dinner that night, and I could just sense the frustration on her. Even though she didn’t act like sex was a big deal, we’d been together for a while, and I knew it was time. 

Her reaction was much different the second time around, as her eyes lit up the moment I brought it up. She became very present, giggly, and reactive. It turned into a great night, and I further explained what I was looking for from the experience. We both agreed that it would start as a one time thing, and that we would decide whether to continue afterwards, based on how things went. 

I didn’t really want my wife out sleeping around with whomever she pleased, or cycling through bulls. Haley had the same sensibilities, and said she thought Xander would be perfect for the role. I told her that I didn’t want her to hold back, or feel like she was doing anything wrong. It was for our mutual pleasure, and I explained that I was into being degraded a little, compared to the clearly superior bull. 

It was the first time I went into depth about my darkest desires with a partner, and Haley was incredibly supportive. 

“I enjoy our intimacy, Gray. I really do. It’s just, I don’t know, I do think I could use a little more. Something more visceral, rough, and wild.” she said, her eyes glowing with passion as she spoke. 

“Exactly. You deserve it.” I said, feeling the first hit to my ego. It was something I was going to have to get used to, as my kink was pretty much to have it thrown in my face that she’d taken a superior lover in order to satiate her properly. And it was true, even though I was the facilitator, there was no question that I wasn’t adding up. I understood our relationship, that I was the rich older man, and she was the hot little blonde. She got stability and an inheritance, and I got the privilege of having a beautiful girl like her on my arm. And maybe children, and her positive exuberance. 

“I’m going to be so nervous.” she said, biting her bottom lip before taking a gulp of her red wine. 

“Have you thought about this since the last time I brought it up? Because you seemed kind of on the fence about it at the time.” I said, trying to probe deeper into her mind. I could tell she was excited, and I wanted to know the reasons why. 

“A little.” she said, her adorable smile sneaking through. “He’s just very handsome, and I don’t know, I kinda couldn’t stop thinking about it.” 

“Baby, that’s so sexy.” I said. 

“You think? I’m glad, baby. I really want it.” 

“What do you think about my birthday?” I asked. 

“That’s this weekend.” 

“I know. What do you think?” I asked. 

“Okay. Yeah, I’d really like that.” she said, failing to hide the fact she was blushing. I could only imagine what naughty thoughts were going through her head, and I couldn’t wait to see them together. It would be the ultimate birthday present, and I wasn’t sure if I was ready to handle it. That said, I definitely wasn’t turning back. 

“I’ll talk to Xander, we’ll set something up.” I said. 

Chapter 3 - Haley 

Gray’s 59th birthday arrived so fast that my head was spinning. The jitters kicked in the moment Xander arrived, and I avoided him at first because I couldn’t bear the tension. It felt so taboo and forbidden, and all of Gray’s friends were at the house. That didn’t stop him, though, as he approached me the first time I was away from my husband.

“Haley! There you are.” he said, flashing his perfect smile and opening his arms. He was usually wearing a suit, and since it was a summertime cookout, it was the first time I’d seen him in shorts and a tank top.

“Xander.” I said, accepting his hug, only to be surprised by him lifting me up into his arms. We were alone in the kitchen, but there were people all around.

“I’m excited for tonight. You look gorgeous.” he said, his presence overwhelming as he placed me back down, allowing his fingers to graze across my butt.

“Me too.” I said, struggling to maintain eye contact. He was so muscular, and seeing him really put it into perspective how intimidating the proposition of sleeping with him would be. I’d never been with a man like him, and I wasn’t sure what I was in for.

“I got you something. Gray helped me with the size, it’s what I want you to wear tonight.” he said, handing me a small shopping bag.

“Oh.” I said, looking around to make sure no one was looking before taking a peek into the bag. It was a white pair of lingerie, and I immediately closed the bag. “I’m going to take this to the bedroom.”

“Good idea. Mind if I join you?” he asked. My heart was pounding, and I wasn’t sure if it was a good idea.

“Yeah, absolutely.” I said, falling into my habit of being too agreeable. I just didn’t want to tell him no, because I had butterflies and I wanted our night together to be perfect.

“Give me your hand.” he said, lacing his fingers in mine and leading me out of the kitchen. I felt like there was a spotlight on us, even though I doubt anyone really noticed as we walked through the living room and up the stairs to the bedroom. I should have probably told Gray, but it was just to drop off the gift so that no one else caught on to what we had planned for the after party.

“I can’t believe you did this, you really didn’t have to.” I said. Like everything when it came to Xander and Gray, it was expensive and beautiful. One of the many perks of marrying rich, and I was still getting used to being surrounded by such wealth.

“Of course I did. This is Gray’s birthday present, plus I really wanted to dress you up before I strip you back down.” he said, taking a seat on the bed and pulling out the skimpy white lingerie set.

“Naughty.” I said, feeling a lump in my throat.

“You know, I haven’t had sex in a while. In two months, at least.” he said.

“Why do I not believe that?” I asked, as he was kind of a flashy playboy. He drove nice cars, wore nice clothes, and he was single.

“I’m serious. I’m a very busy man, Haley.”

“That you are.”

“You’re a divine little thing, I still can’t believe Gray is letting me have access to you. He better watch out.” he said, holding up the panties in front of his face. “You’re so petite. I don’t usually date girls your age.”

“Yes you do.” I said, laughing.

“You know me too well. I can’t wait to see these on you, the thong tucked up between those sexy little ass cheeks of yours.” he said, placing the panties back into the back and rubbing himself over his shorts. “I can’t even look at you without getting excited.”

“Xander! Oh my gosh, we have to wait until tonight!” I said, my nerves boiling over. I could hear my pulse, and I was getting so turned on that it felt shameful.

“You’re right.” he said, still looking me up and down while rubbing over his shorts. That’s when I saw it, the distinct outline of the biggest bulge I’d ever seen.

“We shouldn’t be doing this, Xander.” I said, prying my eyes away. He smiled, nodding his head.

“I already talked to Gray, earlier this afternoon. I told him that I was going to pull you aside, and let you know what to expect with me as a bull.” he said. “So it’s fine, baby. Relax.”

“Oh, okay. I just didn’t want to feel like we were sneaking around, I’m sorry. I’m nervous. I’ve never done anything like this.” I said, feeling my defenses go down once I knew we weren’t breaking any rules.

“No, no. This is all above board, this is his fantasy.” he said.

“Yeah, I still can’t believe we’re doing this. Have you ever done this before?” I asked, taking a seat at the edge of the bed.

“A couple of times. I did it once at my old company, and it turned out there were a lot of older guys there who were into the same thing. It was a while ago, but I had a little run as a bull, yes.” he said.

“I guess I should have high expectations then, huh?”

“We’re going to have a lot of fun, Haley. I’ll just say that. A tiny little thing like you, I’m going to make you cross eyed and walk funny for a week.” he said, chuckling at himself.

“That’s exactly why I’m scared. Gray said something about, "I don't even know how to say it, like, about you being big down there.” I said, looking away with embarrassment. I wasn’t used to talking to other men about sex, and it was making my palms sweat.

“Yeah, that’s definitely a thing. That’s kinda why I wanted to get you alone before we do this, so we can talk.”

“About how big your dick is?” I asked, laughing to break the tension I was feeling. Xander was a great guy, and even though I was hiding my shaking hands, that was more about the anticipation. He was easy to talk to, and I felt very comfortable with him. I always had.

“You have the cutest laugh.” he said, laying on his side and propping himself up on his elbow. He’d never looked at me like that before, and it was intoxicating. “I have had a couple of women tap out on me because of my size, so I think it’s best to put that on the table, so to speak so that it doesn’t come as too much of a surprise.”

“I wasn’t gonna say anything, but I kind of saw your bulge.” I said.

“Oh, this?” he asked, taking hold of it and pulling it so that the fabric of his shorts was tight around it.

“Oh my God!” I said, covering my mouth and giggling like a schoolgirl. It was kind of embarrassing, because I couldn’t control my reaction.

“Do you want to touch it?” he asked, raising his eyebrows playfully.

“Can I?” I asked, feeling my arousal start to override my rational thinking. It was my husband’s birthday, and I was alone with one of his best friends in our bedroom while I was supposed to be hosting his other friends for his party.

“Of course, you two might as well get acquainted. Let me take him out.” he said, surprising me by reaching into his waistband and letting it flop out. I instinctively turned my head away, quickly looking back at it and gasping silently.

“That’s….Xander. What the fuck?” I asked, giving his big black cock my eyes’ full attention. I felt a tingle between my legs, and all of my secret fantasies were triggered.

“Go ahead, I want you to feel it.” he said. I felt almost hypnotized, like the sight of it made my IQ drop twenty points instantly. I felt ditzy and submissive, as all the things I wanted to do with him became abundantly clear in my mind’s eye.

“Jesus.” I said, gently running my fingertips over it. Xander sighed as I failed to wrap my fingers all the way around it, shocked by its sheer weight.

“I can’t wait for you to play with it.” he said, his voice low and full of pleasure. I dropped it instinctively, because it was such a hot moment that it felt like I was cheating.

“Okay. Now I’m definitely scared.” I said, watching as he tucked it back into his shorts.

“You’ll be fine, baby. Don’t worry. I’m going to start slow, and take my time with you. I want to kiss all over your pretty little body before I get to work.” he said.

“That sounds nice.”

“Not to be disrespectful, but I’m not Gray. I’m the bull, you know? It’s gonna be different.”

“I know.”

“Good. I want you to be submissive, just do as you’re told, okay? I’ll take the lead, and I’ll be in control.”

“Okay.”

“And Haley? One more request.”

“Yeah. Anything.”

“When tonight rolls around, you better call me daddy,” he said. I smiled, and shook my head. “I already ran it by Gray.”

“You’re so bad.” I said. We wrapped up our conversation and went back to the party, and I felt like I was drunk on the exhilaration of what was in store for me. It gave me a feeling of power, knowing that no one else knew and I had a free pass to sleep with a man that I was oozing with desire for. It made me feel like a proper wife, as marriage only gets interesting once it gets kinky.

Chapter 4 - Gray

There was a knowing air of tension between the three of us, and I was glad to have it. Thinking about them together had only served as an aphrodisiac, while actually seeing them flirt and chuckle in each other’s presence was something different entirely.

None of the other guests were aware of our forbidden plan, and I became anxious as the night wore on, to the point of feigning tiredness to begin the process of ushering out the party goers. Throughout the night, I’d gotten used to them together. I remembered the reasons why I wanted it, and decided to commit. I knew it was going to happen, and I didn’t want to stop it, so I simply gave into my desires, electing to suffer all of the potential consequences.

Xander was confident to a fault, and dominated his way up the ladder at work in the same way he dominated his way into seducing her. Even though it was already a foregone conclusion in regards to how the night would end, he still poured in on thick, and I could tell she was loving every second of it. For the most part, I sat back and watched, treating it like a drawn out foreplay of jealousy and denial.

By the time we were all alone, the plan was in full swing. I closed and locked the door, joining them in the living room to see that they were already bonding.

“Don’t start without me.” I said, joking to lighten the mood. The guests had served as a barrier of sorts, an artificial blanket making it all seem completely normal. It was only the three of us, and I felt the uptick in excited energy between them while she sat in his lap.

“I’ve been licking my chops all day, man. You can’t make me wait any longer.” Xander said, flashing his smile. I nodded my head, seeing the way they kept touching each other, with subtle rubs and extended eye contact, they were ready to be set loose. It was time for my hotwife to be claimed by her bull, and I would finally accept my position as the relationship’s cuckold.

“I think I’m ready, too.” Haley said, letting Xander kiss her neck.

“Let’s take this party to the bedroom.” I said, standing up from the couch. My cock was already stiffening in my pants, and the two of them walked hand in hand in front of me, almost rushing like they couldn’t wait for another second. It made my stomach feel funny, but I wanted to see where it led.

I followed behind them, and Haley had already disappeared into the bathroom by the time I entered the room.

“You ready for this?” I asked, encountering a shirtless Xander plopped down on my bed.

“You have no idea, man. Thanks for letting me do this, I really appreciate it.” he said. There was already a chair in position, and I took a seat overlooking the bed.

“Likewise. I really want to see her unleashed.” I said. Haley emerged into the dim lighting, dressed in a lacey white lingerie set, the one he bought for her. She glanced over at me, biting her finger and playing it coy, like she didn’t know how to act.

“Look at you, baby. You’re like a little doll, spin around.” he said, marveling at the beauty in front of him. My heart raced as the reality of the situation really set in, and I reminded myself that I asked for it.

“You like it?” she asked, seeking both of our approvals.

“Gorgeous.” I said, smiling even though I was sweating and second guessing everything. She looked so innocent and pure, so beautiful.

“Get over here.” he said, motioning for her to join him in bed. She did, laying on her side and facing away from me as they started kissing, their lips smacking as they groped and shared their tongues.

“Mmm…” I moaned, rubbing myself over my shorts as arousal gripped me, pushing away all of my doubts as I realized that I was going to enjoy it.

“Touch it.” he said, moving her hand between his legs. I couldn’t see everything, but I knew exactly what was happening, and it made me throb uncontrollably. He climbed on top of her, kissing her neck while she reached into his waistband, tugging him enthusiastically and spreading her legs wide.

“It’s so big, daddy. I want it inside me.” she said, her voice smoky as she stared into his eyes. It was as if she’d lost all awareness of me, forgotten I was even sitting there. I only wanted to watch, but I hadn’t anticipated becoming so immediately invisible.

“Take it out, baby girl. I want you to suck it first.”

“Ooh, me too.” she giggled, sliding under him as he slipped out of his bottoms. Haley opened wide, arching her back as he thrust the tip of his enormous cock into her waiting mouth. Instantly, it was like seeing a completely different woman, completely different from the shy, largely unenthusiastic woman I was used to.

“Good girl, get it wet, baby.” he said, taking hold of himself by the base and dangling his balls over her mouth. Without hesitation, she was slurping away, touching herself and rubbing her face in them.

“Mmm…I love it, daddy.”

“Yeah, go lower. Lick daddy’s asshole.” he said, the words sending a chill through me. He squatted over, sitting on her face while she lapped away. Xander turned her feral with such ease that I couldn’t believe it, and watched in awe as a fully submissive side of her emerged. It felt so organic from her, like it was who she truly was, I simply hadn’t been able to tap into it.

“Mmm…”

“Come here, baby. You better not stop.” he said, falling onto his back and lifting his legs. It was unexpected, to say the least. I expected him to rail away at her with his big dick, but I didn’t expect to see her face dripping with slobber as she hungrily tongued his asshole, stroking his cock while he moaned in pleasure.

I thought briefly that I should have laid down some ground rules, but I did want to see it all. The pressure in my cock was unbearable, and I pulled my shorts and underwear down to my ankles, grabbing a bottle of lube and spreading it over myself. It was more intense than any porno I’d ever seen, and their chemistry was off the charts.

“Mmm…like that, daddy?” she asked, connected to his taint by strands of viscous saliva. He grabbed the back of her head, shoving her back down and grinding his asshole across her face. I didn’t expect her to be such a kinky little slut for him, and I felt the urge to cum approaching the moment I started touching myself.

“Who do you belong to?” he grunted, smothering her so that her answer was unintelligible. I knew she was moaning daddy through a mouthful of ass and balls, and her spit soaked face contrasted starkly with the purity of white that her lingerie symbolized.

“Yes, daddy. Please.” she said, begging as he put her on all fours, facing me. Her face and chest were flushed, and he grabbed her by the hips and pulled her closer to him. Haley’s eyes were glazed over, like she was looking in my direction, but seeing straight through me.

“Look at that tight little pussy.” he said, putting on a condom before rubbing his cock up and down between her lips like a paintbrush. Haley bit her lip and trembled, looking back at him as he pushed it inside.

“Fuck.” I whispered, releasing my cock because I was on the brink of orgasm. Xander was a physical specimen, and looked like a bodybuilder despite only lifting weights a few times a week.

“Oh my God!” she screamed, burying her head in the sheets and squealing as he laid claim to her. Her fingers gripped the sheets, and she arched her back as he began to fuck her, increasing his speed with each successive thrust.

Pap, pap, pap, pap, pap! Their bodies slapped rhythmically together, and she was so fucking wet for him that I could hear it being displaced by his fat cock.

“Yeah, that’s all you needed, baby. You just needed to feel this.” he said, taking her by the hair and continuing to punish her with long strokes. His stamina wasn’t at all in question, and he used his powerful hips to show ownership over her pleasure.

“I can’t! Oh, fuck. I can’t, oh! Daddy, I’m cumming!” she said, her eyes rolling back and her mouth opening wide as he delivered her to climax. It happened so quickly, and it hurt my pride that she was that fucking aroused. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”

“Take that shit, good girl. Take that cock.” he grunted, pounding her through the orgasm until her limp body was thrashing beneath him. Her moans were deranged, like she’d become possessed by his powerful endowment.

It was such a blur, watching him move her through a variety of positions, each one more punishing than the last. She sucked his tongue in missionary, moaning uncontrollably while her feet flopped around under his relentless humping. I was in a sort of stupor, so turned on by seeing her in such ecstasy that I couldn’t even touch myself without losing control.

“Baby.” I whispered, watching as she pushed her ankles behind her head, holding them there as he barreled into her with the biggest cock. I noticed the golden wrapper vibrate off the edge of the bed, landing on the ground with the word ‘Magnum XXL’ printed in all caps and staring up at me.

“Say it, slut. Tell me.”

“I love it, daddy. I love my daddy’s cock.” she said, sucking on his fingers as they stared into each other’s eyes.

“Are you gonna cum for me?”

“Yes!”

“Good girl, you know I love it when you cum for daddy’s dick.” he said, squeezing her neck and spitting into her mouth. She wanted it all, and begged for more.

“I want it.” she said, gasping as he released the pressure enough for her to breathe.

“Then take it.” he said, groping her tits and roughly sucking on her nipples. They were a passionate pair, and I was frozen when she reached down between them, pulling on the tip of the condom until it popped and came off. His cock went right back inside her, and I couldn’t even react before they were going crazy on each other.

“Yes! That’s what I need, daddy. I need to feel you. I want to feel you.” she said, her eyes wide and dilated as he held her by the ankles, fucking her so hard that her gorgeous little tits bounced after each collision.

We’d spoken about using protection, but that was out the window in the heat of passion.

“Please, daddy. I need it.”

“Yeah? You want daddy’s cum?”

“Yes!”

I took hold of myself, sensing that the end was near. It was so sexy, I couldn’t even think straight, and was seeing stars as I felt the pressure rushing towards release.

“Oh!” I grunted in the corner, pathetically spurting onto my hand while Xander finished inside Haley, his big black cock pumping her fertile womb full of hot sticky cum.

Post-coital bliss washed over me, and I continued to watch them. Their sensuality didn’t stop following the sex, as he pulled himself out of her and made her squeeze it out so that he could admire his handy work.

“You see that?” he asked, smiling over at me. It was the first time they’d acknowledged me since the beginning, and I wasn’t sure how I felt other than being oddly satisfied that it happened, and that it was over.

“You two got a little carried away.” I said, smirking. The euphoria of it all made me happy, and I went to clean myself up. It was an unusual headspace, and I kept picturing the contrast of their skin, kissing deeply and taking so much pleasure from each other. It was the most erotic moment of my life, and even in the bathroom, washing my hands in stunned silence, I knew I wanted them to do it again.

Chapter 5 - Haley

Being with Xander served as a complete sexual awakening. I had no idea that sex could be so exhilarating, and it transcended the purely physical. Make no mistake, his chiseled body and amazing dick gave me the chills, but there was a connection there, something that couldn’t be mistaken.

Xander and Gray put their clothes back on, and went into the living room to talk. I felt like such a slut, because I’d never acted like that during sex with him, or anyone else for that matter.

“I called him daddy.” I said, slapping myself in the forehead as the regret settled in. I knew it was too much, but I couldn’t help it. My ears were burning, and I couldn’t stop squirming around so I went and hopped into the shower to get my thoughts under control. I kept thinking about what they were discussing, and I wondered if it would be a one time thing.

I certainly wanted to do it again, and I couldn’t imagine having to live my life knowing how good the sex could be without ever getting to do it again. Xander had always been my favorite of Gray’s work colleagues, but now I felt shamefully bonded to him, almost like a part of me belonged to him.

Gray was waiting for me when I exited the shower, and opened his arms for a hug. It felt so nice, because I had no idea how he was going to take it, seeing me so unhinged with another man.

“You were incredible.” he said, breaking our embrace and kissing me on the forehead.

“Really? I wasn’t sure, but I did my best.”

“You sure did. Xander is freshening up in the guest room bathroom, and I asked him to spend the night. Is that okay with you?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah. I don’t mind.” I said.

“I was going to sleep on the couch or in the guest room. I wanted you two to have some privacy.” he said. I furrowed my brow and cocked my head to the side.

“Just the two of us?” I asked.

“Just the two of you. Look, this is exactly what I’ve always wanted, but since it was just a fantasy, I wasn’t sure until I saw you together.” he said.

“Well, I’m really glad you liked it. I was definitely nervous, but it was so much fun.” I said.

“We’re gonna have to hammer out all of the details, but I want this to be a regular thing. I just wanted to make sure that this is a lifestyle you can handle. I know it’s a little different actually having a bull and being a hotwife on a regular basis, as opposed to a simple one-off for my birthday.” he said.

“I’d really like that.” I said. It was an unexpected development, and soon after, Xander appeared in a pair of black boxer briefs, fresh out of the shower and practically radiating with sensual energy.

“Alright you two, don’t have too much fun. I’m gonna crash out, it’s past this old man’s bedtime.” Gray said, giving me a kiss before leaving us alone. The moment that he closed the door behind him, Xander was on top of me, tearing off my panties and looking down at me.

“I guess this means you’re mine now,” he said, reaching between my legs.

“Oh! I guess it does.” I said, reacting to his touch.

“Your sexual needs are my job now, and you know how seriously I take my work.” he said, his fingers expertly triggering my spot.

“I love it when you touch me, daddy.” I said, laying back. Xander laid down between my legs, parting my lips and adding his tongue to the equation. Gray could never be bothered to go down on me, and it brought me straight to life.

“Mmm…such a good girl. You taste so yummy, angel.” he said. His touch was divine, and had me shaking beneath him in no time.

“That’s so good.” I said, running my fingernails through his short hair. He sucked on my clit while fingering me, and it was so intense that I couldn’t stop giggling with pleasure.

“Look at me.” he said, drawing my eyes as he removed his fingers, switching entirely to his mouth and dragging me along for the ride. I wasn’t used to being taken care of in that department, so it didn’t take much before my legs were trembling, and all I had to do was let go.

“I’m gonna cum.” I said, grinding against his face as his strong hands held my legs open. It was like an Earthquake happening internally, and I wondered if Gray could hear my whimpers.

“So sexy.” he whispered, giving me a moment to revel in post-coital bliss before pulling me onto his hips. “I want you to ride me, sweetheart. I want you to milk the cum straight out of my cock.”

“Yes, daddy.” I said, obeying his command and sitting down on it. “Oh my God.”

“Fucking gorgeous.” he said, taking two handfuls of ass and thrusting from the bottom. I could feel him piercing my stomach, impaling me on his enormous black dick and bouncing me in his lap like it was nothing. He had no idea that he was hitting spots I didn’t know existed, or the effortless way he was making me cum for him.

“Daddy…fuck! It’s so big.” I said, hanging on for dear life while he pummeled me. No position was safe, and I could hardly believe that I was somehow taking it. “Your balls…”

“Yeah, you like that? You like when daddy bounces you on his big cock?” he asked. It would have been ridiculous if Gray said something like that, and I couldn’t have taken it seriously. It was so hot with Xander, and I loved how verbal and dominant he was.

“I love it, daddy. I love it.”

“Yes, I know you do, baby. Ride that daddy dick.” he said.

“You feel so good, oh my God.” I said, arching my back and placing my hands on his thighs to steady myself. My wetness poured steadily, my body’s natural reaction to being with such an alpha bull. Everything felt different with him, intensified beyond what I could take.

“Harder, baby. Ride it.” he said, pulling me down onto him and splitting me in half. I knew that I was ruined for Gray, as it was already bad and there was no way I could go back to having sex with him. I had to be with Xander, it was undeniable.

I came so many times I lost count, and it was almost like blacking out because it felt like I was in and out of consciousness. Taking his bareback cock only made what we were doing more taboo, because it was the one rule that Gray had laid down for us. I wasn’t on birth control, but I lacked the basic faculties to think rationally.

“Let me feel it, daddy. I need it.” I said, spurred by my desire to feel him pumping inside me. He hammered me from the bottom, lifting me off of the mattress and filling me so deep that stars appeared in my vision. Right when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, I felt it, the spurting flood of hot semen pumping into me.

“Haley, fuck. Fuck, baby.” he said, tightening his grip on my asscheeks, bottoming out and leaving it there as his cum continued trickling. We locked lips, kissing deeply as a way to seal our newly formed bond.

It’s crazy what a difference a day can make, as I was no longer Haley the wife of Gray, I was Haley the hotwife, wife of Gray, and cum dumpster for my new daddy bull. He fucked me so good that while we were cuddled up afterwards, all I could think about was having his babies.

Even though it wasn’t mine, it was the best birthday ever.

Chapter 6 - Gray

It started as a simple request, a birthday present to fulfill a lifelong fantasy. Two months later, and it was as if my entire life had shifted around our lifestyle. Xander came over three or four nights a week, sometimes for a quick fuck, and other times to spend the night.

I liked sleeping on the couch, because I could hear their hushed moans, and the sound of my headboard rhythmically bumping against the wall. They were insatiable, and Haley started sending me videos of their debauchery.

Being a cuckold took a little getting used to, but it honestly improved my life in every way. Haley was still my perfect little housewife, accompanying me to events and dinners, and keeping the house in order. My sexlife was re-energized, because I was always aroused and on edge.

Knowing that her needs were being handled made me feel good, because it was my job as a husband to provide, even if I had to call in a professional. There was a bit of an adjustment period, because it did hurt that she was such a different person around him. At the end of the day, I understood that it was just great sex. I provided some things, while Xander provided the big dick, stamina, and sexual prowess that Haley needed.

The sex between us dropped off, largely because it didn’t seem necessary. When I needed to get off, I’d simply watch the two of them go at it and relieve myself. Occasionally, I’d ask that she give us a double blowjob, which she always obliged.

The size comparison was ludicrous, and I always came much quicker than he did, with less stimulation. Haley would look up at me with doe eyes, a trick she learned from Xander, and slurp my cock until I came, and then return to the massive, veiny black anaconda that clearly occupied her desires. I loved seeing that side of her, hearing her dirty mouth as she proclaimed her love for his superior cock.

The word sort of got out about us, even if it was just hearsay and rumors. People caught on, realizing how much time we spent together and piecing it together because we weren’t exactly hiding it.

They were very affectionate, and that aspect of their relationship didn’t stop just because we were out in public unless I specifically asked. Even the bartenders at the bar we went to were able to figure it out.

It’s not how I expected things to play out, but everyone involved is very happy. Haley has a pep in her step that wasn’t there before, and I think it was the one thing that our marriage was lacking. I can’t say that I’d suggest it for everyone, but it’s the perfect lifestyle for us, and I couldn’t be happier.





Hotwife Agreement

Chapter 1 - Kynzie 

By the time I finally forced him out the door of our apartment, I was absolutely livid. The anger came in waves, each one more intense than the last. I called my friend Morgan right away, practically in tears, and she left immediately so we could talk about what had happened. 

It was so fresh that I couldn’t process it myself, finding out that my boyfriend Ryan had been cheating on me for pretty much our entire relationship. Things hadn’t been going well, but we lived together, and I was doing everything I could to keep us afloat financially. I thought that would be good enough, but apparently not. 

I knew that I needed to talk it over with someone, because there was no way that I was going to stay calm if I was stuck at that apartment alone. I’d already been gone for the entire weekend, working on a modeling brand deal that covered our rent for the entire month. When I got home, he was masturbating on the bed. 

He freaked out, but I calmed him down, and told him I wanted to play. Being in a relationship while surrounded by attractive influencers wasn’t easy, especially because a lot of the guys were interested in me, even though they knew I had a boyfriend. So when I got home, I was ready to let loose. Ryan was acting really weird, but he was already lubed up so I started stroking. 

Nothing happened. I mean, like blood flow wise. It was just an oily, limp dick and no matter what I did, nothing happened. 

“Are you okay?” I asked, looking up to see that his face was completely red. His facial expression changed, and he turned away from me. 

“I’m sorry.” he said, his voice soft and weak. 

“What do you mean? What’s going on?” I asked. 

“I can’t get it up anymore. Only when I watch porn, and it barely gets up.” he said. I had a really bad feeling, and I backed away from the bed. 

“Why can’t you get it up, Ryan?” I asked. There were tears in his eyes, and he began begging for my forgiveness and trying to get closer to me. He was still naked, and I was grossed out. 

“Baby, please! Don’t leave me. I can fix this.” 

“Ryan, you’re being so strange. Just tell me what happened.” I said. He broke eye contact, covering his shriveled genitalia and looking down at the floor. 

“I have ED from watching too much porn.” he said. 

“What? That’s a thing?” I asked, feeling a slight sigh of relief, along with a heavy helping of disgust. He’d always been very adamant that he didn’t watch porn, even when I playfully suggested we watch some during sex to spice things up. 

“Yeah. I don’t know what happened, I just kind of got stuck in a loop.” he said. 

“I don’t know what that means, Ryan. I thought you didn’t watch porn?” 

“I mean, I didn’t. I don’t, really, just sometimes.” he said. The double speak was driving me crazy, and I could tell there was something more to the story. 

“There’s something you aren’t telling me Ryan. You aren’t acting normal at all.” I said. It was all very bizarre, and it made me feel sick to my stomach. “Can you please put some clothes on?” 

“Yeah, okay. I’m sorry.” he said, scampering off. I’d never felt such a strong sense of ick towards him, but we lived together, and I wanted to get to the bottom of it. Long story short, he half confessed to being addicted to porn while also claiming he doesn’t really watch it. He promised that was all it was, so I forgave him at the time. 

Still, something didn’t feel right, and that night, I went through his phone. It was an absolute horror show as far as I was concerned, as he was texting back and forth with an escort, asking for prices for various things and having a generally vile conversation. 

 RYAN: I want to eat your ass, and just be degraded by you. 

RYAN: Do you cater to the cuckold fetish? I’ve always wanted to experience being a cuck, but I’m too jealous to share my girlfriend. 

There was more. He was on a dating site, and one of the photos he used was one of ours. He didn’t even blur my face or anything, and he made it seem like we were both into cuckolding and looking for a “bull”. I wasn’t really familiar with any of this, but it made my heart sink. We’d been together almost a year, and I couldn’t believe he’d kept all of this hidden. 

The worst part is that I had been actively trying to get kinkier with him, and try something new that might break us out of our sexual funk. I didn’t know how long his erectile dysfunction caused by porn thing had been going on, but we really hadn’t had proper sex in months. When I thought about it, I realized that his performance had been way subpar, even by his standards the last couple times we did it, like he kind of just came after a couple thrusts, and I just sort of overlooked it. 

That’s when I blew up, and we had a big fight, and I told him to get the fuck out while I figured things out. That’s when I called Morgan. We met a couple months prior, at a white lingerie photo shoot with a couple of other girls. The gig was awesome, the photographer was a sweetheart, and Morgan and I hit it off. 

She was extremely outgoing, and a straight shooter. Some might even call her opinionated, but I really appreciated her perspective on things, because she was free of the burden of caring what other people thought about her. Morgan was just a really fun person, and I felt like I could open up to her. She’d also never met Ryan, so I thought it might make her more impartial, while also keeping the gossip from getting out to people he may know. 

 Knock! Knock! Morgan showed up quicker than I expected, having left from the bar she was eating at to swoop by and provide a listening ear. 

“Oh my gosh, baby. What is it?” she asked, picking up on my apprehension right away. I let out a sigh, and plopped down on the couch. 

“It’s my boyfriend, Ryan. He cheated on me.” I said, wanting to say more but freezing. 

“Oh, no. Baby girl, that’s terrible.” she said, taking a seat right next to me. It took a couple minutes, but I opened up and told her everything. I could tell by the stunned look on her face that it wasn’t normal, and that I had every right to be mad. 

“We have like no money, I pay for everything with modeling and influencing. He doesn’t work. I don’t even know where he got the money to pay for…her services or whatever.” I said, shaking at the thought of him so casually disrespecting me. Ryan was such a mild mannered guy, so soft spoken. It really came out of left field, and that’s why it stung so badly. 

“What a piece of work. I would check your bank statements, if he isn’t working. That money had to come from somewhere.” she said. 

“Yeah, I will. My guess is that he just had it stashed and didn’t tell me about it, who knows? I don’t know what to believe anymore. This has all been going on right under my nose.” I said, feeling increasingly disappointed as I worked through it with her. 

“I hate to bring this up, but you need to get tested.” she said, giving me a stern look. 

“Well, we haven’t had sex in months actually. And I think that all of his escort adventures have happened in the time since we stopped.” I said. 

“Still.” 

“Yeah. I know. Ugh, this is all so gross and disappointing. Why is this my life?” I asked. 

“I hate to say this, Kynzie, but the writing has been on the wall. The truth is, he’s too insecure for you, and you’re out of his league. I know you guys met in high school, and all that, but this is the real world. There’s no reason for you to be struggling with this loser when there are a million amazing guys out there who are just waiting for you to break up with him.” she said. 

“You think?” 

“Oh, come on. You can’t be that naive. Remember Liam? He lives in the same complex as me, and he asks me about you everytime he sees me.” she said. 

“He is cute.” 

“No shit! He’s gorgeous, and his family is rich.” she said. We both started laughing at the possibilities, and it made me feel better just to talk shit and hash out the future. There were a couple of guys that interested me, but I wasn’t really in a place to pursue anyone. I needed to figure out what I was going to do in regards to Ryan first. 

I went into further detail, and mentioned how his browser history was full of cuckold videos, and how he asked his lady of the night if she catered to the cuckold experience. Morgan howled with laughter, shaking her head. 

“That’s what you should do.” she said. 

“What?” 

“You should give him what he wants before kicking him to the curb.” she said, with a naughty twinkle in her eye. “Oh, baby. I mean you should cuck him!” 

“Oh my gosh, yeah right. I’m not going to do that.” I said. 

“Why not? Oh my God. Oh my freaking God. I know the perfect guy!” 

“Morgan, no.” I said, laughing. She was on one, so I let her continue. She was a lot more wild than I was, and I was used to her going off on tangents. 

“His name is Theo. He’s a fitness influencer now, but he started off doing Fans Only, and he has the biggest dick I’ve ever seen.” she said, her eyes full of excitement. Morgan was in a committed relationship with another influencer named Henry Knox, and I guess they were close friends. I’m not sure what it was, maybe just the idea of having a new, successful boyfriend that put me in the same friend group as Morgan, but I found it intriguing. 

“What am I going to say? My boyfriend cheated on me, and now I want you to fuck me in front of him?” I asked, turning red by merely saying it out loud. Cuckolding, being a hotwife, none of it was something I’d ever given any real thought to. 

“Exactly. Theo’s high school sweetheart cheated on him, this is perfect. He hates cheaters!” she said, acting like that somehow made it a foregone conclusion that he was going to be interested. 

We kept talking, and she stayed until I was exhausted. Even though I told her that I wasn’t interested, and that I was just going to sleep on it before making a decision as far as what I was going to do with my in-shambles relationship, she still reached out to him on my behalf. 

She gave me a hug before leaving, and promised me she would help me through it, reminding me that Ryan would shit a brick if he saw Theo’s erect penis, and promising me that he would be down to help out. She was incorrigible, and I laughed it off before going to bed for the night. In the morning, I was going to get tested. 

Chapter 2 - Ryan 

I knew that I fucked up, and it was driving me crazy. I spent my last twenty dollars that night on booze and cigarettes, and got fucked up in my car before passing out. The next day, I tried calling her to no avail. I texted, apologizing profusely and promising that I would do better. 

Honestly, I didn’t know what to think about the whole situation. In my mind, the relationship was going to be over soon enough. She was so pretty, and everyone thought she was the greatest thing in the world. So did I, but it drove me crazy that she got so much attention while I just sat at home, failing. 

The next couple days were rough, because I was completely broke and living out of my car. I went to a couple of food banks and stocked up on canned goods to get me through, but I had no idea what to do. I knew that she wouldn’t take me back, and that I needed to get a job and get back on my feet, but I had no motivation. I just wanted to be back at home, with her. 

Four days after the incident, she finally texted me back, saying that she took an STD test and it came back negative. Thank God. I don’t know what I would have done if I did something to jeopardize her future. I used the opportunity to grovel, and broke down crying in my car. I missed her so badly, and wanted things to go back to how they were before. 

Kynzie wasn’t having it, and told me to stop apologizing, and to be completely honest with her or else there was zero chance I’d ever see her or step foot in the apartment again. It was a sobering wake up call, and I agreed that I would be an open book. 

We set up a time for a call, and it was brutal. I told her the truth about everything, about how I despised the male influencers she hung out with, and even the girls because I knew they would eventually pry her away from me. I admitted my fantasy of sharing her, and watching her with another man. I was sweating like a pig, finally being honest for the first time with her. All the way. 

Understandably, she was disgusted and told me that I was a selfish pig. She was right, but I still felt somehow justified in that she had such a better life than me. People liked her, and wanted to be her friend just because she was pretty. I was jealous of my own girlfriend. 

She was a sweetheart by disposition, and couldn’t stand to let me continue living in my car. I felt myself getting excited, as she explained that I could come home, but only at night, so that I had somewhere to sleep. And I was forbidden from entering the bedroom for any reason other than retrieving my clothes, and never at night. I was banished to the couch, which served me right. 

There was one further stipulation, and I never saw it coming. She told me that I was going to be her submissive cuckold, and that I would do anything she told me to do. She even said that she was talking to a guy named Theo, and that she might have him come over when I returned that night. They were going to have sex, and I was allowed to watch but not participate. 

I agreed without hesitation, because I was desperate and a part of me wanted to see her with someone else more than anything. At the same time, it was only a fantasy, something I explored in my mind. Actually facing it was terrifying, as it amplified all of my fears and insecurities. I think that’s why it turned me on so much. I secretly knew that I was inferior, and that another man could please her so much better. 

The name Theo kept ringing in my head, and I cursed him even though I knew there was nothing I could do about it. I cheated, and made myself have erectile dysfunction so I couldn’t even try to please her if I wanted. I made my bed, and it was in my car. If I wanted my old one back, I would have to go and lay in it. 

There were more rules, and she seemed a lot more bossy and in control. She mentioned that she was making zero promises, and that she highly doubted she’d ever take me back, but she was willing to at least let me sleep there and see where the cuckolding thing went. I told her that was fine, even though it made the pit of my stomach burn like it was filled with acid. 

Hearing her say that being a hotwife became more appealing once she realized how badly I fucked her over made it hurt worse, and I spent the entire day agonizing over what was to come. I kept thinking about some muscular dude, laughing at me while he fucked her brains out. 

The worst part was that in all of my daydreams, she really seemed to like it. I kept imagining her being more reactive to him than she was to me, and him having a bigger dick than me that she begged him to fuck her with. It left me in a broken state, but I still drove across town at the end of the day, pulling back into the complex and parking in front of our unit. There were cars I didn’t recognize parked in my regular spot. My heart was pounding in my chest. I was scared to face her, and I was scared to face the situation I’d gotten myself into. 

At the last minute, I started laughing. Surely, she wouldn’t actually go through with it. We’d been together for two years, and I was all she knew. This was simply an empty threat, a way to punish me and make me sweat. Suddenly, I was collected and confident. It was only a matter of time before she’d be in my arms again, and as long as I stayed off porn, things would be back to normal in no time. 

Chapter 3 - Kynzie 

My mind was made up, there would be no chance of forgiveness until I enacted my revenge. Even then, I couldn’t see myself coming back around to him. There are certain things you can’t come back from, and this was one of them. Besides violating my trust and betraying me in the worst way, he also ruined my ability to feel attracted to him. I couldn’t even remember what I saw in him in the first place. 

Waiting on my test results had been a special kind of hell, and it only made me resent him more for what he’d done. He had every opportunity to tell me how he felt, and spice up our love life, instead he opted for porn and a cheap hooker. 

Once I processed the anger and betrayal, my mind was unfettered. Morgan and I talked everyday, and Theo reached out to me on social media. Maybe I was just feeling low, but his compliments meant the world to me. He told me that I was beautiful, and that I was exactly his type. 

I couldn’t resist, I had to use an incognito browsing tab and search his old videos. There was a solo video of him masturbating in front of his camera, and honestly, it was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. Porn wasn’t really my thing, but he was so attractive. Watching him stroke his massive, oiled up cock sent me into a masturbation frenzy, and I kept cumming while thinking about him taking me. 

He was big, like huge. If his cock was a snake, which it certainly resembled, I would say it was too large to be kept as a pet. It made no sense, and even though he was tall and chiseled, it still looked out of proportion on his tattooed body. Theo was a smooth talker, and we video chatted a couple of times to get acquainted. 

His presence made me melt, and feel like a different person. He was so confident and up front, and there were no signs of insecurity. It was refreshing, and he made me blush with such ease that it was shameful. I didn’t tell him I’d watched his videos, because it made me feel like such a pervert that I’d pleasured myself so vigorously to them. I didn’t even know I could feel that aroused, and I finally understood the allure of so-called bad boys. His smile made me weak at the knees, and I wanted to get down on them in front of him in no uncertain terms. 

I guess I was sexually naive because of my lack of experience. Ryan was the only guy I’d ever been with, and it wasn’t until the fallout that I let myself consider the idea of other partners. It was much hotter than I imagined, and I found myself being swept away by the fantasy of being with a man like him, someone with undeniable prowess. 

After multiple video chats, and subsequent conversations with Morgan, I decided to go for it. It had to happen, even if it made me nervous and scared. It’s what I wanted. 

There was something exhilarating about the idea of a one night stand, or just a random hookup where sex was the main course. I saw no reason to deny it, I wanted to try someone else. Specifically, I wanted to try Theo. 

We set up a little date night, just the four of us at my place. Morgan would bring her boyfriend, and Theo would be there for me. Ryan would also be there, except he wouldn’t be included in any of the festivities. As the day wore on, I became progressively nervous because it was so real. 

Morgan and her boyfriend were very sexually open people, and Theo had obviously done a brief stint as a porn star of sorts. I felt out of my element, but I couldn’t chicken out. I was too turned on and interested in the idea, and even though I’d be stepping outside of my comfort zone, I knew it needed to happen. 

Chapter 4 - Ryan 

It felt weird walking up to the door, and I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to knock, or if I should go inside. Laughter bellowed from inside the apartment, and I rolled my eyes. I hated having guests, and knew it was going to be awkward right away. The door was unlocked, so I walked right in. 

All of the air inside the room left the moment I entered, and there were suddenly four pairs of eyes staring back at me. Kynzie sat directly next to a guy I didn’t know, and they looked pretty cozy together, sitting so close that their legs were touching. 

“What’s up?” I asked, trying to feign confidence while I removed my shoes. No one said anything, and I walked past them and went into the bedroom to get some fresh clothes. I stank to high heaven, and took a shower to avoid being in the same room as them. 

 This is fucking bullshit. I make one mistake, and she moves on this quickly? What am I supposed to do now? I’m supposed to stay in the living room, but there are three fucking strangers sitting on the damn couch. 

 I wanted to go ballistic, but I knew it wasn’t appropriate. I was just going to have to sit there and take it, and I kept praying that nothing happened between them. The guy looked like a damn Instagram model, because, of course he did. I always knew she was just waiting for me to screw up so that she could upgrade to someone better. The shower made me feel better, but I still just sort of sat there in the bathroom because it was obvious I wasn’t welcome in their little influencer party. 

Finally, I bit the bullet and went back out to join them. They didn’t acknowledge my presence, Kynzie included, but they were all having a great time, playing some sort of adult card game that had them all laughing their asses off. It made me feel paranoid, like they were laughing at me. 

The dude had his hands all over Kynzie, and she made no effort to stop him. It made my skin crawl, and I pretended to scroll through my phone while watching them intently. He was a big guy, covered in tattoos and absolutely ripped. It’s not like there was anything I could do about it, even if I wanted to. This went on for another hour or so, with constant flirting, and naughty conversations that no woman in a relationship should be having with a dude she just met. 

I reminded myself about what she’d said, and that I’d agreed to her stipulations. If this was the only way I could get her back, then I had to let her do as she pleased. The night wound down, and it felt like things were wrapping up. It was a huge relief, because at that point I was so jealous that I could hardly take it, and I wanted an opportunity to talk to her one on one, without them being there. 

Morgan and her boyfriend said their goodbyes, and left without even looking in my direction while I sat on the other side of the room, still fiddling with my phone because it was the least awkward thing I could come up with. I already felt somewhat like a cuckold, just sort of watching their night progress while I had nothing to do. After they left, Kynzie and Theo sat back down on the couch, and she put her feet up in his lap. 

“Such pretty little toesies.” he said, pulling off one of her pink ankle socks, and starting to massage her foot. That’s when the cuckold sensation really kicked in. She was letting him do things that were supposed to be reserved for me, her boyfriend. 

“Oh, that feels amazing.” she said, letting out a sigh. My entire body flushed hot, and I felt a droplet of sweat pour down my side from my armpit as I watched helplessly. 

“I will literally rub your feet anytime, baby.” he said, removing her other sock and continuing on. I could tell by the look in her eyes that she wanted him, and he was hamming it up trying to act like he was some perfect guy. “This is getting me a little excited, though.” 

“Really?” she asked, placing one of her feet on his crotch and giving him a squeeze with her toes. “Oh.” 

“Yeah, I told you. You’re too pretty for all this, it’s hard to control my urges around you.” he said. 

“You don’t have to. I really like you.” she said, giggling. I couldn’t believe how easily she was giving in to him, as we didn’t have sex for the first time until we’d been together for over a year. She certainly never acted like that toward me. 

“In that case.” he said, grinning and bringing her foot to his mouth. I felt truly sick to my stomach, and placed my hand on top of my belly as he began kissing and licking her toes while she chuckled and stared into his eyes. “Should we take this to the bedroom?” 

“If you want, but we could start right here.” she said, perking up and cuddling up to him. I was glad that her toes were no longer in his mouth, but she started rubbing him over his jeans, and leaned in to kiss him. My heart was beating out of its chest, and I wanted to say something but there were no words. It wasn’t some baby kiss either, they started full on making out. 

“You taste so good.” he said, pulling his shirt up over his head to reveal his ridiculous beach body. 

“Wow.” she said, running her finger down the center of his stomach as she leaned in for more. I’m not sure if it was all in my head or not, but she seemed so different than when she was with me, more submissive and playful. He undid his belt, and then unzipped the front of his jeans. 

“No.” I whispered, my voice too quiet to be heard. Kynzie lowered herself to her knees in front of the couch, positioning her body between his legs and reaching into his underwear to pull it out. My mouth went dry, and my mind went numb as the largest penis I’d ever seen in person flopped out. 

“Oh my gosh.” she said, covering her mouth and glancing quickly in my direction. I tried locking eyes with her, but she went right back to him. “It’s so big.” 

“Do you like it?” he asked, wearing a cocky grin because he already knew the answer. I couldn’t even imagine how many girls he’d broken in half with that thing, and it lit a fire inside me that was built of jealousy and inferiority. My relationship was over, I was sure of it. There was no way I could possibly compete with a guy like that. 

“I definitely like it. I might actually love it.” she said, talking dirty without shame and holding it by the base. She had the most impressed look on her face, like a girl in a fucking porno. I was frozen in my chair, and despite the erectile dysfunction, I felt myself getting hard. 

“Please suck on it. I want to see your pretty face with a mouthful of my cock.” he said, talking to her like she was his property or something. Her and I never talked like that, and each word they exchanged was like a dagger to my heart. 

“Mmm…” she moaned, wrapping her lips around his bulbous head without hesitation. Kynzie rarely gave me head, and never like that. “Gluck! Gluck!” 

“Good girl. Holy fuck, I’m gonna have to keep you.” he said, cooing as she swallowed around his enormous endowment. His dick was easily double mine, and I couldn’t believe how much pressure it was causing between my legs despite hating every second of it. Kynzie giggled some more, laughing at every fucking thing he said like some kind of ditzy whore. 

“Please do, daddy. I need this.” she said, helping him pull his pants all the way down. He stood up to remove them, and then grabbed the back of her head and pushed her back down onto him while standing over her. 

“You have the prettiest eyes.” he said, smiling down at her while she bobbed her head, slobbering everywhere and slurping it up gleefully. I couldn’t help it, the arousal was too much. I reached into my sweats and started rubbing myself, trying to get it all the way hard while he fucked her throat. It was so much more primal than I expected, the way she gave into him and let him use her however he wanted. 

“Fuck.” she said, coughing and gasping for air. “Sorry, it’s just bigger than I’m used to.” 

“It’s okay, sweetheart. I’ll train you.” he said, wrapping up her hair into a makeshift ponytail and using it as a handle. There was such a palpable lust between them, and she began worshiping his balls while maintaining strict eye contact. I felt like I was in a trance, rubbing my semi-erection uncontrollably and watching while she polished him off. 

After a while, he picked her up and laid her down on the couch, removing her clothing while his erection remained throbbing hard. I wished I’d never watched porn, or put myself in such a vulnerable position. She was supposed to be my girlfriend, mine. 

“Look at you.” he said, climbing on top of her and spreading her legs. He started with his fingers, teasing at her entrance and kissing her deeply. Their tongues rolled around in each other’s mouths, and they just started going at it. 

“Ugh!” she squealed as he pushed himself into her, her eyes going wide with pleasure as he buried himself inside of her wetness. My cock was still semi-hard, but it felt absolutely amazing as it was the closest I’d gotten to a real erection in weeks. Something shifted in me, and I surrendered to the fact that I was nothing more than a cuckold in her life. 

“Oh my God, Kynzie. You’re so fucking tight, you feel like a virgin.” he said, groping her tits and thrusting deeper. The sounds of her whimpering filled the room, and since I wasn’t involved at all, I pulled my sweatpants down slightly so I could spit on my dick. 

“Oh God. That feels so fucking good Theo. I love it.” 

“Yeah? That’s my good girl. Are you gonna cum for me?” 

“Yes, daddy. That’s exactly what I need. Make me feel it, make me take it.” she said, while he held her ankles and went back to sucking on her toes. I was sitting directly behind him, and all I could see was his muscular, bare ass as he impaled her on his monster cock. 

“So fucking sexy.” he grunted, fucking her harder. His stamina was impressive, as was everything about him. I understood why I was in the position I was in, and why she was so enthusiastic for him. Watching them fuck was hotter than any porno, and I’m ashamed to admit that I came in silence while they’d only just begun. 

I bit down on my lower lip, letting the semen pathetically drip from the tip of my soft cock into the palm of my other hand. I was thankful they didn’t notice, because they were way too caught up in what they were doing. 

“Theo, fuck! Your balls.” she said, pulling him onto her and digging her fingernails into his back. After I reached orgasm, the whole thing went from being sexy to horrifying. Kynzie looked at me over his shoulder, with an evil look on her face as his big balls slapped rhythmically against her ass. Something broke inside me, and I watched as he pulled it out and mounted her, stroking himself to completion and finishing all over her tits and face. 

“Ugh! Fuck, baby. That’s so good.” he grunted, his hardness flexing as he covered her in a thick layer of glaze. She never let me do that, or even brought it up. I was in a state of shock, just staring as she scooped the cum from her tits and sucked it off of her fingertips. They moved quickly to the bedroom, closing the door behind them and leaving me stunned on the chair. 

I got up to go wash my hands, and then lumbered back into the living room to reclaim the couch they’d just soiled with their dirty desires. It was one of the worst moments of my life, but I couldn’t stop replaying it in my head. All of my fears were realized, and within a half hour, I heard the headboard of the bed slamming into the wall while she screamed for more. 

A part of me wanted to sneak in there to watch, but I couldn’t muster the courage or energy. I just laid there, pathetically rubbing myself and wishing I could get hard again while my girlfriend was in the other room, having what sounded like the time of her life. 

Chapter 5 - Kynzie 

My ankles were literally behind my head, with Theo thrusting down into me and filling in ways I didn’t know were possible. He hit spots I didn’t know existed, and he was in such good shape that his stamina was insane.

After the first orgasm, they just kept rolling over me. I wasn’t sure if I was actively cumming or just so deep in pleasure that it never stopped. I loved the way he kissed me, he made me feel incredibly desired, which I didn’t really realize I needed until I was around him.

“Be loud. I want him to hear it.” Theo said, grunting as he dropped his hips on top of mine.

“Yes, daddy. Yes!” I said, raising my voice and doing exactly as I was told. Sex with Ryan had always been short and anti-climactic, if you catch my drift, but even when I did have an orgasm with him, that was it. Theo had a commanding presence, and a very dominant side in the bedroom. I didn’t realize I was submissive until I was lying beneath him, calling him daddy after only meeting him in person for the first time a few hours earlier.

“Good girl, you better cum on that cock. Show me how much you love it.” he said, slipping his thumb inside my mouth. Instinctively, I started sucking on it and gazing into his eyes. I didn’t even have to do anything, just lay there and receive immense pleasure. I became so immersed in what was happening that my only reminder of Ryan still being there was Theo telling me to be louder, which I obliged because I was under his spell.

“Yes, daddy. Yes, I need it. I need you so much.” I said, swelling with emotion and becoming clingy. It was by far the best sex of my life, and it was as freeing as it was exhilarating, like truly discovering sex for the first time.

“Baby, I’m so close.” he said, holding my waist with both hands and watching himself impale me. I started rubbing my clit, already with tingling nerves as an unmistakable pressure welled up inside me.

“Yes, daddy. Cum for me. I want you to cum for me.” I said, my voice trailing off as he went into jackhammer mode. There was only pleasure, and my vision was overtaken with stars as the world faded into nothing. We came simultaneously, and he pounded his way straight through without pulling out. I was far too gone to even realize it, other than the novel sensation of a hard cock pumping sticky cum deep into my body.

It was euphoric, and we cuddled up on top of the sweaty sheets, kissing like old lovers. I couldn’t help feeling attached to him, like I’d found the person I was looking for.

“You’re incredible, Kynzie. You don’t deserve a guy like him. You’re too good.” he whispered, gently squeezing my nipple between his thumb and forefinger while I caught my breath with my head laid on his muscular chest. His abs tightened with every breath, the attraction I felt for him was unreal.

“I know.” I said, glancing down at his cum soaked manhood and biting my lip. It was like he fucked me out of the stupid fog I was stuck in, and gave me a whole new perspective as far as what I should be tolerating, and what was out there waiting for me.

“I’m serious. I’m not just talking about leaving him, I’m saying that I want you.” he said. His words were like music to my ears, because I was trying my best not to come on too strong. I’d never engaged in one night stand type behavior before, and I was trying to figure out the proper etiquette when all I wanted was to tell him that I was already in love with him. Obviously not, but the sex was a powerful drug, and it left me completely unable to differentiate between post-coital bliss and an actual pair bond. It was that good. Mind blowing, really.

“I want you too.” I said, making a mental note to thank Morgan for her impeccable taste in men. Her boyfriend Henry was hilarious, and nothing but a gentleman. Our double date had really been eye opening in regards to how much fun I could have with someone, and the level of eligible men I was interacting with.

Theo and I talked late into the night, and of course engaged in a few more scintillating sessions of addicting sex. He spent the night, and I didn’t think about Ryan a single time. I won’t say that he was dead to me, but I no longer considered him my boyfriend in any way. I knew what I had to do, but I was enjoying myself so thoroughly with Theo that I decided to put it off until he left in the morning.

Chapter 6 - Ryan

Theo ended up staying at our apartment for the next three days, and seeing them together made me realize that it was over. They treated me like the invisible man, hooking up on the couch while I was right there, and fucking with the door open while I tried tuning it out.

The only good thing about it was that I didn’t need to watch porn, and the more they made love, the more my penis returned to normal. It hurt everytime they did it, but I also accepted a little more each time. Honestly, their chemistry was crazy, like I should have been paying them for the shows they put on for me.

Kynzie was a gorgeous and beautiful being, and seeing her in that unhinged state made me realize what I’d been missing. I let my own stupid jealousy and insecurity get in the way of having a great time with a wonderful person. Sure, it was true that she could get a better looking, more successful guy than me, but she also chose me for the longest time. I could have used my time to better myself, instead, I sulked around, bitching and cursing the fact that I didn’t have a better sex life in lieu of actually doing something about it.

It was a maddening realization, because it was too late. In the meantime, I had to jerk off while listening to her ride his fuckstick into oblivion, and hear all of the kinky sex and dirty talk she’d been capable of the entire time with me, if only I’d taken charge or given her a reason to be into me. I listened to a podcast that night with a sex therapist, and it really stuck with me when she said that you had to earn great sex.

Theo finally left the apartment, and Kynzie slept for the next ten hours while I filled out online applications. I also wrote her a letter, explaining that I completely understood why this had all happened, and finally put my pride aside and took full responsibility for what I’d done. I lied, cheated, and would have endangered her if my dick wasn’t broken. Somehow, the whole thing ended up on a positive note for me, at least in the sense that it was a powerful learning experience. I wished her and Theo the best, said I’d be rooting for her success, and signed it with love.

That was it, my cuckold gone wrong experience. I was out, off to learn the harsh lessons of life without a supportive partner. I knew it would be difficult, but I had to become a better version of myself. There wasn’t another option.

Chapter 7 - Kynzie

I rolled my eyes when I saw his note, and was glad to be rid of him. At the time, Theo and I were in our honeymoon stage and the sex was so constant that I didn’t have time to process much else. He made sure that I was his, laying claim to me multiple times a night as we became closer and closer.

Morgan and I started hanging out more, and let the boys do their thing while we did ours. They were both very into Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu, and working out in general, and it was so refreshing being with someone who had a life of their own, with friends and positive outlets for himself.

After about a month of being with Theo, I read back over Ryan’s letter when I stumbled across it. It made me think. I was in such a better place, money was good, and I was enjoying everything about my new life. Still, I couldn’t help feeling bad for him. A part of the reason I was so mad in the first place was that he didn’t even seem to feel bad for what he did, more like he felt bad for getting caught. It seemed pathetic, but I knew that he wasn’t in a good place.

Theo and I discussed it, and I reached out to Ryan to see how he was doing. Honestly, I was expecting the worst, to find him addicted to drugs and living under a bridge or something. He was cheerful, said he missed me, and told me that he was working as a manager slash delivery driver at a pizza joint and saving up.

It made tears come to my eyes, because that’s all I ever wanted for him. I just wanted him to try to be the best version of himself that he could be. Just to try in general, at all.

Anyway, we met for drinks, and while he still wasn’t over me, he was in a better place mentally. It was the feeling of closure that I wanted, as well as a sense of relief. I didn’t want him to go down the drain, as it seemed like that’s where he was headed at times. He casually mentioned that he started training jiu-jitsu at a local gym.

“Really? That’s awesome. Theo and Henry both do BJJ.” I said, lighting up and then realizing by the look on his face that it was still a sore subject.

“I really like it. Where do they train?” he asked, taking a big gulp of his beer.

“They train at Thomas.” I said, which was the name of their instructor’s school.

“Nice, I was thinking about going there. I’ve only trained a handful of times so far, and I’m trying out all the gyms to see which one is a good fit.” he said. I wanted to tell him to go train with Theo, but I didn’t think it was appropriate.

“It’s a good school. You would like it.” I said.

“Would you mind if I reached out to Theo? I mean, I understand if you don’t want me to, but I really have no hard feelings towards him.” he said.

“Oh, um, yeah. Let me ask him first, if you don’t mind. I’ll hit you up if he’s interested.” I said.

Ryan ended up training there full time, and got along well with Theo and Henry. They were more advanced than he was, so they didn’t always train together, but it made me happy seeing that he had matured and was focused on getting his life back together.

I’m as happy as I’ve ever been, as Theo and I fit together like puzzle pieces. It’s so easy, and he’s the man I want to spend the rest of my life with. It’s sort of an odd and unconventional story, of how we met, but it’s our story and I wouldn’t change it for the world.


Free Use Haven - Hotwife Reverse Harem

Chapter 1 - Gilbert 

Valentina had a way of getting whatever she wanted, and no amount of pleading on my end made any difference. We were in dire financial straits like most of the country, and we’d just gotten our thirty day notice to vacate the premises of our apartment. 

Things had gotten way out of control with inflation, the stock market crashed, and artificial intelligence had laid claim to most of the jobs. I worked in tech until my job was replaced, and my skillset was considered obsolete. Valentina wasn’t any better off, as she’d been the head bartender at a popular local sports bar until people couldn’t afford to come in anymore. 

“Please, baby. Can we just wait out this month at least? I might still be able to find work.” I said, trying to change her mind. 

“Would you stop with the false hope bullcrap? We both know things aren’t getting any better. I’m going, you can stay here and figure it out alone, or you can come with me.” she said, raising her voice. Her stress levels had been through the roof, and I was beginning to feel like every little thing I did annoyed the piss out of her. 

“Valentina, this isn’t fair.” 

“It’s my only option, and I’m taking it. Maybe if you could have done a better job of providing, then I wouldn’t have to-” 

“Don’t say that, you know this isn’t my fault.” I said, feeling my face turn red when she questioned my ability to provide for us. Before the crash and chaos, I was making a steady six figure income and she was perfectly content with it. 

“Whatever, you should have saved more and you know that. Are you coming or not?” she asked. I sighed, rubbing my eyelids with the palms of my hands. We’d been arguing over it for weeks, and the sick feeling in my stomach had only continued to grow. 

“I can’t. It’s not right.” I said. 

“It’s just the way things are now. Don’t be insecure, we have to adapt and overcome.” she said. Valentina had served four years in the military, and was packing up her rucksack as I tried talking her out of it. 

“That’s easy for you to say. We’re supposed to be monogamous, Valentina. I can’t support this in good conscience.” I said. Valentina stopped what she was doing, closed her eyes, and got a hold of herself. 

“I understand, Gilbert. You don’t have to come, but I have to leave.” she said, blocking me out and returning to the task of packing her clothes. 

“Dammit, Valentina!” I said, slamming my hand down on the mattress and storming out of the bedroom. There was a little bit of Vodka left, our last bottle, and I threw it back in one big swig. 

She was dead set on moving in with her ex-boyfriend, her ex-fuck buddy, and some other random guy I didn’t know. The whole thing made me uneasy, especially considering they cashed in big on their professional gaming careers and bought a little house in an official free use zone. 

When we first got together, she talked about what losers they were, but she still stayed in touch with them. They were all living in a basement, “chasing their dreams” of being gamers, whatever that meant. Somehow, when everything went to shit, their careers took off. I went to college for four years, busting my ass to get a reliable career. It pissed me off that some free loader losers like them had surpassed me on the social ladder. 

I’d fought against the idea from the very start, but had to entertain it once things hit rock bottom for us. Valentina was the most gorgeous woman I’d ever been with, and I knew that if she left me, I’d never find love again. I couldn’t lose her, no matter what. 

Free use laws had passed nationwide, but were only active in small little zones. Of course, they purchased a house in one said zone because they thought it would lead to them getting laid. 

In an attempt to increase the pregnancy rates in the United States, homeowners were given the right of sexual dominion over adults residing in their home. At first, Valentina brushed it off and said that it wouldn’t happen, eventually acquiescing to the fact that it would happen, saying that it’s just the way it was and that I needed to get used to it. 

I tried putting the shoe on the other foot so she could understand why I was so against it, but when I posed the scenario as me being the sole male in a house full of women, she outright laughed at the idea that any of them would want to have sex with me. 

There wasn't enough booze to give me anything other than the lightest buzz, and I waited in the living room until she finished packing her things.  Valentina looked amazing, kind of like a Lara Croft knockoff with her short khaki shorts, form fitted tank, and leather gun holsters. I didn’t say anything, but I felt the ickiest of icky feelings well up in my chest and stomach. 

“I guess this is goodbye, Gilby.” she said, lowering her head and grinning. 

“Please don’t.” I sighed, fighting back the tears. 

“I have to. This is my best shot at survival.” 

“I know. Mine too, I just can’t. It’s too fucked up.” I said. 

“Don’t cry, Gilbert. It’s so unattractive.” she said, turning away as I wiped my eyes. I got the feeling she was using the house as an excuse to leave me, but I couldn’t take it when the threat of her leaving became so real. She hoisted her rucksack up onto her back, yanked the straps, and headed for the front door. 

“Babe, wait!” I said, springing to my feet. “I’ll go. I’ll come with you. I’m sorry, just give me five minutes to gather my things.” 

“Fine.” she said, rolling her eyes and dropping her ruck on the floor while I scurried into the room in a frenzy. If she left, I’d be all alone and completely helpless. There were looters everywhere, and Valentina was the one with the guns, ammo, and military training. 

Her ex-boyfriend Ben was meeting us at a pick up spot that was about four miles from our apartment. I packed what I could into my backpack, and took one last look at the place I’d called home for the last two years, and said goodbye. 

Valentina walked fast and in front of me, while I lagged behind trying my best to keep up. It felt like she was trying to leave me behind at times, but I did what I had to do to keep her in sight. We didn’t speak the entire way, and I kept quiet because I was used to her being mad and annoyed with me. 

A rusty old red pickup truck’s lights turned on once we made it to the empty back alley pickup point. Valentina waved him down, grabbed her back, and ran towards the truck. I stumbled behind her, praying to God her plan wasn’t to leave me there all alone. 

I’ve never felt like such a third wheel in my life. Ben hopped out of the truck and gave Valentina a big hug. He was way taller than I pictured, and more muscular, lifting her off the ground with ease while I stood waiting for an introduction. They were happy to see each other, chummy even. 

“This him?” Ben asked, letting his hand graze her ass as he looked in my direction. I smiled, and raised my hand for a hello. 

“Hi. I’m Gilbert.” I said. For some reason, that made him laugh and he refused my handshake. 

“In the back, Gilbert. Hang on, it gets a little bumpy when I’m driving.” he said, smirking and making eyes at Valentina. Ben grabbed her bag and tossed it in the back, and the two of them got into the cab while I took my place in the bed. It made me uncomfortable because I didn’t know what they were saying, but I didn’t mind being alone. 

Ben drove like an animal, almost like he was trying to make the ride unbearable for me. I ended up laying down flat, and pushing on one end of the bed with my feet to hold me in place while he floored it over speed bumps and aimed straight for potholes. It was grueling and I held on for dear life, to the point that I had an adrenaline rush and was actually happy to arrive when we pulled into their little compound. 

Property values had skyrocketed beyond attainability, and even the successful trio of gamers was only able to purchase a small, two bedroom house with almost no yard whatsoever. Everything was paved over with concrete, and they probably had about half an acre surrounded by a big chain link fence with constantine wire all over it. 

“Welcome to the Free Use Haven!” Ben said, stepping out of his truck and opening his arms. I smiled anxiously, grabbing Valentina’s bag to show that I was strong enough to carry it too. 

“It’s beautiful.” she said, her eyes lighting up like it was some kind of mansion. I was confused, I mean, it was a place to stay but it honestly wasn’t impressive. “And you own this?” 

“That’s right, beautiful. I told you I’d make it someday.” 

“I always believed in you. This is amazing.” she said, following him to the front door. The other guys greeted them, and it was like they forgot that I was there too because they went inside and closed the door. 

Knock, knock! I waited for several hours, knocking every ten minutes or so and pleading for them to open the door and let me in. I tried peeking in the windows without luck. Loud music came on from inside the house, and I walked around to try the other door, only to find it locked as well. 

“Well God dang, this is some effing beeswax.” I said, doing jumping jacks to let the steam off of my anger. She could be a real bitch, and I knew she was punishing me for crying, or for not keeping up, or whatever my most recent offense happened to be. 

After finishing a set of one hundred, I placed my ear up to the door and knocked again to no avail. I pounded on the door, banging my hand hard against the glass in an attempt to get their attention. 

“Fucking assholes.” I said, finally giving up and resting my ear against the door. The music was still playing, but I faintly heard other sounds in the background, familiar sounds that made me turn white. 

It was Valentina, and she was whaling like she was having sex. I told myself it wasn’t possible, that there was no way she’d cheat on me so quickly. They wouldn’t enact free use right away, it didn’t make sense. I was hearing things. 

And then the door opened, and one of the guys stepped out wearing only a towel and an angry face. 

“Don’t fucking bang on the glass like that, dipshit.” he said, focusing his eyes on mine. 

“Oh, sorry. You guys forgot about me.” I said, grabbing my bag and trying to rush past him. There was no way I was getting left out again, but he stopped me in my tracks. 

“We didn’t forget about you, cuck. We just didn’t want you to see what we were doing to see your sweet little slut of a girlfriend.” he said. He towered over me and I didn’t want any trouble, so I nodded my head and tried to reason with him. 

“Come on, man. Just let me inside, I’ll stay out of the way. I just need a place to lay my head.” I said, which made him smile and pat me on the back. 

“Alright, buddy. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” he said. There was a cockiness about him I didn’t like, about all of them from what I could tell from our brief meeting. There was a song by Two Live Crew playing in the background, something about face down and ass up. I found it obnoxious. 

Their house was smaller than it appeared from outside, and as soon as I turned the corner from the entryway into the living room, there was Valentina, butt naked on all fours, with Ben behind her while she choked on a throatful of her ex-fuck buddy Dom’s enormous cock. I froze in place, watching as Ben pumped hard from behind. A large hand appeared on my shoulder. 

“She likes it.” he said, nodding his head and watching the action unfold. They were completely unaware of our presence, and even over the music, I could hear Valentina’s guttural squeals. 

The guy who let me in pulled out his phone, and started messing around. I felt butterflies in my stomach, realizing it was nausea right as he paused the music. Everyone stopped except for Ben, and Valentina’s cum covered face whipped around with wide eyes. 

“Who the fuck let him in?” she asked, screeching as Ben finally stopped. They were on the darn carpet for goodness sake, and all I could think about was how badly their knees would be burned. 

“My bad. I thought it would be funny.” the guy said, suddenly munching on a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. My stomach growled, and I thought about snatching it. 

“You’re a real asshole, Mitch.” Dom said, his chiseled abs naturally tightening when he laughed. He was covered in tattoos, and looked like a total delinquent to me. Valentina scoffed and took hold of his cock, plunging it into her mouth in a way she’d never done to me before. 

Gluck, gluck, gluck! 

“There’s a cuck chair right there, you can watch us finish if you want.” Ben said, giving my girlfriend a firm slap on the ass. Maybe I was in shock, but I went straight to the chair and sat down. 

Mitch finished his sandwich, and then dropped his towel, revealing another banana cock that put mine to shame. I felt inadequate and betrayed, but I was hard as a rock seeing that side of her. 

“Harder, daddy. Fuck me.” she said, with Ben pulling her hair and fucking her like an angry pornstar. Mitch dragged the coffee table out of the way, and they took turns fucking her, switching out whenever they were about to cum. 

“Good girl, suck that cock.” Dom said, standing over her while she rode Mitch eagerly. Ben stood on the other side, slapping his veiny length across the palm of his hand, waiting for his turn with her mouth. 

“Here you go, I’m gonna take that hole later tonight.” Mitch said, pushing his middle finger inside of her anus. To my surprise, she moaned and pushed back against it, defying everything she’d ever told me about her personal feelings regarding anal sex. 

I’m ashamed to admit that it was too arousing for me to withstand, and that I broke under pressure. I fought it for as long as I could, but she looked so gorgeous and in her element. It felt like I was going to cum in my pants anyway, so I pulled it out and spit on it. 

Maybe it was a form of escapism, but seeing her with them was such a turn on that it short circuited my brain. I stared at her bouncing tits, admiring her colorful full sleeve tattoos as another man’s cock impaled her, his heavy balls bouncing as he thrust hard from the bottom. 

They transitioned between positions seamlessly, like they’d already rehearsed them before. I envied their stamina, struggling myself not to cum and having to take breaks to ensure I didn’t get off early. I hated acknowledging it, but I’d never felt arousal at that extreme of a level, it left my penis pulsing and my balls aching. It was a deep pressure, and each stroke brought me right to the edge. 

“Look at him stroking his little dick.” Ben said, pointing and making me the sudden center of attention. It was the worst timing imaginable, and I stopped mid-stroke but it was too late. 

“Ughnnn!” The pleasure overtook me like a tidal wave, pulling my eyes back towards my skull as I erupted so violently that I was convulsing and seeing stars. Their laughter was a faint backdrop, but it quickly faded and returned to rhythmic slapping and Valentina’s unfaithful moans. 

There was cum all over my hand and shorts, and I wished that I’d simply stayed outside. The shame was overpowering, and I snuck off to the bathroom and locked myself inside while they continued. Turning on the fan and water wasn’t enough to drone them out, and I could hear her begging them to cover her face in cum, planting vivid imagery in my mind that I couldn’t shake. 

It made me hard again, and I stroked alone in the bathroom, sitting on the toilet and trying to get my dry mouth to produce enough spit to make it happen. Luckily, my stratospheric levels of horniness made it easy, and I released again only to find more shame. 

I knew it wasn’t healthy, and could hardly look myself in the mirror as I washed my hands for the second time in ten minutes. The sex in the background had stopped, and they were chatting it up and laughing like it was no big deal while I questioned my entire life. As horrible as it was, I still felt grateful to have Valentina in my life. 

Chapter 2 - Valentina 


I’d been facing so much stress that getting fucked senseless by three, hung, masculine bulls was exactly what I needed. It felt like I’d been single for months, watching my effeminate boyfriend’s failure to adapt in any way to the changing environment. I should have dated someone else in the military, but it was what it was. 

Gilbert simply had no backbone and I couldn’t respect him. He wasn’t a man of action, and the dead bedroom stemmed mostly from his outright lack of stamina, and don’t get me started on size. 

Anyway, I couldn’t leave him behind because it would have been cruel. He’d have been dead inside of a week, but I also wasn’t attracted to him and felt no romantic connection. He kind of repulsed me in that way, but I still saw him as a kind man, and a good partner. If nothing else, Gilby tried as hard as he could, even if he simply didn’t get it. 

That said, it was a free use zone and he was going to have to get used to it. I had a lot of repressed sexual energy, and I was ready to start a new life with Ben, Dom, and Mitch. It seemed like a great scenario for me, considering the stability of them owning the house and the limitless sexual options. 

Once Gilbert stopped sobbing in the bathroom, which we all heard because the vents went straight to the living room, he came out and tried playing it cool. The house was too small to have a conversation inside without being overheard, so I took him outside and handed him a cigarette. He didn’t smoke, but he did as he was told for the most part and lit it right up. 

“I’m sorry it had to happen that way. I didn’t want you to have to see it.” I said, lighting one for myself and staring off into the distance. It was a conversation I should have had with him a long time earlier, but I felt a duty not to leave him behind and I knew it would crush him emotionally if I broke up with him. He was much less secure in his identity than I was, yet another crack in his armor that gave me the ick. I hated being the more masculine person in a relationship. 

“It’s okay, baby. I understand. It’s free use.” he said. 

“Still, I didn’t take your feelings into consideration, I just steamrolled you and did what I wanted.” I said. 

“Yeah. That’s just how you are. I’m just glad you’re still my girl.” he said, placing his hand on my shoulder and smiling dumbly. 

“Look, Gilbert.” I said, removing his hand and stepping back two steps. “The only way I can be with you is if you’re a cuckold. No more sex, not with me at least, and you have to help out around the house and do what they tell you.” 

“Alright, yeah. I can do that.” 

“No more crying, or feeling sad. You have to man up and take action, become the loyal cuckold that I know you can be for me.” I said. Gilbert nodded, and a smile formed across his face. 

“I can do that,” he said. 

“Thank you.” I said, flicking the other half of my cigarette. Gilbert stepped forward like we were going to kiss, and I placed my hand on his chest to stop him. “Remember? No more affection. That’s for the bulls, not for you. You’re a cuckold now, don’t you want to be the best at it?” 

“You’re right. I can still jerk off to you, right?” 

“Of course.” I said. I hoped that he could make himself useful, because even though I convinced the guys to let him stay there, it wasn’t in writing and I could tell they already thought he was a dork. 

Gilbert accepted his position as a cuckold, and the strict terms of our agreement was like being set free. I no longer had to worry about him, or what he thought or felt, I could immerse myself into the masculine energy of my new gamer bulls and finally relax for once. 

The stress had been evident for almost a year, the whole country was feeling it, but I was in such a survival mode the entire time that I really didn’t feel the weight of it until it was lifted. Their house was a haven, somewhere safe where I could exist for years, even if the rest of the world collapsed into rubble around me. 

Unfortunately for Gilbert, especially considering the close quarters of our living situation, the way I relieved that stress was purely sexual, and I experienced something of an awakening in that department over the next several days. It must have been like a crash course in cuckold exposure, because we were like animals, fucking on the floor, bathroom, bedrooms, anywhere and everywhere was fair game. 

 Perhaps the worst part, at least for Gilby, was that I got off on being watched by him. It turned me on showing him what he’d been missing, if only he’d have been what I wanted instead of the weak beta cuck he ultimately proved himself to be. 

It was like the sound of a siren to him, and he couldn’t resist watching the guys take turns having their way with me. I made sure that he was around whenever I chose to seduce one of them, ensuring that he had to watch and therefore amplifying the intensity of my own orgasms. 


I knew I had problems with anger, vengeance, and sadism, but with the world in the toilet, it didn’t seem like the appropriate time to work on them. 

Chapter 3 - Gilbert 

It kind of shocked me how easily I was able to blossom in my new position. The guys were dismissive of me, but seemed to leave me alone so long as I cleaned up after them and kept myself busy with chores like laundry and making food. To me, it was a place to live and stay safe while still having Valentina as my girlfriend. 

Sure, they may have gotten to fuck her brains out whenever they wanted, but none of them got to claim the title of boyfriend, which was an honor bestowed only to me. The first time I walked in on them together felt like a knife in the heart, but after the most mind blowing orgasm of my life, I came around. 

All three of them were much more aggressive than me in the bedroom, a fact I became all too aware of during our second night at the haven. I was in the kitchen, cleaning up the mess I made while cooking and listening to Valentina’s headphones. I guess the food wasn’t enough, they wanted dessert and she was it. 

“Woah. You scared me.” I said, jerking with fright when Ben opened the refrigerator door. 

“Just clean, cuck.” he said, pulling out the can of whipped cream I planned on using for the following night’s pumpkin pie surprise. 

“Uhm, yes sir. Can you be frugal with that?” I asked. Ben’s bewildered look served as my response, and I looked down at the ground in front of me to let him know I was done with the questions. 

“So weird.” he muttered, walking out of the kitchen. My eyes followed him as he walked to the living room, and I realized what the whipped cream was for. The guys assisted in removing her clothes, and then whipped out their dicks for whipped cream. 

“Fudgesicles.” I said, gulping as she dropped to her knees in front of them. Valentina had always been allergic to giving blowjobs, stating that it made her jaw hurt and that she was never in the mood to degrade herself. I guess that was more of a temporary thing, because she seemed delighted for them to use her throat like a fleshlight. 

I dropped the sponge I was holding, reaching for my dick over my shorts and letting it turn hard in my hand while Ben slapped Valentina’s face with his hardness. 

“Good little slut, slurp up that cream.” he said, inserting his thumb into her mouth while she looked up at him with her stunning blue eyes. I crept closer, tugging at my waistband and searching for the nearest chair. I’d never really considered cuckolding before, but was sure glad she was into it. 

“Good girl.” Mitch said, pulling her hair up into a makeshift ponytail and using it as a handle to make her take Ben’s cock deeper. Dom started stroking, using the white cream as lube. 

“Excuse me? Do you think I could use some of that?” I asked. It was the first time I spoke up during their escapades, and their collective look of disgust made me feel like it wasn’t a good idea. 

“You know what? Sure, come here cuck.” Ben said, pointing to the ground in front of him. I kind of hopped over there since my pants were around my ankles, and reached for the can only for him to pull it away. 

“I just want to use it for lube.” I said, trying to clarify my intentions. 

“I know. Get down on your knees and earn it.” he said. 

“What do you mean?” 

“He means to suck it off his cock if you want it.” Valentina said, her voice stern as she pulled down on my shirt, putting me on my knees in front of him. Ben’s penis was easily twice the size of mine, with a big puffy head and a long, squiggly vein running along his shaft. 

“Seriously?” I asked. It was the first time I’d been that close to another man’s erection, and it made me feel all tingly inside. 

“You don’t have to suck his cock, but it’d be really hot if you did. Plus, then you can use the whipped cream to jerk off with.” she said, her voice finally taking on a nurturing tone. I’d waited months to feel that validation, and I looked back at the big dick dangling in front of me, dripping with whipped cream. 

“Okay. I think I can.” I said. The pressure in my loins was excruciating, and it completely clouded my judgement. I wasn’t gay and didn’t harbor those types of thoughts, but he was so big and juicy. I’ve always been a sucker for whipped cream, and I slowly reached out to take hold of it. 

“Nope. Don’t use your hands, slut. Use your mouth.” he said, his voice booming. I looked over at Valentina, who was smiling and encouraging me to go through with it. 

“Show me what a good boy you are. Pretend it’s your cock, and do all the things you’d want me to do to it.” she whispered, letting her hand move down the front of my stomach. 

“You wouldn’t be so hard if you didn’t want to.” Ben said, taking himself by the base and wagging it in front of my face. 

“That’s a real man’s cock. He’s your landlord, he gives you a place to stay, and food to eat. Show him your appreciation and devotion.” she said. It was like being hypnotized, and I stared cross eyed at his cock feeling exactly like the little bimbo whores I watched in the bathroom on my phone when Valentina wasn’t interested in sex. 

“Okay.” 

“Say yes sir.” Ben said, smiling condescendingly. I raised my eyes to meet him, and shamefully repeated the line. 

“Yes sir.” I said, letting my lips open. 

“Good girl.” he said, placing his hand on the back of my head. It was such a novel and disorienting experience. His girth made it difficult, but it sent a tingling sensation through my balls. I didn’t even have to touch myself, sucking his dick was somehow pleasurable. 

“Stick out your tongue. Good slut.” Valentina said, adding her hand to the equation. I swallowed around his thickness, drinking the sweet cream and feeling my mind go completely numb for him. The next thing I knew, I was surrounded, and I’d replaced Valentina as the cock sucking girl in the middle. 

“Mmm…” I moaned, stroking and gobbling like a mindless sex addict. 

“Look at how hard his little cock is.” Valentina chuckled, joining in with their culture of belittling me. “Do you like it?” 

“I do. I can’t help it, baby. I’m just so horny.” I said, confessing how I felt. It was too obvious to hide, and I spit my saliva and cream mixture onto Dom’s bulging balls and slurped it back up again. 

“Now we’ve got two extra holes to fuck.” Ben said, standing behind me and laying his cock across my forehead. Words can’t describe the pulsating arousal the experience gave me. Everything combined to be a cocktail far too stimulating for me to handle, the big cocks lubed with sweet cream, heavy balls that needed tending, the humiliation, the teasing, I was in my element, completely uninhibited and momentarily without shame. 

“Ughn!” I squeaked when it happened. I’d always had issues with getting overly excited, but I’d never spontaneously erupted until that moment, down on my knees with two dicks shoved simultaneously into my mouth. 

“Holy shit.” Ben said, stopping in awe at the sight of my cock twitching and spurting cum. 

“He had a sissy-gasm!” Valentina said, pointing as their attention turned to my plight. 

“Ugh! Ughn!” I moaned, my tone a higher pitch than usual. I took hold of myself, furiously grasping at every bit of physical pleasure as I emptied myself prematurely. 

It wasn’t over yet, and they mocked me relentlessly while they used mine and Valentina’s throats like sex toys. Ben and Dom finished across her face and tits, but Mitch held strong after they finished. 

“Make him bend over. I want to cum in his asshole.” he said. I was post orgasm and kind of in a ditzy state, Valentina relayed the message and I got into position. For some reason, I thought he was going to cum onto my ass, not inside of it. 

“Pull your butt apart, sissy.” Valentina said, sticking the tip of the whipped cream in my ass and letting it rip. 

“Ughn!” I squealed from the cold internal feeling of fluffy cream filling my anus, squealing louder when it was followed with Mitch’s bareback cock. “Oh golly.” 

“Good girl, take daddy’s cum.” he said, grabbing me by the throat and thrusting until he finished, triggering a button inside me that I didn’t know existed. It was so intense, so amazing that I pretty much blacked out. All I remember is my entire body feeling like it was made of heaven, and the sounds I made sounded like a woman as my cock twitched uncontrollably. Nothing had ever felt better than his pulsing flesh, and I nearly passed out when he slipped out of my whipped cream dripping asshole. 

Chapter 4 - Valentina 

I never considered that I was doing him a favor, but it made an almost cosmic level of sense once I saw the way he reacted to having a hard dick cumming inside him. He turned into a completely different person, and his submissive nature was on full display following the encounter. 

The guys still treated him like shit, but they also put him into their rotation where he happily complied with any demand they could come up with. It became a regular thing to see him bent over in front of any of the three guys, his face and neck flushed red as they made his little sissy cock cum over and over. 

It made me feel better for cucking him, but I wondered who really won the war. At the end of the day, I was taken care of and worshipped by all four of them, and I didn’t have to do anything around the house. My existence was bliss, and I felt like an actual queen for the first time in my life. 

For me, it was like a renaissance. I didn’t know there was a scenario that could lead to me being so satisfied sexually. Watching the guys go at it together did something terrible and naughty to me, and they were all so willing to do what I asked that I got to build my own little fantasy scenarios. 

Gilbert was the only bottom, so he ended up being dog piled on a lot in that regard. Otherwise, they had no problems making out with each other, jerking each other off for my entertainment, or sharing me however I saw fit. 

The economy ebbed and flowed, making slight, temporary improvements but never returning to its original state. I hated thinking about the millions of people affected, but I’d secured my own little free use haven and had every intention of taking full advantage of my personal fairy tale ending. 


Stolen By Her Boss

Chapter 1

Ella got home late from work again, and her boyfriend Wesley laid in bed waiting for her. It was becoming a pattern, and it started as soon as she got a new boss at work. 

“Hey, sorry. I got a little tied up at work.” she said, stepping out of her heels. 

“Again?” he asked, growing frustrated. It was the third day in a row she’d been late, and he was beginning to suspect something was going on. 

“Yeah, you know how it is.” she said, slipping into the bathroom without even giving him a kiss. Wesley shook his head, swallowing his concerns while she showered. 

That night, he tried cuddling, but as soon as she felt his erection pressed up against her butt, she pushed him away. 

“I’m sorry, baby. Not tonight.” she said, shutting him down as per usual. They’d been together for two years, and the spark was gone. He rolled over and went to sleep. 

Ella worked in sales, and left the house at eight every morning while Wesley slept in. She enjoyed her job, but her satisfaction had gone through the roof since Victoria took over as her manager. 

She was beautiful, tall, and elegant. Her A-type personality suited her well as a manager, and meshed perfectly with Ella. Victoria knew how to motivate her sales team, and offered incentives to ensure they were performing at full tilt. Ella was smitten right away, drawn to her directness. 

Victoria was recently divorced, and took notice of Ella right away, feeding her compliments and putting her under a spell of attraction. The feeling was mutual, and it wasn’t long before they were pushing the boundaries of an appropriate work relationship. 

Wesley sensed problems right away, but kept his mouth shut. He was more of a fly on the wall, and avoided conflict at all costs. Especially with Ella, because he feared he was on the brink of losing her. He could tell that she didn’t feel the same way about him as when they started dating, and he couldn’t blame her. In his eyes, she was out of his league, and it was only a matter of time before she realized it. 

He told himself that it was all in his head, and that she was just a hard worker with a lot of ambition. He kept picturing her being bent over and taken by her boss. It made him sick to his stomach, and dominated his thoughts. 

Ella didn’t talk about Victoria with Wesley because she thought it would be obvious that she had a crush on her. Victoria was hypnotizing, and the attraction grew stronger with each passing day. 

“Hey Victoria, you wanted to see me?” Ella asked, meeting at her office. 

“Yes, baby. You can come in.” she said, motioning for her to enter. “Close the door.” 

“Alright. I’m not in trouble, am I?” Ella asked, smiling sheepishly and taking a seat in front of Victoria’s big wooden desk. 

“Why do you ask? Are you in the mood to be punished?” Victoria asked, a sparkle appearing in her eyes. 

“You’re bad.” Ella chuckled, turning away slightly to hide the fact that she was blushing. Victoria had been making little innuendos at her for days, and the tension kept growing until it was so heavy that it occupied the space between them. 

“That’s right. And you’re my little good girl. My work wife.” she said, maintaining strict eye contact. 

“Yes ma am.” Ella said, feeling pressure between her legs. She hadn’t had sex in weeks, and Victoria’s cleavage was making it hard for her to concentrate. 

“You’re so pretty.” 

“Thank you.” 

“And so tiny. I’ve always had a thing for petite girls.” she said, chewing on her pen to relieve her flaring oral fixation. Ella dressed up everyday for work, specifically for Victoria. 

“Oh my gosh, would you stop?” Ella asked, fanning herself with her hand because her entire body was turning warm. 

“Only if that’s what you really want.” Victoria said, standing up from her chair. “But that isn’t what you want, is it sweetheart?” 

“No. It’s just…I have a boyfriend.” 

“And that’s the only thing keeping you from me?” she asked, walking around her desk and unbuttoning the top button of her blazer. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and loved flaunting herself around the office. She viewed her beauty and sensuality as powers, and had no problem using them to get what she wanted. 

“Honestly, yes.” 

“You should break up with him.” Victoria said, eliciting a smile as she undid the last button. 

“You’re so bad. I can’t do that.” Ella said, her eyes going wide as Victoria opened her blouse. 

“You don’t have to, baby. Let’s just make this our little secret.” she said, bending over at the waist and using her large breasts as bait. She could sense Ella’s arousal, and her submissive nature. 

“Okay.” Ella said, too turned on to think rationally. 

“Go ahead, baby. Suck on mommy’s tits.” Victoria whispered, using her favorite honorific. 

“Yes, mommy.” Ella said, hypnotized by her heaving breasts. She gave in without hesitation. It was the first time she’d done anything with a woman before, the first time she’d placed her mouth on a pair of breasts. “Mmm…” 

“Good girl.” Victoria said, cooing softly and pressing Ella’s face in her chest. Ella surprised herself with her eager enthusiasm, mindlessly slurping and groping her gorgeous breasts. It was much easier for her to give herself to Victoria than it ever was with Wesley. 

“They’re so pretty, mommy.” she whimpered, squeezing and pinching her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. 

“Come here, let mommy worship you darling.” Victoria took Ella by the hand, helping her to her feet before pulling down her skirt, and bending her over the desk. 

“Oh my gosh.” Ella said, staring straight ahead as Victoria’s warm tongue invaded her mound. The pleasure was like nothing she’d ever experienced, driven by Victoria’s skillful touch and the taboo of her first time with a woman. 

“Such a sweet little pussy for mommy.” she said, holding her cheeks open and dipping her tongue inside. 

“Nnnn…” 

“Yes, cum for mommy. Cum for mommy like a good little girl.” she said. Ella was used to vanilla, missionary sex and little else. Victoria’s kinky, dirty talk sent her careening over a cliff and spiraling towards oblivion. 

“Mmm! Ughn! Oh, gosh. Mommy, yes!” she squealed, shaking uncontrollably under Victoria’s expert tongue. The pleasure moved through her body in waves of tingles, powered by Victoria’s fingers and tongue working in unison. 

“He doesn’t do it like this, does he?” she asked, spitting onto her asshole and spreading it around with her thumb. 

“Ughn! No. No, mommy. He doesn’t.” 

“Only mommy can make you cum like this.” she said, working her fingers faster. She knew the female anatomy well, and was quite confident she knew it better than whatever subpar guy her sweet little work wife had to go home to. 

“Oh, God. Yes. Don’t stop, mommy. Please don’t…stop…” Ella begged, struggling to process the intense emotions and physical pleasure. She’d never been touched like that, bent over in a public place and taken care of so thoroughly. 

It all felt so wrong to her, doing it at work, with her boss, cheating. Victoria took pleasure in giving pleasure, and lapped away until her new playtoy was squirting and cumming. Ella covered her mouth to prevent the sounds from escaping, her tight little ass pressed against her boss’s face as she was delivered to a powerful release. 

She sighed audibly, drooling onto the hardwood of the desktop and lying in her own shame. No matter if it was wrong, she couldn’t deny that it was exactly what she needed. 

“You’re mine now, baby. You’re mommy’s little good girl.” Victoria said, giving her a light slap on the ass after finishing her off. Ella’s head was spinning, and it wasn’t until after she’d already cum that she remembered she had a boyfriend. 

“Yes, mommy.” she said, pushing the thought out of her head as Victoria pulled her in for a kiss. She could taste the warmth on Victoria’s lips from having gone down on her, but it only turned her on more. 

“Such a good girl. I’m never going to let you go.” she whispered, towering over Ella in her heels and thinking of all the dirty, depraved things she had in store for her. 

That was the beginning of their affair, and neither possessed the self control to cut it off. Everyday consisted of more escalation, and Ella finally had an outlet for her sexual desires. Their chemistry was off the charts, a perfect match of dommy mommy and submissive little. 

Ella didn’t even know it’s what she wanted until it was given to her. The praise, the body worship, the stern dominance. It was eye opening and Earth shattering at the same time, and although she harbored guilt for cheating, she couldn’t deny herself of Victoria. 

Chapter 2 - Wesley 

By the time I brought it up, I’d let it fester for too long. I wasn’t even myself anymore, and my paranoia consumed me. There was no concrete proof, but she was always coming home late, going in early, and had completely lost her sex drive. 

 I remember shaking with anticipation, waiting for her to get home from work. It was Friday, and she texted me to say she was going out with some coworkers. There was no invitation extended in my direction, but since I didn’t have a car, it didn’t matter anyway. 

So I waited some more, and let my mind run wild with thoughts of what she might be doing, and with whom. I pictured successful, handsome guys buying her drinks and flirting with her. Ella was drop dead gorgeous, and any man would be lucky to have her. But she was mine. 

Eight o’clock rolled around, and my insecurities got the best of me. That and the forty ounce malt liquor I was steadily nursing. I texted her, and for some reason, I just laid it all out. I explained that I wasn’t feeling secure in our relationship, and that it felt like she was actively trying to avoid me. I asked her to please come home, because I wanted to talk to her. 

Ella told me she’d be home soon, but did nothing to qualm my fears. I waited another hour and a half, and she finally walked through the door. 

“Where were you?” I asked, half drunk and a bit disappointed to see that she was completely sober. 

“I went out with some coworkers, exactly like I said. What’s wrong?” she asked. 

“Can I just be honest with you?” I asked, feeling my eyes well up with tears. 

“Of course.” 

“I think you’re cheating on me. Please tell me you aren’t.” I said, stepping closer and looking for any sign that we weren’t over. Ella looked down, and shrugged. “Ella, please. No. Just tell me we’re fine, and that it’s all in my head.” 

“I can’t.” she said, stepping past me and walking towards the bedroom. 

“Babe, wait.” I said, following close behind. I reached out for her, grabbing her wrist only to have her snatch it away. 

“Don’t touch me. It’s too late.” 

“Too late? What did I do?” I asked. It was everything I’d feared, it was all true. Ella ignored my question, and began taking off her earrings and letting down her hair. “It’s your boss isn’t it?” 

“Yes.” she said, as a matter of fact. I felt my heart break. 

“Why?” 

“You know why, Wesley. We’ve been in a rut for months, it isn’t working.” she said. 

“But I can try. I can change.” 

“No you can’t. I waited, hoping you’d stop sulking, make some friends, get a job, anything, but you never took action.” she said. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Stop. Don’t apologize for me cheating.” 

“But I am. I’m sorry I couldn’t be what you wanted.” I said, tears rolling down my cheeks. I felt pathetic, but she was everything I had. 

“Look, Wesley. I don’t want to have this conversation right now. I’m tired, I just want to go to sleep.” she said. 

“Do you love him?” I asked, watching as she pulled her blouse over her head. Ella sighed, rolling her eyes as she unzipped the back of her skirt, allowing it to fall to the ground. 

“Do you mind sleeping on the couch?” she asked. There was no emotion in her eyes when she looked at me, like she’d already moved on a long time ago and I was nothing but a nuisance. 

“Seriously? You cheat on me and then treat me like this?” I asked, unable to refrain from admiring her beautiful body. It had been a while since I’d seen her in her underwear, and even after the betrayal, I wanted her. 

 “We’ll talk later, okay? I’m really sorry about all of this, I should have let you know when I started falling for her, but-” 

“Excuse me? Her?” I asked, jolted to attention. 

“Yes. My boss, Victoria.” she said. “Please go, I need to be alone. We’ll talk tomorrow, I promise.” 

“Okay.” I said, feeling cold and numb as I stepped towards the door, looking back at her one final time before she closed it behind me. The look on her face was pure pity, like she looked down at me but felt bad at the same time. It was devastating. 

My mind was completely blank when I plopped down on the couch, and my forty was staring back at me. I had so many questions, and zero answers except that my paralyzing fear that she was being fucked by some rich older man was a little off. It was a woman. 

Chapter 3

Ella snuck out early in the morning while Wesley was still in a stupor. She really didn’t want to talk to him, or deal with their predicament until she got back.

Wesley got on his bike and went for food when he finally woke up, and decided to peddle his way to Ella’s workplace to drop some off for her. He was still under the impression that he could win her back, and he had to see the woman who had taken her away from him.

“Here goes nothing.” he said, covered in sweat when he stepped inside.

“Can I help you?”

“Yeah, I was just bringing lunch to my girlfriend. Ella.” he said, feigning a smile. The secretary pointed him to her desk, and he went to deliver the food. The moment she saw him, Ella went white as a ghost.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, gritting her teeth and snatching the bag from his hands.

“I wanted to bring you lunch.” he said, his head swiveling as he looked around for the mystery woman.

“You’re such a loser. You’ve never done this once before.” she said.

“I had to ride my freaking bike. A little gratitude would be nice.” he said.

“You need to leave.” she said, eager to get him out of there. The last thing she wanted was her personal life and work life to get mixed up in the drama. Unfortunately, Victoria had already spotted him, and swooped in because she was always curious about Ella’s boyfriend.

“This must be Wesley.” she said, appearing from behind and startling him. As he turned around, he saw that she was several inches taller than him, and wearing heels. “I’m Victoria.”

“Oh, hi. Nice to meet you.” he said, completely caught off guard by her stunning beauty and piercing eye contact.

“You as well. She’s told me so much about you.”

“Good things, I hope.” he said, glancing over at Ella and laughing nervously. He hadn’t expected such a powerful, confident woman.

“Of course. I was just about to eat lunch myself, would you two like to come back to my office to share?” she asked, watching his body language crumble.

“Yeah, sure.” he said, the words leaving his mouth reflexively because he was such a people pleaser. He wanted to be mad at her, to hate the woman who stole his girlfriend, but instead, he was completely entranced.

“Follow me.” she said, leading them back to her office. Ella wasn’t sure what was happening, but it made her feel anxious. They stepped into the room, the same room they’d crossed the line in so many times before.

“Pretty nice office.” he said, looking around and having a seat in one of the chairs while Ella remained standing.

“Come here, baby girl. Sit in mommy’s lap.” Victoria said, waving her over. Wesley’s eyes went wide, as Ella didn’t say a word, but did exactly as she was told.

“What are you doing?” he asked, only to have his question ignored while her hands slid under Ella’s shirt, groping her chest and making her giggle.

“I didn’t bring my lunch. I guess I’ll just have to eat you.” Victoria whispered into her ear, gently nibbling on her neck and putting her under the spell.

“Ahem.” he cleared his throat, trying to get an acknowledgement but receiving none. He could only watch helplessly as Victoria removed Ella’s clothes, kissing her and making her laugh like they were in their own little world.

“Pretend he’s not even there. It’s just the two of us like always, baby.”

“Yes, mommy.” Ella said, quickly glancing over at him.

“What?” he asked, so silently that it wasn’t heard. They cleared the desk, and Ella laid down on her back and spread her legs. There were fireworks going off in his head, his dick was getting hard as he watched his girlfriend betray him. It was the ultimate cognitive dissonance, and he wasn’t sure whether to cry or start jerking off.

Chapter 4 - Wesley

It was a side of Ella I’d never seen before, emerging effortlessly at Victoria’s command. They laid atop her desk, kissing passionately and speaking about the situation as if I wasn’t even there.

Every ounce of anger, resentment, and jealousy was suppressed, overwhelmed by the impossible levels of arousal seeing them together brought out in me. I’d never even considered the possibility, as Ella never mentioned that she was attracted to women before.

I pitched a tent in my shorts, but was too scared to relieve myself. It felt almost like being in the presence of wild animals, like any movement might startle them and end the experience. If they remembered my presence, perhaps Victoria would kick me out of the room.

Instead, they stripped down to their bra and panties, rubbing against each other almost like they were purposely twisting the knife. It was obvious their chemistry far exceeded what Ella and I had, and I couldn’t even deny it to myself.

“Can I please suck on your tongue, mommy?” she asked, gazing into Victoria’s eyes.

“Of course, sweetheart. I love it when you ask nicely.” she said, offering her tongue. I squirmed in my seat, beads of sweat forming on my forehead as my penis throbbed with desire. I wanted to partake, but I knew I’d only get rejected.

Victoria’s hand moved between Ella’s legs, sliding into her panties to rub her clit. I hadn’t had sex in ages, and watching their passion made my mouth water to be a part of it.

“Look at him. He likes it.” Victoria said, turning her head in my direction. Ella giggled, and I couldn’t help smiling. “Do you like watching mommy with your girlfriend?”

“Yes.” I said.

“Speak up.”

“Yes.” I said,  my voice cracking as I tried to raise it so she could hear me. My face flushed red from being put on the spot, and they chuckled at my expense.

“Yes what?” she asked, giving Ella a look. I wanted her to stand up for me, to say that it was all a mistake and that she wanted to be with me instead. It was a desperate fantasy, completely detached from reality.

“I don’t know.” I said, my mouth suddenly dry as I struggled to think. My heart was pounding, and I wasn’t even sure why I was playing along. Victoria unclasped her bra, and a sly smile formed at the corner of her lips.

“Try ‘Yes Master’. Say it.” she said, sitting up so that her enormous breasts came into view.

“Yes master.” I said, letting my eyes drift down over her torso. It was beginning to make perfect sense why Ella chose her, as she was a sight to behold.

“Good. I like to hear that. You need to accept and embrace your new roles.” she said, climbing down from the desk and reaching into one of the drawers.

“My new roles?” I asked. Ella and I hadn’t spoken about it at all, so I had no idea what she was talking about.

“Yes, as Ella’s cuckold, and my submissive.” she said, pulling a pair of handcuffs from her desk. I gulped, and received another encouraging smile from Ella.

“Okay. I think I can get into this.” I said. Victoria’s tits were hypnotizing, and as long as she was topless, I was under her complete and total command.

“Pull down your shorts and underwear.” she said, approaching me and crouching down beside the chair.

“Oh. Uhm, okay.” I said, hesitating only slightly before she flicked my ear. “Ouch!”

“Slave follows orders, or slave leaves the room. Understand?” she asked, raising her voice. Her intensity went from zero to sixty in half a second, and I quickly pulled down my pants.

“Yes master.” I said. It felt humiliating, especially with it being in front of Ella. Victoria cuffed my right wrist, and then attached the other cuff to the chair.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Slave. Lots of men have small penises.” she whispered into my ear, her hot breath sending a chill down my spine. I wanted to protest, but I wanted more to see where things were headed. I couldn’t remember the last time my cock was that hard, and it was controlling my thinking process.

“Yes master.” I said. Ella had no expression when she looked at me, but her eyes lit up when Victoria returned to her.

“I’ll allow you to jerk off, but you’re no longer to touch my princess. Do you understand?” she asked.

“Yes master.” I said, taking hold of my penis and realizing how awkward it was going to be with my left hand. She went into her desk again, this time retrieving a harness with a large strapon attached to the front. My heart jumped, and I narrowed my gaze as she stepped into it.

“Do you want mommy’s cock?” she asked, her tone shifting when she spoke to Ella.

“Yes mommy.” she said, giddy with excitement when Victoria walked over to her, holding the rubber dick by the base and wagging it in front of her face.

“Then make it wet.” she said. I couldn’t believe the way Ella behaved with her, so enthusiastic and present.

“Yes mommy. Anything you say.” she said, opening her mouth to receive it while I began stroking.

“I know it’s much larger than what you’re used to receiving, and that he never satisfied you. Let me show you what a real cock feels like.” Victoria said, holding her by the hair and making her suck it deeper. I didn’t even know Ella could give blowjobs, because she’d always told me she hated them.

“That’s all I need. I just need to be filled, mommy.” 

The levels of betrayal kept stacking up, and I hated how turned on I was by all of it. I couldn’t muster the slightest bit of anger, I just wanted to see them together. I was intrigued by their power dynamic, and the way Victoria had full control of what now felt like my ex-girlfriend. Ella choked and gagged until viscous spit coated the dildo, and Victoria pulled her to the edge of the desk.

“Spread your legs, baby.”

“I really want your cock, mommy.” Ella said, saliva dripping down her chin as she stared wide eyed at Victoria’s artificial endowment, rubbing herself and begging to take it. She was like a completely different person than the one I’d been with. I had no idea she was so kinky, or sex crazed. I guess it was something I’d never brought out of her.

“You can have it, baby. Only because you’re such a good girl for mommy, and you do exactly as I say.” she said, slapping the black rubber dick down against Ella’s soft mound.

“Yes, mommy. Please.” Ella was fit to be tied, thrashing with desire while Victoria continued her tease.

“Is mommy bigger than your boyfriend?” Victoria asked, looking over at me with a sadistic smile.

“Much bigger.”

“Let me see. I want to compare them.” Victoria said, stepping away from Ella. “Show me.”

“Yes master.” I said, releasing my erection. She laughed, and I could hear Ella snickering behind her. I wondered if they talked about my size behind my back, as it was something I’d never really considered.

“Open your mouth. Submit to superior cock.” she said, standing over me and slapping it against her hand like it was a baton. I froze, and looked down at it. It had to be a nine inch toy, and I could hear my pulse in my head as I leaned in, parting my lips and wrapping them around it. “Good slave, just like that. Show us who you really are.”

“Yes master.” I said, tugging at my cuffs when I instinctively tried grabbing it with my right hand. It was humiliating, being watched while told to suck on the phallic object, but I found myself in a state of submission that I’d never experienced, and slave felt like a fitting moniker.

“You understand why Ella wants a big cock, right slave?” she asked, placing her hand on the back of my head. My mouth opened wider as she pushed it over my tongue, thrusting gently until I gagged.

“This is kinda hot.” Ella said, sitting up on the desk to watch the show. We made eye contact while I had a mouthful of dick, and I looked away.

“Yeah it is. We finally found something that he’s good for.” Victoria laughed, eliciting a chuckle from Ella. Something happened, and I became so turned on that it felt like I was going to cum without even touching my own penis. It was a pressure, a vibrating sensation that only grew the more she demeaned me.

“I love it, master.”

“Yes you do. My little dick sucker.” she said, pulling it away from my mouth and slapping it across my face. I stuck out my tongue, looking up at her like a submissive little cock slut. “I’m going to ruin you.”

“Yes master. I submit to your will.”

“Did you know he was so submissive?” Victoria asked, looking over at Ella, who was masturbating to my plight.

“Kind of. I mean, I knew he wasn’t dominant, but I didn’t realize he’d be so into this.” she said, her eyes wide. In the same way I was seeing a new side of her, she was seeing a side of me I didn’t even know existed.

“It feels obvious now, doesn’t it?” she asked, ramming her strapon down my throat while carrying on a casual conversation. It made me choke, and saliva dripped from my lips down to my chin.

“It is.”

“I think that’s why you two weren’t a good match, two submissives equals no action. You needed me.”

“Yes, mommy. Thank you so much.” she said, her voice trembling as she rubbed herself harder. I loved that I was a part of what was happening, and finally able to provide Ella with a sort of satisfaction.

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” I impaled myself on her cock, losing my inhibitions as I neared completion. My hand moved between my legs, but Victoria slapped it away.

“No, slave. Not right now. This is about my pleasure, not yours.” she said.

“Yes master.” I said, nodding in agreement. I only wanted to please them, to finally feel like I was adequate. That’s when it happened, spurred by the intensity of the moment, my cock simply erupted. I couldn’t hold back, it just started squirting, and it felt incredible.

“Look at that, it’s a little sissy orgasm. Sucking dick makes him cum.” Victoria said, watching in amazement as my sperm leaked down my shaft and onto my balls.

“Ughn, fuck. Oh my God.” I said, biting my lip as pleasure rang through me. It was such an intense orgasm that it made me feel euphoric. Victoria returned her attention to Elsa, leaving me sitting handcuffed to the chair and covered in my own mess.

There was a sudden clarity, and I watched helplessly as she pressed the large phallus inside of Ella. The way she reacted said it all, she was in ecstasy from the moment of penetration. I stared mindlessly at Victoria’s plump rear, jiggling as she pounded away.

“Oh, mommy. Don’t stop.” Ella begged, maintaining eye contact with Victoria while her tight little cunt somehow swallowed the toy. It was the single most erotic thing I’d ever been privy to, and I couldn’t look away. I knew it should have bothered me, that I shouldn’t be so turned on, but I couldn’t help myself.

“Yes. That’s my good girl, take it all, baby. Take mommy’s big cock.” she said, grunting and manhandling Ella in ways I never would have dared. She pulled her hair, made her suck on her fingers, and fucked her into oblivion.

Ella’s pleasure was immense, and I have no doubt she came several times while Victoria showed me how it was done. I forgot that we were at their place of work, as I became so immersed in what was unfolding that it was all encompassing. They kissed deeply, licking and sucking each other’s tongues until it was finally over. 

Without saying a word, Victoria got into the desk of her drawer, unlocked my handcuff, and began putting on her clothes. Ella laid naked on the desk, looking up at the ceiling while she caught her breath. I’d never seen her in such a state of satisfaction, and my jealousy returned.

“You’re dismissed, slave. I’ll let you know if your services are needed again.” Victoria said, her expression stern. I didn’t want to disobey her, so I pulled up my shorts and underwear without cleaning myself up and got the hell out of there.

“Have a good one.” she said, the woman at the front desk.

“You too.” I said, nodding my head. As soon as I stepped outside, it felt like it was all a dream. The experience was surreal, and as weird as I felt about it, I wanted more.

Chapter 5

Following her eventful workday, Ella decided to go home on time so that she could have the conversation she promised to Wesley. She’d been nervous, but after seeing him cum without even being touched, she knew there was nothing to worry about.

Their communication had been sorely lacking, but their shared experience with Victoria brought them back together in a way she hadn’t expected. Her attraction didn’t return, but she loved being comfortable with him again.

“I was kind of surprised you went along with it.” she said, sitting next to him on the couch in their living room.

“Yeah, I wasn’t sure about it at first, but it ended up being…you know.”

“Really hot?” she asked, laughing.

“Right. Victoria is something else, I couldn’t really say no to her.” he said.

“That’s exactly how I feel. I’m sorry by the way, I should have told you about what was happening.” she said.

“It’s fine. I get it now.” he said, flashing back to all of the feelings he experienced during their session.

“I should have been honest, but I’m really glad we got to share that moment.” she said.

“So, like, where does this leave us?” he asked. It was all so novel to him that he didn’t understand, and wasn’t sure at all where he stood with Ella.

“I mean, I’d really like to stay friends.” she said. His expression changed, and his shoulders slumped.

“Okay. So you’re breaking up with me?” he asked, looking up at her as sadness flooded his face. Ella felt empathy for him, but had to stand firm.

“I belong to Victoria now. I can’t help the way I feel, I’m really sorry.” she said.

“It’s alright. I figured, I just wanted clarity.” he said, visibly disappointed. From that day forward, he was truly a cuckold. Ella started spending the night at Victoria’s regularly, and on those nights, he slept in the bed. On nights she came home, he took the couch.

It was difficult at first, emotionally, for Wesley to get over it. He wasn’t the most social guy, and finding another girlfriend didn’t seem like a realistic possibility for him. Weeks passed, and he became increasingly dependent on pornography to handle his needs, going down a rabbit hole of femdom and finding that his submissiveness had few limits.

He fantasized almost exclusively about Ella and Victoria, thinking about them being together, and replaying their experience in his head. It bothered him to no end having his girlfriend stolen away, but he also revelled in it because he still thought of himself as her submissive, and he prayed that she’d reach out to him although he knew it wasn’t going to happen.

Ella flourished in her relationship with Victoria, discovering new kinks and letting mommy lead the way. It was exhilarating, and it felt like each time they made love was better than the last.

Wesley spiraled, relying on alcohol and porn to pass his time. He knew that it wasn’t healthy, living with his ex-girlfriend but he lacked the funds to move out. Finally, he got a real job and got out of the house. He had to ride his bike, but it was only a few miles from the apartment.

His mental health was at an all time low when he started the job, but interacting with coworkers and customers slowly brought him out of it. It took some time, but he was moving on and accepting that it was over. His focus became saving money for a car and a new apartment. He even met a new girl, and took her out on a date. It went pretty well, in his mind, and he hoped to take her out again. They went to a nice restaurant, and he was feeling good when she dropped him back off at his place.

“Maybe next time. I just don’t kiss on first dates.” she said, pulling away when he leaned in.

“I’m going to hold you to that.” he said, brushing it off because he’d had such a nice time with her, and because it was the first time he’d felt truly happy since he visited Ella at work.

Wesley’s head was in the clouds, and he was brainstorming ideas for his next date with Sarah as he entered the apartment. It was a Friday night, so he expected to have the place to himself, but as soon as he stepped inside, he saw a pair of black high heels on the floor that he knew didn’t belong to Elsa. Victoria flashed in his mind immediately, and his entire body flushed with heat when he heard laughter coming from the bedroom.

Chapter 6 - Wesley

I knew it was her right away, as she was much taller than Ella and wore a different sized shoe. My heart raced as I walked towards the bedroom. The door was ajar, and when I peeked inside, Ella was sucking on Victoria’s toes.

“You may enter.” she said, catching me right away and calling me out.

“Sorry, I just need to take a quick shower.” I said, trying to play it off. Ella stopped sucking momentarily, as I clearly caught her off guard.

“Don’t stop, baby. Mommy’s toes need a tongue bath.” Victoria said, fixing her gaze onto me. “Remove your clothes, slave, I could use your services.”

“Yes master.” I said, ditching my plan and doing exactly as she said. I’d already told myself that it wasn’t going to happen again, and that I wouldn’t go through with it even if it did. Faced with the actual temptation of another encounter with Victoria, I crumbled immediately to her will, and found myself laying at her feet alongside Ella.

“Very good. Show your obedience.” she said, forcing her toes deeper into my mouth. My dick turned hard while I swirled my tongue around her big toe, and all of my shame regarding submission was gone. I wanted to serve her.

“You have such pretty toes, mommy.” Ella said. I was still getting used to the way they interacted, and by how unhinged she was for Victoria. I couldn’t blame her, as I was just as powerless against her.

“Mmm hmm…Good little girl. Show me what a deranged little whore you are for mommy feet.” she said, giggling as we worshiped her feet. I hadn’t had intimate touch since the last time we were together, and the pressure was mind numbing. “Lay down, slave. On your back.”

“Yes master.” I said, making it so. Victoria had installed a set of restraints under the mattress, and I was immediately put in them, leaving me completely bound by the wrists and ankles. She pulled her dress over her head, wearing nothing underneath except for curves and bouncy breasts.

“Look at that tiny little dick. Do you want that?” Victoria asked. Ella smiled sheepishly, and shook her head.

“No, mommy. I don’t.”

“Neither do I, but we can still use him for pleasure. He has to be good for something.” Victoria said, lifting my cock with her thumb and forefinger before letting it flop down against my stomach. “Such a useless, inferior little pecker.”

“Yes master.” I said, throbbing with arousal. I’d never been tied up like that, and it made me feel extremely vulnerable. They started by rubbing their feet over my body and face, and I gave into my own desires. There was nothing to do except submit, and the tease was torturous.

Even though it was only her feet, it felt good to finally touch Ella again. All of my progress in getting over her was ruined from the moment her soft soles dragged over my face.

“Look at him, he’s like an animal. A base creature, easily controlled and dominated.” Victoria said, climbing on top of me. I thought she was going to ride me, but she climbed onto my face instead.

Her taste was to die for, and the way she smothered me made me think it might just happen. Victoria dropped her weight directly onto my head, grinding on my mouth like I was a sex toy. It was tantalizing, but it only made me harder and more in need. Without the use of my hands, there was nothing I could do to relieve myself.

She must have done a lot of teasing with Ella as well, because she seemed trained in exactly what to do to spike my arousal to the point of discomfort. She blew on my cock, a steady breeze that provided the tiniest bit of stimulation. She dragged her fingertips along the length, making me suffer as I fought for breath.

“Serve your master, slave. You exist solely to pleasure me.” she said.

“Mmm hmm…” I moaned, taking every word that left her mouth as truth. I was more prepared when it came to being turned on by what was happening, only to encounter a full on denial. Still, with enthusiasm and vigor, I continued performing for her approval.

“Now eat your master’s ass, and consider yourself lucky for it.” she said, crouching over me so I could finally breathe. Only momentarily, as I received a mouthful of ass seconds later. There was a fine line between torture and pleasure, and I was riding it. The longer it went on, the harder my pulsing cock became, until my mind had melted and I existed only for Victoria.

“Mmm…” I moaned, mindlessly consuming her flesh and lost in submissive lust. She pulled her butt apart, holding her asshole directly in front of my hungry lips and tongue.

“Do you think we should let him cum?” Victoria asked, playfully bantering with Ella.

“He’s so hard.”

“I bet he won’t last more than a couple tugs. A light breeze could make him cum.” she said, still riding my face and looking back over her shoulder at Ella.

“Do you want me to do it?” Ella asked.

“Yes.” I whimpered, writhing in agony. All I wanted was touch, and I would do anything for it.

“She wasn’t asking you.” Victoria said, dropping her weight down even harder. “Spit on it. I want you to stroke it as hard and as fast as you can, and as soon as he starts to cum, release it and don’t touch him again.”

“Yes, mommy.” Ella said, letting spit fall from her mouth onto my cock and taking hold of it. Her fingers felt so good wrapped around my shaft, and she followed her instructions to a tee.

“Oh, God. Gnnnhhh…”

“Look at that pathetic cock, cumming for no reason at all. Wasted pleasure.” Victoria’s sadism felt evident, but only endeared her to me. I wasn’t in my right mind, and cum spurted from the tip onto my stomach while I writhed in place, fighting my restraints to no avail. It was a different sensation, being taken to the edge with steady strokes and then being denied. It still felt good, and drained me of my vital energy.

“Thank you.” I said, a smile washing over my face. I felt home. Victoria climbed off of me, scooping up the sticky semen from my stomach onto her fingers. I knew her plan right away, and I didn’t fight it. It didn’t taste good, but the fact I got to suck it off of her fingers made it worth it. I could tell she got off on humiliating me, and I only craved her satisfaction.

“Little baby dick, cum eating cuckold. You’re pathetic.” she said, her tone soothing as she watched me slurp at her fingers. There was a lot of cum, and each new taste was as rough as the last. I was thankful for the pleasure she gave me, as it was the only thing I was going to get.

“Yes master. I’m nothing, and you’re everything.” I said. She drizzled the last of the jizz into my mouth, and then released my straps.

“We’re done here, slave. Your services are no longer needed.”

“Yes master. Can I shower?” I asked, hopping up from the bed.

“No. Do it after I leave in the morning, you’ve already disrupted our time together. Go.” she said.

“Yes master.” I said, accepting her coldness and going to the living room after closing the door behind me. I wasn’t sure how I felt, except that once again, I was left blown away and craving more of her. Of both of them.

Chapter 7

It would be their last time together, and he knew it. While he laid on the couch, washing down the taste of his own cum with a beer, he could hear them talking.

Victoria was going to move Ella in with her, which didn’t surprise him. Their lease was almost up, but he’d saved enough to be ready when the time came. He thought back over their relationship, about the lessons he’d learned, and the good times they shared.

His favorite part was the ending, as it taught him so much about his sexuality and what he truly desired. There’s no way he would have gained that experience without Ella, and he couldn’t look back on her infidelity with anything other than fond memories. They were the best sexual experiences of his life.

Ella was scarce after that night, moving her things to Victoria’s one box at a time until there was no sign she’d ever been there. Victoria gave her the stability she needed, and the rush of sexual excitement she desperately craved. They got along famously, and while Victoria enjoyed playing with Wesley, she never saw the need to contact him again.

Wesley went on a couple more dates with Sarah, and she finally let him kiss her. They’ve been together ever since, and her loving nature helped him to get his act together. Sarah is no dominatrix, but she has found a kinky enjoyment with occasionally acquiescing to his submissive fantasies.

It was a trying time, and one relationship was irreparably damaged, but in its place, two stronger bonds were formed, and there was plenty of naughty exploration to make it all worth it.


Gullible Girlfriend

Chapter 1 

It was the middle of the semester, and every male student’s eyes went wide as she entered the room. She was a new student, and the professor introduced her as Daisy Parsons, a tall, busty blonde with a big smile and enough pep for an entire cheerleading squad.

“Have a seat over there, next to Mister Lumpkin.” the professor said, pointing to the only open desk left in the classroom. There were a few chuckles at the mention of his name, as Billy Lumpkin was the black sheep of the class, a skinny, nerdy freshman with glasses and social anxiety.

“Over here?” she asked, skipping across the room, her heavy bosoms bouncing with each step. Daisy didn’t believe in bras, and wore a white tank top and cut off jean shorts with white thong sandals for her first day at university.

“That’s right.” he said, urging her to sit down so he could continue with the lecture. There was a hushed murmur in the room, as the guys bumped elbows and exchanged hungry looks. She was fresh meat, the hottest girl in the entire hall.

“Hi, I’m Daisy.” she said, scooting her desk directly next to his.

“I’m Billy.” he said, his voice monotone. She was too pretty for him to make eye contact with, and he felt nervous right away, which made him start sweating.

Gosh dangit, why me? Now I’m never gonna be able to focus, and once she finds out what a nerd I am, she’s going to ask to be moved. This is nothing but a bother. Billy had never had a romantic relationship, or even a platonic girlfriend, and pretty girls were a major trigger for his anxiety.

“I like your glasses. Can I try them on?” she asked. Billy removed them, using his t-shirt to wipe away the steam, and handed them over without a word. He didn’t like speaking during class, as he was a straight A student and did anything possible to avoid trouble. “Ooh, I feel like I’m tipsy.”

“I’m near sighted in one eye, and far sighted in the other.” he said, wishing he’d kept his mouth closed when he felt visceral embarrassment from his admission.

“That’s so neat. We should be study buddies.”

“What? Erm, okay. Sure.” he said. Immediately, his penis swelled with blood and his face turned beet red, but Daisy didn’t seem to notice.

“What is he talking about?” she asked, chewing violently on the end of her pen, and quickly growing bored.

“Quadratic equations.” he said, speaking in a whisper. Daisy stared back at him dimly, as she’d never heard the words before.

“Oh. You’re smart.” she said, biting her bottom lip. After trying to pay attention for several minutes, she realized there was no chance she’d pass the class without cheating. Even though it was a math class, all she heard was foreign language.

Billy’s classmates took turns glancing in her direction, and she could feel the attention and basked in it. By the end of the lesson, she had a little game of eye contact going with half the guys in the class, but her main concern was Billy Lumpkin. Whenever the professor asked for a solution to the hieroglyphics problems on the white board, Billy raised his hand and gave the correct answer.

Daisy placed her hand on Billy’s, lacing her fingers in his. This caused his internal temperature to skyrocket, and his boner quickly returned under the sensation of her soft, delicate hands.

“I know we just met, but you’re really cute.” she said, looking through his glasses and into his nervous eyes.

“Oh, thanks.” he said, looking down. His intimidation was apparent, and it made her feel empowered, like she was an apex predator and he was her prey.

“I’m serious, I think I really like you. You should let me get your number.” she said.

“Oh. Okay. Sure.” he said, reaching into his pocket for his phone, making sure to turn away so as to not draw attention to the tent he’d pitched in his khakis. Daisy snatched his cell without hesitation, typing in her information before handing her phone over to Billy. There were many jaws on the floor, even the professor himself paused with disbelief when he saw what was happening.

Class ended, and Daisy was practically mobbed as she made her way towards the exit. Everyone wanted to introduce themselves, and try their hand at getting her phone number too. Billy was thankful for the distraction, and flipped his raging erection up into his waistband and hightailed it.

“Holy cow. Golly. Did that really happen?” he asked, unable to trust that she wasn’t pranking him. He went through his contacts, counting the numbers to make sure it was the right amount of digits. As he walked to his next class, she sent him a text.

DAISY: I missed you after class. Since I’m new on campus, I was wondering if you could maybe show me around? I’m free tonight.

BILLY: I’d love to. There’s tons of stunning architecture, and I’m sure you’ll love the museum of natural history.

DAISY: I was thinking more like a dive bar, or your dorm.

BILLY: Okay, I could take you to some bars, and I’d be glad to give you the tour of my dorm. I hope you don’t mind Dragon Ball and Power Rangers, because that’s the decorative theme I went with.

DAISY: Lol you’re so funny.

He didn’t understand the joke, but looked forward to showing her his collection of figurines. Billy had butterflies in his stomach, as he’d never obtained the attention of a woman before, much less a gorgeous woman like Daisy.

Billy was a punctual, studious person, but he was a few minutes late for his second period class because he was so flustered. When he walked in, he went straight for his usual seat, his head so lost in daydreams that he didn’t notice her when he sat down. As he settled in, he read over the text messages again and smiled to himself. Life was good.

“Hey you.” she said, switching seats to be next to him. It was Daisy, and he felt his nerves fire right back up again.

“Hi Daisy.” he said, pressing the center of his glasses to put them back into place. She looked at him funny, and giggled.

“Your glasses are fogging up.” she said.

“Oh, yeah. It’s the humidity, going from outside to inside will do that.” he said, taking them off to wipe them clean with his shirt.

“So, we’re definitely study buddies now.” she said, taking up her hair. Billy watched in awe, and in his mind, she was moving in slow motion, the star of her own shampoo commercial. Daisy knew he was staring, and took her time, making sure that her breasts bounced as she faux-struggled to put her hair into a high ponytail.

The class was European history, and she continued her relentless flirtation, feeding him compliments, and finding excuses to keep touching him. Billy would have been in heaven if it weren’t for his inability to control his erection, and the tension grew and grew until he feared he’d either cum in his pants, or leave the class with blue balls.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked, which caused him to burst out laughing. The obnoxious sound of his cackle made her jump, but he couldn’t help it. Some of the other students looked over at them, reacting to the sound.

“Me? No, Daisy. I’ve never had a girlfriend.” he said, almost with a twinkle of pride. Daisy knew he was easy pickings, and felt confident she could ride him to at least a “C” in both classes.

“Awh, that’s so adorable. I’m single too.” she said.

“Hmm. Well, I’m sure that won’t last for long. You’re gonna get a lot of attention from the frat guys, and the athletes, and all those types of dudes.” he said. Despite being terrible with women, he was starting to loosen up a bit with her. She was easygoing, and was able to disarm anyone with her big blue eyes, soft voice, and agreeable disposition.

“You know what we should do?” she asked.

“What’s that?”

“We should try being boyfriend and girlfriend. It almost seems destined, don’t you think?” she asked. Billy stared blankly back at her, unsure of how to respond. His mouth went dry, and his brain couldn’t comprehend her words.

“Huh?”

“Why not? It’d be a fun experiment. You said you’ve never had a girlfriend, might as well practice on me. What do you say?” she asked.

“You’re serious? You wanna be my girlfriend?” he asked. A bead of sweat rolled down his forehead, and he could barely hear her over the sound of his heart beating in his ears.

“Yeah, I’d love to!” she said, leaning forward and kissing him on the cheek. And so began Billy Lumpkin’s first relationship. He was completely unaware of how to play it, but Daisy took the reins, and they had their first date after class.

Billy was a gentleman, bringing flowers, opening doors, and taking it slow. Daisy thought it was cute, innocent in a very pure way that she had every intention of corrupting. She tried being patient, getting to know him and waiting for him to make a move. After their first week of dating, she gave him his very first kiss, a tongue laden makeout that left him in a manic daze.

There was nothing that could have ruined his mood, as his life was suddenly complete. He didn’t understand how or why she picked him, but he was smitten and the happiest guy on campus. Daisy gave him her homework, making excuses and blowing him off whenever he tried to tutor her.

“Can you maybe just do this one assignment for me?” she asked, over and over again.

“But Daisy, that’s cheating.” he said, pleading for her to try and learn the material.

“And what’s wrong with that?” she asked, looking back at him with a sparkle in her eye. He didn’t want to risk his academic career for a simple homework assignment, but when Daisy reached into his pants and started jerking him off, he saw rainbow bursts of color and made a mess in his pants. He decided to do her homework from that moment forward.

Chapter 2 

 Billy’s classmates didn’t take particularly well to him hogging all of Daisy’s attention, and couldn’t figure out why in the hell she was with him in the first place. They were used to seeing him beneath them, but suddenly he was with the most desired girl in the class. 

When the professor assigned random partners for a project she was paired with a guy named Henry, and it immediately made Billy nervous. Henry was tall, handsome, and well liked amongst the other students. 

Billy was paired with a girl named Ana, and it became clear right away that he would be the one doing all of the work. He didn’t mind, as that’s how group projects typically went for him anyway, but the workload made it so he couldn’t keep an eye on Daisy. 

“I don’t mean this to be flirtatious or anything, but you’re absolutely gorgeous.” he said, in the opposite corner of the room from Billy and Ana. 

“Oh, stop. You’re gonna make me blush.” Daisy said, feeling her chest flush red. 

“That’s fine. You’re still cute when you blush.” he said. Billy overheard Daisy’s giggles, but didn’t think much of it because he was so focused on what he was doing. Henry took Daisy’s phone number so that he could text her about the project, and invited her to his dorm room so they could work on it later that night. 

Billy was doing Daisy’s homework like usual, and anticipating his daily handjob for his efforts. She went to the bathroom while he worked, emerging in full makeup and a little white dress paired with open toed heels. 

“Oh, wow. Check you out.” Billy said, perking up from his work. “You look amazing.” 

“Thanks, baby. Sorry I’m in a rush, I’m late.” she said, snatching her purse and keys. 

“Where are you going? It’s nine o’clock.” he said. 

“I’m ugh, going over to Henry’s. To work on the project.” she said. 

“Right now?” 

“I should have left fifteen minutes ago, but yeah.” she said, throwing on a smile and leaning over for a peck on the lips. 

“Okay, baby. I guess I’ll see you later tonight.” he said. 

“Maybe, I don’t know. I’ll let you know.” she said, heading for the door. 

“Bye.” 

“Bye, sweetheart.” she said, blowing him a kiss and closing the door behind her. Billy had a bad feeling, but he wasn’t sure what to do about it. There was nothing he could do, as he didn’t want to be a controlling type of boyfriend. It was only schoolwork after all. 

Henry spent his entire day flirting through text, slowly edging himself to thoughts of Daisy. She was so sweet and engaging, and he was convinced that she was the type who would be down for a hookup. It was his request that she wear something sexy, and she was enjoying his attention so much that she decided to oblige. 

“Holy shit. You’re a stunner.” he said, welcoming her into his small dorm. Daisy laughed anxiously, stepping inside. They both knew what was happening, as neither of them were any good as students and they certainly weren’t going to do any work. 

“It’s nice. I like it.” she said, looking around his place. 

“You know, I’ve been thinking about you all day.” he said, approaching her from behind and wrapping his arms around her waist. 

“Mmm.” she sighed, letting him touch her and gently kiss her neck. 

“You’re way too beautiful for a guy like Billy. I think you should be with me instead.” he said, causing her to smile. Henry’s hands moved over her hips, taking hold of her skimpy dress and pulling it up so he could see her ass. 

“I’ll do whatever you want. We just can’t tell him.” she said. 

“Deal. Bend over.” he said, lacing his fingers in the waistband of her thong and slowly removing it. “God damn.” 

“This is bad. I shouldn’t have come over this late.” she said. 

“Shh…it’s not your fault, baby. You’re just a good girl.” he said, spreading open her butt and inspecting her tight little slit. “Such a good girl.” 

“Good girls don’t cheat on their boyfriends. I’m not good.” she whispered, a chill going up her spine as Henry began kissing on her cheeks. 

“It’s not cheating, baby. You’re just being a good partner.” he said, licking her from behind. 

“Nnnhhnn, not to Billy, I’m not.” 

“Who cares? Does he honestly even satisfy you?” Henry asked, squatting behind her and lapping away at her sweet pussy. He’d wanted her since the moment he saw her, and loved being the one to corrupt her. 

“No. I don’t let him touch me like that. Fuck, baby. Why does your tongue feel so good?” she asked. Her arousal took over, and her guilt went away. Henry ate happily for several minutes, tonguing her asshole and slurping at her wetness. 

“Mmm hmm…” 

“Henry, fuck. You’re going to make me cum.” she said. They moved to the bed, and she laid down on her back, spreading her legs so he could continue. 

“Over and over. You’re mine now, Daisy. I own you.” he said, feeling possessive of his new little fuck toy. 

“Yes, daddy. You own my pussy.” she said. 

“It’s only for me. He never gets to have it. Say it.” he said, inserting his finger and feeling her tightness clamp around it. 

“He’ll never have me, daddy. I’m yours.” 

“See? I told you that you were a good girl.” he said, smirking at her and working his finger in and out. “It’s so little, Daisy. I can’t wait to feel it on my cock.” 

“Yes, daddy. Please let me have it. I need it. It’s been so long since I’ve been fucked.” she said. 

“It’s pathetic that I have to be the one to do this, but it doesn’t surprise me.” he took off his shirt, and stood next to the bed. “Come here, slut. Get down on your knees, and show me all the things you don’t do for Billy.” 

“Yes, master. Anything you say.” Daisy was so turned on that she couldn’t think, she could only act on pure, lustful impulse. It had been months since the last time she had sex, and she was even more pent up than she realized. 

“I want you to worship it.” he stood over her, his hands behind his back while she unzipped the front of his pants. 

“Why am I so turned on by cheating? What’s wrong with me?” she asked, her hands trembling as she lowered his pants. 

“Because you’re my little slut, that’s why. Just do as you’re told.” 

“Yes, master. You’re right, I can’t help it that I want to serve you.” She stared at his bulge, playing with it over his boxer briefs and feeling it harden under her touch. 

“Good slut. Rub your face in it, I’ll tell you when you can take it out.” he said. Daisy inhaled his scent, sucking him over his boxers and touching herself. 

“It’s so big, daddy. I want it.” 

“Don’t worry, baby. Once you finish sucking on it, I’m going to impale you.” he said, grabbing her by the hair and pulling her closer to the bed so he could sit down. Daisy’s submissive size was fully activated, and she continued until he gave the command to remove his underwear. 

“Oh my God. You’re twice the size of him.” she said, staring in awe as it flopped out from behind his waistband. There was no comparison, Henry was long and thick, with a meaty mushroom tip that made her mouth water. 

“Stick your tongue out. Look up at me.” he said, trying to control himself. He wanted to be inside of her, but he couldn’t resist making her choke on his dick first. 

“This is so hot, daddy.” she said, letting him slap his erection against her tongue, and across the face. 

“Spit on it. You’re going to be a whore for me.” 

“Yes master.” she said, spitting and rubbing it in. 

“Poor little Billy. If only he knew what I was about to do to his girlfriend.” Henry said, getting off on stealing her away from him. That was his plan, to own her and make her into his personal doll. Daisy opened wide, forcing herself to take him as deeply as she could. 

Henry held the back of her head, making her maintain eye contact while he made her gag on his length. He found it almost funny how easy it was to turn her into his slut, and he wanted nothing more than to rub it in Billy’s face. 

“Mmm…I can’t believe I’m doing this.” she said, more to herself than Henry. Her saliva dribbled down her lips and chin, and she pulled her tits out so it didn’t get on her dress. 

“The balls. I want you to clean them with your tongue.” he said, pulling her onto the bed and laying down flat. “Put your feet up, let daddy look at you.” 

“Yes master.” she said, holding his cock in her hand while she inhaled his testicles. It was a side of herself she hadn’t really seen before, but she embraced it without hesitation. It was too late to turn back, she figured, so she might as well have the most fun possible. 

“Lower,” he said, moaning and pushing her head down. Daisy kept sucking, swallowing with a mouthful of balls. “Lower.” 

“Like this?” she asked. 

“Lower. I want you to lick my ass.” he said, lifting his legs. Daisy froze, looking down at his big hairy balls and asshole. 

“Oh. I’ve never done that before.” she said, biting her lip in consideration. 

“I’m not Billy, you’re going to do as you’re told and take care of me properly.” he said. His tone made her want to obey him, and she leaned in to do things she’d never considered. “Oh my God.” 

“Does that feel good?” she asked, starting with light, flicks of her tongue. 

“So fucking good. Don’t stop.” he said, again taking control by grabbing her hair. 

“Mmm…” she moaned, and Henry began grinding against her. 

“More, baby. I want you to make out with it.” he said, coaching her along. Daisy went all in, letting go of her inhibitions and lapping eagerly while her nose rested against his balls. 

 Slurp, suck, slurp… 

 “God damn, that makes me wanna cum.” he said, realizing how close he was to orgasm and pushing her head away. “Lay down. I need to cum inside you.” 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, wiping her face with her forearm and falling back. “I’m so horny for your cock, master. I need it.” 

“That’s because you’re my good girl. Daddy’s little slut. Isn’t that right?” 

“Yes daddy. Only yours.” she said, rubbing her clit as he climbed on top of her. She looked down at it while he lined it up with her, full of anticipation at taking such a large member. 

“Are you on birth control?” 

“No.” she said, wincing as he pressed the tip into her. 

“Good.” he said, grunting and pushing it deeper. 

“Fuck.” she sighed, trying to relax herself as he entered. She’d only given Billy handjobs, but Henry filled her in ways Billy never could have. Her extreme arousal made it easier to take him, as she was continuously squirting from the very first thrust. 

“You’re gonna have my babies. I’m going to pump you full of cum, again and again until everyone knows who you belong to.” he said, placing his hand around her throat and feeding her long strokes. A dumb smile formed across her lips, and she was transported to a place of pure pleasure. 

“Yes, daddy. Please breed me.” she said, whimpering as he increased the pace. Hard thumps, hitting her most internal spots and delivering her to nirvana. Her eyes crossed, and drool trickled from her tongue as she panted wildly. 

“That’s my little slut. You’re so wet for daddy’s big dick.” he said, tightening his grip and spitting into her open mouth. “Cum for me.” 

“Ughnn!” Daisy gasped, wheezing as her body flooded with endorphins. It was beyond her control, the sudden, violent waves of orgasm washing over her. “Take it.” 

“That’s my pussy. My little cunt.” he said, hammering down onto her and taking deep breaths. The bed rhythmically bumped into the wall, and the slapping sound of flesh on flesh filled with the room as he brought himself to climax. 

“Nnnn…” 

“Oh, yes. That’s it, baby. Take it all. Take all of my cum.” he said, shaking uncontrollably as he pulsed inside of her, spraying off errantly without a condom. They barely knew each other, and were making risky, impulsive decisions under the influence of lust and arousal. 

Daisy arrived again, spurred by the warm sensation of hot spunk being pumped into her, filling her insides in ways she never should have allowed. Her nerves tingled, and she accepted every last drop. 

Chapter 3 - Daisy 

The guilt was immense, erupting the moment things were finished. Henry didn’t seem to mind that I headed out soon after, and was practically comatose when I kissed him goodbye.

I’d never cheated before, but I knew exactly what I was doing when I went to his dorm room. I loved how direct he was, and dominant. It turned me on the way he openly disrespected my boyfriend, and I just felt like I could let loose with him.

No one knew that I compulsively watched porn, consuming the most rough, degrading content and picturing myself as the girl in the videos. I was a secret size queen, but never experienced it for real until I was on my knees in front of Henry.

The worst part about cheating on Billy is that I knew it would happen again. Henry, for starters, had a possessive side that showed right away. And it wasn’t only that, I was just so horny. It’s like his cock bumped into my slut button, turning it on in a way that I couldn’t shut off. My obsession with sex had mostly been relegated to pornography and smut, but I felt empowered by what took place with Henry. I wanted more.

Behind my innocent, friendly exterior, was a submissive little kitten that wanted to be fucked into oblivion. It wasn’t Billy’s fault that he didn’t bring that out in me, nor was it mine that other men did. Despite the intense feelings of shame and guilt, my encounter with Henry was a catalyst that would only lead to similar behavior.

Billy was such a nice guy that he didn’t really pick up on things, no matter how obvious they became. He stayed behind at the dorm, dutifully completing my homework while I did as I pleased.

I know that Henry told the other guys in class about what he’d done with me, because they all suddenly became very bold. It started with Mike, who invited me to the beach on Friday. I told Billy that I had a doctor’s appointment, and had him take notes for me while I rode in Mike’s Jeep to the coast.

“This is so beautiful.” I said, amazed by the secret treasure. It was a private beach, and there were only a handful of people splayed out across the half mile spot.

“So, what’s up with you and Billy? Are you two still together, or what?” he asked. Mike took off his tanktop, and I nearly gasped when I saw his chiseled abs.

“Oh, uhm, technically, yeah.” I said, wishing we could simply ignore the fact I was in a relationship.

“That’s wild. He seems so weird, but if it works it works, I guess.” he said. I liked Mike because of his optimism and positive attitude, because they kind of rubbed off on me.

“He’s a little strange. I mean, I shouldn’t talk bad about him, but we aren’t really compatible sexually.” I said, wanting to test the waters. He wouldn’t have invited me alone to the beach if he wasn’t interested, and I didn’t want him to think I was off limits just because I was dating Billy.

“Damn. That’s rough. If you ever need a volunteer to help out in that department, I’m your man.” he said, smiling wide. We flirted back and forth, laying out our towels and taking a seat on the warm sand.

“I’m surprised you don’t have a girlfriend. Are you talking to anyone?” I asked. He looked into my eyes, flashing his cocky grin and looking me up and down.

“I’m actually in the girlfriend stealing business.”

“Oh, are you now? Should I be worried?”

“You should be mortified. I’ve already got you isolated on the beach, away from your boyfriend.” he said, taking a bottle of sunscreen out of his bag. “I do you, then you do me?”

“Fine, but you’re not stealing me. This isn’t cheating, it’s just making sure we don’t get sunburnt.” I said, laying back so he could apply the lotion. His hands felt so good, sliding up and down my legs and massaging the lotion into my skin.

“Of course. Just a friendly exchange of lotion.” he said. I’d only been with Henry, but it had been days since it happened. I was more than ready for another romp, but the beach didn’t seem like the right place, even if it was private.

That didn’t stop my body from reacting like it was a necessity. The moment his hands found my breasts, the rush of doing something naughty took over. There weren’t many people there, maybe we could sneakily pull something off.

“Your tits are amazing.” he said, spending ample time massaging them. I watched his awe stricken face as he groped me, sliding his hands under my top and pinching my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.

“Thanks. So are your hands.” I said, peering over my glasses to make sure we weren’t being watched.

“Fuck, they’re so perky and suckable.” he said.

“Hey now, I have a boyfriend.”

“Oh, I know. I didn’t mean it like that. Absolutely no cheating, zero cheating at all.” he said. We exchanged smiles, and the massage continued. The lotion was simply a spreadable excuse for him to get his hands on me, and he wasn’t shy at all about exploring my body.

“That’s right. Just friends doing friend things.” I said, rolling over onto my stomach for him to continue. The mixture of hot sun and his strong hands was a nice little treat, and I savored every second of it.

“I wish my friend didn’t have such a perfect bubble butt. It’s so tempting.” he said, slapping my ass playfully. I looked back at him, and watched as he pretended the lotion bottle was his penis, squeezing it to pantomime spontaneously ejaculating onto my ass.

“You’re so immature.” I shook my head, and jiggled my ass to further tease him.

“This isn’t fair, Daisy. I was just trying to help out a friend, look at what you did to me.” he said.

“What do you mean?” I asked, not realizing until he motioned down toward his white trunks. “Oh!”

“It won’t go away. You have to warn a guy if you’re gonna bring an ass like that to the beach.”

“Oh, do I?”

“I mean, you should have. Do you know how uncomfortable this is? Who’s gonna take care of it?” he asked. I shook my head, and took the bottle of lotion.

“Lay down, horny boy. I’ll take care of it, but only this once.” I said, giving in without a fight. Seeing how excited he was for me was a big turn on, and I wanted to make him feel good. I was already turned on and hot to go, and the few people sharing the beach with us became less and less of a concern as things progressed.

“Thank you, baby. This isn’t cheating, by the way, it’s just lending a helping hand to a friend in a hard place.” he said, hamming it up. I squeezed a hefty portion of lotion onto the palm of my hand, looking around once more to ensure we were free from surveillance.

“Where should I start?” I asked, smiling coyly.

“Honestly, I have a pretty solid base tan. I think we should start where I’m most vulnerable.” he said.

“And where would that be?”

“The place where the sun doesn’t usually shine. Under my trunks.” he said. I felt eager but timid, as I’d only fantasized about doing naughty things in public.

“Here, cover yourself with this.” I said, pulling up my towel and throwing it over his lap. “I’ll sit next to you, and apply sunscreen.”

“Good girl. Thanks, I couldn’t do it myself. It’s just not the same, you know?” he asked.

“I do.” I said, sliding in beside him on the towel. The sound of velcro heightened my senses, and he pulled his beautiful, fully shaved cock out from the opening in his trunks.

“I didn’t mean for it to get so hard, you’re just really pretty.” he said, taking my hand and guiding it between his legs. For some reason, that felt better, like I didn’t fully make the decision for myself, even though it wasn’t true.

“It is really hard.” I said, giggling to relieve the building tension. The lotion squished as I wrapped my fingers around his girth, naturally stroking up and down to spread the lotion around.

“Oh my God, that feels amazing.” he said, tossing back his head. “Faster.”

“Okay, okay. I’m trying to be discreet.” I said, coming to the realization I was the only one worried about the public aspect of our encounter. I held the towel up with my left hand, vigorously rubbing and staring at his cock.

“Fuck, baby. I’m gonna want to do this again, it feels so good.” he said, moaning without care.

“Shh, we can’t. We’re just friends, I’m only helping.” I whispered, feeling more and more turned on by what was happening. It felt so inappropriate, it was almost exhilarating.

“Fine, but I’ll feel bad if it’s a one-sided exchange. Let me help you too.” he said, reaching between my legs. I opened my thighs, letting his fingers slip under my bottoms to discover my overt wetness.

“You’re bad.”

“I am not. Everyone deserves to feel good.” he said. I pretty much forgot about the other beach goers, as his fingers slipped in and out of me. Under his touch, I was under his control.

“Nnn…Oh, Mike. We shouldn’t.”

“No one has to know. Just be my good girl until we’re finished.”

“Okay. I will, daddy.”

“God damn, you’re sexy. And so wet.” he said, pulling me closer to him and thrusting against my closed grip. “Since you’ve already seen it, can you just tell me if you like it?”

“I do. It’s so big and hard.”

“God, I wanna fuck you so badly.”

“We can’t. We really can’t.” I said, leaning in to accept his kiss. His lips were warm and soft, kissing him was almost magical and made me feel so much more connected to him.

“Your lips taste like strawberries. I wanna taste you down there, too.” he said, his voice a harsh whisper. His offer was irresistible, but it was too public.

“You’re so bad, stop escalating.”

“I’m not. It’s just bonding with my beautiful friend.” he said, giving me puppy dog eyes that made me melt. “I just wanna kiss it.”

“If you weren’t covered with lotion, I’d kiss you down there too.” I said. “If I tell you something, can we keep it between us?”

“Of course.”

“You’re much larger than Billy. It’s making me want to do bad things.” I said, admitting my growing temptation. At first, I just wanted to playfully make him cum, but as things progressed, I craved a deeper, more intimate release.

“Maybe you could just sit on it, that wouldn’t be so bad.”

“That would be cheating. I don’t wanna be a cheater.”

“You won’t be, baby. You’re too sweet to be that. You’re too perfect.” he said. “You’re like an angel. It’ll be our little secret. I know you want it too.”

“We have to go somewhere, or we’re going to get arrested.” I said, slowing down my pace and trying to snap myself back to reality. If we were going to fuck, I knew it couldn’t be there.

“Come on. Let’s go to my car.” he said. Relaxing at the beach was now the furthest thing from my mind, and we hastily made our exit, back to his Jeep. He turned it on and blasted the A/C, pulling out and moving to the most hidden part of the lot, in the far corner and in the shade.

We were unleashed, and there was no more reluctance of giving in. We went crazy on each other, and I laid in the backseat of his car with his head in my lap, lapping away like there was dessert between my legs.

“I knew you would taste amazing. It’s so fucking pretty.” he said, spreading my lips apart with his fingers and sucking on my clit. The chills were intense, pleasure moving through me as he went down on me, rubbing his face in it like he was also receiving physical stimulation by eating it.

“You’re really good at that. Please don’t stop.” I said, running my fingers through his hair and letting him worship me. His enthusiasm spurred my lust, driving me to orgasm before he climbed on top of me and pulled it out.

“I need it, Daisy. Let me have it.”

“Yes, daddy. Take it. I want you to cum for me.”

“Such a good girl, where have you been all my life?” he asked, hiking my legs up onto his shoulders and shoving me full of cock. He had me at the edge, and his big dick displaced my wetness as he pounded away.

“Harder! Fuck, that’s good. Billy could never, he could never fuck me like you do.”

“That’s right, baby. Let me take care of you.” he said, rubbing my soles on his face and sucking my toes. He reminded me again of what I was attracted to, further downgrading Billy’s lack of prowess. Mike was unabashedly kinky, with a libido that appeared to be more conducive to my own.

“Right there, daddy. That’s my spot.” I said, grinding against his deep thrusts as he built me up to another amazing release. His raw, hot flesh triggered pleasure that I needed desperately, finally giving me a sensation of relief that I lived in a constant state of lacking.

“Here it comes, baby. Fuck.” he said, holding both of my ankles and continuing to feed me his hips. I expected him to pull out, spraying across my tits and stomach, but he did no such thing.

“Ughn!” I squealed, feeling the warmth of his sticky spunk being deposited inside me.

“Mmm…” he moaned, swallowing around a mouthful of my toes as the spurts continued, strong contractions carrying hot ejaculate. Euphoria followed, and we made out for several minutes while he left it in me. I wasn’t on birth control, but my impulse for coitus made it difficult to be rational.

We went back to the beach afterwards, getting in the water to wash off, and spending the next several hours in each other’s company. Other beach goers would have assumed we were in a relationship, because we were so affectionate and enjoying each other’s company.


Chapter 4 - Billy

Something seemed off about Daisy’s behavior. During class, she was all over me, encouraging me to learn and excel in class and treating me like a king. Once classes were over, she was flighty, to put it mildly.

I knew she was a beautiful, social girl so it didn’t really surprise me that she had more of a social life than me. I just would have expected that she’d invite me, at least occasionally. It was almost every day, some excuse to where she had to go be alone with another guy, or guys from her classes.

The only time we really spent together outside of class were at my dorm, while I did her homework, and occasionally on weekends, when we’d get togethers with her friends. They were all very pretty, but paid me zero attention, except for her friend Zoey, who was always kind and engaging.

This went on for a month before something happened that alerted me that her intentions might not be as pure as she sold them. I was in my organic chemistry class, sitting alone when a picture message came through from an unknown number. Intrigued, I clicked to download it, and was horrified by what I saw.

It was Daisy, topless and down on her knees, her wet lips wrapped around the tip of an enormous black dick. I couldn’t believe it, and looked around the class suspiciously. I had no idea who sent the text, and there was only one black guy in the class. His name was Dexter, and he was really cool and intelligent. I gave him a suspicious side eye, and my notification went off again while I was looking at him.

Yo, your girl topped me up last night and it was incredible.

BILLY: How’d you get my number?

I convinced Daisy to let me film it, and then she gave me your number when I told her that I wanted you to see what we were doing.

BILLY: I don’t believe you. Who is this?

You don’t know me. I have fifth period with Daisy. Do you follow the football team at all? My name’s Quincy, I’m one of the starting D-Tackles.

BILLY: No, I don’t care about football, and I don’t believe you. Leave me alone.

QUINCY: Dude, don’t tell me what to do. I’ll beat your ass. I don’t understand how you don’t believe me. Watch this.

The man texting me then sent over a video, along with several other photos that clearly showed he wasn’t lying. My entire body turned warm, and I felt so betrayed as I watched him violate her. He was a giant of a man, with a big belly and an even bigger dick.

I recognized her outfit, laying on the bed beside her while she squealed for his cock and called him daddy. It was humiliating, and I walked out of class to try and calm myself.

Watching the videos, despite the betrayal, was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. It wasn’t like watching regular porn, it was so much more intense because she was supposed to be mine. She sat on his dick, twerking her tight little ass and taking it all. I didn’t know how she took him, as she looked so tiny compared to him. I came impossibly hard, even harder than when she jerked me off.

There were several phases of grief and shame, followed by intense bouts of arousal as I furiously gooned to the videos. It felt outside of my control, and I was completely spent by the sixth time I came. Even though I wanted to confront her, I had zero remaining lifeforce, and chose to sleep instead.

Her behavior continued, and I knew exactly what she was doing. I had vivid flashes of her being bent over, used like a whore behind my back, and without remorse. It wasn’t just that she cheated, it was the way she reacted, like a completely deranged nymphomaniac. It was like she just kept cumming, and couldn’t control herself. It was a side of Daisy I’d never seen before, and it intrigued me to no end.

I should have spoken up, but I was becoming more and more into the idea of sharing her, even if I had no choice in the matter. I knew I couldn’t please her like Quincy, or any of the other guys she was running around with. I was also scared to bring it up, because if she left me, I knew that was the end of me ever getting handjobs.

Still, there was an equal part of me that felt pure jealousy and anger. Eventually, on a night when it was clear what she was doing because she was dressed to the nines on a random Wednesday, I finally said something.

“Hey baby?”

“Yeah, what’s up?” she asked, beautiful with her big hoop earrings and her hair in pigtails.

“I know about Quincy.” I said, looking down. Daisy chuckled, and approached me.

“I know, baby. I let him send the video.” she said.

“Oh. I wasn’t sure if you knew that I knew.” I said.

“I figured you wouldn’t mind, since you never really wanted to have sex.” she said. My eyes lit up, and I felt confused.

“What do you mean? I’d love to do that.”

“Well, you don’t act like it. If you ever tried, I would have let you. Before at least.”

“Before what?”

“Before I found other suitors. I’m still happy with our arrangement, but I don’t think I could find the same pleasure with you as with the other guys. I don’t mean that to be hurtful, it’s just the truth.” she said.

“Oh. I guess I should have tried sooner.”

“It’s fine if you want to break up. It was just an experiment, remember? But I don’t think I could be monogamous now, I’m having too much fun. I’m sorry, baby. I never wanted to hurt you.”

“No, it’s fine. I don’t mind. I don’t want things to change.” I said. Confronted with such a direct ultimatum, I couldn’t lose her. I’d have much rather she stopped cheating, and had sex with me and only me, but that was no longer an option. Going back to being alone sounded dreadful, so I swallowed my pride, and Daisy went out into the night.

It felt good that at least I knew what was happening, and she started taking and sending me more photos and videos of her indiscretions. The rejection paled in comparison to the hyper arousal seeing her with other men gave me. I was a cuckold, and a happy one at that.

I kept doing her homework, and she kept giving me handjobs. She even gave me a blowjob here and there, which were the most heavenly experiences of my life. It wasn’t the easiest pill to swallow, accepting that my girlfriend was a promiscuous, out of control hotwife who would never truly be mine, but it beat the alternative.

Chapter 5

Daisy and Billy dated through the end of the school year, at which point Daisy informed him that she’d be returning home for the summer, and wasn’t interested in a long distance relationship.

He pleaded with her, saying he could wait for her, and that she could do whatever she wanted just as long as she came back to him once classes came back around.

There was no true incentive for Daisy, as she’d grown terribly bored by the monotonous handjobs, and wasn’t interested in taking things any further sexually. They also wouldn’t be in any of the same classes the following year, so she saw no point in dating him if he wasn’t able to complete her assignments.

Billy was somewhat heartbroken, since she was the only woman he’d been with and he’d become quite used to the comfort she provided, but it was a hollow feeling that passed quickly once she ghosted him for the summer.

Daisy continued her sexual exploration, and eventually became pregnant by a wealthy older man she met that summer, deciding to drop out and move in with him. It was an easy life, and she loved being spoiled and treated like his whore in the bedroom. He was far kinkier than the guys she was used to in college, and they turned out to be a perfect match.

As for Billy, he diligently returned to school and continued to excel academically, eventually finding another girlfriend, Daisy’s former friend Zoey. They had a lot in common, and she was a very loyal, faithful partner. He lost his virginity, and they fell in love, eventually moving in together after completing their studies and obtaining their degrees.

He looked back on the experience he gained with Daisy fondly, as he would have never met Zoey if it hadn’t happened. In the end, they both got what they were looking for, and lived happily ever after in their own ways.
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Older, Wilder, Wiser - 22 Story Older Women/Younger Men Bundle

Sometimes the most irresistible man is the one who should be off-limits. 

Inside this sizzling collection, confident older women meet younger men who are more than ready to challenge everything they thought they knew about desire. 

From unexpected encounters and secret affairs to forbidden attractions and age-gap romances that neither of them saw coming, these stories are filled with chemistry, temptation, and the thrill of crossing a line. 

Whether she’s the experienced woman who takes control, the sophisticated seductress who catches a younger man completely off guard, or the woman who never expected to fall for someone years younger, every story delivers a different take on the fantasy of older women and younger men. 

Whether she's his best friend or ex's mom, single neighbor, therapist, principal, or a dominant Mommy domme who just wants a younger man to praise, pamper, and take care of, he simply can't resist the temptation of a woman who's older, wiser, and wilder than anything he's ever experienced. 

If you love mature women, younger men, forbidden attraction, unconventional age gaps, and erotic romance with plenty of heat, this collection is for you. 

Turn the page and discover fantasies where age is just a number—and desire doesn't care about the rules. 
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Rolling Hills Prep Volumes 6-10

Rolling Hills is a university prep school, one that takes great pride in its ability to ready students for the rigors of higher education.

Except, not really. There's no ambition in those hallways, not in the worn down educators who are just trying to make a living, and not in the students with too much pent up energy to sit still.

When pure boredom and the sad realities of life meet in a college prep-classroom , debauchery and chaos are all you get.

Welcome to Rolling Hills, where you'll figure out a way to pass the time. Volumes 6-10 in this short series of steamy, forbidden one-offs.

Shared Desire

Free Use Understanding

Cuckquean's Gambit

Off Limits Attraction

Free Use Tradition
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Rolling Hills Prep Volumes 1-5

Rolling Hills is a university prep school, one that takes great pride in its ability to ready students for the rigors of higher education.

Except, not really. There's no ambition in those hallways, not in the worn down educators who are just trying to make a living, and not in the students with too much pent up energy to sit still.

When pure boredom and the sad realities of life meet in a college prep-classroom , debauchery and chaos are all you get.

Welcome to Rolling Hills, you'll figure out a way to pass the time. Volumes 1-5 in this short series of steamy, forbidden one-offs.
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Taboo 42 Story Collection

The man of the house doing the unthinkable with his off-limits younger brat? Check.

Stepmilfs who know exactly how to motivate their younger men? Check.

42 taboo stories about naughty households where anything goes.

This bundle includes all 27 volumes of Nina Sestina's 'Taboo' series, as well as the complete 15 volume collection of the 'Naughty Home Therapy' series.
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Inappropriate Fraternization - 10 Story Bundle

This ten story bundle explores age gaps, power dynamics, and pupils becoming the apple of their educator's eye.

Initiation - Obediently Theirs 

Taken Rough - Her Darkest Desires 

Wrecked & Ruined - Made into a Hotwife 

Study Buddies 

Disciplined After Class - Forbidden Free Use and Submission 

Tempting His Submission 

Forbidden Indulgence - Age Gap FMF 

Free Use Emergency 

Mommy School - Obedience Training 

Mommy Therapy - Good Boy Treatment 
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