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Chapter 1

	“It’s him, Ellis. I’m telling you… it’s him!” my wife said, frantically taking a side glance around several other people. “I’m sure of it.” When my face showed too much skepticism, she pulled me over. “Come look, I’ll show you.” 

	“Melanie… We’ve only been doing our hotwife thing for five years and live four hours away from here. What are the chances of that?” Then I looked at her face… a confusion, something hidden… Was there something else to this? One of these guys seemed something more… Still, my mind refused to allow the connection.

	“Five years, my love… Is it surprising I’d run into someone you knew along the way?”

	We were at my 25th high school reunion, being held at a hotel in the old hometown I hated, a much smaller city southwest of where we now live. We had a room upstairs, so I had confidence we could escape if things got too uncomfortable.

	Since my folks moved to Florida and my two siblings had scattered to Phoenix and Dallas, I seldom went back to my hometown anymore. I always joked with friends that Smithville was a great town to be FROM!

	Melanie gasped again. “Oh, no… there’s another one.”

	Now I was worried, stepping up to see who she was so worried about. “Fuck, Mel… Johnny Hooper? You made it with that jerk?!” Hooper had been my nemesis almost every day in school. He was much bigger, a star athlete on the football team, and, frankly, a first class asshole. Yours truly was a math geek in the band, short for his age. My teenage growth spurt did not come until junior year. 

	By then, it was too late. Johnny and his crowd had discovered their favorite whipping boy, punching bag, or, as they always called me, their ‘pussy’. Not sure a day went by… in all my high school years… without that guy giving me some insult or another.

	She looked back at me, now clearly worried. She turned my head to the second guy. Crap… from bad to worse. Jordan Windle, Johnny’s close friend. He wasn’t nearly as caustic as Johnny toward me, though he did nothing to stop him, either. Another football player.

	“You made it with both of them?”

	“Not at the same time, silly…”

	Before I could even absorb what had happened, another guy turned up. Sam Booker, also a football player. This one was a massive black guy who had been a big star before blowing out his knee in one of the last games of the season. Of course, he had to look just like he did back then. Muscular, fit, and I knew from gym in school, plenty of equipment below to provide what she needed. This guy could give my hotwife a serious fucking.

	Sam bullied me too, until I helped him in math class our senior year, saving his eligibility to play. After that, he made sure everyone else left me alone.

	My brain spun with the disaster this reunion had suddenly become. Three bullies, all having slept with my wife. Worse, she always wore her ring when she played, so they knew she was a hotwife. The only thing that saved me was they didn’t know to whom. Now, they would, and have fresh reasons to bully me. I knew this reunion was a bad idea…

	Hey, wait. Come to think of it, why should I be ashamed or insecure? I married the most beautiful girl around. It had always been a source of some pride that I had landed a girl as beautiful, smart, and vivacious as Melanie, even if I was only five-feet-nine. Why should I let them intimidate me at all?

	I stood up straighter. Standing before them was not the poor schlub they used to tease and bully whenever they wanted in school. I was now a business owner, with big corporates sniffing around the last two years to buy that business. I had resisted those offers to this point. Soon, Melanie and I would be richer than all of them combined! So there’s that going in my favor!

	Who was I kidding? No matter who she’s married to, she still had to find others for sex because I can’t give her the boning she needs. THEIR kind of boning, in fact. Guys with big dicks and vigorous application of same. None of my positives would matter at all when they hit on my wife again. Whose fucking reunion was this, anyway?


Chapter 2

	None of this would have mattered if it wasn’t for my wife and me discovering the joys of the hotwife/cuckold lifestyle over the last 5 years. When our youngest was off to college in another state, we were alone for the first time since… well, since we first got married. This led us to reevaluate our relationship, sharing sexual fantasies along the way. 

	Hers was a doozy compared to mine. She confessed to a fantasy of being taken hard by a big, aggressive guy with a gigantic cock. This whole discussion reminded me of the nervousness I always felt about Melanie early in our marriage. She was SO out of my league! Why would someone that gorgeous stay with a schlub like me? When we first got together, it gave me a major case of the ‘insecures’. Now, after 25 years together, we were so matched in all the other ways that mattered, and I was okay in bed… it just worked. 

	Though I knew she would never get that ‘big guy, gigantic cock’ thing from her five-feet-nine husband with the nerd’s body and a moderate cock. No, I could never deliver that experience. After we talked a lot about alternatives, I suggested she go for it. I wanted her to be happy and sexually satisfied, so we worked out a plan for her to become a hotwife, finding that cock elsewhere.

	We were both a little nervous at first, starting slowly. As we both came to enjoy these ‘hotwife runs’, we called them. They became a regular part of our sex life. She went to bars, usually at hotels, two or three times a month. 

	Melanie, while in her early 40s when we started, had kept much of her girlish figure, especially those amazing breasts, which seldom failed to draw attention at the bars.

	When combined with her auburn hair, beautiful face, and outgoing personality… let’s just say most of those hotwife runs ended with her getting fucked, then she would come home and tell me about it while we humped.

	I went with her the first few times she went out, just to make sure she was safe. Watching her go after these guys from across the room turned out to be very exciting, though she frequently told me how nervous she was knowing I was staring at her while she flirted. Once I gained enough confidence in her safety (and trust she wouldn’t leave me, of course), I told her she was free to run on her own.

	From the innocent start of discussing sexual fantasies, her playing had ratcheted up our desire for each other to levels we hadn’t seen since our first years of marriage. My bride had become a roaring sexual engine with almost insatiable needs.

	Fortunately, or unfortunately, I thought, staring at Jordan Windle, my kink emerged through the sexual explosion that had become my wife, complicating how I would react to this reunion news.

	Melanie thrived as a hotwife, wanting to do it more and more often. And I discovered I loved it as well, especially when she returned to fuck my brains out!

	This simple ‘hotwife run/get fucked/come home to fuck more’ model did not last. As my hotwife became more focused on her outside playing, she noticed changes in my behavior as well. One time, we were humping while she told me about her bull of the night. He had fucked her especially hard, giving her multiple orgasms. During her description of how big the guy’s cock filled her, and how pleasurable that was, my cock pulsed with stronger arousal. She felt it!

	One thing led to another while we learned something new about me. Something I didn’t even know. But my wife figured it out. I turned out to be a major cuckold. Over the next few sessions, my wife taunted me with ever more detail of size, forcefulness, how much better they were than me, how much stronger. She would go on and on. The more humiliation she poured on, the harder my cock became.

	Those ‘hotwife runs’ were abruptly off in a totally new direction! Within three months, she required me to be naked the entire time she was out. Then she tied me naked to the chair while she told me about her adventures. She wanted to make sure I could not pleasure myself while the story progressed. This step progressed on to my being naked with my cock in a chastity cage while she was gone, anxiously awaiting her return.

	By the time of the reunion, we had turned seriously kinky. When she would return from her hotwife run, she routinely tied me to a chair so I could not touch her (or myself), stripping her clothes off in front of me.

	While I squirmed, she teased me with her sopping wet pussy rubbing up against my cage. The cum from her bulls would drip all over the metal while she gave me every detail of what she did with them. She would tease my balls, touch me inside the metal cage, do anything she could to increase my torment. By this time in the session, my cock always pressed painfully against the restricting metal of the cage.

	All the while, my wife would taunt me in a way that she knew drove me crazy… my kink growing stronger with each taunt… about how much bigger they were than me… how much longer they lasted… so much more aggressive, compared to a wimp like me. I ate it up!

	Truthfully, I got so hard during her taunting, the cage would often become torturous, pressing against my cock that tried to expand with each insult. If she was in the mood, she took the cage off at the end of the telling, pulling me to the sofa where I would fuck her until she screamed with her release. My god, I got hard!

	But that’s not usually the way her hotwife runs would end, at least not for the last few months. Melanie had grown increasingly enthusiastic about ‘denial’ as part of the fun, holding the cage key on her ankle clearly visible, making sure I knew she controlled whether the key would stay attached. Her rubbing against the cage did nothing but make me suffer more, to her giggling delight! Her control over me became more complete with each hotwife run.

	She would often unfasten me from the chair, reattach my hands behind my back, then force me to use my tongue to clean up the excess left over from the bulls and eat her to as many orgasms as she desired.

	Okay… weird, I know. But we loved it! Our shared orgasms the next morning, when she always unlocked the cage, allowing me to fuck her, left us, in our 40s, one of the most sexually satisfied couples we knew.

	What could be better? My wife got all the hard dick she wanted, going out to play like this multiple times a month. She also had the loving, emotional support of a spouse that adored her. And her fulfilling my sexual needs, as kinky as they were, left me satisfied with this new turn in our relationship.

	The surprising result? We had never been happier together or our relationship stronger.


Chapter 3

	How was I to know my old high school bullies would be some of those guys she picked up? She never gave me the names of the bulls. I had to admit. They all three fit her model. No question there. She liked them burly, with a large package down below.

	I cringed as they made their way around the reunion ballroom. One by one, each of my former bullies worked the room, only to see Melanie and me chatting with someone else. Before you know it, they would greet Melanie enthusiastically, only for me to be introduced as her husband. Each one of them, as if from a script, did a variation of ‘You’re married to THIS guy?’ Then I would have to listen to jokes about it not being a mystery why she needed to look elsewhere. All these jokes were whispered to Melanie as they pulled her aside, of course, but somehow always loud enough for me to hear. Yep, some things never change.

	Whatever weird gene I have that thrives on this humiliation pushed my cock hard against my slacks. It had become the principal mystery of my life, why all the talking about my inadequacies got me so hard.

	Melanie noticed, looking at me, smiling. After Sam left, offering a leering smile when he walked away, my wife steered me toward a quiet spot in the back of the ballroom, rubbing my rigid shaft…

	“My little cuckold wants to watch, doesn’t he?” She turned around, pressing her ass against me as I groaned. I tried to back up, but the wall prevented any retreat. All I could do was pant in her ear.

	“Go up to our room. I will see if any of those guys would be interested in joining us… I think it’s time to have you watch.” I gasped at the possibilities, then she looked around at me. For the first time since we began playing five years ago, that look made me cringe at her control over me. Cold, demanding, hungry. What had I gotten myself into? “Maybe I’ll see if they ALL want to come…”

	“Here?” I asked, a soft whine of disbelief. “Come on, Mel. Not these guys. They abused me endlessly in high school…” It was all I could get out as she shifted her ass against me.

	“What could be better for my cuckold than being taunted by your high school bullies while they fuck your hotwife?” she giggled. I shuddered at my body’s now almost automatic response, a hard cock threatening to rip my pants open!

	“And you know what?” she laughed, rubbing my cock behind her back. “I was hoping we would find someone to play with while we were here. You’ll find an unopened suitcase in the room’s closet. Wanted to be ready with some toys… just in case,” she giggled. I throbbed in her hand. “Yes, I think you want to play very much…”

	God help me, but I did, shivering with the arousal. She had always avoided having me watch her taken by her bulls. She said it would make her self-conscious, unable to enjoy the experience. I suspected the truth was much simpler. I think it embarrassed her, the way she let go with these men. Now, I would find out.

	“You are my cuckold tonight, to taunt and use as I wish. Is that clear?”

	“Yes, Melanie… of course, I will do what you want. You know how excited I get.”

	She pulled my head into her hands, kissing me brutally… I gasped at the end. It really turned this babe on! I barely stopped from cumming in my slacks! 

	“Good… go to the room. Get naked. Put on your cuffs… forget the cage. Everything else… just put the rest of the toys inside the top dresser drawer, along with the cage. Lube on the nightstand… hey,” she giggled again, “you never know.” Her laughter was infectious now, drawing me into what she had planned for us.

	“Not sure what I will do with the rest of the toys,” she continued. “I want you sitting naked in a chair next to the bed when we walk in. Have your hands latched together behind the chair. They’ll think you won’t be able to get out… so don’t spoil the illusion, okay?” She rubbed her hands together with glee. “I can’t wait until they see you tied up and hard like that, waiting for the action. We are going to have so much fun!!”

	“One other thing,” she said, gripping my hand tightly, leaning in as if to convey a secret. “You are not to do anything to stop what they do to me, or resist what they tell you to do. I want this just as much as they do… and so do you. What they do to me might seem a little rough … at least rougher than what you and me are like by ourselves. Remember, this is why I go to these men… to get a hard fucking that is unlike the gentle love of home. Please promise me?”

	I nodded. I would allow her whatever space she needed.

	As I took the elevator to our room, the absurdity of what we were about to do set in. These guys, always so cruel in the hallways, would have me at their complete mercy, exposed in a most vulnerable way. I shivered at the thought… until my cock tingled with its arousal.


Chapter 4

	By the time I got up to the room, none of that mattered. My cock had grown so hard it was almost painful. I regretted not going with the cage for a moment. There was something about that denial that drove my inner-cuckold deeper into that astonishing mix of jealousy and arousal I loved.

	I got my clothes off, moved the chair next to the bed for easy viewing, though faced the back away from the door so they could not see I only attached the cuffs to each other. Then I sat down, waiting.

	It took a while. Over an hour. I dozed off a couple times in the chair, waiting. Even went to the bathroom. Finally, I heard a group coming down the hall. My wife’s giggling clearly among a bunch of lower voices. They must be touching her on the way. “Wait,” she said. I could almost see her trying to push their hands away. “I want Ellis to watch you take me. And I mean it…” 

	I quickly fastened my hands behind the chair. This was it! 

	Her words got the men to laughing louder as Melanie opened the door. My face flushed red as they saw me… naked in the chair, hands tied behind my back. 

	“I’ll be damned. You weren’t kidding, babe. He really has become a cuckold,” Sam said. My cock had already grown as they walked down the hall. By the time he could see me in the chair, I was mostly hard and getting even harder.

	Without even slowing, she walked straight to the dresser, pulling out the second set of cuffs. One she brought over to me. Two others she threw at my feet. She hooked one to the wrist cuffs behind my back, fastening it to the bottom strut of the chair. My questioning gaze only found her wearing that cruel smile of desire I loved, as I pulled against my hands, realizing she had me truly trapped.

	“Fasten his ankles to the chair legs. We want him nice and tight.”

	Johnny and Jordan leaned down, forcing my legs against the chair legs. I struggled briefly, uncertain I liked the direction this was going. None of that mattered now. I wasn’t going anywhere!

	Desire bubbled up inside, clearly on display to the room through the hard cock strutting between my legs.

	“Shit… look at that,” Johnny said. I could not look them in the face, as the humiliation tore through me… making my shaft visibly throb. It got worse as I watched my wife take her clothes off right in front of me. 

	Sam came over to the chair, reaching across, giving my cockhead a sharp strike with the back of his hand. “Now it’s time for your wife is get some real cock for a change,” he laughed.

	The others joined in, openly taunting me as Melanie moved her now naked body toward the bed, drawing the attention of all three men. She helped each of them out of their clothes, wiggling her ass at me, eventually dropping to her knees, sucking in the hard shafts one after the other.

	The taunting never stopped as I groaned at watching my hotwife in action for the first time!


Chapter 5

	Johnny grabbed my wife from her knees, flinging her aggressively onto the bed. She shrieked with delight as he pushed his cock into her mouth and Jordan drove his face into her pussy, already dripping with arousal.

	Sam came up behind me, reaching his hand around to stroke my cock. I shook at his touch. No man had ever touched me like this before. His head is close to mine, whispering. “That bitch is going to get seriously fucked tonight. You want that, don’t you?” I nodded without being able to take my eyes off my wife squirming on the bed.

	“She loves playing like this,” I told him.

	“And you love her doing it, don’t you?” Sam said. All I could do was nod.

	Abruptly, his fist gripped my rod like a vise. I grimaced at the discomfort, but nothing could stop the raging need that throbbed inside that rigid tool. He let go, slapping down hard on my cock. The pain shook me. Fuck… not only had I never had a man touch me there before, but this man had no qualms about hurting this most tender of appendages.

	“This worthless cock does not deserve a wife like that.” Sam chuckled in my ear. “With a pathetic dick like that, no wonder she had to go elsewhere to get a decent fucking. She desperately needed a real cock for a change.”

	I instinctively knew it was all roleplay, but I fell hard into my cuckold fantasy anyway, groaning louder as his hand continuing striking downward. This guy had me falling hard into my fantasy.

	Melanie looked up, surprised at what Sam was doing. Freeing herself from the bodies, rushing over to me, she laughed at my discomfort. “Sam… you really know how to take care of my cuck.” Melanie pushed his hand away, driving her mouth down on my cock, wiggling her ass in the air. 

	Johnny didn’t need any more encouragement. He stepped up behind, plunging into her sex. Each push into her snatch caused her mouth to fall further down my rod. 

	Moments later, all three were on us. Jordan was on his knees, pinching and pulling her nipples. Sam slapping my face with his cock. I turned my head away, my mouth clamped closed. This was NOT what I wanted. He grabbed my head with both hands, continuing the slapping.

	Here we were, in a hotel room, these three guys taking her threesome in an unexpected direction. I was in the middle of the pleasure, moaning as Sam’s cock teased my mouth without entering.

	That didn’t last. Before he could cum, Johnny pulled out, yanking Melanie back to the bed. The other two took that as their cue, moving to join them. That left me panting in the chair, whimpers of frustration pouring out of my mouth. My cock had been within only a few strokes of blasting down her throat. Now, I could only quiver in the chair, arousal filling me.

	Sam fell to the bed on his back, waving his massive cock at Melanie, taunting my bride. Melanie scrambled up, impaling herself on that shaft, turning to make sure I had a full view. Her deep sigh of pleasure filled the room.

	Before she could enjoy the fucking, Jordan pushed her down on Sam’s chest, reaching for the lube. Fuck… he was going to take her anal passage at the same time! I knew she had done anal sex with her bulls over the years, but both holes filled at the same time?

	Jordan took his time, first using fingers to stretch her out. When he settled his cockhead against the opening, Melanie was frantic, pushing her ass back against him, wanting more. He slowly pushed inside, her initial grimace becoming moans as both cocks moved together.

	Johnny wasn’t about to be left out. He pulled her face up to suck on his cock. Melanie was in cock heaven, all three holes filled! I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My wife gave herself to these men, crying out with each release as they did whatever they wanted with her.

	For the next two hours, they had her in every position I could imagine. Spitroasted on hands and knees. On her back, her legs wrapped around the lucky man, crying out to fuck her harder. This was Sam’s favorite position. He slammed into her with hard, deep thrusts that brought animal sounds out of her throat I had never heard before.

	Whenever he finished with my wife, giving the other guys a turn, Sam turned his attention back to me. He seemed to enjoy taunting me as much as he enjoyed fucking my wife. He forced me to clean the combined juices off his cock with my tongue, slapped my cock repeatedly, and pinched my nipples. 

	All the while, he whispered sweet music in this cuckold’s ears. “Listen to your slut groan with that enormous cock fucking her,” he would say. “So much better than that pathetic thing you have.”

	Every cry of release from Melanie would bring more pain for me… from Sam’s hands. I kept falling deeper into the cuckold dream that had always filled me, now finding full expression from this man that had done such harm to me while I was in school. 

	But this was different. He somehow knew what I needed, obviously doing this as much for me as for himself. I fell hard, as much under his spell as my hotwife.


Chapter 6

	Melanie finally could take no more, collapsing on the bed. I could see her lower half, completely coated with her arousal and their spunk, as she spread her legs for me to view. Her smile of pleasure shook me. My balls ached after going through so many cycles of hard and soft during that two hours. 

	While I watched her, Sam unfastened my hands from the chair, still leaving them attached behind my back. He reached down to undo my ankles, hauling me out of the chair, pushing me toward the bed.

	Grabbing my head, he shoved my face hard into the mess that was her sex. “Lick it. Get every bit of fluid off her body.” I felt starved for this, obeying immediately. Long tongue strokes swept every bit I could find. And there was a lot! All three guys had cum at least twice in one of those openings.

	Melanie whimpered at my touch. She had to be tender down here! I tried to be gentle, with large strokes up her slit, to suckle on her clit. I wish I could get my hands up, but they were bound solidly behind my back still.

	When my wife climaxed under my tongue, her cry of release shook the fucking room as her whole body trembled. She really liked that!

	I heard whispering behind me. Sam and Jordan picked me up, knees on the bed between her legs. 

	Sam reached around, stroking my cock, while Melanie stared at what was happening. “This pathetic thing is such a waste… unable to give pleasure to anyone.” His strokes began a familiar rhythmic pattern, getting me closer to my own glorious release.

	My panting must have given him a clue as I closed my eyes, waiting for a blast that promised to be the greatest of my life. Just before that moment, he pinched my cockhead hard, stopping all movement. But it was too late to stop altogether.

	Instead of the blast I needed, the cum slowly dribbled out of my cock onto the bedsheet, as I whimpered in frustration. More discomfort than pleasure. All that tension tried to dissipate, but I could only shake as the realization sunk in. He had done this on purpose, ruining my orgasm.

	My face reddened again at the sight of white cream spreading across the sheet. It was true. Useless… pathetic… unworthy of even entering my wife’s pussy!

	Humiliation tore through me when I finally looked up at my wife. This was not the erotic kind that hardened my cock. Real humiliation, especially in front of my high school bullies. My eyes felt moments away from tears until I looked up at Melanie. Her eyes glowed with that cruel desire I was seeing more often of late.

	“Man, you really are pathetic,” Johnny said. “A genuine freak,” reaching for his clothes. Suddenly, I felt the same as I stared at the cum on the sheet. Shame filled my very soul. What was wrong with me? Melanie and I locked our gazes as she pulled me into her need to be ever crueler. I couldn’t understand what was happening. My open submission seemed to bring that cruel desire closer to the surface. Did I want that?

	“Had fun, babe,” Johnny said. “Need to get home. My wife will wonder why I stayed so late at the reunion.” That brought laughter as Jordan followed him toward the door. Melanie got up, hugging them, giving thanks for all the pleasure. Maybe it was just me… she seemed to linger on Johnny longer than a simple goodbye, whispering in his ear. He chuckled, squeezing her ass. 

	Just before Sam followed, Melanie touched his arm. A soft gesture to hold back. “Please stay,” she whispered as the door closed behind the other guys.

	She walked over, hugging him next to the bed, then sat next to me, still on my knees on the bed, face planted against the sheets, hands fastened behind my back. Her hand reached out to stroke my flaccid cock. “Did you like being our cuckold, my love?”

	“Except for the ruined blast at the end.” I teased. Before I could get all the words out, Sam forced my head hard onto the bed, ass still in the air, arms fastened behind my back. His big hand spanked my ass cheeks repeatedly. I could not move under the assault as I cried out with the sudden pain.

	“You do not talk to your Mistress that way. Never! She chooses when you cum, not you. Is that clear?”

	I quivered under his strikes, feeling myself give in, make that irrevocable last step into submission to my wife and her bull. “Yes… yes… anything,” I gasped to him, anything to stop the pain.

	Sam stopped, stepping back. My head was still on the bed as Melanie reached up, caressing my ass cheeks with one hand, continuing her strokes with the other. The ass was hot to the touch. I could not stop shaking in this position, so exposed and vulnerable. My cock had no uncertainty. It was already growing hard again at my wife’s gentle stroking.

	“You do like to be my cuckold… and Sam’s as well, I think.” Sam came around behind her, stroking her handsome breasts while she stroked me. 

	“I think we should do this regularly. You up for that, Sam? I give you open access to us both, fucking me anyway you like and doing with this pathetic cuck what you want. How often do you make it back to the big city?”

	Sam chuckled. “I live there now, Melanie. Have for over a decade. Downtown. Not sure my girlfriend would like me doing you both very often, but we can play. I’d like that.”

	He moved around behind me, spreading my knees further apart, pushing my head down harder when I tried to rise. His message was simple… don’t move from that position.

	“What about the wild man, here?” Sam said. “Does he get a say in what we do?”

	“No…” she said, her hand continuing to flow up and down my now rigid cock. “I think he gave that up tonight. Maybe for good. Didn’t you, my cuckold.” My cock throbbed in her hand at the very thought of it.

	Uncertainty filled me again, not really knowing how to respond. If I said yes, I wanted to do this, become their cuckold to be controlled as they wished, it would turn my life upside down, subjecting me to their whim at any moment.

	But if I said no, what would be left for Melanie and me? For our day-to-day relationship. We had already gone so far down this cuckolding ramp. I wondered if it wasn’t already too late to get off. Melanie clearly wanted to.

	Sam could not wait for my response. His hand returned to spanking my tender red ass, harder this time, systematically covering every inch of real estate. “Answer your Mistress,” he barked at me. “You will always do what she says… always.”

	I groaned under this fresh assault on my ass… and my manhood. Could I give up all control? Giving myself not only to my wife, but to this old tormentor from high school? I knew inside that I wanted to cry out YES, at the top of my lungs. I wanted to give up all responsibility, to become their play toy. He had me now…

	They both must have seen my inner resistance crumbling under the dual assault of stroking cock and hard spanking. His hand must have gotten tired. He reached down to replace it with his belt off the floor.

	Hard slashes rained on my exposed ass. The increased intensity causing me to cry out. Her stroking began moving with purpose. Each stroke matching the pace of his belt slashes. I moaned now, completely giving up control. I knew what he said was true. Every word. I needed to obey, wanted it.

	“Yes… Mistress… yes. I want to obey.” My groans grew stronger as she approached my release, Sam not even slowing across my ass. I hoped she wouldn’t intentionally ruin it like Sam had…

	My face turned sideways on the bed, looking up at her. This woman knew me so well. Even from this awkward position, she could see the change happening in my very soul.

	“You will allow anything we want to do to you?” Melanie giggled.

	“Yes, Mistress… anything. I am yours always.”

	Her stroking grew more purposeful. I groaned again as Sam suddenly stopped using the belt, instead gripping my ass cheeks, massaging the tortured flesh. This combination took me over the edge as my new blast joined the other on the bed. Only this time, my grunts of pure pleasure could not be contained! I shook with the power of this incredible release!

	She sat back on her hips, leaning against Sam again, who had moved back around to massaging her breasts with his enormous hands. My wife shuddered with the pleasure.

	“There’s lots of fun I can have with my new bitch here,” Sam laughed. I suddenly trembled, feeling my exposed position intensely as I realized Melanie was not the BITCH he was referring to…

	What was going on inside me? As he said those words, humiliation filled my very crevice. This time the erotic kind again. Knowing I was giving him complete control did something to my throbbing cock. With the need to do it! I had never been more aroused in my life.

	Melanie pushed me over on my side, her lips finding mine. “You ready for this, babe? I don’t want to push you in a direction you can’t handle.” My eyes nervously twitched toward Sam, afraid he would start hitting me again. She giggled again. “Don’t pay attention to him. We’re done playing. This is just you and me… and our life together.”

	I reached up, pulling her head down. Our kiss felt whole and complete. “I don’t need anyone else like you do, Mel. But I enjoy this play and would like to continue. It has certainly been exciting.”

	“Melanie,” Sam laughed, “I think he’s ready for the full cuck treatment.”


Chapter 7

	When we came to the reunion, I thought this would be a chance to see some old friends and to catch up with classmates to see how their lives had turned out. I didn’t expect to end up trapped in a nightmare of old bullies.

	I had no idea that this would be the beginning of a major change in my life… and the life Melanie and I shared. As Sam became a more frequent participant in our sessions, he soon broke up with his girlfriend, turning his attention to us only.

	He moved in with us at some point. Our kids didn’t take to the new ‘lodger’ in the house, but soon got used to him. He was certainly a great roommate. Paid over half the rent, provided allowances for utilities and internet access, bought half the food, and even stayed out of the way when Melanie and I had one of our infrequent arguments.

	And my wife stopped her hotwife runs. Sam gave her all she wanted.

	My company sold for oodles of cash a year later. We were rich and living a dream of sexual pleasure.

	At least, that was until my position as the cuckold in the relationship impinged on everything else we had enjoyed before. 

	Melanie began to sleep with Sam as often as she did with me while I was required to be naked most of the time he was in the house. I would have to listen to their enthusiastic lovemaking deep into the night. When I complained, Sam had me over the sofa back, whipping my bare ass with a cane he had purchased just for me. I stopped complaining.

	Melanie required me to wear the cock cage routinely, often for stretches of weeks at a time. I can tell you… listening to them hump each other made that a MOST uncomfortable experience as my cock filled with desire, only to be trapped against stainless steel.

	Twice, he invited a couple of friends over to take it to Melanie aggressively while they tied me to the chair, watching.

	You may think I am complaining about this treatment. And I did occasionally. I missed the private time with Melanie and waking up with her every morning. Still, the two of them never left me feeling excluded… except for the overnight accommodations. They routinely included me in their sessions, treating me like the cuck I wanted to be.

	Eventually, Sam moved out, taking a job in Florida. Inside, I worried for a bit that Melanie would go with him, leaving me for good. It never came up. When I mentioned it in an unrelated argument, she laughed at me. ‘Sam was fun,’ she claimed. ‘You are my life. Why would I ever think about leaving you for him? He gives me a great sexual experience… you… so much more.’

	My hotwife went back to making runs for the first few months after Sam left for Florida, sending me back into the cock cage at home, but the unbridled need that drove her previous runs had apparently passed. Those runs stopped altogether soon after.

	For the next several years, Sam would stay with us every time he came to town. He fucked Melanie until she couldn’t breathe while taunting me tied to my chair. I would abandon the master bedroom to my guest and his lover for the few days he was in town. Then he would return to Florida, leaving Melanie with me happier and more contented than ever.

	By the time we entered our 50s, even this playing stopped. Melanie declined his next invitation to visit, and that was that. Now we play occasionally, but only with each other. My beloved and her loving cuckold. My life had become perfect.

	 

	The End
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