

A Wife Needs More

A Young Wife Discovers More Than Her Husband

Chloe Daily


Copyright © 2026 Chloe Daily

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

A Quiet Friday Morning 

Arriving Early

A Plan Comes Together

Time To See

Better or Worse

Falling Into Place

Good Girl

Remaining In Place

Hitting Hard

Books By This Author


A Quiet Friday Morning 

Friday mornings are usually quiet in our house.

I get up first, shower, dress for school and come downstairs for coffee. Paul is nearly always already in the kitchen. After more than thirty years of marriage he knows better than to expect me to function before caffeine.

That particular Friday was no different.

I found him at the worktop in his dressing gown, back to me, waiting for the machine to finish. It hissed and spluttered in the otherwise still kitchen.

“Morning, cucky.”

He turned at once.

“Good morning, Kelly.”

There was already a mug waiting for me. Of course there was. Paul knows exactly how I take it—how strong, how much milk, and the precise moment I want it placed in my hand. There are quiet advantages to a husband who treats looking after his wife as one of life’s genuine pleasures.

I took the mug from him and kissed him.

Not passionately. Just a soft kiss on the lips.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

I took a sip and leaned against the kitchen island. Paul turned back toward the machine.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

He stopped. When he looked at me again there was the faintest smile on his face. That smile told me he already knew.

I pointed at the floor.

“Down.”

Paul came to me at once and lowered himself onto his knees.

No hesitation. No embarrassment. No discussion.

After nearly twenty years of living as my cuckold, there was nothing unusual about my husband kneeling in front of me at seven o’clock on a Friday morning while I drank coffee and got ready for work. I would have found it stranger if he had objected.

“Good boy.”

I set the mug down behind me. Paul looked up, waiting.

I was already dressed for school—blouse, skirt, stockings, sensible shoes. In less than an hour I would be standing at the gates as the respectable head teacher of a respectable primary school, greeting parents and children. For the moment, though, I was simply Paul’s wife.

And Paul’s wife had woken up feeling horny.

I gathered my skirt in both hands and lifted it out of the way. His eyes dropped at once. The smile that spread across his face was unmistakable.

“Oh,” he said.

I raised an eyebrow.

“Oh?”

“Nothing.”

“That’s what I thought.”

I reached down, slid my hand into his hair, and drew him forward.

“Get on with it.”

There are some things my husband has never been particularly good at. Penetrative sex is one of them. Paul has never been well endowed, and even when we were young he had an unfortunate habit of becoming so excited by me that the whole thing was over almost before it had properly begun.

Oral sex is a different matter entirely.

Paul is bloody brilliant at it. Twenty years of enthusiastic, focused practice will do that. He doesn’t know women in general. He knows me. He knows the exact moment my breathing changes. He knows when I want more pressure and when I want less. He knows the small, involuntary lift of my hips that means he has found the precise rhythm I need. He can tell I am close before I am fully aware of it myself.

Most importantly, he never rushes.

Paul could happily stay between my thighs for half the morning if I let him. Sometimes I do. That morning, though, I had a school to run.

“Don’t take all day,” I told him.

His hands settled on my hips, steady and familiar, as he carried on. I took another sip of coffee, the heat of it cutting through the quiet pleasure already building low in my belly.

This was one of the things I still loved most about our marriage. There was nothing ceremonial about it any more. There had been once.

When we first stumbled into cuckolding everything had felt dangerously new. Every instruction made Paul colour. Every small rule seemed thrillingly wrong. The first time I pointed at the floor and told him to kneel I had been almost as nervous as he was.

Thirty years on, this was simply Tuesday. Or Friday. Or any other morning.

Paul on his knees. Me with my coffee. His mouth working between my thighs like it belonged there.

It felt as ordinary as any other couple exchanging a quick kiss before work. Only far more satisfying.

“Mmm… that’s better.”

He made a low, contented sound against me. I curled my fingers tighter in his hair.

“There. Stay exactly like that.”

He did. Of course he did.

I closed my eyes.

This was the mistake people would almost certainly make if they ever found out how Paul and I lived.

They would assume I became a hotwife because my husband couldn’t satisfy me.

That wasn’t true.

Paul could make me come perfectly well. He had been doing it for decades. His mouth had probably given me more orgasms than every lover I’d ever taken combined.

What he couldn’t give me was everything else.

He couldn’t fill me the way I needed. He couldn’t give me the long, hard, exhausting sessions I craved from other men. And after all these years, neither of us wanted him to try.

Cuckolding wasn’t some desperate patch we had stuck over a failing marriage.

It was the marriage.

I loved having lovers. Paul loved me having them. I loved the quiet control I held over him. He loved handing that control over.

And when another man had finished with me, Paul was always there afterwards, ready to look after his wife.

We were happy.

Ridiculously, stupidly happy.

My breathing had started to catch.

Paul noticed at once. Of course he did. He adjusted what he was doing by the smallest degree — a fraction more pressure, a slightly tighter focus — and it was exactly right.

“Oh, you clever bastard.”

I felt him smile against me.

“Don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t.

I set the coffee down before I dropped it and gripped the edge of the worktop with my free hand. Whatever was left of my professional composure was unravelling fast.

“Yes… like that—”

He knew that tone. He kept the same steady rhythm, refusing to rush. I pulled him harder against me, fingers tight in his hair.

“That’s it. Good boy. That’s exactly—”

The rest of the sentence never came.

For a few long seconds I forgot about school, about coffee, about Friday mornings and the fact that I was meant to be a composed, responsible head teacher. There was only the sharp, spreading heat and the relentless, perfect movement of his mouth.

Then it broke.

I gasped, held him firmly in place, and let it roll through me in heavy waves. Paul stayed completely still afterwards, mouth soft against me, waiting.

Another thing he had learned years ago.

Never assume I am finished until I say so.

Eventually I loosened my fingers in his hair.

Paul looked up. I smiled down at him.

“Very good.”

“Thank you.”

“Don’t look so pleased with yourself.”

“I made my wife come before breakfast,” he said. “I think I’m allowed to look a little pleased.”

I laughed under my breath.

“Cheeky cuckold.”

I let my skirt fall back into place and smoothed it down with both hands. Within seconds I looked entirely respectable again. That small transformation never stopped amusing me.

I picked up my coffee and glanced at the kitchen clock. Still plenty of time.

Paul began to rise.

“Stay there.”

He froze halfway and sank straight back onto his knees. The look on his face changed at once. He knew that tone. I looked down at him.

“And before you get any ideas after that — you’re not coming.”

His eyebrows lifted.

“Today?”

“This weekend.”

The reaction was exactly what I had wanted.

“Kelly…”

“No.”

I smiled, soft and deliberate.

“You know my boyfriend is coming over tonight.”

Paul swallowed. I’d already told him earlier in the week that we would probably be seeing each other. Hearing it again while he was on his knees clearly made the information land differently.

“I want you nice and frustrated by the time he gets here.”

Paul nodded.

“Yes, Kelly.”

“No touching yourself.”

“No.”

“No trying to rub against anything either.”

His cheeks coloured.

“I don’t do that.”

I looked at him and waited. He glanced away.

“…Often.”

“That’s what I thought.”

I stroked his cheek with the back of my fingers. There was never any real cruelty in these moments. Teasing, yes. A little humiliation sometimes, because he liked it. But underneath all of it sat thirty-one years of marriage and the simple, solid knowledge that this ridiculous man kneeling in front of me loved me more than anyone else on earth.

And I loved him.

“Be good for me.”

“I will.”

“And then perhaps, if you’re very good, I’ll let you help me afterwards.”

That earned a proper blush. I bent and kissed his forehead.

“There’s my cucky.”

I picked up my handbag.

“Now get up and finish your coffee. Some of us have proper jobs.”

Paul laughed under his breath and finally rose to his feet. I kissed him once more on my way out of the kitchen.

“Love you.”

“Love you too.”

A few minutes later I was in the car, driving towards school with no reason at all to think this Friday would be anything other than ordinary. My boyfriend was coming over tonight. Paul would spend the whole day growing quietly more frustrated. I would run my school. Life would continue exactly as usual.

Or so I thought.

Less than an hour later I turned into the teachers’ car park and saw Lucy Fenton’s Mini already sitting there.

And before the weekend I had planned even arrived, little did I know it was going to become considerably more interesting than any of us could have imagined.


Arriving Early

Despite her youth — she was only twenty-three and this was her first teaching post — Lucy Fenton was the best teacher on my staff. Her classroom manner was relaxed, efficient and quietly well-organised. The children adored her, worked hard for her, and her SATs results were among the strongest in the borough. But for all that, Mrs Fenton never, ever arrived at school first.

Intrigued by the sight of her Mini already in the car park, I left my handbag in the head’s office and walked down the corridor to her classroom. Empty. I continued on through the assembly hall and pushed open the staff-room door.

The first thing I noticed was the smell of cigarette smoke.

Lucy was sitting in one of the low armchairs, a lit cigarette between her fingers. She looked up and attempted a smile.

“Good morning, Mrs Simpson.”

I didn’t return the greeting. I was too busy staring.

Lucy didn’t smoke. At least, she never had in the time she had worked for me. Yet here she was at twenty past seven in the morning, pale and exhausted, drawing on a cigarette like someone who needed it.

She looked dreadful.

The whites of her cornflower-blue eyes were shot through with red, and the dark circles beneath them looked almost bruised against the unnatural pallor of her skin. She looked exhausted, scraped thin, as if she had been running on nerves alone for hours.

I stopped just inside the doorway.

“Lucy… what on earth’s happened? You look awful. Are you ill?”

She gave a weak little smile and took another pull on the cigarette, the smoke trembling slightly as she exhaled.

“Not ill, exactly,” she said. “Just hurt. And really confused. I came in early because I was hoping I might catch you on your own. I’ve got a problem at home and I… I wondered if I could talk to you about it. Properly. You’ve always said we could come to you if we needed help.”

I felt myself hesitate. When I had made that offer I had been thinking of difficult parents, struggling children, the usual school messes. I had not imagined sitting down with my youngest teacher to untangle whatever private crisis had left her smoking in the staff room at this hour. She saw the pause and immediately tried to take the words back.

“It’s fine,” she said quickly, pushing herself up from the chair on unsteady legs. “I’m being dramatic. Forget I said anything. I’ll just make a strong coffee and go back to my room. I need to stay awake somehow — I barely slept.”

I saw my opportunity.

“Let me make us both a proper coffee in my room,” I said, and took her arm. She was trembling under my hand; the concern I had felt a moment earlier sharpened into something closer to alarm. “If you haven’t slept, that at least explains why you look like a ghost. You must be exhausted.”

She resisted, just slightly. I didn’t allow it.

“No,” I said, firmer now. “I have a duty of care to my staff as well as the children. I’m not asking you to come with me — I’m telling you. Come on. Lean on me if you need to. You look as if you might go over.”

I steered her out of the staff room and down the corridor. Once inside my office I settled her into the chair opposite the desk and switched on the old percolator I kept in the little alcove. The machine gurgled and began to drip. Only then did I turn back to her.

“All right,” I said, keeping my voice gentle. “What’s going on, Lucy? I was surprised to see your car here so early.”

She looked down at her hands and coloured.

“I’ve been driving around for hours,” she said. “Mike and I had a massive row last night and I just… left. I haven’t been home since. I’m not even sure I will go back. It’s so embarrassing. I don’t know how to explain what we rowed about. You and Mr Simpson have been married forever — I can’t imagine the two of you ever arguing over something this stupid. Look, Mrs Simpson, this was a mistake. I need time to think. I don’t know if Mike and I still have a future, but that’s for me to work out. I shouldn’t be dragging you into my marital mess.”

I shook my head and turned back to the percolator. As I poured two mugs my mind was already turning over the possibilities. What the hell had she done? An affair? She’d only been married five minutes.

I set one of the mugs in front of her.

“Milk’s in the fridge, sugar’s on the side if you want it,” I said. “And you’re going to get yourself in trouble if you keep calling me Mrs Simpson. You know the rule. In front of the children and parents it’s formal. The rest of the time it’s Kelly. There’s no one else here.”

Lucy nodded, still looking down, and took a sip. She flinched hard.

“Fuck me, that’s hot—” She stopped, colour flooding her face. “God, I’m sorry, Mrs Simp— I mean Kelly. I didn’t mean to swear.”

“Forget it,” I said, and gave her a small smile.

I didn’t tell her that part of me would have jumped at the chance to fuck her. I might have been old enough to be her mother, but she had a beautiful pair of breasts, long legs, and the sort of eyes my late mother would have called come-to-bed. Lucy Fenton was extremely fuckable. She was also on my staff, which put her firmly out of bounds. She had no idea I was a bisexual hotwife with a boyfriend about her age and a husband I loved who lived in chastity. I certainly wasn’t about to tell her.

I took a breath and looked at her properly.

“Lucy, whatever you say in here stays in here. I’m not about to go repeating it. I’ve kept more secrets than you’ve had hot dinners. So just tell me what’s actually going on, love. You’re clearly in a state.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’m not being a nosy cow. If you’re not right, you’re not going to teach properly. That affects your class, and I won’t have that.”

Lucy gave a small, tired smile at the way I’d phrased it.

She wrapped both hands around the mug as if she needed the heat and took another sip before she spoke.

“All right. Here goes.”

Her voice was quieter now.

“Mike and I have been married nearly two years. We met after I finished university. We started seeing each other and… it just happened. I fell for him. I’d never really had a proper boyfriend before I left home. My dad’s a parish priest. I had a very sheltered upbringing until I went away to study.”

I nodded slowly.

It was almost unsettling how closely her story tracked my own, only the details were different. My father had been a coal miner, not a vicar, but the rest — the late start, the sudden intensity of first real love — felt familiar in a way that made something twist quietly in my chest.

“Go on,” I said.

“I went completely off the rails,” Lucy said, colour rising in her cheeks in a way that was, inconveniently, rather attractive. “I slept with my roommate just to find out what it would be like with another woman. Then I went through most of the first-fifteen rugby team as well. I drank far too much, smoked, had the odd spliff. Nothing harder than that, but still… it was a lot.”

I smiled and shook my head.

“What happened?” I asked. “Because when you walked in here for interview you were little Miss Prim-and-Proper. I didn’t know who you’d slept with and I didn’t care. All I cared about was that you were properly qualified and you clearly wanted to teach. I wouldn’t have given you the job otherwise.”

Lucy didn’t flinch at the language. She simply drew a breath and carried on.

“Mike happened,” she said. “I met him while I was doing my teacher training. We started seeing each other and I just… stopped. All of it. The sleeping around, the drinking, the rest of it. We got close. By the time he was finishing his law studies we were properly in love. I qualified, he went off to train as a barrister, and once we were both done we got engaged.”

I nodded. The shape of it felt familiar.

“I got the job here, he found a place in a firm in town, and we got married nearly two years ago,” she went on. “Everything was fine. It really was. And then…”

She stopped. The silence stretched.

I raised my eyebrows.

“And then?”

“Oh God, this is so embarrassing.” Lucy set her mug down too hard and pressed both hands over her face for a moment. She stayed like that, breathing, before she dropped her hands and looked straight at me. There was a kind of defiant, cornered determination in her expression now.

“Mike has the smallest cock it has ever been my misfortune to encounter,” she said, the words tumbling out as if she needed to get them into the open before she lost her nerve. Her face was scarlet. “And it’s not only the size. He comes so quickly it’s almost over before it’s started. We’ve had sex loads of times since we got married — I mean properly tried — but I have never once come from his cock. Not once in two years.”

I bit down on the inside of my cheek and shook my head slowly. The similarity was almost unsettling. Her story was mapping onto mine and Paul’s with an accuracy that made something twist low in my stomach. I opened my mouth to say something careful, but Lucy was already continuing, the dam clearly broken.

“I love sex. I really do. But I love him more than I care about that. He can’t last long enough to get me there, so he does the only thing he can — he goes down on me afterwards. Every time. He uses his tongue until I come. That’s how it’s been for the whole of our marriage.” She looked up at me then, suddenly self-conscious, as if only now realising how much she had said. “God, am I embarrassing you? You’re being so quiet.”

“Not at all,” I said, and allowed myself a small, genuine grin. “For the record, I love sitting on Paul’s face too. Oral sex is one of the better things in life, isn’t it?”

Lucy’s face was a picture — wide-eyed, flushed, caught between shock and the first unwilling flicker of laughter. I couldn’t help the soft giggle that escaped me.

“Yes,” I said, “even fifty-something-year-olds like me still enjoy a good tonguing. Don’t look so scandalised. Go on. I’m genuinely interested in why you walked out on a man who clearly doesn’t mind burying his face between your legs.”

She stared at me for a second longer, as if recalibrating everything she thought she knew about her head teacher, then let out a shaky breath and wrapped her hands tighter around the mug.

“Last night he came home late. He’d just won a really important case and he was still high on it — talking too fast, smiling too much. We had a nice meal, shared a bottle of wine, and went to bed earlier than usual. We started having sex… and he came in about two minutes. I wasn’t even properly wet. I told him it didn’t matter, that he could just do what he always does — go down on me, take his time, make me come with his mouth. But he said he had a better idea. So instead of finishing me he sat up in bed and wanted to talk.”

I felt a slow, almost uncomfortable recognition settle in my chest. If someone had wound the clock back thirty-odd years I could have been the young woman sitting in this chair, trying to explain the same quiet, humiliating problem to whatever head teacher had been in post then. The parallel was sharp enough to make me pause before I gestured for her to continue.

Lucy swallowed hard, the sound audible in the quiet office.

“The long and short of it,” she said, voice tightening, “was that Mike suggested I find someone else. A lover with a bigger cock. Someone who could actually fuck me properly. He said he’d still be my husband, but he’d also be… what he called a cuckold.” She almost spat the word. “Have you ever heard that term before? Because I hadn’t. Not until last night. And I never want to hear it again. I got dressed and walked out of the house. I don’t know if I’ll ever go back.”

Her voice cracked on the last sentence. She pressed the heels of her hands against her eyes for a second, then dropped them.

“I don’t even have anywhere to live,” she said, and the tears that had been threatening finally spilled over. “I just drove around all night. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.”

For a moment I couldn’t answer. The words sat in my throat. I did not trust myself to tell her that Paul had been a willing cuckold for most of our marriage, that I had taken dozens of lovers over the years, and that he had known about and approved of every single one of them. The silence stretched just long enough for her to misread it.

She looked up, eyes wet and suddenly hard.

“I’ve trusted you with all of this,” she said. “I need to know I can trust you to keep it to yourself.”

I let the question hang and asked one of my own instead.

“Where is Mike now?”

Lucy gave a small, helpless shrug.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “At work, I suppose. Why do you ask?”

I ignored the question. Instead I stood, took her by the elbows and guided her up out of the chair. She was lighter than I expected, and she swayed the moment she was on her feet.

“You’re in no fit state to teach today,” I said. She opened her mouth to argue and I simply rested one finger against her lips. “No. This isn’t a request. It’s an order. Go home. By your own admission Mike won’t be there. Get some proper sleep, pack a few things, and come to my house when you wake up. I mean it — no arguing. I’m going to ring Paul right now. He’s off today. You can stay with us tonight. At least you’ll get a decent night’s sleep in a proper bed, and we can talk properly about what happens next with your marriage.”

I drew her into a hug before she could answer. She came willingly enough, almost collapsing against me. The soft, heavy press of her breasts against mine sent a sharp, unwelcome pulse of heat straight between my legs. For a second I held her a fraction longer than I should have, feeling the warmth of her body and the faint tremor still running through her. Then I made myself let go and settled for a carefully restrained kiss on the cheek instead.

“Now go home and sleep,” I said, keeping my voice light even though my pulse was still a little too quick. “Don’t worry about your class. I’ll take them today. It’ll do me good to get back in front of a room of children for once.”

Lucy looked at me with tired, watery eyes.

“Thank you, Kelly. Really. Do you honestly think there’s a way to fix this? I love him so much, but everything feels broken and I don’t know how to put it back together.”

“No buts,” I said, firmer now. “Trust me. Your old Auntie Kelly will do whatever she can to get you home to the man you love. Now go, before you fall asleep standing up in my office.”

A small, exhausted giggle escaped her.

“Yes, Auntie Kelly. You’re very stern when you want to be. I wouldn’t dare say no.”





A Plan Comes Together

As soon as Lucy's little red Mini had disappeared from the staff car park, I went back into my office and closed the door.

For a few moments I simply stood there, staring at the telephone.

What a bloody morning.

Less than an hour earlier I had arrived at school expecting nothing more taxing than the usual Friday routine. Now my best young teacher had walked out on her husband because he'd suggested becoming her cuckold, she was going to spend the night at my house, and I had somehow appointed myself marriage guidance counsellor.

I couldn't help smiling.

Of all the women Lucy Fenton could have chosen to confide in, she had chosen me.

If only she knew.

I sat down behind my desk and reached for the telephone.

There were a few arrangements I needed to make.

My boyfriend was first.

He answered after only a couple of rings.

"Hello, gorgeous."

I smiled despite myself.

"Don't get too excited. I'm afraid I'm cancelling."

There was a pause.

"You're joking."

"No."

"But I've been looking forward to seeing you."

"So have I."

That was perfectly true. I'd been looking forward to it very much indeed.

"Something's come up at school," I continued. "One of my teachers is having a bit of a crisis at home. She's coming to stay with Paul and me tonight, and I don't know how long I'm going to be occupied."

He groaned theatrically.

"You owe me."

"I know."

"A lot."

"I know that too."

I leaned back in my chair.

"Don't sound so devastated. I'm hardly your only option."

He laughed.

That was another reason our arrangement worked so well. My boyfriend was not pretending to be my second husband. He had his own life, and I knew perfectly well that I wasn't the only woman he fucked.

Nor did I want to be.

"I'm sure you'll find some poor neglected woman to console you," I said.

"I might."

"You will."

"Jealous?"

"Not remotely."

That wasn't entirely true. I enjoyed a tiny flicker of jealousy now and then. It added spice. But I certainly didn't expect fidelity from a man to whom I wasn't faithful myself.

"Go and have fun," I told him. "I'll make it up to you."

"When?"

"I'll let you know."

"I'll hold you to that."

"You'd better."

We exchanged a few more suitably filthy promises before I ended the call.

I sat there for a moment afterwards, smiling to myself.

He'd be disappointed, certainly, but not heartbroken. I knew perfectly well that I wasn't the only woman he was sleeping with. If he wanted company that night, he'd find it.

Good luck to him.

Next I rang Paul.

He answered almost immediately.

"Hello?"

"It's me."

"Everything all right?"

"Not exactly."

I told him about Lucy.

Not every intimate detail. Those belonged to Lucy, at least until I had decided how much of her confidence it was appropriate to share. But I explained that she and Mike had had a serious row, that she had spent most of the night driving around, and that I'd sent her home to sleep before instructing her to come to ours later.

Paul listened without interrupting.

That was one of the many things I loved about him.

When I had finished, he said simply, "Of course she can stay."

"I knew you'd say that."

"How bad is it?"

"I think the marriage is perfectly salvageable."

There was a pause.

"And you already have an idea."

I smiled.

My husband knew me far too well.

"I might."

"Kelly..."

"Oh, don't use that tone."

"What tone?"

"That 'my wife is plotting something' tone."

Paul laughed.

"Are you?"

"Possibly."

I swivelled my chair towards the window and looked across the empty playground.

"She's going to arrive sometime this afternoon. Probably before I get home. I want you to behave yourself."

"I always behave myself."

I snorted.

"Like a normal husband, Paul."

"Oh."

That single syllable made me grin.

"Yes. Oh. No kneeling unless I tell you to. No calling me anything peculiar. No asking permission to sit down. No disappearing upstairs to fetch anything embarrassing. And for heaven's sake don't start talking about chastity devices."

"I wasn't planning to."

"You'd better not be."

"I can act normal."

"For a few hours?"

"I'll do my best."

"Good boy."

There was a short silence.

"Kelly?"

"Yes?"

"What exactly has happened between Lucy and her husband?"

I considered the question.

"You'll find out tonight."

Another pause. This one was rather more interested.

"Oh."

I smiled.

"That's all you're getting for now."

"You're enjoying this."

"Immensely."

"I can tell."

"Just make her feel welcome. Tea, sympathy, whatever she needs. She's had a horrible night and she's embarrassed enough already. I don't want her feeling that she's imposing on us."

"She won't."

His voice became serious.

"You know I'll look after her."

"I know."

That was why I loved him. Whatever peculiarities existed in our marriage—and there were plenty—beneath all of them Paul was simply a thoroughly decent man.

"Thank you, cucky."

"You're welcome."

"And Paul?"

"Yes?"

"Remember. Normal husband."

He laughed.

"I'll practise."

I put the telephone down. Two calls made. One more to go.

I sat still for several seconds, considering whether what I was about to do was wise. Probably not. On the other hand, I hadn't built a successful career by being frightened of difficult conversations. I opened the bottom drawer of my filing cabinet and took out Lucy's personnel file.

These days, every member of staff was required to provide an emergency contact. Spouse, parent, partner, sibling—someone we could telephone if they collapsed at work or were taken ill.

In Lucy's case, unsurprisingly, the name listed was:

Mike Fenton — Husband.

There was a telephone number beneath it. I copied the number onto the pad beside my telephone, closed the file and returned it to the cabinet. Then I stared at the number.

"This is absolutely none of your business, Kelly," I muttered.

I picked up the receiver anyway. The call took considerably longer than either of the first two. At first the person on the other end was understandably surprised to hear from me. Then defensive. Then worried.

I explained that Lucy was safe. I explained that she'd come into school exhausted after being out all night. I explained that I'd sent her home to sleep and that she would be spending the evening with Paul and me.

Then I listened. For quite a long time. By the end of the conversation, I knew considerably more about what had happened in the Fenton household the previous evening than Lucy probably imagined I did. I also knew that my initial instinct had been correct.

This marriage wasn't finished.

Not remotely.

Indeed, unless I had completely misjudged both of them, their real problem wasn't that Mike's suggestion was impossible. It was that he'd dropped it on his wife without giving her the faintest idea what such a marriage might actually look like.

That, I thought, could be remedied. Before ending the call I gave the person on the other end some very specific instructions. There was a moment's hesitation. Then agreement.

"Good," I said. "Leave it with me."

I put down the telephone and sat back in my chair.

Three calls. Three pieces moved into place. I looked at the clock.

And immediately remembered that, while I'd been quietly interfering in the intimate lives of two of my employees' marriage—well, one employee and her husband—I still had a school to run.

More specifically, I had thirty ten- and eleven-year-olds who were expecting Mrs Fenton to teach them that morning.

That responsibility now belonged to me. Fortunately, I rather liked Lucy's class.

They were bright, lively children, generally well behaved, and it had been far too long since I'd spent an entire day actually teaching rather than filling in forms, attending meetings and dealing with all the bureaucratic nonsense that came with being a Head teacher.

It was Friday. Their teacher was unexpectedly absent. And, I decided, the world would probably continue turning if they had one slightly less academic day.

I'd give them some proper work in the morning. After lunch?

Well... Mrs Simpson might just decide that educational standards could survive an afternoon of quizzes, stories and whatever other entertainment I could invent.

I was beginning to jot down a few ideas when I heard movement in the adjoining office. A drawer opened. A filing cabinet shut. Then came the unmistakable sound of Marion settling herself at her desk.

Excellent. My secretary had arrived.

I got up, opened the connecting door and poked my head around it.

"Morning, Marion," I smiled. "Bit of a crisis this morning, I'm afraid. I've sent Lucy home. She's not well, so I'll be teaching her class today. There's nothing dreadful in the diary for me, is there?"

Marion glanced across at the large diary on the corner of her desk, ran one finger down the page and shook her head.

"Nothing dreadful. Just the weekly returns."

I breathed an exaggerated sigh of relief.

"Thank God for that."

"I'll prepare all the forms for you," she continued. "You can sign them before the end of the day, and I'll put them in the post on my way home."

I smiled gratefully.

"Marion, you're an absolute treasure."

"So you keep telling me."

"And don't you forget it."

She gave me one of those long-suffering looks secretaries reserve for Head teachers who interfere unnecessarily in the smooth running of their offices, then turned back to her work.

I returned to my own room feeling, not for the first time, extraordinarily grateful that Marion was so efficient. She had been with me long enough to know exactly what needed doing without having to be told, and there were days when I suspected that she understood the administrative workings of my school better than I did.

Today was certainly one of those days.

With the paperwork safely delegated, I turned my attention to the more immediate problem of Lucy's class.

I fetched her planning folder and spent a few minutes looking through what she'd prepared.

Everything was immaculate.

Of course it was.

Lesson objectives neatly written out, resources ready, books stacked in order and every activity planned almost to the minute. Lucy might have spent the previous night driving around town in tears after walking out on her husband, but several days earlier she had still managed to organise Friday's lessons with military precision.

I smiled to myself. Whatever else might be going wrong in her life, the girl was a bloody good teacher. I kept most of her plans for the morning. There was no point disrupting the children's education simply because their teacher had unexpectedly gone home.

After lunch, however, I decided we might relax the rules a little.

It was Friday.

They were a lovely group of ten- and eleven-year-olds, they had worked hard all week, and I hadn't spent an entire day properly teaching a class for far too long.

There and then, I made up my mind that Mrs Simpson was going to enjoy herself.

We did some proper work, naturally. I wasn't about to abandon the curriculum altogether. But we also had a quiz. We read stories.

I let them do some creative writing on any subject they liked rather than the carefully prescribed topic Lucy had prepared.

And towards the end of the afternoon, when concentration was beginning to disappear anyway, we played a couple of educational games that were considerably heavier on the games than they were on the education.

The children loved it.

So did I.

By the time the final bell went at half past three, I was tired, slightly hoarse and thoroughly reminded why I had become a teacher in the first place.

Being a Head teacher had its satisfactions, but too much of my working life seemed to involve budgets, meetings, reports, parents and endless pieces of paper.

Standing in front of a class was different.

That was real teaching.

Several of the children asked after Mrs Fenton before they left.

I assured them that she was merely unwell, that she was being looked after and that I expected her to be back with them very soon.

I certainly hoped that would be true.

Once the children had gone, I returned to my office and resumed being a Head teacher.

Marion deposited the completed weekly returns on my desk exactly as promised. I checked them, signed where she'd marked the relevant boxes, dealt with the handful of messages that had accumulated during the day and tidied away anything confidential.

By the time I finally looked at the clock again, it was later than I'd intended.

Nearly half past four.

I collected my handbag, said goodnight to Marion and walked out through the now almost silent school.

For the first time since lunchtime, my thoughts returned properly to Lucy.

I wondered how much sleep she'd managed to get.

I wondered whether she'd spent the afternoon regretting everything she'd told me.

Most of all, I wondered whether she'd actually come to the house.

She had promised she would.

But after a few hours' sleep, with the immediate emotion of the argument behind her, she might easily have decided that spending Friday evening discussing her husband's tiny cock and his desire to become a cuckold with her Head teacher wasn't quite such a wonderful idea after all.

I couldn't really have blamed her.

As I started the car, however, I found myself hoping she'd kept her word.

I had the distinct feeling that this evening might prove rather interesting.





Time To See

It was nearly five o'clock when I finally turned into the lane leading towards our house.

Paul and I lived on the edge of the village, comfortably removed from the neighbouring properties and surrounded by enough garden and countryside to give us a degree of privacy that had proved extremely convenient over the years.

As the house came into view, I immediately spotted the little red Mini parked on the drive.

I smiled. Lucy was already there. Good girl.

I pulled in beside her, switched off the engine and sat for a moment looking at the house.

It appeared completely ordinary.

Nothing about it suggested that the middle-aged couple who lived inside had spent almost thirty years happily practising precisely the kind of marriage that had horrified Lucy less than twelve hours earlier.

And Lucy still didn't know. I found that thought enormously entertaining. This morning she'd looked at me as though Mike's proposal had been the most outrageous idea any husband had ever suggested to his wife.

Tonight she was going to discover that her respectable Head teacher had rather more experience of cuckolding than any sensible woman ought to admit to.

I picked up my handbag and got out of the car.

"Tonight is going to be fun," I murmured to myself.

I locked the car and walked towards the front door.

The moment I stepped inside, I could smell something cooking.

Something rich and savoury.

Paul had obviously been busy.

"I'm home!" I called.

Almost immediately, he appeared from the kitchen.

He'd made an effort.

Ordinary trousers. Ordinary shirt. Nothing remotely suggestive in his appearance. I nearly laughed. He had clearly remembered my instructions about behaving like a normal husband in front of Lucy.

"Hello," he said.

He came towards me and kissed me chastely on the cheek.

"Had a good day?" he asked. "Lucy turned up about half an hour ago. She's in the conservatory. Can I bring you something to drink? She had a cup of tea when she arrived."

"Bring a fresh pot," I replied.

Then I caught his eye and gave him a knowing little wink.

"We'll start slowly."

Paul's eyebrows lifted.

I lowered my voice.

"But you do realise that I'm going to out us both tonight, don't you?"

For a moment he simply looked at me.

Then he grinned. There was no alarm in his expression. No embarrassment. If anything, he looked excited by the prospect.

"You're the Hot Wife," he replied quietly. "I'm just the cuckold who does what he's told. However you decide to play this out, you know I'll support you."

That was Paul all over. He could be deliciously submissive when I wanted him to be, but underneath all the games, rules and humiliations was the man who had stood beside me for more than thirty years and trusted me absolutely.

I reached for his hand and brought it to my lips.

"I love you, cucky."

"I love you too."

"And whatever happens with Lucy tonight, you're getting a reward when we go to bed."

His expression brightened immediately.

"Oh?"

I smiled.

"I'm going to sit on your face and wriggle."

Paul blushed.

Even after all these years, I could still make him blush simply by telling him what I intended to do with him.

Then his expression tightened and he gave a small involuntary wince. I knew exactly why. My poor cuckold had become excited.

Paul has a pathetically small cock at the best of times, but his chastity device makes things considerably more restrictive. I keep him in the smallest cage we have been able to find, and because he wears it virtually all the time, getting properly hard simply isn't possible.

When something excites him, his cock tries anyway.

The result is that everything becomes rather tight.

I glanced down at the front of his trousers and smiled.

"Comfortable?"

Paul's blush deepened.

"Not especially."

"Good."

"Kelly..."

"You know the rules."

"I know."

"No touching."

"I wasn't going to."

I raised an eyebrow and he immediately looked away. I laughed softly.

"Go and make the tea."

"Yes, Kelly."

He disappeared back towards the kitchen.

I watched him go, still smiling.

Thirty-one years of marriage, and I could still reduce him to an embarrassed little cuckold simply by promising him my pussy later.

There was something wonderfully reassuring about that.

Then I turned towards the conservatory.

Lucy was waiting.

I breezed into the room as though there were nothing remotely unusual about the situation. She was sitting on the large sofa, looking considerably better than she had that morning. The transformation was remarkable.

Her eyes were still slightly puffy from crying, but the dreadful grey exhaustion had gone from her face. Her hair was freshly washed, she had changed her clothes, and several hours of sleep had restored some colour to her cheeks.

She looked up as soon as I entered.

"How were they?" she asked.

I smiled.

Typical Lucy.

She had spent the previous night driving around town after walking out on her husband, had arrived at school exhausted and distraught, and had spent most of the day sleeping.

Yet her first question was about her class.

That, more than anything else, summed up why I thought so highly of her.

"They were absolutely fine," I assured her.

I crossed the conservatory and sat down beside her on the large sofa.

"They missed you, of course. Several of them asked where you were, and they all made me promise to send you their best wishes for a full recovery."

Lucy smiled.

"They weren't too much trouble?"

"Not in the slightest."

"I hate letting them down."

"You haven't let anybody down."

I gave her a stern look.

"You were in no fit state to teach this morning, and sending you home was unquestionably the right decision."

She nodded.

"I know."

"Good."

I settled back into the sofa and studied her properly.

She really did look enormously better.

The frightened, exhausted young woman who had sat in my office that morning seemed to have disappeared. In her place was the Lucy Fenton I was accustomed to seeing every day: attractive, intelligent, composed and perhaps just a little embarrassed at finding herself sitting in her Head teacher's conservatory waiting to discuss the intimate shortcomings of her husband.

I looked at her and smiled.

"Well, don't you scrub up nicely?" I teased. Lucy smiled, a little self-consciously.

"A few hours' sleep seems to have done you the world of good. How are you feeling?"

"Much better, thank you. I didn't realise quite how exhausted I was until I got home. I think I was asleep within about ten minutes."

"I'm not remotely surprised. You looked half dead this morning."

"I felt it." She tucked a strand of hair behind one ear and looked down at her hands for a moment. "Still confused, though."

I nodded. That, at least, was honest.

Lucy drew a slow breath and settled back against the sofa. "I've been thinking about what Mike said last night."

"I rather assumed you might."

"I keep going over it in my head. What he said. What I said. The way I reacted." She gave a small, embarrassed laugh. "I suppose storming out of the house and driving around for most of the night wasn't exactly the most mature response."

"You were shocked."

"I was furious."

"That too."

She looked at me. "But the more I've thought about it today, the more I keep coming back to the same thing."

"Which is?"

"I love him."

There was no hesitation in that answer.

"I really do, Kelly. Whatever else is wrong between us, I love Mike. I married him for better or for worse."

She paused, then gave a small shrug. "And this is hardly the worst thing that could happen to a marriage, is it?"

"No."

"It isn't as though he's done anything deliberately cruel. He hasn't cheated on me. He hasn't stopped loving me. He hasn't even stopped wanting me." Her mouth twisted into a faint smile. "Quite the opposite, apparently."

I said nothing. This was Lucy's conclusion to reach, not mine.

"And he can't help it," she continued.

"Help what?"

She blushed. "You know."

I raised an eyebrow.

She sighed. "His cock."

I smiled.

Lucy's blush deepened. "He can't help having such a small cock."

"No."

"And he can't help coming quickly either. I know he wishes he didn't. Sometimes I think he gets more upset about it than I do."

That interested me. "You've never said that before."

"I suppose I haven't." She looked away. "I get frustrated. Of course I do. I'm twenty-three years old and I like sex. I miss proper sex. I miss being able to lose myself in it without knowing that almost as soon as we've started, Mike is going to be finished."

She gave a helpless shrug. "But that doesn't mean he's a bad husband."

"Certainly not."

"He's kind. He's funny. He works hard. He puts up with me when I'm being impossible. And I know he worships the ground I walk on."

I smiled. "That sounds rather familiar."

Lucy didn't seem to notice the significance of my remark.

"So I've been thinking that perhaps I was unfair to him last night."

"Perhaps."

"I mean, he was trying to solve a problem."

"In his own peculiar way."

"Exactly." She laughed. "A very peculiar way."

Then her expression grew serious again. "I don't think I can do what he suggested, though."

I kept my face neutral. "No?"

"I can't." She shook her head. "I love him too much."

That was interesting.

I tilted my head slightly. "You think sleeping with somebody else would mean you loved him less?"

"I don't know."

"That's not an answer."

"I know." She sighed again. "It's just... marriage is supposed to mean something, isn't it? You marry one person. You sleep with that person. You stay faithful."

"That is certainly the conventional arrangement."

"And that's what I promised him."

"You also promised for better or for worse."

"I know."

Lucy stared down at her hands for a few seconds, then looked back at me.

"I married Mike because I wanted to spend my life with him. I didn't marry his cock."

I nearly laughed, but managed to restrain myself. "That's a surprisingly sensible observation."

She smiled faintly. "I thought you might say that."

"So what have you decided?"

"I think I'm going home."

"Tonight?"

"Yes. I'm going to tell him I'm sorry for walking out."

I nodded. "And then?"

"I'm going to tell him not to be so bloody stupid."

I couldn't help smiling.

Lucy noticed. "What?"

"Nothing."

"You've got that look."

"What look?"

"That Head teacher look. The one you get when you know something the rest of us don't."

"Nonsense."

"Kelly."

I laughed. "Carry on."

She narrowed her eyes suspiciously, but continued. "I'm going to tell him that I love him. That we can work around the sex thing. Lots of couples must have worse problems."

"I'm sure they do."

"And if we need to use toys, or have more oral sex, or whatever, then fine." She shrugged. "I married him for better or for worse. He can't help having such a small cock, so I'm..."

She broke off abruptly.





Better or Worse

Paul had appeared in the doorway carrying a tray with a fresh pot of tea and two cups and saucers balanced neatly upon it. The milk jug was already sitting on the coffee table beside Lucy's empty cup from earlier.

"Tea, ladies?" Paul asked, crossing the room and placing the tray carefully on the table.

Lucy froze.

Then the colour rushed into her face.

Her eyes widened as she looked from Paul to me and back again. I knew exactly what had just occurred to her. Paul could not possibly have failed to hear the final part of her sentence. Her husband's tiny cock had just been announced quite clearly to my husband.

For several seconds she looked absolutely mortified. I decided to help her out of her embarrassment.

"Thank you, Paul," I smiled up at him. "Go and get yourself a cup and saucer. You may join us until supper is ready. I take it you asked our guest if there was anything she couldn't eat?"

"Yes, dear. Lucy says she eats everything. I've made a boeuf bourguignon. It should be ready by seven."

"Perfect."

Paul nodded and disappeared back towards the kitchen. The moment he was safely out of earshot, Lucy leaned towards me and lowered her voice.

"I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to say that about Mike's cock in front of your husband."

I suppressed a smile.

"Don't worry about it."

"But he must have heard me."

"Almost certainly."

Her cheeks coloured again. "God, that's embarrassing. I wouldn't want to make Paul uncomfortable."

I nearly laughed at that.

Of all the things capable of making my husband uncomfortable, hearing that another man had a tiny cock was very low on the list.

"Paul is extremely difficult to embarrass," I assured her. "I wouldn't give it another thought."

She still looked mortified.

"I just don't want him thinking I'm some horrible wife who sits around insulting her husband behind his back."

"I don't think he thinks anything of the sort."

"Good."

She glanced towards the kitchen to make sure Paul wasn't already returning.

"I'll tell you properly later what I've decided, but I've been thinking about it all afternoon. I'm going to go back to Mike."

"I thought you might."

"I'm going to tell him not to be so bloody silly."

I raised an eyebrow.

Lucy smiled.

"I know what you're going to say. He was trying to help. And I know that now. But I'm not going to start sleeping with other men just because Mike thinks his cock isn't good enough."

"Quite."

"I love him. That's what matters."

She sounded more certain now than she had only a few minutes earlier.

"I married him, Kelly. I chose him. If the worst thing wrong with our marriage is that he's badly equipped and comes too quickly, then we'll find another way around it."

"Very sensible."

"I mean it. I'm going to stick by him."

There was something rather touching about the determination in her voice.

I smiled warmly.

"You're a very sensible young woman."

Lucy relaxed a little.

"But," I added, "we are still going to talk about what you told me this morning."

Her expression became wary again.

"Do we have to?"

"Yes."

"Kelly..."

"No escaping."

She sighed.

"I suppose I did ask for your advice."

"You did, and you're going to get it."

I reached across and gave her hand a reassuring squeeze.

"Nothing said in this house tonight will leave these four walls. Paul is as discreet as I am, and you have my absolute word that neither of us will ever repeat anything you tell us."

"I trust you."

"Good."

I smiled.

"And believe me when I say that by the end of tonight, I think you're going to look at Mike's suggestion rather differently."

Lucy frowned.

"You keep saying things like that."

"Do I?"

"Yes. And you keep smiling afterwards."

"I have no idea what you mean."

She gave me a suspicious look, but before she could pursue the matter, Paul reappeared carrying another cup and saucer.

"Ah! Here's Paul," I said brightly. "Tea for three, please, Paul. Guests first, remember."

"Of course."

Paul picked up the teapot and began to pour.

I watched Lucy watching him.

Her expression was priceless. There was nothing particularly strange about a husband pouring tea for his wife's guest, of course, but there had been something unmistakably commanding in the way I'd spoken to him, and Lucy had clearly noticed.

Paul, meanwhile, hadn't reacted in the slightest. He simply did as he was told. Little did she know that he loved it.

I had spent more than thirty years telling Paul what to do, when to do it and, on occasions, exactly how I expected it to be done. Serving me wasn't an inconvenience to him. It was part of the dynamic he adored.

Tonight, however, I intended to reveal that side of our marriage gradually. There was no point frightening Lucy off before we'd even finished the tea. How she reacted as Paul's true nature began to emerge would tell me a great deal about how the rest of the evening might unfold.

Paul finished pouring Lucy's tea and passed the cup carefully across to her.

"Thank you, Paul," she said with a smile.

Then she looked at me mischievously.

"I can see Kelly has you well trained."

I almost choked.

If only she knew.

Paul merely smiled.

"My Mike is hopeless in the kitchen," Lucy continued. "He always says that the one time he tried to make tea, he somehow managed to burn the water."

Paul smiled politely.

"Kelly works hard," Paul replied. "When she's not at school, I try to do as much as I can around the house. It's only fair, isn't it? She can't be expected to run a school all day and then come home and do everything here as well."

Lucy smiled approvingly.

"Mike could learn a thing or two from you."

"Oh, I don't know," I said, taking my cup from Paul. "Perhaps you just need to train him properly."

Lucy laughed.

"Train him?"

"That was your word, wasn't it? You said I had Paul well trained."

"I was joking."

"I wasn't."

Her smile faltered slightly as she looked from me to Paul. I took a leisurely sip of tea.

"You should try it, Lucy. A properly trained husband makes for a much more harmonious household."

Paul stood quietly beside the coffee table, apparently entirely unconcerned by the direction the conversation was taking. I looked up at him.

"Paul loves to serve, don't you, dear?"

"Yes, Kelly."

He said it without embarrassment or hesitation. Lucy's eyebrows rose. Paul handed me my tea, then remained standing beside the sofa.

"May I sit, please?"

That did it. Lucy looked at him, then at me. I could almost see the questions forming behind her eyes.

"No, not yet," I said.

I gave Lucy a little wink. Her eyes widened further. Paul simply nodded and remained where he was. There was a brief silence which I let hang there deliberately.

Lucy had already noticed that I directed my husband rather more firmly than most wives directed theirs. Now she'd seen him ask my permission before sitting down.

The first tiny crack had appeared in the picture of our perfectly conventional marriage.

I smiled into my tea.

"The reason Lucy is here tonight," I began, "is because she and her husband have had a row."

Lucy nearly dropped her cup.

"Kelly!"

I looked at her.

"You promised! I thought this was going to be our secret."

Her face had gone scarlet again.

I remained completely calm.

"All in good time, my dear."

"But—"

I raised one finger.

"Please don't interrupt me again."

She stopped. I smiled sweetly at her.

"Or I shall have to discipline you."

Lucy stared at me. For perhaps two seconds neither of us said anything. Then, very slowly, she lowered her eyes to her tea. I had no idea whether she thought I was joking. I wasn't entirely sure myself.

"Good girl," I said. "Now drink your tea and listen to what Paul has to say."

To my amazement, Lucy did exactly as she was told. She closed her mouth, lowered her eyes for a moment, then sat back on the sofa like a chastened schoolgirl waiting to hear what came next. When she finally looked up again, it was at Paul, and there was something almost expectant in her expression.

Interesting.

Very interesting.

I took another sip of tea and carried on as though nothing unusual had happened.

"It seems that Lucy's husband, Mike, suffers from much the same shortcomings as you do, Paul."

Paul glanced at Lucy, but said nothing.

"He has a tiny cock," I continued matter-of-factly, "and apparently he gets so excited that he cums before Lucy has had anything approaching her own pleasure. Does any of that ring a bell?"

Paul smiled ruefully.

"Very much so."

Lucy looked mortified.

I suspected she'd expected Paul to be offended by the comparison. Instead, my husband seemed entirely comfortable discussing his inadequacies in front of a woman he'd met less than an hour earlier.

That alone appeared to confuse her.

Paul looked at me.

"May I ask what solution Mike proposed?"

"You may."

I turned towards Lucy.

She immediately knew what was coming.

"Would you like to tell him, my dear, or shall I?"

Her cheeks coloured again.

For several seconds she stared into her tea.

"Mike suggested that I find a much better equipped man and take him as a lover," she eventually said, so quietly that Paul had to lean forward slightly to hear her. "Someone who could... do the things he can't."

Paul nodded thoughtfully.

Lucy swallowed.

"He says he wants me to cuckold him. We'd stay married. Nothing else would change. I'd still be his wife, but I'd be allowed to fu..."

She stopped herself.

Her blush deepened.

"To have sex with other men."

Paul smiled.

"What a sensible fellow your Mike sounds."

Lucy stared at him.

I hid my amusement behind my teacup.

"And please," Paul continued, perfectly calmly, "don't restrict your vocabulary on my account."

Lucy blinked.

"I beg your pardon?"

"You were going to say fuck."

Her mouth fell open.

Paul's smile broadened.

"What your husband is suggesting is that you fuck other men. There's no need to dress it up as anything else. 'Having sex' always sounds such a soulless description, don't you think?"

Lucy slowly turned her head towards me, her expression one of complete amazement.

I merely smiled, shook my head and took another sip of tea.

"Go on, Paul," I encouraged him. "Tell her everything. Perhaps in a minute Lucy might even like to see your device for herself. Then she can decide whether Mike's suggestion is really as outrageous as she thought it was this morning."

Lucy's eyes flicked instinctively towards Paul's trousers before darting back up again. Her cheeks coloured, but she said nothing.

"Kelly and I have been married for thirty-one years," Paul began. "And for nineteen of those years, I've been her willing cuckold."

Lucy stared at him.

Paul continued calmly, as though he were explaining something completely ordinary.

"You see, I have exactly the same problem Mike apparently has. I'm very small, and I've always suffered from premature ejaculation. When Kelly and I were younger, I used to get so excited that conventional sex could sometimes be over almost before it had properly started."

He smiled at me.

"That doesn't mean I can't pleasure my wife. I know Kelly's body better than anybody, and there are plenty of things I'm extremely good at."

I smiled back at him. After my rather enjoyable start to the morning, I could hardly disagree.

"But there are also things I simply can't give her," Paul continued. "And eventually we realised there was no reason she should go without them simply because I happened to be the man she married."

Lucy was listening intently now.

"I love my wife," he said. "Completely. And from everything you've said, Mike clearly loves you in much the same way. That's the important part. Being a cuckold doesn't mean I want Kelly to leave me. Quite the opposite. I know she loves me, and she knows I love her. That certainty is what makes everything else possible."

"But you actually want her to sleep with other men?" Lucy asked.

"Yes."

No hesitation. No embarrassment.

Just yes.

"Really?"

"Really."

Paul smiled.

"I know I'm not equipped to give Kelly everything she enjoys, so instead of pretending otherwise, we made those things available to her elsewhere. She gets to enjoy lovers who can offer her something different, and she still comes home to the husband who adores her."

He paused.

"And I get something from it too."

Lucy frowned slightly.

"What?"

"The knowledge that she's enjoying herself. The anticipation. Hearing about it afterwards. Sometimes watching. Sometimes being involved in other ways. The whole dynamic excites me."

Her eyes widened.

"So you're not just... tolerating it?"

Paul laughed.

"Good Lord, no."

I couldn't resist joining in.

"If anything, he's more enthusiastic about my dates than I am sometimes."

"That's not true."

"It absolutely is."

Paul smiled and conceded the point with a little shrug.

"What I'm trying to say," he continued, turning back to Lucy, "is that Mike may not be suggesting this because he doesn't care about you. He may be suggesting it precisely because he does. If he knows he can't give you something you want, perhaps he'd rather see you have it than spend the next fifty years pretending the problem doesn't exist."

Lucy looked thoughtful.

Paul leaned slightly closer.

"It's the best of both worlds, really. Kelly gets the kind of sex she wants from her lovers, and she still has a supportive husband waiting for her at home. I get the woman I love, and I get a marriage that suits me perfectly. Neither of us feels deprived."

He smiled.

"Or, to put it more accurately, she gets lovers and a cuckold."

Lucy slowly turned towards me.

Her face was a picture.

"You mean...?"

I raised my eyebrows innocently.

"You're a...?"

She looked at Paul and then back at me.

"Paul's really a cu... a cuckold?"

"Yes, yes and yes," I grinned.

She continued staring at me as though she'd suddenly discovered that her Head teacher was an entirely different species.

"And if you've got any sense," I continued, "you might eventually discover that becoming a Hot Wife isn't quite the marital catastrophe you imagined this morning."

"Kelly!"

"What?"

I laughed.

"I'm not saying you have to do anything. But now you know why I didn't faint with horror when you told me what Mike suggested."

Lucy put a hand to her forehead.

"I can't believe this."

"It's really not that complicated. Paul loves me. I love Paul. And I also have lovers."

"Lovers? Plural?"

"Over the years? Certainly."

She stared.

"They don't necessarily want another wife, and I certainly don't want another husband. We meet because we enjoy one another, we have our fun, and afterwards everybody goes back to their own lives. No pretending. No promises that nobody intends to keep. No threat to my marriage."

I glanced affectionately at Paul.

"And my cuckold gets his wife back afterwards."

Paul smiled.

"Usually in a very good mood."

"Cheeky."

Lucy shook her head slowly.

"I honestly had no idea."

"Of course you didn't. I'm hardly going to include it in the staff handbook."

That finally made her laugh.

"And incidentally," I added, "if you hadn't had your little meltdown this morning, I'd probably be upstairs right now getting ready for a date with my boyfriend."

Her mouth fell open again.

"You have a boyfriend now?"

"I certainly do."

"And Paul knows?"

"Of course he knows. Who do you think listens to me deciding what to wear?"

Paul nodded solemnly.

"She's impossible."

I ignored him.

"I cancelled tonight because you needed me. So instead of putting on something indecent and going out to enjoy myself, I'm sitting here drinking tea and offering marriage guidance to one of my junior teachers."

I sighed theatrically.

"The sacrifices a Head teacher has to make for her staff."

Lucy put her hand up to her mouth.

"Oh, Kelly! Are you serious?" Lucy exclaimed. "I'm so sorry. Look, I'll go home now, and you can still go on your date."

I shook my head.

"Stay where you are," I said with a smile. "I've already cancelled, and I'm not changing my mind now. Besides, Paul hasn't finished."

I turned towards my husband.

"Carry on, cucky. Lucy needs to understand what this actually means to us."

Paul looked remarkably pleased with himself.

"I know all of this probably sounds completely mad to you," he began, turning back to Lucy, "but men like me—and, from what you've told us, possibly men like Mike—don't necessarily experience jealousy in the way you might expect."

Lucy frowned slightly but continued listening.

"When Kelly goes out with her boyfriend, I know perfectly well why she's going. And when he comes here, I'm under no illusion about what they're doing together."

Paul glanced towards me.

"She's going to get fucked."

Lucy's eyes widened again.

Paul smiled.

"Sometimes I'm allowed to watch. Sometimes I'm not. That depends entirely on Kelly and whoever she's with. But either way, I know what's happening."

"And you're honestly all right with that?" Lucy asked.

"More than all right."

He paused for a moment.

"In fact, one of the things I enjoy most happens afterwards."

I already knew what was coming.

Lucy clearly didn't.

"Afterwards?" she asked.

Paul nodded.

"When Kelly has finished with her lover, she comes back to me. And quite often I'm expected to look after her."

Something in his tone made Lucy's expression change.

She stared at him.

Then at me.

Then back at Paul again.

"What do you mean by look after her?"

Paul smiled.

"Exactly what you think I mean."

Lucy's hand flew up to cover her mouth.

"You don't mean..."

"I do."

Her eyes became enormous.

"You actually...?"

Paul nodded calmly.

"I'm allowed—actually, that's not quite right. I'm expected—to go down on my Hot Wife afterwards and clean her up."

For a moment Lucy simply stared at him.

Then a grin began to spread across her face, as though she couldn't quite decide whether she was horrified or fascinated.

"You mean after another man has...?"

She stopped herself.

Paul nodded again.

"Yes."

"Oh my God."

She covered her mouth, but she was quite obviously trying not to laugh now.

Paul, meanwhile, seemed positively proud.

"To me, cleanup is part of the whole experience. Kelly has been out enjoying herself, she comes home to me, and I get to take care of her afterwards. It reinforces exactly what our relationship is."

Lucy shook her head in disbelief.

"You really like doing that?"

"I genuinely do."

"You don't find it disgusting?"

"Not remotely."

Paul smiled.

"After all these years, I've become rather fond of it."

Lucy looked at me.

"And you actually make him do this?"

"Make is perhaps the wrong word," I said.

Paul laughed.

"No, it isn't."

That earned him a look from me.

"Careful, cucky."

"Sorry, Kelly."

Lucy giggled.





Falling Into Place

I could almost see another piece falling into place in her mind. This wasn't some miserable husband reluctantly tolerating his wife's affairs. Paul actively enjoyed the rituals surrounding them.

His submission was real.

So was his pleasure in it.

Lucy looked back at him, curiosity overcoming embarrassment now.

"Can I ask you something?"

"Of course."

She hesitated.

"Are you gay? Or bisexual?"

Paul shook his head.

"No."

"But if you enjoy that..." She paused, searching for the words. "Do you ever do anything with Kelly's lovers as well?"

Her curiosity had clearly got the better of her now.

She leaned forward slightly.

"Do you clean up Kelly's lovers too?"

"No, I'm one hundred per cent heterosexual," Paul replied truthfully. "But that doesn't mean I've never done anything with Kelly's lovers."

Lucy's eyebrows rose.

Paul smiled, entirely unembarrassed.

"There have been occasions when I've helped them get ready for her, and yes, I've sucked cock before."

Lucy stared at him.

"You have?"

"I have."

"But you just said you're straight."

"I am. Completely. I'm not attracted to men in the way I'm attracted to women." He shrugged. "For me, it's about Kelly. About the role I have in our marriage. If looking after one of her boyfriends is something she wants me to do, or something he enjoys, then I see it as part of being her cuckold."

Lucy shook her head slowly, still trying to take it all in.

"Mike would never do that."

"Perhaps not," Paul said. "Not every cuckold wants the same things."

"He doesn't even particularly like oral sex." She gave a small, exasperated laugh. "Well, that's not quite true. He does it when he has to."

"When he has to?" I asked.

"You know what I mean. If he's come before I've had an orgasm, he'll use his tongue afterwards and get me off that way. He's actually quite good at it when he settles down and concentrates."

I glanced at Paul and smiled. That sounded familiar.

"But he doesn't really enjoy doing it before sex," Lucy continued. "He says it gets him so excited that sometimes he ends up coming before he's even managed to put his cock inside me."

Paul gave her a sympathetic smile.

"That sounds very familiar too."

Lucy laughed, then suddenly looked from Paul to me with a completely different expression.

"Bloody hell, Kelly."

"What?"

"The way you two describe all of this..."

She stopped, seemingly searching for the right words.

"It actually sounds rather ideal."

I raised an eyebrow.

"That's quite a change from this morning."

"I know."

She gave an embarrassed little laugh.

"But look at you both. You've been married for thirty-one years. You obviously adore one another. Paul doesn't seem miserable or jealous or neglected. Quite the opposite, actually."

"Quite the opposite," Paul confirmed.

"And you..." She turned towards me. "You still have your husband, but you also get to have all the sex you want with men who can give you things Paul can't."

"That's a fairly accurate summary."

She sat silently for a few moments.

I let her think.

This was precisely why I'd wanted Paul involved in the conversation. Lucy had spent all day imagining cuckolding as something shameful, something that would somehow diminish Mike or undermine their marriage. Now she was sitting in the home of a couple who had lived that way happily for almost three decades.

Eventually she looked at me again.

"If I go back to Mike..."

"When," I corrected.

She smiled.

"When I go back to Mike, do you think he'd still want me to do it?"

"Do what?"

She rolled her eyes.

"You know perfectly well what I mean."

"I'd rather hear you say it."

Her cheeks coloured.

"Take a lover."

I smiled.

"Why are you asking me?"

Lucy hesitated.

"Have you changed your mind?" I asked.

She looked down into her tea for several seconds, then slowly began to smile.

"I think I probably have."

Paul and I exchanged a glance.

"Probably?" I teased.

"All right. Quite possibly."

She laughed again, but there was nervous excitement in it now.

"It's been ages since I really enjoyed sex properly, Kelly. I mean really enjoyed it. Not worrying about whether Mike's about to come, or trying to slow him down, or pretending it doesn't matter when everything is over almost immediately."

Her expression became thoughtful.

"And sitting here talking about all this hasn't exactly helped."

"In what way?"

She gave me a look.

"You know exactly what way."

I grinned.

"Humour me."

She sighed dramatically.

"It's made me horny."

"There. That wasn't difficult, was it?"

Lucy laughed.

"No. Apparently nothing is difficult to say in this house."

"Not after sufficient tea."

She put her cup down.

"Would you mind terribly if I passed up your kind offer of supper?"

I tilted my head.

"Oh?"

"I think I'd like to go home."

"To Mike?"

"Yes."

Her smile broadened.

"I think I'd like to walk through the front door, tell my husband I've forgiven him for being such an idiot..."

She paused.

"...and then inform him that I've changed my mind."

I said nothing.

Lucy's eyes were sparkling now.

"I think I'd like to tell Mike that if he really wants to be a cuckold, then I'm going to make him one."

"I don't mind one iota," I smiled at her. "But I think you'll find that if you leave now, your husband won't be at home."

Lucy frowned.

"What do you mean?"

I said nothing.

Her expression became increasingly puzzled. "How on earth can you possibly know where Mike—"

At that exact moment, the front doorbell rang.

Lucy stopped mid-sentence.

I looked towards the hallway, then across at Paul. He understood immediately. I gave a small dismissive wave of my hand and he obediently left the conservatory to answer the door.

Lucy looked back at me.

There was suspicion in her eyes now.

"Kelly..."

"Don't get hysterical," I warned her.

"What have you done?"

"Nothing terrible."

That did absolutely nothing to reassure her.

I moved a little closer and rested my hand firmly on her thigh.

"Listen to me. Whatever happens in the next few minutes, follow my lead."

Her eyes widened.

"Why?"

"Because I'm asking you to trust me."

She glanced towards the conservatory door as I gave her thigh a gentle squeeze.

"And whatever you do, act as though you know exactly what's going on."

"But I don't know what's going on."

"Precisely."

"Kelly!"

I gave her my sternest Head teacher look.

"Do you understand me?"

Lucy fell silent. For a moment she simply stared at me, clearly torn between demanding an explanation and doing what she'd been told. Eventually she nodded.

"I think so."

"Not good enough."

She swallowed.

"Yes. I understand."

"And?"

She hesitated, then smiled nervously.

"I promise I'll follow your lead and do as I'm told."

"Good girl."





Good Girl

The words had an immediate effect on her. I felt the tension in her body change as I slipped my arm around her shoulders and drew her closer against me.

For a second she looked startled.

Then she realised what I intended to do.

I kissed her.

There was the briefest moment of hesitation, but she didn't pull away. Instead, as my mouth settled against hers, I felt her relax into me.

The kiss deepened naturally.

Her lips parted beneath mine and I felt the warm touch of her tongue. I answered it immediately, drawing her closer as the tentative kiss became something altogether less innocent.

Lucy surprised me.

There was nothing shy about the way she responded once she'd made up her mind. She kissed me back eagerly, her hand coming up against my shoulder as our tongues met and explored.

I could taste the tea she'd been drinking.

She could presumably taste mine.

For several delicious seconds neither of us seemed particularly interested in anything beyond the warmth of each other's mouths.

Lucy sucked gently on my tongue, then pushed her own into my mouth in return.

I responded in kind, holding her tightly against me as we exchanged a long, wet, wonderfully intimate kiss.

We were still kissing when we both heard Paul clear his throat.

I broke the kiss slowly, deliberately, and kept my hand on the back of Lucy’s neck for a moment longer than necessary. Her mouth stayed slightly open. Her breathing was shallow and uneven. When her eyes finally met mine they looked younger than her twenty-three years, and far more uncertain than they had been only a minute earlier.

Paul stood in the doorway of the conservatory. He was not alone.

Mike came through first. He looked as if he had aged several years since the previous night. His shirt was slightly creased, the collar open, and there was a drawn tightness around his mouth that spoke of a man who already sensed he had lost control of something he himself had set in motion. Behind him, a step or two further back, stood the second man.

Luke.

I had telephoned him while Lucy was still at home sleeping. The conversation had been brief and precise. I had told him about the change in plans, about what I now required, when to arrive, and that he was to follow my lead without question. He had simply said yes. That was one of the qualities I valued in him. No unnecessary conversation. No performance. Just quiet competence and a body that knew how to do exactly what was asked of it.

He was thirty, dark-haired, clean-shaven, and carried himself with the unshowy confidence of a man who was used to being looked at without ever needing to seek the attention. The black shirt he wore was open at the throat, the sleeves rolled once to the forearm. The dark jeans sat low on his hips. He looked completely at ease in my house, which was unsurprising. He had been in this conservatory before. He had fucked me on this same sofa more than once, and he had done so with the same calm, unhurried focus he brought to everything.

Lucy’s eyes moved from Mike to Luke and back again. The colour that a few hours of sleep had restored to her face drained away once more. Her hand, which had been resting lightly against my waist, tightened.

“Kelly, you said….urm….you said you cancelled…” she whispered.

I kept my voice low and even.

“I did cancel him earlier… then I thought better of it. He’ll be joining us this evening. Now you remember what you promised me only a few minutes ago,” I said. “You follow my lead. You do as you’re told. And you do not make a scene in my house.”

She swallowed. The movement of her throat was visible. For a moment I thought she might still try to protest, but the protest did not come. She gave a small, tight nod instead.

I released her neck and turned fully toward the two men.

“Mike,” I said. “Come in and sit down. There — the armchair opposite. Hands on your thighs. You stay exactly where I put you until I say otherwise.”

He obeyed at once. As he lowered himself into the chair I noticed that the front of his light-coloured trousers already showed a faint darker mark. I filed the observation away and said nothing about it.

Then I looked at Luke.

“This is Luke,” I told Lucy, keeping my tone conversational, almost casual. “One of my boyfriends. He’s thirty. He’s been fucking me for the better part of a year. He knows the rules of this house and he knows exactly why he’s standing here tonight.”

Luke inclined his head in a small, polite nod. His eyes, however, were already on Lucy. He looked at her with the calm, assessing interest of a man who had been told he might be allowed something if she agreed. There was no leer in it, no crude hunger. Just quiet attention.

I walked the few steps across the rug to him. I kissed him once, briefly, on the mouth — enough for Lucy to see the familiarity, enough for Mike to understand that this man belonged in my house in a way he himself did not. Then I turned so that both of them could see us clearly.

“Luke,” I said, “show her.”

He did not ask what I meant. He simply unbuckled his belt with the same unhurried movements he used for everything. The metal of the buckle made a soft sound as it came free. He opened the button of his jeans, drew the zip down, and pushed the denim and his underwear far enough down his hips for his cock to fall free.

It was soft.

Even soft it was thick and heavy, the kind of cock that still looked substantial when it was not ready. The shaft was a shade darker than the rest of him, the skin smooth, the weight of it pulling the foreskin back just enough to show the darker head beneath. It hung against his thigh, long enough and thick enough that the word “average” felt immediately, almost laughably, inadequate. The size of it was obvious even in its current state. There was nothing subtle about it.

Lucy stared.

I watched the exact moment the reality of it registered. Her lips parted. Her breathing changed — a small, sharp intake that she tried and failed to hide. Colour rose in her cheeks again, but this time it was not only embarrassment. Her eyes moved slowly from the base of Luke’s cock to the head and back again, as though she were measuring it against every memory she possessed of her husband’s body.

Mike made a small, involuntary sound from the armchair. It was not quite a word.

I let the silence stretch. The conservatory was quiet enough that I could hear the soft tick of the clock on the wall and the distant hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. Outside, somewhere in the garden, a blackbird was still singing the last of the evening. Inside the room no one moved.

I kept my eyes on Lucy.

“Look at it properly,” I said.

She did. She could not seem to look away. Her hands were curled tightly in her lap, the knuckles pale. Her shoulders had gone rigid. For several long seconds she simply stared at the soft, heavy cock hanging in front of her, and I watched the thoughts move behind her eyes — comparison, disbelief, the first reluctant stir of something that was not purely shock.

Mike sat frozen in the armchair, his hands gripping his own thighs hard enough that the tendons stood out. His face had gone rigid. The wet mark on the front of his trousers had darkened further.

I waited.

The silence grew heavier. Lucy’s throat worked as she swallowed. I could see her trying to find words and discarding them one after another. The courage, when it finally arrived, was thin and brittle, but it was real.

She spoke without looking at either of the men. Her voice was barely above a whisper, yet every syllable carried clearly in the quiet room.

“It’s bigger soft,” she said, “than Mike is when he’s hard.”

The sentence landed with the force of something that could not be taken back.

Mike’s face drained of what little colour remained. His mouth opened and closed once without sound. His fingers dug into his thighs hard enough that I thought he might leave marks. For a moment he looked as if he had been struck.

Luke remained completely still. He did not smile. He did not speak. He simply stood there with his soft cock hanging out of his open jeans, the size of it now impossible to ignore, and waited.

I looked at Lucy. Her eyes were still fixed on Luke’s cock. Her breathing had become shallow and uneven. A faint flush had spread down her throat and disappeared beneath the collar of her blouse. She had said the words aloud, and in doing so she had shifted something fundamental in the room. The balance of power had moved, and all three of them knew it.

I let the silence hold for another long moment, long enough for the weight of what she had just said to settle fully over all of us.

Then I spoke, my voice calm and quiet.

“That was honest,” I said. “Good, now what are you waiting for.”

She rose from the sofa on legs that did not look entirely steady. The color in her face had changed again — no longer pure shock, but something tighter, more complicated. She crossed the short distance and stopped in front of Luke. She was still fully dressed, the dark skirt and blouse she had put on after her shower, the hold-up stockings neat against her thighs. She looked like a young teacher who had somehow stepped into the wrong evening and could not quite find the door.

I moved behind her and rested both hands lightly on her hips.

“On your knees,” I said.

She sank down onto the conservatory rug without a word. The movement was careful, almost formal. Luke’s soft cock hung only inches from her face. Even soft it looked heavy, the thick shaft resting against his thigh, the head smooth and bare. She stared at it for several long seconds, as though she needed to memorize the exact shape of it before she touched it.

Then she reached up with both hands.

Her fingers looked slender against the girth of him as she lifted the soft weight. She held it carefully, the way someone might hold something expensive and unfamiliar. For a moment she simply looked at it, turning it slightly in her grip, studying the smooth head, the thick vein that ran along the underside, the way the skin of the shaft was already beginning to tighten as blood moved into it.

She leaned forward and touched the head with the tip of her tongue.

The first contact was almost clinical. A single, deliberate lick, as though she were testing the temperature or the taste. She did it again, slower this time, dragging her tongue across the smooth head in a neat horizontal stroke. Luke exhaled once through his nose but otherwise remained completely still. He did not speak. He did not move his hips. He simply stood there and let her examine him with her mouth.

Lucy opened her lips and took the head inside.

She did it carefully, almost politely, the way a woman might take a first sip of something she was not yet sure she liked. Her lips closed around the soft crown and she held it there, not sucking yet, just feeling the weight of it on her tongue. I watched her cheeks hollow the smallest amount as she applied the lightest suction. The sound of it was soft and wet in the quiet room.

Mike sat frozen in the armchair, his hands still gripping his thighs, his eyes fixed on his wife’s mouth.

Lucy began to move.

At first the movements were measured and precise. She took a little more of the soft length, then drew back, then took a little more again. Her tongue worked carefully along the underside as she did so. She was studying him with her mouth the same way she had studied him with her eyes — methodical, focused, almost detached. Saliva began to gather at the corners of her lips. A thin strand of it stretched and broke as she pulled back for a moment to breathe.

Luke’s cock began to change against her tongue.

I watched it thicken, the shaft filling out, the head growing darker and more defined as blood flooded into it. Lucy felt it happening. I saw the exact moment the realization reached her. Her eyes widened slightly. The careful, clinical rhythm faltered for half a second, then resumed with a different quality. She took more of him. The soft weight was no longer soft. It was becoming heavy and insistent in her mouth, stretching her lips wider, pressing against her tongue with increasing demand.

She made a small sound around it — not quite a moan, not quite a protest.

Her technique began to shift.

The neat, almost instructional movements gave way to something less controlled. She took him deeper, her lips sliding further down the thickening shaft, her tongue pressing more firmly along the underside. Saliva gathered more quickly now. It coated the head and began to shine along the shaft each time she pulled back. The wet sounds of her mouth grew louder, more continuous. She was no longer simply examining him. She was beginning to work him.

I stayed behind her, one hand resting lightly on the back of her head, not pushing, simply present.

“That’s it,” I said quietly. “Take your time. Feel how thick he is.”

She did. She took him until the head pressed against the soft palate at the back of her mouth, held him there for a second, then drew back slowly, her lips tight around the shaft, leaving it glistening. A thin thread of saliva connected her lower lip to the head for a moment before it broke. She went back down again almost immediately, deeper this time, her eyes half-closing as she concentrated on the stretch and the weight.

The nervous precision was disappearing.

In its place something greedier was taking shape. Her head began to move with a steadier rhythm. She no longer paused to assess. She sucked with growing purpose, her cheeks hollowing more deeply, her tongue working in continuous strokes along the thick underside. The sounds became wetter, more open. Saliva ran from the corner of her mouth and down her chin. She did not wipe it away. She simply kept going, taking him as deep as she comfortably could, then a little deeper still.

Luke’s hand settled lightly in her hair. He did not force her. He simply rested it there, his fingers moving once in a slow stroke, as though acknowledging the change in her.

I watched her carefully.

The clinical detachment had gone. In its place was a focused, almost hungry attention. She was no longer performing a task. She was feeding something in herself that had clearly been starved for a long time. Her breathing had grown heavier, audible each time she pulled back. Her free hand, which had been resting on Luke’s thigh for balance, had begun to move.

I saw the exact moment it left his leg.

Her hand slid down, crossed her own thigh, and disappeared under the hem of her skirt. The movement was not hesitant. It was deliberate. Her wrist flexed. Her fingers found the crotch of her panties and began to rub in small, urgent circles while her mouth continued to work Luke’s cock.

I laughed softly, the sound low enough that only she and Luke would hear it clearly.

“Look at you,” I murmured. “Touching yourself while you’ve got another man’s cock in your mouth. Did you ever do that for Mike?”

She made a choked sound around the thick shaft but did not stop. Her fingers moved faster under the skirt. The wet sound of her mouth grew more rhythmic, more abandoned. She was sucking him properly now, with the kind of greedy focus that comes when a woman has stopped thinking about how she looks and started thinking only about how something feels.

I leaned down a little closer, my mouth near her ear.

“You’re soaked, aren’t you?” I said quietly. “I can hear how wet your panties are from here.”

She whimpered around Luke’s cock. Her hips shifted on the rug, pressing up against her own hand. She took him deeper still, her lips stretched wide around the thick shaft, saliva running freely down her chin and dripping onto the fabric of her blouse.

Then she pulled off him for a moment, just long enough to speak. Her voice was hoarse, already altered by the stretch of her mouth.

“I’d forgotten,” she said, almost to herself, though the words were clear enough. “I’d forgotten how much better it is when it’s circumcised. The head’s so smooth… it slides properly. Mike’s always catches. This is…” She broke off, shook her head once as though she could not find the right word, then simply opened her mouth and took Luke’s cock back between her lips.

She sucked him with open greed now.

There was nothing clinical left. Her head moved in a steady, hungry rhythm, taking as much of the thick length as she could, her tongue working constantly, her free hand still busy under her skirt. The wet, rhythmic sounds of her mouth filled the conservatory. Saliva coated Luke’s cock from head to base. Each time she drew back the shaft gleamed under the lights. Each time she went down again she took a little more, her throat working as she adjusted to the thickness.

Luke’s breathing had deepened. His fingers tightened slightly in her hair, not guiding, simply holding. Mike sat rigid in the armchair, eyes wide, the front of his trousers clearly marked now, his hands still locked on his own thighs as though he were afraid of what they might do if he released them.

I kept my hand on the back of Lucy’s head and watched her work.

She had started nervous and almost clinical. She was no longer either of those things. She was a young woman who had just remembered what it felt like to have a proper cock in her mouth, and she was making up for lost time with every wet, greedy stroke of her lips and tongue.

Luke’s breathing had changed.

I felt it before I fully heard it — the subtle shift in the way his hand rested in Lucy’s hair, the faint tightening of his fingers, the small, involuntary forward push of his hips toward her mouth. He was getting close. The thick shaft stretching her lips looked darker now, the head fully flushed and glistening with her saliva, the heavy vein along the underside standing out sharply each time she drew back and left him shining under the conservatory lights.

Lucy felt it too. Her rhythm had turned almost frantic. She sucked him with short, greedy strokes, taking as much of the thick length as she could manage, her free hand still busy under her skirt. Soft, wet sounds rose from between her legs every time she shifted her weight on the rug. Her eyes were half-closed, her brows drawn together in concentration, as if the only thing in the world that mattered was keeping that cock in her mouth.

I watched them for several long seconds, then I moved.

I shifted around behind her on the rug, lay down on my back, and slid myself forward between her open knees. My shoulders brushed the soft insides of her thighs. She made a small, startled sound around Luke’s cock when she felt me positioning myself underneath her, but she did not pull away or try to rise. I reached up with both hands, hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties, and dragged the soaked fabric down her thighs far enough to free her completely. The scent of her hit me at once — sharp, clean, unmistakably aroused. Then I wrapped my arms around her hips, pulled her down, and brought her pussy firmly onto my mouth.

She was already soaked. The moment her weight settled over me I sealed my lips against her and dragged my tongue through her in one long, firm stroke from her entrance all the way up over her clit. Lucy cried out around Luke’s cock. The sound was muffled and broken. Her hips jerked hard, pressing her more heavily against my face. I did not tease her. I held her in place with both arms and licked her properly — broad, steady strokes over her clit, then the point of my tongue circling it with deliberate pressure, then firm suction while I pushed my tongue as deep inside her as I could reach.

She was sitting on my face now, knees spread wide on either side of my head, still bent forward over Luke’s cock. Every time she moved to take him deeper she ground down against my mouth. The weight of her was warm and heavy. I could feel every small tremor that ran through her thighs. I kept my tongue working in a firm, relentless rhythm, matching the pace she was using on him. The taste of her filled my mouth. The wet sounds of my tongue against her mixed with the wetter, more rhythmic sounds of her mouth on Luke’s cock until the two became almost continuous.

Luke’s hand tightened in her hair. His breathing had turned rough and uneven.

“Fuck… she’s going to make me come,” he said, voice low and strained.

I kept my mouth sealed against her and spoke against her wet flesh, the words vibrating directly into her clit.

“Do it. Fill her mouth.”

Lucy’s eyes were open now, wide and glassy, staring at nothing. Tears of effort had gathered at the corners and begun to slip down her cheeks. Saliva ran freely from the corners of her stretched lips, down her chin, and dripped onto Luke’s shaft and the front of her blouse. She did not pull away from either of us. She stayed locked on his cock, lips stretched tight around the thick girth, throat working as she took him as deep as she could while my tongue kept her balanced right on the edge. Every time I sucked harder on her clit her hips gave a small, involuntary roll against my face. Every time she took Luke deeper she made a choked, desperate sound that vibrated through both of us.

Luke lasted only another twenty seconds.

I felt the exact moment he tipped over. His thighs locked hard on either side of her head. The hand in her hair gripped tightly. His cock throbbed heavily against her tongue once, twice, then the first thick pulse hit the back of her throat.

Lucy made a startled, muffled sound.

She did not pull off.

I kept licking her, kept my tongue moving in firm, steady strokes over her clit, while Luke emptied himself into her mouth in long, heavy spurts. Each pulse was visible in the way her throat worked above me. I felt the slight jerk of her body each time she swallowed. She swallowed once, then again, then a third time, and still more kept coming. A thin line of white escaped the corner of her lips and ran down her chin, mixing with the saliva already there. Even from underneath her I could see the clear, instinctive distaste on her face — the slight tightening around her eyes, the brief flare of her nostrils, the way her brows drew together — but she stayed where she was. She kept her mouth sealed around him, lips still stretched, throat still working, until the last weaker pulses had stopped and his cock had begun to soften against her tongue.

Only then did she let him slip free.

She stayed kneeling over my face for a long moment, panting hard, lips swollen and shiny, a smear of cum still visible at the corner of her mouth and another thin strand connecting her lower lip to the head of Luke’s cock before it finally broke. Her eyes were unfocused. Her weight was still heavy on me, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. She looked stunned by what she had just done — by the taste, by the volume, by the fact that she had stayed on him until he was finished.

Mike made a broken sound from the armchair.

It was not a word. It was the sound of a man who had just watched his wife swallow another man’s cum for the first time — something she had always refused him, something she had told him she found disgusting. His face was pale. The front of his trousers was clearly marked now, the wet stain dark and unmistakable. His hands were still locked on his own thighs, fingers digging in so hard the knuckles had gone white. He stared at her as if he no longer recognised the woman on her knees in front of him.

I turned my head slightly and spoke against the soft inside of Lucy’s thigh, my voice low enough that both of them could hear it clearly.

Lucy’s voice, when it finally came, was hoarse and quiet.

“It tastes… disgusting,” she whispered, almost to herself. “But I couldn’t stop. His cock… it’s so thick. I just… needed it.”

She did not look at Mike when she said it.

She did not need to.

The expression on his face said everything.


Remaining In Place

She remained kneeling over my face, breathing hard. I did not give her time to recover.

I wrapped my arms tighter around her hips, pulled her more firmly down onto my mouth, and sealed my lips against her again. This time there was no slow exploration. I licked her with deliberate, focused intensity — broad, firm strokes over her clit, then the point of my tongue circling it with steady pressure, then suction that was strong enough to make her hips jerk. She made a broken sound that was half surprise and half protest.

“Kelly—”

I ignored the shape of my name in her mouth. I kept my tongue working in a relentless rhythm, pushing two fingers up into her at the same time and curling them firmly against the front wall. She was still soaked from everything that had come before. My fingers slid in easily. Her walls clenched hard around them at once.

Lucy’s hands came down and braced against the rug on either side of my head. Her head dropped forward. Her hair fell around her face. She was still processing the thick, bitter taste in her mouth, still adjusting to the fact that she had swallowed another man’s cum for the first time, and now my tongue was giving her no chance to think about either of those things for long.

I sucked her clit between my lips and flicked it rapidly with the tip of my tongue.

Her whole body jolted.

“Oh my God—”

The words came out high and startled. Her hips tried to lift away from the intensity. I held her in place with both arms and kept exactly the same pressure. She was already close. I could feel it in the way her thighs shook, in the way her pussy fluttered around my fingers, in the short, sharp sounds she could not seem to stop making. Two years of careful, inadequate sex with a husband who finished too quickly had left her with almost no resistance once someone actually knew what they were doing.

I worked her without mercy.

My tongue stayed locked on her clit in firm, rhythmic strokes. My fingers rubbed steadily against the swollen spot inside her. Every time her hips jerked I simply adjusted and kept going. The wet sounds of my mouth against her filled the quiet conservatory. Above me I could hear her breathing turning ragged and uneven. She was no longer trying to stay quiet.

“I can’t—” she gasped. “Kelly, it’s too—”

I sucked harder.

Lucy’s voice broke into a loud, open cry. Her back arched. Her thighs clamped hard around my head. For a second she seemed to freeze completely, every muscle locked, and then the orgasm hit her with a force that clearly shocked her.

She came hard.

It was not the polite, contained climax she had probably grown used to with Mike. This one tore through her. Her whole body shook. A raw, startled sound left her throat — half sob, half shout — and then another, louder still. Her pussy clenched and released around my fingers in strong, rhythmic pulses. Wetness flooded against my mouth and chin. I kept licking her through it, kept the pressure steady even as she tried to twist away from the intensity. Her hands scrabbled against the rug. Her knees threatened to give out. She was making continuous, broken noises now, as if the sensation was more than she knew how to contain.

I did not stop.

I held her down and worked her through the entire length of it, tongue relentless on her clit, fingers still moving inside her. The climax seemed to roll on longer than she expected. Every time it began to ease I increased the pressure again and dragged another wave out of her. Her cries grew higher, more disbelieving. She was shaking so hard I could feel it through my entire upper body.

“Oh my God— oh my God— I can’t—”

The words tumbled out of her in between gasps. She sounded almost frightened by how strong it was. Her thighs were trembling violently on either side of my head. Her pussy kept fluttering and clenching as if it could not stop. I gave her one last firm, flat-tongued stroke directly over her clit and felt the final, sharp spike of it lock her body rigid for a full three seconds before she finally collapsed forward.

Her arms gave out.

She half-fell, half-slid off my face and onto the rug beside me, then immediately tried to push herself up and failed. Her legs would not hold her. After a moment she managed to crawl the short distance to the sofa and drag herself up onto it, where she collapsed onto her back, still shaking.

I sat up slowly, wiped my mouth and chin with the back of my hand, and looked at her.

Lucy lay sprawled on the sofa cushions, chest rising and falling in hard, uneven breaths. Her skirt was still pushed up around her waist. Her panties were tangled around one thigh. Her face was flushed and shiny with sweat and the remnants of saliva and cum. Her eyes were wide and unfocused, staring up at the conservatory ceiling as if she needed a moment to remember where she was. Small aftershocks still moved through her belly and thighs. She looked wrecked.

She turned her head after a few seconds and looked at the three of us in turn — first at Luke, who was still standing with his cock out, then at Mike, who had not moved from the armchair, and finally at me. There was something almost stunned in her expression, as if her body had just done something she had not known it was capable of.

Her voice, when it came, was hoarse and quiet and still slightly disbelieving.

“I’ve never… come like that,” she said. “Not once. Not with anyone.”

She swallowed, winced faintly at the lingering taste in her mouth, and then let her head fall back against the cushion again. Her legs were still trembling. One hand rested loosely on her bare stomach as if she needed the contact to ground herself. She kept looking between the three of us, eyes moving slowly, as though she was only now beginning to understand the full shape of what had just happened to her in this room.

She was still lying on her back on the sofa where she had collapsed, one arm thrown loosely above her head, the other resting on her stomach. Her skirt was bunched around her waist. Her panties were tangled around one thigh. Her legs remained open, knees soft, the insides of her thighs still shiny from my mouth and her own orgasm. Small aftershocks continued to move through her belly. Her face was flushed and damp, eyes half-lidded, still coming down from the intensity of what I had just done to her.

Luke did not ask permission.

He stepped between her open knees, still completely hard, the thick shaft standing out from his open jeans. He looked down at her for a moment, then put one knee on the sofa cushion and lowered himself over her. One hand planted beside her shoulder. The other wrapped around the base of his cock and guided the head down until it rested against her.

Lucy’s eyes opened fully.

She looked down between them and saw what was about to happen. A small, uncertain sound left her throat. She did not close her legs. She did not push him away. She simply watched as he notched the thick head against her entrance and began to push.

The first inch alone made her breath catch.

I watched her face carefully from where I still sat on the rug. Her mouth opened. Her brows drew together. The smooth, circumcised head of him was already stretching her open in a way Mike’s cock never had. Luke kept the pressure steady and controlled, not forcing, simply leaning his weight forward so that the thick crown sank into her by slow degrees. Another inch. Then another. Lucy’s hands came up and gripped the edge of the sofa cushion on either side of her hips. Her knuckles whitened.

“Oh—”

The sound was soft and startled. Her eyes were fixed on the place where he was entering her, as if she needed to see it to believe the sensation. Luke continued the slow, relentless push. The thick shaft kept disappearing into her, stretching her wider with every fraction of an inch. Her breathing had turned shallow and uneven. A faint tremor had started in her thighs.

When he finally seated himself fully inside her, the entire seven thick inches buried to the base, Lucy made a longer, broken sound and let her head fall back against the cushion. Her mouth stayed open. Her eyes had gone wide and slightly glassy. I could see the exact moment her body registered how much fuller she was than she had ever been with her husband. Her free hand moved down almost involuntarily and pressed against her lower belly, as if she could feel him there from the outside.

Luke held still.

He stayed buried to the hilt, giving her time to adjust to the stretch. The only movement was the slow rise and fall of his breathing and the faint, visible pulse of his cock inside her. Lucy’s chest rose and fell in short, quick breaths. Her fingers flexed against her own stomach. A thin sheen of sweat had already begun to form at her hairline.

“Jesus,” she whispered. The word was barely audible. “He’s… so thick.”

Luke still did not move. He simply looked down at her face, waiting. After several long seconds he drew his hips back in the same controlled pace he had used to enter her. The thick shaft slid outward, shiny with her wetness, until only the head remained inside. Lucy’s breath hitched at the drag of it. Then he pushed forward again, equally slow, equally steady, filling her completely once more.

He established a rhythm.

It was not hard. It was not fast. It was a deliberate, measured stroking that let her feel every inch of the stretch on both the inward and outward stroke. Each time he bottomed out, her mouth opened a little wider. Each time he withdrew, her brows knit together at the sudden emptiness. The wet sound of his cock moving inside her began to fill the quiet conservatory — soft, rhythmic, unmistakable.

I watched her carefully.

At first her body was still trying to adjust. The thickness was clearly more than she was used to. Her thighs remained tense. Her hands kept shifting their grip on the cushion and on her own stomach. Every few strokes a small, involuntary sound left her — half surprise, half the beginning of something else. She kept looking down between their bodies, watching the thick shaft disappear into her over and over, as if the visual was as overwhelming as the physical sensation.

Luke kept the same steady pace.

He did not speed up. He did not change the angle yet. He simply fucked her with long, controlled strokes, letting the size of him do the work. The sofa cushions shifted faintly under the movement. Lucy’s breathing grew more uneven. The initial shock of the stretch was still present in her face, but something else had begun to move underneath it. Her hips made a small, almost experimental lift to meet one of his inward strokes. The next time he pushed into her she lifted again, a fraction more deliberately.

Her eyes flicked up and met mine for a second.

There was still disbelief in them, still the clear knowledge that this was thicker and longer and fuller than anything she had taken in her marriage. But the disbelief was no longer purely about the size. It was beginning to include the fact that her body was responding to it — that the stretch was turning into something else, something that was starting to feel good in a way she had not expected so soon.

Luke leaned down a little closer, one hand still braced beside her shoulder, the other sliding under her knee to open her a fraction wider. The change in angle made the next stroke seat even more deeply. Lucy’s mouth opened on a sharper sound. Her fingers dug into the cushion. Her other hand pressed harder against her lower belly.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “I can feel him… everywhere.”

He kept the same controlled rhythm. In. Out. The thick shaft shiny with her. The soft, wet sound of it. The faint creak of the sofa. Lucy’s body had begun to move with him more openly now. The tension in her thighs had eased. Her knees had fallen farther apart. Each time he pushed into her she made a small, helpless sound that was no longer only about the stretch.

I could see the exact moment the first real waves of pleasure began to rise past the initial shock of being filled so completely.

Her eyes lost a little of their focus. Her mouth stayed softly open. The hand on her stomach flexed and then slid lower, resting just above the place where he was moving in and out of her. A faint flush had spread down her throat and across her chest. Her breathing had changed again — deeper now, with a small catch at the end of each of his inward strokes.

Luke continued to fuck her at that same steady, controlled pace, giving her body time to learn the size of him, giving the pleasure time to build underneath the stretch. He showed no sign of rushing. He simply moved inside her with the same unhurried focus he brought to everything, and watched her face as the first genuine waves of it began to take hold.

Luke felt the change in her before I did.

The small, involuntary lift of her hips to meet his strokes had become more consistent. The tight, startled sounds she had been making had softened into something lower and more open. The initial shock of the stretch was still written across her face, but underneath it the first real waves of pleasure were clearly beginning to take hold. He watched her for another few controlled thrusts, then shifted.

He drew almost all the way out of her, the thick shaft glistening, and hooked both of her legs under the knees. In one smooth movement he pushed them up and back until her knees were near her shoulders and the backs of her thighs rested against his chest. The new angle opened her completely. When he pushed back in, the entire length of him sank deeper than before.

Lucy’s mouth opened on a sharp, startled cry.

The sound was louder than anything she had made so far. Her hands flew up and gripped the arm of the sofa above her head. The change in position had removed whatever small control she had left over the depth. Every stroke now bottomed out hard against the limits of her. Luke did not give her time to adjust. He set a new pace immediately — longer, heavier strokes that used the full thickness of him, the wet sound of it turning sharper and more emphatic in the quiet room.

This was no longer the controlled, measured fucking of a few minutes earlier.

This was harder.

He drove into her with steady, powerful thrusts that made the sofa creak and her body shift on the cushions. Each inward stroke forced a raw sound out of her. Her eyes had gone wide again, the earlier haze of building pleasure mixed now with the sheer physical intensity of being taken this deeply and this firmly. I could see the muscles in her abdomen jump every time he bottomed out. Her breasts moved with the force of it. The wet, rhythmic slap of his body against hers filled the conservatory.

“Oh my God— wait— it’s so—”

The words broke apart. Luke did not wait. He kept the same hard, relentless rhythm, her legs locked high against his chest, her body folded open beneath him. The stretch she had only just begun to accommodate was now being used against her. Every thrust dragged along the front wall of her and then struck deep. Her breathing turned into short, punched-out sounds. Her fingers dug hard into the upholstery.

The first orgasm hit her faster than either of us expected.


Hitting Hard

It came without the long, climbing build she had experienced from my mouth. One moment she was still trying to process the new depth and force; the next her back arched hard off the sofa and a loud, broken cry tore out of her throat. Her pussy clenched visibly around him. Her thighs trembled violently against his chest. The climax was sharp and almost violent in its suddenness — a hard, grabbing orgasm that locked her muscles and forced her eyes shut. Wetness spilled around his cock as she came.

Luke did not stop.

He fucked her straight through it without slowing or easing the depth. The strong rhythmic contractions of her orgasm only seemed to urge him on. He kept the same hard pace, driving into her while she was still shaking, while the first climax was still rolling through her in waves. Lucy’s cries rose higher, half protest and half helpless response. Her hands left the arm of the sofa and pushed weakly against his chest for a second, as if the intensity was too much, then fell away again as another strong pulse took her.

She was still coming down from the first when the second one began to build.

I saw it in the way her expression changed — the brief flicker of disbelief that it was happening again so soon, followed by the helpless opening of her mouth as the sensation gathered. Luke shifted the angle of his hips slightly and the next several thrusts rubbed directly over the swollen place inside her with every stroke. Lucy’s voice broke into a continuous, rising moan. Her head tossed against the cushion. The second orgasm took her harder than the first and with far less control. Her whole body convulsed. A raw, open sound left her that was almost a shout. Her legs jerked against his chest. She came with her eyes wide open and unfocused, staring at nothing, mouth open, the pleasure clearly more than she knew how to contain.

Still he did not stop.

The sofa was shifting under the force of his thrusts now. The wet sounds of their bodies meeting had become louder, almost obscene. Lucy was beyond coherent speech. The only things leaving her mouth were broken cries and the short, desperate sounds of a woman being fucked past the point of thought. Her hands scrambled for purchase on the cushions, on his arms, on her own body. Every time another aftershock of the second orgasm moved through her he simply drove deeper and dragged the next wave higher.

The third one built with almost no pause.

I watched her face carefully. There was no climbing anticipation left, no sense that she was moving toward something. The pleasure had become continuous. The third orgasm simply rose up out of the middle of the second and took her with a force that left her shaking and nearly silent for a second before the sound finally tore free. It was louder than the previous two, rawer, almost overwhelmed. Her back arched hard. Her mouth opened in a silent cry that only became audible halfway through. Her entire body locked and trembled violently as the climax ripped through her. Tears had gathered at the corners of her eyes and begun to slip into her hairline. She looked almost frightened by how intense it had become.

Luke kept fucking her.

He showed no sign of slowing. Her legs remained high against his chest, her body folded open, the thick shaft continuing to drive into her in hard, deep strokes while the third orgasm still held her. She was making continuous, broken noises now — not words, not even clear cries, just the open, helpless sounds of a woman who had been taken past the point where she could think or control anything. Her eyes were glassy and unfocused. Her hands had fallen limp against the cushions. Every thrust still forced a small, involuntary jerk through her frame.

She was completely open.

The cascade had not ended. Smaller waves kept moving through her in the wake of the third climax, each one making her whimper and tremble as he continued to move inside her. There was no resistance left in her body. No attempt to moderate the depth or the force. She simply lay beneath him with her legs spread and high, taking every hard stroke, her face slack with overwhelmed pleasure, beyond words, beyond thought, existing only in the continuous, relentless sensation of being fucked.

I stayed where I was on the rug and watched her come apart under him, the hardest she had been taken in years, and still not finished.

Luke’s rhythm changed.

I heard it first in his breathing — the steady, controlled cadence breaking into something rougher and more uneven. His hands tightened under her knees, holding her legs higher and wider against his chest. The hard, deep strokes he had been giving her through the cascade lost a fraction of their precision. They became heavier, more urgent, the wet sound of his body meeting hers turning sharper with every thrust. He was getting close.

Lucy was still lost in the aftermath of the third orgasm. Smaller waves kept moving through her in irregular pulses, each one making her whimper and tremble as he continued to drive into her. Her eyes remained unfocused. Her mouth stayed open. She made no attempt to moderate anything he did. Her body simply accepted the continued depth and force, open and pliant beneath him.

He fucked her through the tail end of it with long, heavy strokes that buried every thick inch of him. The sofa shifted under the force. Her breasts moved with each impact. The wet, rhythmic slap of skin filled the conservatory. I watched the muscles in his back and shoulders tighten as his control continued to fray. His breathing had become open and harsh. He was no longer pacing himself for her. He was chasing his own release now, using the wet, still-fluttering heat of her to get there.

Lucy made a soft, broken sound each time he bottomed out. The sounds were no longer the sharp cries of fresh orgasm. They were lower, almost punched out of her, the noise of a woman being fucked past the point of coherent response. Her hands lay open and limp on the cushions above her head. Her legs remained high and spread, held in place by his grip. Every deep stroke still forced a small, involuntary jerk through her frame.

Luke’s hips began to lose their steady rhythm.

The strokes grew shorter and harder, more erratic. He drove into her with increasing urgency, the thick shaft shining with her, the wet sound of it almost continuous. His grip on her legs tightened further. A low, rough sound left his throat. He pushed into her one final time — deeper, harder than any stroke that had come before — and held himself there, buried to the base.

I saw the exact moment he started to come.

His whole body locked. His head dropped forward. The thick cock buried inside her pulsed hard, once, twice, then again in strong, visible throbs as he emptied himself deep inside her. Lucy’s eyes widened slightly at the sensation. A soft, startled sound left her as she felt the heat of it — the first heavy pulse of cum flooding into her, then the next, then the next. Luke stayed locked against her, hips pressed tight, cock jerking inside her as he continued to pump her full. The orgasm seemed to go on longer than a single climax should. His breathing was harsh and open against the side of her knee. His fingers dug into the backs of her thighs hard enough to leave marks.

When the last pulses finally faded he remained buried for several long seconds, simply holding himself deep inside her while both of them breathed. Lucy’s eyes had closed again. Her chest rose and fell in uneven pulls. A faint tremor still moved through her thighs where they rested against his chest.

Slowly, Luke released her legs.

They lowered on either side of him, still open, knees soft. He stayed inside her a moment longer, then began to draw his hips back. The thick shaft slid outward, glistening, coated in her and in the cum he had just pumped into her. As the head finally slipped free of her body a soft, wet queef escaped her — a distinct, open sound as the air and the sudden emptiness left her at the same time. A thick pulse of white followed it immediately, welling up from her open pussy and beginning to spill downward.

Luke sat back on his heels between her spread legs and looked at what he had done.

I watched from the rug.

Lucy lay on her back on the sofa exactly as he had left her. Her legs remained open, knees fallen apart, the soles of her feet resting loosely against the cushions. Her skirt was still bunched around her waist. Her panties hung from one ankle. Her chest rose and fell in hard, uneven breaths. Between her legs the evidence of what had just happened was impossible to miss.

His cum was already leaking from her.

A thick, opaque white had gathered at her entrance and begun to spill in a slow, heavy trickle down the central line of her pussy. Another pulse followed the first, thicker, sliding lower between the cheeks of her ass and onto the sofa cushion beneath her. The lips of her remained slightly open from the stretch of him, flushed dark and shiny, and every small aftershock that still moved through her belly forced another faint welling of white from inside her. A thin strand of it connected the lower curve of her to the cushion for a moment before it broke.

She made no move to close her legs.

Her eyes were open now, staring up at the conservatory ceiling. Her face was flushed and damp, mouth still slightly open, the earlier expression of overwhelmed pleasure settling into something quieter and more dazed. She seemed to be listening to her own body — to the residual ache of the stretch, to the unfamiliar sensation of another man’s cum beginning to slip out of her, to the fact that she was lying open and leaking in front of three people while her husband watched from the armchair.

A fresh trickle of white spilled from her and ran down.

She drew a slow breath, then another. Her hand moved once, weakly, as if she might cover herself, then fell back against the cushion without completing the motion. She kept her legs open. The cum continued to leak from her in slow, heavy pulses, gathering and spilling, gathering and spilling, the visual of it unmistakable in the quiet room.

After a long moment she turned her head slightly and looked at the three of us in turn — first at Luke, still kneeling between her open thighs with his cock wet and softening, then at Mike, frozen in the armchair, and finally at me. Her eyes were still glassy, still slightly unfocused. The reality of what had just happened appeared to be settling over her in layers: the size of him, the force of the fucking, the number of times she had come, the fact that she was now lying here with his cum leaking out of her onto my sofa while her husband watched.

She did not speak.

She simply lay there on her back, legs still open, breathing hard, and watched the thick white continue to spill from her body in the silence.

She lay there for a long time after Luke pulled out.

Her legs remained open, knees soft, the thick white of his cum still spilling slowly from her in heavy pulses onto the sofa cushion. Her chest rose and fell in uneven breaths. Residual cum still marked the corner of her mouth and a thin, drying strand on her chin. Her eyes stayed fixed on the ceiling for several seconds longer, as if she needed the blank surface to steady herself against everything that had just happened to her body.

Then she moved.

It was not graceful. Her arms trembled when she pushed against the cushions. For a moment I thought she would not make it all the way up. I shifted closer on the rug and put a hand under her shoulder, steadying her as she dragged herself into a sitting position. She accepted the help without comment. Once upright she stayed very still, feet on the floor, knees fallen apart, the skirt still bunched around her waist. Between her open thighs the leaking continued — a slow, visible trickle of white that had already soaked a dark patch into the cushion beneath her.

She looked down at herself.

I watched her take in the state of her own body: the flushed, stretched look of her pussy, the thick cum still welling and spilling, the way it caught the light. Her expression was difficult to read. There was residual shock in it, and exhaustion, and something newer that had not been there an hour earlier. She reached up with the back of one wrist and wiped loosely at the corner of her mouth, then looked at the smear on her skin as if confirming what she already knew was there.

Only then did her eyes move across the room and land on Mike.

He was still sitting in the armchair exactly where I had told him to stay. His hands remained locked on his own thighs. The front of his light-coloured trousers was no longer merely marked. A clear, dark wet patch had spread across the fabric, unmistakable even from the sofa. The evidence of how hard he had come in his pants while watching another man fuck his wife was written plainly across his lap.

Lucy stared at it.

For a second there was only silence. Then a short, disbelieving sound left her — not quite a laugh at first, more an exhalation that turned into one. It was quiet, but there was an edge to it that had not been present in any sound she had made that evening. She looked from the wet patch on his trousers to her own open, leaking pussy and back again. The sound came again, clearer this time, a short, sharp little laugh that held no warmth and no apology.

“Look at you,” she said.

Mike’s face had gone rigid. The colour that had drained from it earlier had not returned. His eyes moved between her face and the place between her legs where Luke’s cum continued to spill in slow pulses. He did not speak. His fingers flexed once against his thighs and then stilled again.

Lucy looked down at herself once more. She watched another thick trickle of white leave her body and slide downward. When she lifted her eyes to her husband again the expression on her face had settled into something quieter and more deliberate. The shock was still there, but it had been joined by a thin, emerging cruelty that seemed to surprise even her.

She spoke the next words while still looking at her own pussy.

“Come on, little dick,” she said. “Make your wife cum.”

The sentence landed in the room with the same weight her earlier size comparison had carried. Mike’s mouth opened and closed once without sound. A visible tremor moved through his shoulders. For several long seconds he simply stared at her, as if the words had temporarily removed his ability to move. Then, slowly, he slid forward out of the armchair and onto his knees on the rug.

He crawled the short distance to the sofa.

I watched his face as he came. There was no eagerness in it. What I saw instead was a complicated mixture of humiliation, arousal, and a reluctant compulsion he clearly did not know how to refuse. He stopped between her open knees. His eyes were level with the thick white still leaking from her. For a moment he hesitated, breathing shallowly, the wet patch on the front of his trousers impossible to ignore at this distance.

Lucy did not repeat the instruction.

She simply sat there, legs open, and waited.

Mike leaned in.

The first contact of his mouth against her was almost tentative. I saw the exact moment the taste of another man’s cum registered — the brief, involuntary tightening around his eyes, the slight flaring of his nostrils. He hated it. That much was obvious. The texture and the flavour of what Luke had left inside her were clearly unpleasant to him. And still he did not pull away. He pressed his mouth more firmly against her and began to lick.

I stayed where I was and watched.

He worked with a kind of grim, reluctant focus, tongue moving through the thick white that continued to spill from her. Each slow stroke of his tongue gathered more of it. He swallowed what he gathered, the movement of his throat visible, and went back for more. Lucy looked down at the top of his head with an expression that was still half-stunned and half something newer. Her hand lifted after a moment and settled in his hair, not pushing, simply resting there as he continued to clean what another man had pumped into her.

The visual was unmistakable.

Mike’s face was buried between his wife’s open thighs, mouth working steadily through the cum that was still leaking from her, the dark wet patch on the front of his own trousers on full display. He hated every second of the taste and the knowledge of what he was doing. I could see it in the tension of his shoulders and the tight set of his jaw between strokes. And still he did not stop. He kept his mouth on her and continued to lick, gathering the thick white as it spilled, swallowing, and returning for the next pulse, while Lucy sat above him on the sofa and watched her husband clean another man’s cum from her body.

I moved while Mike was still between her legs.

There was space on the large sofa beside Lucy. I shifted onto it, lay back against the cushions, and drew my knees up and open. My skirt was already around my waist from earlier. I pushed my panties aside and looked at Luke.

He was still hard.

Even after coming deep inside Lucy only minutes earlier, his cock stood out thick and flushed from his open jeans, shiny with her and with the cum he had left in her. He looked down at me for a moment, then stepped between my open knees without needing to be told. One hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. He lined the head up against me and pushed in with the same slow, controlled pressure he had used on her.

The stretch was immediate and familiar.

I exhaled as the thick crown opened me and the shaft followed in one steady slide until he was buried to the base. Lucy’s head turned at the sound I made. She was still sitting upright on the sofa, Mike’s face buried between her thighs, his mouth working through the cum that continued to leak from her. Her hand remained in his hair. When she saw Luke push into me her eyes moved slowly from my face down to the place where his cock disappeared inside me.

She watched.

Luke drew back and pushed in again, establishing a deep, unhurried rhythm. The wet sound of it rose beside the quieter, more reluctant sounds of Mike’s mouth on Lucy. I kept my eyes on her face as he fucked me. The contrast was impossible to ignore, and I could see the exact moment she registered it fully.

“He’s still hard,” she said.

Her voice was quiet, almost wondering. Mike’s tongue continued its work between her legs; she did not look down at him. Her attention stayed on the thick shaft moving in and out of me in steady strokes.

“He already came in me,” she went on. “I felt it. There was so much of it. And he’s still… completely hard.” Her eyes tracked another full stroke. “Mike couldn’t do that. If he comes, he’s finished. Sometimes for the rest of the night. Luke just… keeps going.”

Luke’s pace remained steady and deep. Each inward thrust seated him fully inside me. I could feel the residual slickness of Lucy’s body still on him, mixing with my own. He showed no sign of sensitivity or fading. The same thick cock that had stretched her open and pumped her full was now doing the same to me without pause.

Lucy’s fingers flexed in Mike’s hair.

“Look at the size of it,” she said, still watching. “Even after he’s already fucked me and come. It’s still stretching you the same way it stretched me. Mike’s never looked like that. Not even at the start.” A short, breathless sound left her as Mike’s tongue found a sensitive spot; she rode it out without looking away from us. “And the way he’s fucking you. He’s not rushing. He’s not trying to finish before he loses it. He’s just… using you. Like he used me.”

I reached down and spread myself slightly with two fingers so she could see more clearly the way the thick shaft disappeared into me on every stroke. Luke took the invitation and pushed deeper, holding himself buried for a second before drawing back again. The wet sound of it was open and rhythmic.

“He’s thicker than Mike,” Lucy said. The comparison had become almost clinical now, as if she needed to say the facts out loud to make them real. “Longer. And he doesn’t get soft. He came in my mouth. Then he came inside me. And he’s still hard enough to fuck you like this right after.” Her eyes flicked down to the top of Mike’s head for the briefest moment, then returned to Luke’s cock. “My husband is on his knees cleaning another man’s cum out of me while that same man fucks my head teacher. And he’s still hard.”

Mike made a small sound against her. I could not tell whether it was protest or arousal. He did not lift his mouth. His tongue continued its reluctant work, gathering what still leaked from her, swallowing, returning. The dark wet patch on the front of his trousers remained clearly visible as he knelt there.

Luke’s rhythm stayed deep and even.

He was in no hurry. One of his hands held my hip in place; the other braced against the back of the sofa. Each stroke was controlled and complete, the full thickness of him sliding in until his body met mine, then drawing back until only the head remained before pushing in again. I was wet enough from everything that had come before that there was no resistance, only the steady, heavy pleasure of being filled by a cock that had already finished twice and showed no sign of being finished for the night.

Lucy kept watching.

“I can still feel him,” she said after a moment, quieter. “Inside me. The way he stretched me. And now I’m watching him do the same thing to you.” Her breath caught as Mike’s tongue moved more firmly against her. “He’s going to come in you too, isn’t he? He’s going to fill you the same way he filled me. And then your husband will clean it up the same way mine is cleaning me.”

The observation hung in the air between us.

Luke’s breathing had begun to deepen. The steady rhythm of his hips took on a slightly heavier quality. I felt the first subtle signs that he was getting close again — the faint tightening of his fingers on my hip, the way his strokes grew a fraction shorter and more intentional. He was not there yet, but the edge was approaching.

Lucy saw it too.

Her eyes were fixed on the place where his cock moved in and out of me. Mike remained on his knees between her thighs, mouth working steadily through the cum another man had left in his wife. The two acts continued side by side on the same sofa: one man reluctantly cleaning, the other still hard and approaching a third orgasm of the night inside me.

Luke’s pace remained deep and controlled, but the quality of it had changed. He was getting close.

Luke’s control broke the way it always did at the end — suddenly, and without warning.

The steady, deep rhythm he had been using on me shortened. His grip on my hip tightened. A rough sound left his throat as he drove into me harder, the thick shaft slamming home with less precision and more need. I felt the change in him immediately: the way his cock swelled even further inside me, the way his breathing turned open and harsh. He was there.

He pushed into me one final time, buried himself to the base, and held.

The first pulse of his orgasm hit deep. I felt the heat of it, the strong, rhythmic jerk of his cock as he started to empty himself inside me. He stayed locked against me, hips pressed tight, while the thick spurts continued — one after another, heavy and prolonged. A low, drawn-out sound left him as he kept coming. I could feel every pulse of it flooding into me, the same way Lucy had felt it only a short time earlier. He remained buried through the entire climax, cock throbbing hard inside me, until the last weaker spasms finally faded.

For several seconds afterward he simply stayed there, breathing against the side of my neck, still fully hard and fully seated. Then, slowly, he drew his hips back.

The thick shaft slid out of me glistening. As the head cleared my body a soft, wet sound escaped me — the same kind of open queef Lucy had made — and a heavy pulse of white followed it immediately. His cum welled up from me and began to spill in a thick trickle down the central line of my pussy and onto the sofa cushion. Another pulse followed, then another, the volume of it unmistakable.

Luke sat back on his heels between my open legs and looked at what he had left in me.

Paul moved without being told.

I had not looked at him or spoken his name. He simply left the place where he had been standing and came to the edge of the sofa. He dropped to his knees on the rug between my thighs, the same way Mike was still kneeling between Lucy’s. For a moment he only looked at the thick white spilling from me. Then he leaned in and put his mouth on me.

The first slow stroke of his tongue gathered a heavy smear of Luke’s cum. He swallowed it and returned for more. There was no hesitation in him. This was familiar ground. He licked me with the same steady, thorough attention he always gave the cleanup, tongue moving through the mess another man had pumped into his wife, gathering it, swallowing, and going back for the next pulse as it continued to leak from me.

Beside us, Mike was still at work on Lucy.

The two men knelt side by side in front of the sofa, each with his face buried between a woman’s open thighs. Lucy remained sitting upright, one hand still resting in Mike’s hair, her eyes moving slowly between the two of us. I lay back against the cushions with my knees fallen open, Paul’s mouth working steadily between my legs. The thick white of Luke’s cum continued to spill from both of us in slow, visible pulses. The only sounds in the conservatory were the wet, rhythmic sounds of the two husbands cleaning what the same man had left inside their wives.

No one spoke for a long time.

Lucy’s breathing had slowed. The earlier edge of cruelty in her expression had settled into something quieter and more permanent. She looked down at the top of Mike’s head as he licked her, then across at Paul doing the same to me, then at Luke, who had moved back and was watching the tableau he had helped create. Her free hand rested loosely on her own stomach. Residual cum still marked the corner of her mouth. Between her open thighs Mike’s tongue continued its reluctant, necessary work.

I watched Paul’s head move between my legs.

He was thorough. He always was. Each slow pass of his tongue gathered more of the thick white that kept welling from me. He did not rush. He did not lift his mouth to speak. He simply cleaned me with the quiet, focused attention of a man who had accepted this part of our marriage years ago and no longer needed to be instructed. The contrast with Mike was still present — the younger man’s tension, the visible reluctance in the set of his shoulders — but the action itself was the same. Both of them on their knees. Both of them licking another man’s cum from their wives.

The silence in the room had weight.

It was not empty. It was the silence of something that had shifted and would not shift back. Lucy sat on my sofa with her legs open and her husband’s face between them, his mouth full of the evidence of what she had allowed. I lay beside her in the same position, my own husband’s mouth doing the same. Luke remained present, still half-hard, the man who had fucked both of us and finished inside both of us while their husbands watched and then cleaned.

Lucy’s fingers moved once in Mike’s hair — not pushing him away, not pulling him closer, simply resting there as he continued. Her eyes met mine for a moment across the short distance of the sofa. There was no shock left in them. What I saw instead was a quiet, irreversible understanding. She had taken a cock thicker and harder than her husband’s. She had come on it repeatedly. She had swallowed its cum and then taken it deep inside her body. And now she was sitting here while the man she married licked that cum out of her, the same way my husband was licking it out of me.

Paul’s tongue moved steadily against me.

Mike’s tongue moved steadily against her.

The two of us reclined side by side on the sofa, legs open, both of us still leaking the same man’s cum, both of our husbands on their knees in front of us doing the only thing left to do. The room was quiet except for the soft, wet sounds of their mouths. Outside, the last of the evening light had faded. Inside, the five of us remained exactly as we were: two wives, open and used; two husbands, kneeling and cleaning; and the man who had fucked us both, watching the final shape of the evening he had helped create.

No one moved to end it.

There was nothing left to say. The power shift had already happened. It sat in the room with us now, quiet and complete, in the visual of the two men on their knees and the thick white still spilling from the women they were cleaning. Lucy’s hand stayed in Mike’s hair. Paul’s mouth stayed on me. The chapter of whatever their marriage had been before tonight had closed, and this was the image it closed on.

Both of us reclining.

Both of us open.

Both husbands on their knees between our legs, licking us clean.
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Exposed And Taken: A Wife's Public Show Exposes More Than Just Skin

When James persuades his conservative wife Beth to go topless on their secluded walk, neither expects what happens next. Their private moment is interrupted by Lucy, Paul, and Chris — three strangers whose hungry stares awaken something filthy in Beth.

Instead of trying to avoid them, Beth ends up on her knees, sucking their cocks with shocking enthusiasm, her mouth stretched and eager while her husband watches in stunned arousal. The reserved wife he thought he knew is gone, replaced by a woman desperate to be used and degraded.

Now Beth craves more — more cocks, more shame, more pleasure, and for the first time, she craves a woman. And James is left wondering how far his once-innocent wife will go once she’s fully awakened.

This is how Beth was exposed… and taken.



You Want Me To Do What?: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Fantasy

You Want To Try What?

Some moments will live in my mind forever.

Like the moment I first told Jenny I wanted to see her with another man. Or the moment she first really got into it — sitting on my face, telling me she was imagining another man's cock inside her right then and there.

Or the moment she knelt in front of a stranger, unzipped his pants, and took him into her mouth.

If you met us in person you'd think — normal couple. Vanilla, even. Boring, maybe. And honestly, you'd be right. We are completely normal.

Except for the times when my wife has another man's cock in her mouth.

This is how we got there.

The Taste of Submission: A Cuckold Husband's Fantasy Becomes Reality

I only ever wanted Louise to feel sexy. A few fantasies here, some dirty talk there—just a way to spice things up between us.

So how did we end up here?

Here, where she’s in the next room getting fucked by a younger man with a cock so big she moaned his name while he filled her up. Here, where she comes back to me still soaked and breathless—and I fall to my knees to taste the mess he left in her. Here, where I’m harder than I’ve ever been, even as she tells me how stretched out her pussy feels and how badly she wants more.

It started as a kink. A private fantasy I never thought we’d act on.

But now it’s real. She’s still my wife. I’m still her husband.

Only now, she’s a hotwife.

And I’m a very lucky cuck.
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