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Chapter 1


Golden light streams into the kitchen as Sarah and I enjoy our morning coffees before heading out for a brisk winter walk.  Though today was cool, at least by Texan standards, but it couldn’t have been more beautiful with its calm wind, bright sun, and unbroken azure sky to go along with the rare dusting of snow we’d gotten the night before.  The popping of my toast gets me up out of my chair.  Leaving my wife contentedly gazing out on the perfect winter’s day I head to the counter to pull the crispy browned bread from the toaster.


 


“It’s gonna melt soon.”  Sarah says.


 


“I’ll be quick.”  I say as I begin to dig through the cupboard.  “Worked up a hell of an appetite last night.”


 


She giggles proudly before taking a smug little sip of her coffee.  The pride came from being the cause of my worked up appetite and the smugness from keeping up with her horny hubby before finally putting him down for the count.  Oh yes.  It had been one hell of a night.


 


Finding the peanut butter I pull it out.  Noticing something different about the label I pause.  “Smooth?  Sarah…”


 


“I know, I know.”  She says.  “It was a mistake.  I had that open house at the daycare on Thursday so I got some groceries delivered to save some time.”


 


“Ah.”  I begin to spread the peanut butter over my toast.  “I guess I can live with it.”


 


“Yes you can, Mr. Picky.  Hey, you remember Emile?”


 


“That little delivery fella?”


 


“Mm hm.”


 


“He’s French?”


 


“Belgian I think.  Either way, it turns out we won’t be seeing him anymore.”


 


“Oh?”


 


“I guess our local store is going with a delivery service starting Monday.  They’re letting go their own drivers.  They gave him almost no notice or anything.”


 


“Damn.  That’s too bad.  He seemed nice.”


 


“He’s a total sweetie.  I didn’t see him often but I’m gonna miss him.  I hope he lands on his feet.”


 


“Hm.”  My wife’s compliment of the man starts a wheel to spinning.  Taking a bite of toast I chew it down before asking.  “Didn’t you once call him cute?”


 


She laughs.  “Did I?”


 


“Hrm.”  I knew she had.  A husband doesn’t forget such things.  Especially a husband like me.


 


“Are you done yet?  We’re going to miss the snow!”


 


***


 


Fifteen minutes later we are out strolling through our local park taking in the lovely scene of the snow dusted ground and frost covered branches.  It really was quite lovely and the brisk Northern breeze just made you feel alive.  Her big blue eyes twinkling in the sunshine Sarah took in the winter wonderland with glee.  She loved these kind of simple pleasures.  And with her at my side, so did I.  In her snug winter coat which did little to conceal her amazing hourglass figure and with her long blond hair sprouting down out of her green wool hat to cascade down her back like a golden waterfall my hot little wife was looking extra fine today.


 


After a few minutes of happy aimless wandering Sarah glances up at me.  “Something is on your mind.”


 


“Mrm?”


 


“You’re quiet.”  She says.  “I know that look in your eyes.  Something is brewing up there.”


 


“Um…it’s nothin.”


 


“Come on, Papa Bear.”  She hugs tight to my arm.  “Out with it.”


 


“Well…”  I hesitate.  Although it had captured my imagination I wasn’t yet sure if the thoughts I had brewing ought to be spoken into existence.  It was the old war of sober thought versus ravenous libido again.  After a dozen or so steps the hunger wins out.  I peer left and right to make sure that nobody was in earshot before saying.  “…I was kinda thinking that, ahem…it might be time for another adventure?”  When there is no immediate reply I press.  “What are you smiling at?”


 


“You.”  She says.  “I knew it was going to be something like that.  You’ve been all wound up ever since our trip to that resort.”


 


“And who got me wound so tight?”


 


She giggles and stretches up for a smooch.  “David!  It’s only been a couple weeks.  We agreed that our adventures would only be a sometimes thing.”


 


She was correct on both counts.  We had agreed to unfurl our freak flag just from time to time, often enough to feed my fetish and allow her to continue her sexual explorations but not so often that it became the norm.  Our sex life was to be mostly vanilla but with the occasional indulgence to keep things fresh and spicy.  She was also right about me being wound up since our trip to the nudist resort during which she teased me, flirted with other men, and ultimately made me cuck myself with a cock extender that she named ‘Steve the Sleeve’ after the most hung guy on the beach.  During that weekend I was denied release myself and boy did I unleash once we got back home again.  We’d had some of the best sex in our lives these past two weeks yet, for whatever reason, I couldn’t seem to work the frustration out of my system.


 


“The resort was last month.”  I say, trying my best not to sound to eager and mostly failing at it.  “This can this month’s thing.  


 


“So it’s monthly now?”


 


“I think we’re okay as long as it’s no more than once a month, max.  Less if we want, but no more.”


 


We make for the nearby bench.  I swipe it clear of snow and together we sit, my arm around her as she pressed into my side.  By her silence I could tell that she was at least considering my suggestion.  “What do you have in mind, David?”


 


“Uh boy.”


 


“It’s okay, David.  Just say it.”


 


“I think I’m ready to…share you.”


 


“You’ve already shared me, lover.”


 


Boy, had I!  Back in November when I gave my inexperienced and sexually repressed spouse a 30 day open license to expand her horizons she had, to my great surprise, seized the opportunity with both her delicate hands.  In that one month my sweet, innocent wife had gone from having had only me as a lover to tripling my ‘body count’.  That month had changed our relationship forever and for the better.  Since then we’d been more open, more honest, and far more adventurous.  Though the nudist trip was the only official indulgence we’d allowed ourselves so far but the promise of more kept things exciting.  Our sex life had never been hotter or more frequent.


 


“No.  I mean…”  I clear my throat and squirm in place.  Even after all these weeks it still put me on edge  to talk about this stuff.  “…ahem, I mean I would like to be there.  In person.  I want to watch you with another man, Sarah.”


 


“Oh my.”  She says softly.


 


“I mean, if you’re ready of course.  I’m not trying to pressure you into anything here.”


 


“Our little ‘cuckation’ didn’t quite scratch that itch of yours, did it?”


 


“It was incredible.  It was amazing.  It was soooo fucking hot.  I loved every last second of it.”


 


“But?”


 


“But…it wasn’t the real thing.”  I say.  “In the end it just seemed to stir something up without settling it back down again.”


 


“That explains why you’ve been so randy since we got back.”


 


“Yeah.”  I confess.  “I’ve been thinking about it.  A lot.  I’m even dreaming about it.  All those letters, that video, everything that happened at the game night, I wasn’t there with you for any of it.”


 


“You were with me in spirit.”


 


“Yeah.  But…”  I sigh.


 


She smiles as she rubs my thick thigh.  “I get it, baby.  I get it.  It’s not the same.”


 


“Exactly.”


 


“You’re sure you want that, David?  You’ve seemed reluctant to actually…go all the way.”


 


“Yeah.”  I say, my heart still torn in half about this even as I broached it.  “I think so.  Honestly, I won’t really know until it happens.”


 


“I confess…it would have been nice having you there.  Watching me.  Ohh, how I wished you could have seen me.  November was so fun, but I missed you terribly every time I was with someone else.  Hm.”  She lays her head against my chest and rubs her hand across my belly.  “I’ll have to think about this.  And we’d have to decide who.  Any of the guys from the gang would be happy to do it.  James especially.  I haven’t seen Richie in awhile but I think I could convince him.  He he he.”


 


A flash of Sarah’s sex tape with the young stud lights up my mind.  Handsome, charming, and hung I would never forget what I’d seen that young man do to my wife.  And that cocky, dominant, victorious look he gave to the camera when Sarah wasn’t looking, a look meant exclusively for her cuckold husband, still haunted my dreams.  I had watched and cum to that video countless times but I was NOT yet ready to confront that in person.  I’m not sure I ever would be.  Though my fetish pulled wildly against its bridle my manly pride still held the reins.  To Sarah I did not mind showing my inner deviant.  To the rest of the world?  Not so much.  I wanted something kinky that would still allow me to hold my head high after it was over.


 


“No.  Not Richie.  Not the gang.  In fact, nobody we know.  I want someone…unconnected.”


 


“Unconnected?”


 


“A stranger.  Someone we won’t have to socialize with.  Someone who doesn’t live in the neighborhood.  Someone we never have to see again.”  I say.  “I don’t want things getting weird, like they did with Bradley and Old Man Brown.  For this first time I want it to be just one night and we never see the guy again.  If things go bad, no regrets.”


 


“Okay, that makes sense.”  She ponders a moment.  “Casey told me about these message boards where cucks and their wives can arrange a hook up with a bull.”


 


I look down at her in surprise.  “Casey told you that?”


 


“Mm hm.”


 


I shouldn’t have been surprised.  Of all of the partners my wife took during her month of freedom her secret dominatrix coworker Casey had been the one to embrace her role as ‘bull’ the most enthusiastically.  She was also the one who hooked us up with our trip to that kinky nudist resort.


 


“I shake my head.  No.  No, no, no.”  I say firmly.  “Not cucking.  Hotwifing, wife-watching, wife-sharing, but not cuckolding.  One step at a time.”


 


“Oh.”  She pauses.  “I’m still not clear just what the difference is.”


 


“There’s a difference.”  I couldn’t define it exactly.  For some I know it had everything to do with the physical assets of the other man, but for me cuckolding came down to the submissive mindset and surrendering attitude of the husband.  The way I saw it is that anybody could be cucked by anybody assuming the right state of mind.  “To me there is.”


 


“Okay.  If you say so.”  She says, patting my knee.  “I’m all ears.  What do you have in mind, baby?”
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