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“There,” said Lorna, and when Kent looked up, he could see her nodding.

He opened his mouth and pushed forwards, clasping his lips around her mound.  Instantly he tasted the sweet tang of pussy and lapped his tongue along the smooth inner-skin.

He split the petals with his tongue and slipped up along Lorna’s crotch, licking with broad strokes as she began to moan.

Matthew could see Kent grab his cock and jerk it as he enjoyed his new hobby.  There was some inexperience in his work, but his eagerness made up for it.

“Don’t you stop,” Lorna said, looking down at Kent.

She pushed her fingers through his foppish hair and held him against her sex, grinding slowly and guiding Kent exactly where she wanted him to go.

Kent licked and lapped, tonguing and sucking.  He lacked any clear focus, but it didn’t matter to Lorna.  She was so turned on by the mere notion of him licking her out while her husband watched on that she almost came instantly.

“That’s it!” she gasped, taking big breaths.

Matthew’s back straightened as he watched the climax arrive in his wife.  He took several photos of her gasping for air as her face and chest turned red.

“Kent!” whined Lorna, and she felt the squeeze of excitement at her crotch.

It was warm and wet, and her cum flowed freely into Kent’s mouth as he drank her in.  He could feel the contracting muscles that seemed to match her moans.

“Oh, honey!” she whined, looking down.  “Honey, that’s perfect.”

Kent opened his eyes and locked them on Lorna’s.  There was something primal between them, like a bond or connection that had strengthened and deepened.  Kent felt as though he knew Lorna better suddenly, and he was starting to realize things about Matthew too.

“Now fuck her,” Matthew said.  “You earned it.”

Kent pulled his face off Lorna’s and wiped at his maw.  He looked down at his hard cock as it swayed over her body.

“Put it inside me,” said Lorna, gripping his cock and steering it towards her sex.

Kent dropped his knee and angled himself into the warm embrace.  He watched Lorna take control as she swashed his cock back and forth along her sensitive channel before setting him at her O and giving him another instruction.

“Fuck me!” she grunted, looking Kent in the eye.

Matthew watched Kent’s butt squeeze together as he pushed forwards.  His heart broke beautifully as he heard his wife’s moan.

“Oh, Kent!” she whined.  “That’s it!  All the way!  That’s it!”

Kent pushed deep, feeling the sensual embrace of Lorna around him.  She held him tight and warm, pinching just right.

Matthew got up and moved so he could see better.  He crouched at the foot of the lounger and Kent glanced back.

“Is this okay, Mr. Travers?” he asked.

“It’s perfect,” said Matthew.  “Just do what comes naturally.”

Matthew took more photographs, snapping the look of bliss on his wife’s face as another man satisfied her like he seldom could.
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You know those lessons you used to have at school where’d you bring something in for the class?  Well at today’s adults-only school of BDSM, that’s exactly what my homework was, only the thing I’m bringing in is my wife, with the intention of letting one of my classmates fuck her!

Cuckolding 101 was comprised of all manner of men and women that were interested in the dynamic.  In our class we had husbands like me who were keen to see their lover dominated by another man, as well as the men that were keen to dominate other women’s husbands.  Alongside this sat several interested women who were eager to convince their husbands.  I wasn’t a fan of that last example, but I don’t get to choose who comes in and out of class.  That’s left to Mrs. Sparrow, the brooding dom that watches over all of us.

“So remind me again what this place is,” Shelley said, walking with me hand-in-hand.

“It’s a BDSM school,” I told her.  “People come here to learn and fulfill all kinds of fantasies.”

“That sounds fun!  Is that why you’re here?”

“That’s why you’re here too.  Don’t pretend you aren’t as excited by this as I am.”

Shelley giggled.  She was like a kid at the fair.  She marveled as people walked past her in all manner of different outfits.

“Did you see that guy in the gas-mask?” she asked, leaning in to me.

“I did, sweetie.  It’s quite the mystery as to who’s underneath.  There’s a guy in our class who thinks it’s Di Caprio.

“Really?!”  Shelley took a look back at the figure.  “But they have breasts?”

I shrugged and showed her to the door.  She paused outside and looked at me.  “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“Are you kidding?  Honey, I’ve been dying for you to get fucked by someone for as long as I’ve known you.”

“You’re definitely sure?”

“Yes!  I even have someone in mind.”

“Ooh, who?”

“You’ll see.”

I offered Shelley into the class and she immediately caught the attention of a whole bunch of guys.  I loved it when people wanted her.  It was pretty easy too, given her outfit.  She’d worn a little red dress that contrasted her milky skin.  It cut off just above the knee, showing off her smooth pins.  Her big tits were pushed up in it, showing an inviting cleavage that almost everyone’s eyes fell to.

“Mr. Clarke,” Mrs. Sparrow said from the front of the class.  “And this must be Mrs. Clarke.”

“Shelley,” Shelley said, extending a hand.

“We can find a seat for you beside your husband, I’m sure.”

Carlos got to his feet and offered her the chair.  She batted her lashes bashfully at him and looked him up and down.  Carlos was this muscle-laden black guy who was in this class solely to be a bull.  He was built for it too.  He was easily over six feet and had this confidence about him that I was envious off.  Shelley didn’t know it, but Carlos was exactly the person I had in mind when I told her I wanted to watch another guy have sex with her.  She sat in his chair and Carlos even pushed it back in for her.

“Thank you,” she said, then she turned to me and bulged her eyes.  “What a hunk,” she whispered.

I felt that delicious pang of jealousy spark inside me.

“Let’s not waste any time today, class,” Mrs. Sparrow said.  “I see attendance is close to one-hundred-percent today.  I think we all know why.”

There was a chuckle from the students and some of the guys leaned forward excitedly.

“Mr. Clarke here has been kind enough to bring along his wife Shelley for today’s class and we are all appreciative of that, aren’t we?”

“Thanks, Mr. Clarke,” someone called, and a few of the other guys agreed.

“And Shelly, I trust you’ve been briefed?”

She nodded.

“Maybe you can tell us what you’re expecting?” Mrs. Sparrow offered.

“Well ...” Shelley began unsurely.  “Greg tells me that one of you is going to give me the fucking of my life while the rest of you watch on.”

“Couldn’t have put it better myself,” Mrs. Sparrow smiled.  “Mr. Clarke?  Perhaps you’d like to choose your bull?”

I looked around the room and every man puffed out his chest and tried to cast himself in the best light.  All except Carlos, of course.  He was comfortable enough in his own skin—something I could never be.

“Him,” I pointed.

Carlos sat upright.  “Me?”

I nodded.  “If that’s alright, Carlos?”

“Are you kidding?  Fine piece of ass like Shelley here—I’m not about to pass that up.”

“Shelley?”  Mrs. Sparrow asked.  “Is that okay?”

“I can tell you that the feeling is mutual, Carlos.”

He smirked in her direction.  It was the kind of look that said so much without saying anything at all.  It said: “I’m going to fuck you hard and you’re going to love it.”

“I trust the pair of you doesn’t have any reservations about getting up in front of the class?”

“Not me,” Carlos said, and he got to his feet.

“Are you as keen as Carlos, Shelley?” Mrs. Sparrow asked.

“I love getting fucked,” she confessed.  “I’d do it anywhere.”

I made a mental note of that.

“Mr. Clarke, perhaps you’d like to sit up front too?”

Mrs. Sparrow had a couch at the front of her classroom that she insisted was regularly dry-cleaned.  Next to it stood a high chair that I assume was meant for me.

Carlos took my wife by the hand and led her to the front of the class as I followed behind.  His stock frame was impossible to compete with.  In comparison I had a gut that I couldn’t get rid of and balding hair that was on the verge of graying.

Carlos had thick, short black hair and a warrior’s physique.  The excitement in Shelley was palpable.  I could see how fat and sparkling her pupils were as she stared at him.  She scarcely gave me a second look as I sat in the high chair beside the couch.

“I would ask you to remain in your seats and make notes, class,” Mrs. Sparrow said.  “I want you to think about the dynamics at play here.  Think about how Mr. Clarke feels.  Think about how Shelley and Carlos feel.  Imagine yourself in whoever’s shoes you’d like.  Think about how you’d feel.”

Some of the class opened their laptops while others readied their pens on notebooks.

Shelley stood at the front and faced out towards them and Carlos circled her like a shark, looking her up and down and sucking on his bottom-lip.

“You can begin whenever you’re ready,” Mrs. Sparrow said, and she took a seat behind her desk and watched too.

Carlos put his big hand to Shelley’s cheek and held her, stepping in towards her so that their bodies were touching.  He looked down his nose at her lips and my wife stared up at him, waiting.

Their lips locked and I saw the lust for them blossom as the pang of jealous energy struck deep.  I could never be Carlos, as badly as I wanted it.  Any hope of competing was completely out of the window, but that didn’t stop the twitch in my pants as my cock came to life.

I could see immediately that Carlos’s reaction was similar.  His cock was poking at his loose pants so fiercely that I could practically make out the veins in its length.  He wore a pair of light-blue jeans and a white t-shirt.  He kept it simple, but looked good nonetheless.  Some guys just do it effortlessly.  Carlos was one of those guys.

“I can take her clothes off in here?” he asked Mrs. Sparrow.

“I don’t see how else you’re going to fuck her,” she replied.

“I could just pull this dress up and slide her panties over.”

It was Mrs. Sparrow’s turn to look impressed.  “You can certainly do that if you like.”

Shelley was wide-eyed in wonder.  She held Carlos at his side and waited for his next move.  Like a champion bull he took control.  He started to open his pants and Shelley stepped back, visibly excited by the impending release.

He made no show of it.  He simply pushed them down and took his boxer-shorts with them.  When he stood back up there was this huge, black cock pointing out towards the class.  It looked intimidating.  No prizes for guessing that mine fell someway short of being as impressive.

“Oh, gosh!” Shelley said, giggling.

Carlos fell back into the sofa and Shelley went straight to her knees.  She was breathing so hard that her tits were pushing right up against the bust of her dress, almost spilling out of the top.

I crossed my legs and watched, pretending I was studying the event like the rest of the class.  Behind the thin veneer of control my stomach was twisting in knots.  The humiliation struck deep, panging in my core and toying with my emotions.  My wife still hadn’t looked over.  Instead she stared at the huge, flailing cock as it fell back against Carlos’s stomach.

“Fuck, that’s so big,” she swooned.

Shelley moved in to claim her prize.  At first she gripped the hilt and marveled as around seven inches of cock blossomed out of the top of her fist.

“He’s big,” she said, looking to Mrs. Sparrow.  She nodded for Shelley to continue.

Shelley moved her face closer and took a deep breath.  She glanced briefly back to me, but daren’t look me in the eye.  Instead she looked to Carlos who bit his lip and nodded.

“Suck my cock,” he said calmly.

I think it’s fair to say that many of the class were jealous that they weren’t the ones who were about to fuck Shelley.  I watched them stare too, but I knew that their turmoil was nothing in comparison to my own.  Shelley and I had been married for eight years.  She was finally getting the cock she deserved.  I wondered if any of the class could tell how long she’d waited for someone like Carlos.
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