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Chapter 1: The Routine



It was time for my session. Every Saturday at 4 p.m., my wife, Laura, supervises while I masturbate and ejaculate. It’s the only release I get each week unless something extraordinary happens. This has been our rhythm for nearly nine months. In the morning, I head to Mr. Donovan’s condo to clean it—scrubbing floors, dusting shelves, making it spotless. When I get back, I tackle any chores around our house before Laura and I meet in the guest bedroom, where I sleep. There, she unlocks my chastity device, and I’m granted a brief window of sexual satisfaction. Once we’re done, I help her prepare for her dinner date with Mr. Donovan. They go out every Saturday night, and it stretches into Sunday morning. Sometimes Laura wakes up in his bed; other times, they end up in our master bedroom, where I’m no longer the master. I like those nights best.

My name’s Ethan, and I’m Laura’s cuckold. She’s breathtaking—a woman who turns heads and holds my heart in her hands. At work, I’m still Ethan, but Mr. Donovan calls me “Eddie,” a nickname that’s stuck everywhere else. He’s Laura’s primary lover and my boss, the owner of the tech firm where I’m an IT director. He stepped into our lives after charming Laura and taking her to bed. I yielded to this older, more commanding man and embraced my role as a cuckold.

Laura used her key to free me from the chastity device. She handed me baby wipes to clean myself—regular wipes aren’t allowed. She says the baby wipes amuse Victor, and if it amuses Victor, it’s law for us. Victor is Mr. Donovan, but calling him that would earn me a punishment, so I don’t.

“What should we talk about to let your little guy enjoy himself today?” Laura asked, perched on the edge of the bed. She wasn’t asking for my input—she never does. It’s her way of signaling she’s about to decide. I lay there naked, eager to start. She wore a sundress, subtly sexy, fresh from the spa where her hair and makeup had been perfected. She goes every Saturday with her friends, all paid for by Mr. Donovan. He calls it a small price to pay—loves the pun—for a relaxed, stunning woman to share his night with.

I stayed silent, knowing she’d fill the void. “Let’s mix it up today,” she said. “I don’t need as much prep time. Victor’s taking me to a party tonight, and he wants you to drop me off at his condo by 6 p.m. He’s got a new dress waiting—black and very sexy, he says, with matching shoes. Doesn’t it make you happy that Victor spoils me like this?”

“Yes, honey,” I replied. “It’s generous of him, and you deserve it.”

“Do you think I’ll look sexy in it, baby?”

“Of course. Mr. Donovan’s taste is impeccable, and you always make his choices shine.”

“You’re sweet,” she said, smiling. “It thrills you that your gorgeous wife finally found a real man, doesn’t it?”

“I never deserved you,” I admitted. “You and Mr. Donovan are perfect together.”

“We are, aren’t we? And to think we almost never met.” Her eyes lit up, and I knew what was coming. “That’s it! You can tell the story of how he seduced me and made me his. We both love it. Since it’s long, start without touching yourself, and when we get to the day he took me, you can enjoy it again.”

“Of course, honey. Where should I start?”

“From the beginning, silly. Victor’s right—you’re sharp with IT but dense otherwise. Go on, tell me how I became the happiest wife alive and you my devoted cuckold.”

I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and began. My dick was already hard—it always is for this story. It’s the tale of a powerful man claiming a beautiful married woman from her submissive husband, and those stories never fail to excite me. That’s where it all started, after all.

Laura insists I tell it in the first person. She says it’s more humiliating that way, and she’s right—I crave it. So, I launched into the story of how it began.
































Chapter 2: The Discovery



The look on your face was impossible to decipher. You walked up to me, Laura, and set the backup laptop on my lap. The screen glowed with the Literotica site, logged into my account. Staring back at me were the links to about sixty stories I’d favorited over months. Our cat had knocked over a vase earlier, and in my rush to clean up the mess, I’d gotten distracted and left the laptop open. My heart pounded so hard I thought it might burst, and my face flushed a deep, guilty red.

“Judging by your reaction, these are yours,” you said. “You’ve never been good at lying.”

I couldn’t speak. The humiliation was paralyzing, and I froze, caught in my own trap.

“I read a bunch of them,” you continued. “They all seem to point the same way. I don’t get it—maybe you can explain.”

Panic surged through me, mingling with the pressure of months spent wrestling with my growing desire for you to cuckold me. My dick stiffened under the laptop, betraying me further. I nearly blacked out from the collision of emotions, but then something shifted. My pulse steadied, my mind cleared, and I decided to come clean.

We talked for almost three hours about the strange, fetish-driven corner of my mind I’d been hiding in. It was a good talk, raw and real. I still ended up on the couch that night—and every night for the next week. You were angry, hurt, but mostly confused. You asked for space to process, and later told me you’d spent hours online, digging into what this cuckolding thing was all about. Then, on Friday afternoon, you texted me: Come to our bed at 8 p.m.

I did. You were lying there in a silk nightshirt and panties, looking as stunning as ever. The shirt—something I’d bought you years ago—clung to your perfect breasts, its hem brushing just below your panties, showing off your long, toned legs. Your hair was styled, makeup flawless. You patted the bed. “Sit with me. We need to talk.”

You asked one question: “Why the stories?”

There wasn’t a simple answer. I told you it started when my performance issues crept in. I was too young for a dick that only worked half the time, but that’s what I was stuck with. Our sex life had gone from solid to sporadic, and the pressure ruined us both whenever we tried. I hadn’t initiated anything with you in almost a year. I’d failed as a husband.

A friend suggested porn. I brushed it off, but he pushed me toward Literotica, saying he and his wife read stories together every Saturday night and fucked like rabbits after. I figured it was worth a shot.

I read. Then read more. You know how I overthink and dive too deep. Soon, I found my first cuckold story. I read it once, then again, and again. Each time, I got hard and stayed hard through to the end. I thought I’d cracked it. I invited you to bed, hopeful. You were excited. I got hard—then crashed. You cried. I’d failed even worse.

I couldn’t stay hard with you, but the stories worked every time. I stopped trying with you—it was too painful to start something beautiful and watch it collapse. So, I retreated to the stories. I read, I masturbated, I came. It became my obsession.

I wanted to tell you, but how? How do you tell your wife you love her completely, want to stay with her forever, but also want her to take a lover so she can feel satisfied? That the only way my dick worked was imagining myself as the husband who steps aside while a stronger man fucks his wife? I’d been wrestling with it for a year, silent, until you found the evidence.






Chapter 3: The Turning Point


You listened, Laura, as I spilled everything about the stories and my twisted desires. When I finished, you said, “Let’s read one together. Pick one and read it to me. Get undressed.” I couldn’t tell if it was a terrible idea or a brilliant one, but you’d asked, so I obeyed. It was my first real step into cuckolding myself—submitting to your command.

I chose a story, nothing too extreme: a couple on vacation meets a strong man who dances with the wife, seduces her, and fucks her while the husband watches. I got hard almost instantly. Halfway through, you slipped off your panties and straddled me. I kept reading as you rode my cock, using me while the words fueled us both. When the story ended, we came together. For once, I wasn’t a complete failure as your husband.

You collapsed beside me, and we lay there in awkward silence. Then you said, “Read another.” We went through three stories that night, each one about a weak husband giving his wife to a dominant man. Each time, we fucked as I read. In one night, we had more sex than in the past two years combined. We fell asleep tangled together. In the morning, you kissed me and said, “It’s weird, but I don’t care. We need to keep doing this. I love you, fetish and all, but I need an active sex life.” As you climbed out of bed, you added, “It’s either this, or I’ll have to make your fetish real, because I’m not going that long without sex again.”

That’s how it went for a while—stories and sex, a fragile fix—until the office BBQ. Mr. Donovan hosted it at his sprawling house in the foothills, a legendary event for the company’s top employees, clients, and partners. It was my first invite, fresh off a promotion to IT director. We were both buzzing with excitement; it was a step up from anything we’d ever attended.

Getting ready, I realized again how I’d married way above my league. You looked incredible in a white terry cloth romper—sleeveless, tied at the waist, shorts just short enough to tease. You’d snagged it at Marshalls for $39 after trying on dozens of options, and we agreed it was perfect. The real kicker was the sandals—sexy as hell, with straps winding up your calves. You were a vision. Everyone at the party thought so too, especially our host.

We pulled up, and a valet took my VW GTI. You giggled, a little embarrassed, handing over keys to a modest car amid a sea of luxury SUVs and sports cars. I reminded you it was paid off and could out-corner most of them. You dropped the argument—my car’s a losing battle—and we headed in.

We’d been mingling for about thirty minutes when we lined up to greet Mr. Donovan. I was scoping out his insane house and yard, but you were locked on him. You told me later you’d never seen a man so magnetic. He was fifteen years older than us but looked youthful, built like he lived in the gym—broad, strong, not lanky like my runner’s frame. His dark hair hadn’t thinned a bit, and his tan was natural, not fake.

Then there was his face—rugged yet warm—and those piercing eyes. You said his body caught your attention, but his face and gaze hooked you. I glanced at you beside me and saw you were entranced. I leaned in and whispered, “If you stare any harder, your eyes’ll pop out.”

You turned to me, flustered, and started, “I didn’t know your boss was so…” You didn’t finish. Mr. Donovan had spotted you, ditched his conversation, and made a beeline for us—for you.

“I’d love to hear the end of that sentence,” he said, his voice dripping with charm and a playful edge. You went red, speechless. I jumped in to save you. “Wealthy,” I said. “We were just saying how well the company’s doing and how amazing your house and grounds are.”

He laughed. “Nice save, Ethan. Guess I’ll keep you around. But I need you to head over to those clients—they’re griping about the online ordering portals. I told them you’d sort it out. Don’t worry, I’ll keep your gorgeous






cover.jpeg
HpRmess :

BY EVELINA ROSE

Man retells a story how his Wife
Cuckolded him






