
        
            
                
            
        


	



ANNIVERSARY CUCKOLD 



EVELINA ROSE



 


Chapter 1: The Spark at the Bar



My wife, Laura, and I had just celebrated our 10th wedding anniversary, a milestone that felt like a quiet victory after years of routine. Yesterday, we boarded a plane for a sun-drenched beach escape, a chance to reignite something I thought had dulled. Last night, the plan was simple: a romantic dinner at a beachfront restaurant, the kind with flickering lanterns and waves crashing just beyond the patio. But now, barely 24 hours later, I’m on my knees, staring at Laura as she straddles her new lover, Mark, on our hotel bed. His voice cuts through the haze, calm but firm: “Watch closely.”

I don’t move. I can’t. My eyes are locked on them—her thighs trembling, his hands gripping her hips. He’s just spent the last day giving Laura a kind of pleasure I never could, unlocking something in her—and in me. She gasps, her head tipping back, and I feel the sting of inadequacy twist deeper. His cock is massive, I can tell from the way she moves, dwarfing mine in a way that burns but also fascinates. In one relentless day, he’s drawn orgasms from her that outshine anything I’ve managed in two decades. Laura’s hands clutch his shoulders, her breath ragged. She glances at me, eyes glinting, and whispers, “Watch how a real man does it, my sweet cuckold. I want him happy.”

Her words sear me. Mark’s grip tightens on her, guiding her rhythm, and she rides him harder, her moans filling the room. I’m rooted to the floor, a spectator to my own unraveling. He stiffens beneath her, a low groan escaping as he finishes, and Laura collapses against him, sated. He chuckles, a low, easy sound, and turns to her. “Dinner?” She beams. “Absolutely.” And just like that, my cuckolding begins where it started—with dinner.

Rewind to last night. We’re at the bar, waiting for our table, sipping drinks—gin for me, something fruity for her. The place is packed, a buzz of voices and clinking glasses under dim lights. I excuse myself for the men’s room, weaving through the crowd. When I return, there’s a man leaning close to Laura, his broad shoulders filling the space beside her. He straightens as I approach, extending a hand. “I’m Mark,” he says, his grip firm, almost too firm. “I was hoping your gorgeous wife was lying about being here with her husband.” He flashes a grin, all charm and teeth. I expect him to back off, but he lingers, unfazed.

Laura’s eyes flicker with amusement. Mark buys us a round, toasting our anniversary, and his attention locks onto her—every word, every laugh directed her way. She soaks it up, her posture softening. The restaurant’s chaos delays our table, and by our third—or maybe fourth—drink, Mark pulls out his phone, makes a call, and announces he’s secured us a spot a few doors down. I assume it’s a gracious exit, a table for two, but when we slide into the booth at the new place, he joins us. I’m too buzzed to protest, and Laura’s glowing, basking in his orbit. She even sits on his side after a quick trip to the restroom, her hip brushing his.

Dessert arrives—something rich and chocolatey—and Mark mentions the outdoor patio next door will soon turn into a dance floor. He leans toward Laura, voice smooth. “Think your husband would mind if I stole one dance before the night’s over?” She glances at me, her lips curling. “I think he’ll be fine with it.” It’s a challenge, daring me to object. I laugh it off, a weak “Sure,” because what else can I say? The air shifts. They sit closer now, their touches lingering—a hand on her arm, a brush of fingers as they talk. He whispers something in her ear; she looks at me, then smiles, a secret passing between them.

My bladder screams again, but I don’t want to leave them. I lose the fight and hurry to the bathroom, rushing back to find Mark’s hand vanished under the table. From the angle, it’s on her thigh, resting there like it belongs. My stomach twists—anger, yes, but also a strange heat pooling low. I slide back into the booth, and he doesn’t move his hand. He just stares at me, daring me to react. I don’t. I sip my drink instead, letting the silence stretch.

“Time for that dance,” Mark declares, standing. Laura’s eyes light up. “Definitely!” She slides out, and he sweeps her through the patio doors into the swaying crowd. I stay put, guarding the table, telling myself they’ll be back after one song. One turns into three, then more. I pay the bill, restless, and head to the patio. I spot them in the corner, slow dancing, bodies pressed tight. Mark’s hands grip her waist; their eyes are locked. I step forward to cut in, but he leans in, whispers, and Laura kisses him—a soft peck that deepens fast. His hand slides up, grazing her cheek, her neck, then settling on her breast. She sighs, covering his hand with hers, pinning it there.

I freeze. My pulse hammers, and my cock stirs, betraying me. Mark notices me watching, holds my gaze, and keeps his hand where it is—a silent claim. He murmurs to Laura; she nods. They break apart, drifting to a small bar at the patio’s edge. He orders drinks, then steps behind her, his hand tracing up her stomach to just below her breasts. She leans back into him, her body yielding as he kisses her neck, pressing himself against her. I can’t see it, but I know he’s hard, grinding into her. In public. With me right here.

Laura turns suddenly, and their mouths crash together, raw and desperate. It snaps me out of my daze. I march toward them, but she spots me, whispers to Mark. He spins behind her, draping an arm over her shoulder, his hand splayed across her chest. She traps it there with both hands. I reach them, words caught in my throat, but Laura speaks first. “Mark and I are taking a walk on the beach,” she says, steady and sure. “After that, I don’t know. He’ll drop me at the room later. I hope you’re there, but I get it if you’re not.” She grabs his hand and leads him down the stairs to the sand, their laughter fading into the night.

I stumble back to the bar, down two more drinks, mind spinning. Eventually, I drag myself to the hotel, entering the lobby from the street just as they slip in from the beach. Laura’s hair is wild, shoes dangling from her fingers. Mark’s shirt hangs loose, untucked. They look fucked-out, radiant. I head for the elevator, praying they don’t see me, but they step in beside me. Laura’s hand slides up Mark’s thigh, squeezing the thick outline of his cock through his pants. It’s huge, straining the fabric. Mark smirks at me, eyebrows raised. “Guess I’m a bit bigger than she’s used to.” Laura giggles. “That’s an understatement.”

The doors open. She lunges at me, kissing me hard, and her mouth tastes sharp—his cum, unmistakable. “Big and tasty,” she purrs, then turns to me, eyes blazing. “Mark’s coming to our room to fuck my brains out with that gorgeous cock. You can watch if you want, but you’re not stopping me.” Mark steps out, holding the door, and laughs. “Come on, time to see how a real man does it.” I should fight, leave, anything—but I lower my eyes and follow.


Chapter 2: The Room Becomes His


The elevator doors shut behind us, and the air in the room thickens as Laura and Mark stumble through the hotel door, their hands already clawing at each other. I fumble with the key, my fingers shaky, and let them in. Laura sways toward the bathroom, giggling, “I’ve got to pee,” leaving Mark and me alone. He turns, his frame filling the space, and points to the big easy chair in the corner. “Sit,” he says, his tone clipped, like he’s giving an order to a dog. I do it, sinking into the cushion, my eyes darting anywhere but at him.

He leans closer, voice dropping. “I’m going to give your wife the kind of pleasure she’s never had with you. By morning, she’ll be mine. You can watch this first round, but then you’re out—don’t come back ’til dawn. Got it?” I nod, a reflex, my throat too tight to speak. Laura emerges, stripped down to her bra and panties, her skin flushed from the night. Mark lets out a low whistle, his eyes raking over her. Then he looks at me, smirking. “Hey, cuckold, mind if I fuck your wife?”

I stare at Laura, her curves framed by the dim light, and say nothing. He steps forward and slaps me—sharp, stinging—across the face. “Focus, cuck. What do you want me to do?” I stammer, “Huh?” and he slaps me again, harder. “You want me to fuck your wife, right?” My voice cracks. “Um, I guess if she wants it.” He grins, turning to her. “I know she wants it. Don’t you, babe?” Laura’s eyes blaze. “God, yes!”

“So what do you say, cuck? Should I fuck her now?” I mumble, “Yes.” He leans in, voice sharp. “Louder, and put a ‘sir’ on it like a good cuck.” I swallow hard. “Yes, sir.” He’s not satisfied. “Yes, sir, what?” My lips tremble. “Please fuck my wife.” He laughs. “One more time, and mean it.” I find my voice, desperation bleeding through. “Yes, sir, please fuck my wife!” He nods, smug. “There you go. Now sit back and watch her get the best fuck of her life.”

He moves toward her, deliberate, predatory. He spins behind her, lips brushing her neck as his hands cup her breasts, kneading them through the bra. The straps slip off her shoulders, but he leaves it there, letting it prop her up as he squeezes. One hand slides down, fingers disappearing between her thighs. She gasps, loud and raw, as he works her, his touch relentless. Her body arches, toes lifting off the floor, and she shakes through a shuddering orgasm, moaning like I’ve never heard. I grip the chair arms, my knuckles white, my cock twitching despite the shame.

Mark releases her slowly, letting her catch her breath, and strips down in a flash. Naked, he’s all muscle and confidence, his cock thick and heavy, swinging as he moves. Laura’s hands roam his chest, then lower, tracing him with a hunger I don’t recognize. She chants, “Please fuck me,” over and over, a plea that grates on me. He guides her to the bed, peeling off her panties with a slow, deliberate tug. His cock hovers over her, poised, but he pauses, glancing at me. “Come here and spread her for me.”

I hesitate, legs like lead, but his glare pulls me up. I shuffle over, hands trembling as I kneel beside the bed. “Go on,” he says, “open her up. She’s waiting.” Laura sighs, impatient. “Please, just help him in!” I part her thighs wider, exposing her—wet, ready—and step back as he positions himself. He slides in, slow at first, then deep, until he’s buried inside her. “Back to your seat, cuck,” he snaps. “Watch with envy.”

I retreat, collapsing into the chair as he starts moving. Laura spreads herself wide, urging him on, her moans escalating with every thrust. He pulls out almost completely, the tip glistening, then drives back in, a rhythm that builds her into a frenzy. She writhes under him, back arching, nipples hard as pebbles, her face locked in a kind of ecstasy I’ve never seen. He speeds up, and just as she squeals, high and wild, he groans, stiffening as he unloads inside her. They slow together, panting, his body still half on hers, still inside her. She murmurs, “Amazing,” and he smirks. “Oh
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