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All three parts
in the erotic short-story series The Cuckolder
about a husband who becomes cuckolded by a sexually dominant
male.

 


All characters
appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real
persons, living or dead, or to other works of fiction, is purely
coincidental. All sexual acts depicted are between consenting
adults aged eighteen and over.

 


 


The author
specifically disclaims any responsibility for any liability, loss
or risk, which is incurred as a consequence, directly or
indirectly, of the use and application of any of the contents of
this book. The author promotes sexual fantasy and self-pleasure as
a healthy, harmless pursuit and does not condone or encourage
promiscuity or debauchery in any form.
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The Cuckolder- Part 1 : Stealing His Wife


 


As Derek
Schmitt looked around the dinner table, seeing all his guests
laughing and joking as they drank Verve Cliquot champagne with
their expensive meals, he finally found like he had made it. Now
forty two, he was a successful property developer specialising in
seafront property in Florida.

 


It felt
particularly satisfying to see how his life had become such a
success seeing as he spent his early adult life as the class loser
who couldn’t get a date to save his life. He hadn’t forgotten how
cruel the constant taunts of his classmates had been but it had
made him all the more determined to do well in life.

 


Once he’d
started making good money in his late twenties he’d started
attracting beautiful women, despite remaining overweight and losing
his hair early. That had been when he met Natalie, his beautiful
blonde wife who he’d met when she was working as a secretary for
the property firm he had set up himself.

 


He’d instantly
fallen for her and although the attraction wasn’t mutual Natalie
was impressed by his business acumen and increasingly big wallet.
She was a woman of expensive tastes and needed a man to fund the
glamorous lifestyle she wanted. Natalie had joined the property
firm prepared to sleep her way to the top, but when Derek began
pursuing her she agreed to a date, despite the lack of physical
attraction from her perspective. She knew that a rich man who was
also not very good looking would be easiest if all to wrap around
her finger.



As she poured herself another glass of wine and forced herself to
laugh at Derek’s boring work anecdotes, she was feeling she’d made
a big mistake marrying Derek, having realised by now that marrying
for money wasn’t working out for her in the long term.

 


Things had
always been unsatisfactory in the bedroom with Derek but when she
married him she thought that a couple of children and access to his
credit card would be a good enough life. What Natalie didn’t know
when she married him was that Derek suffered with a low sperm count
and so, after nearly fifteen years of married life, they were still
childless.

 


Strangely,
Natalie thought her husband would be embarrassed about his lack of
fertility but he was reMarcably blasé about it, even making fun of
himself. Natalie felt embarrassed on her husband’s behalf when he
did so.

 


Unfortunately,
during a conversational lull, one of his friends decided to raise
the subject just to fill the awkward silence around the dinner
table.



“So Derek….any progress with the little swimmers?” said his
best friend, Colin. He was as socially inept as Derek and Natalie
sighed, knowing what was coming next….



“Still haven’t given up, Colin! Thinking about an
ICPI….”


“What’s that?”



“Intracytoplasmic sperm injection!”


Natalie stopped chewing and put down her fork. She
paused, hastily chewed her food and swallowed it then vehemently
interjected: “Do we have to talk about sperm at dinner,
Derek?”


Derek smiled in an inane fashion that annoyed Natalie even more and
replied, “Oh honey, if I never mentioned it again would it
really make a vas deferens?”


Natalie looked at her husband with resigned disdain, getting his
awful pun but not finding it funny or appropriate.



“Would it really make a VAS DEFERENS!!!?” he repeated, then
looked around the dinner table, almost willing his guests into
hysterics by banging the table and trying to laugh
infectiously.

 


But the silence
was deafening and it felt as painful as a comedian dying on stage.
As the silence lasted even Derek felt a bit awkward and suddenly
turned to Natalie.



“Natalie…this is as good a time to say it as any…you’ve been my
wife for nearly fifteen years now and it’s our 15th wedding
anniversary in just a week. I’ve decided I’d like to get a
professional photographer to take some pictures of us for the happy
occasion. I want something special to remember it by…” he said
with his tradeMarc inane grin.

 


Natalie felt
like equally irritated that he’d gone for saying something
cloyingly sentimental in front of everyone to escape the painful
failure of his cringeworthy attempts at humour.



Colin felt keen to redeem himself after raising the subject of
Derek’s infertility and suddenly exclaimed, “Derek, I know just
the man! Marc Adamson, he did all the photography for my son’s
wedding, absolutely fantastic job! I’ll give you his
number…”.



Derek beamed and replied, “Wonderful, Colin! I’m very glad I
brought it up, he sounds like the perfect man for the job! I
presume he’s….rather expensive?”


Colin closed his eyes and nodded profusely. “I’m afraid so,
Derek. Definitely not cheap.”


Derek turned to Natalie with another inane grin and, after taking
hold of her hand, said, “Well, it will be worth it to capture
our happiness on camera, won’t it darling?”



Natalie squirmed as he forced his clammy hand inside hers but she
managed to squeeze out a forced smile and replied, “Yes Derek,
it will. All our happiness….”.

 


Her voice
dripped with sarcasm but that went over Derek’s head and he looked
at her with a banal expression that made her want to punch his
teeth out.



“A toast! Everybody please raise your glasses!” announced
Derek.



Everyone did as requested with a slightly bored expression on their
face.



“To me and Natalie, fifteen years of married bliss! Here’s to
another fifteen years just as good!” he said with an almost
demented glee, reaching across the table to clink glasses with
anyone who would.



He turned to Natalie again and she meekly clinked her glass with
his, her smile insincere and fake as hell for all to see as she did
so.

 


Once everyone
had made a toast and drank the last of the wine Natalie felt so
relieved as her guests began ordering cabs, then leaving. It had
been a contrived evening where everyone was pretending to care
about Derek and, in his vanity, he believed they were
sincere.



He genuinely believed that his gorgeous blonde wife Natalie was
just as in love with him as the day they married all those years
ago. But Natalie had never been in love with Derek, her parents had
been obsessive about her finding a husband with bright financial
prospects and Derek had ended up in pole position.

 


The physical
attraction had been low for her, but she could tell he knew how to
make money, if nothing else. After the party had ended Natalie was
dreading her husband making amorous advances. She could sense he
was on a high after his dinner party and that usually meant he was
in the mood for sex.

 


As she had been
drinking rather heavily to numb her tedium and embarrassment, she
had little resistance left in her when they were both in bed
together. She allowed Derek on top of her and didn’t object when he
dragged down her panties and offered her his five inch penis.

 


She knew what
was coming next; two minutes of unsatisfactory missionary sex
which, when Derek achieved orgasm, Natalie felt relieved was over.
Her own pleasure had never been a consideration of his, she was
always made to feel like a vessel for his ineffective semen.

 


After he’d
emptied his load inside her, he gave her an awkward kiss on the
forehead, pulled out of her and fell asleep on his side within two
minutes. Natalie lay there wondering how she’d ended up choosing to
spend her life with a man who was so sexually incompetent as well
as infertile. There was simply nothing in this marriage for her
except financial security.

 


But what was a
beautiful house overlooking the ocean if she was stuck with a man
she didn’t love and was incapable of making her happy? She turned
on her side and tried to fall asleep amidst the irritating wheezes
and grunts of her husband’s snoring. Even when he was asleep he
managed to annoy her immensely.



The next morning Derek woke up in very high spirits, delighted with
how his dinner party had gone even though everyone had found it a
rather excruciating experience. He remembered what Colin had said
about the photographer and gave him a call as he walked up and down
outside his house, his usual way of dealing with business
calls.



“Hello, this is Derek Schmitt. A friend of mine gave me your
number, he recommends your photography.”


Marc Adamson had just been woken up by the sound of his cell phone
and he was still woozy, a little hungover from the night before.
There was a woman lying next to him on her side and he tried to
remember who it was he’d brought home the previous night.

 


It had been the
barmaid, Suzy, and he felt relieved that he remembered her name.
The morning after was always a lot smoother when he could remember
their name.



“Mr. Schmitt, hello….yes, I’m a photographer and have a lot of
experience with special occasions. What occasion are you hoping to
capture for posterity?”


“Oh! You’re English, hadn’t expected that. Well, my wife and I
have a wedding anniversary coming up, our 15th. I would love you to
spend a weekend at my house as I really want a photographer to
capture the essence of our relationship, not just a couple of
pictures that I could get done in any photography studio.

 


I want you
to accompany my wife and I as we celebrate our marriage across a
whole weekend, so they’ll be both formal and casual pictures,
something we can show the grandchildren one day! I realise a whole
weekend of your time won’t be cheap but I saw your portfolio on
your website and I feel you’re the man for the job! Just name your
price….”.



Marc was still waking up and was now wandering around his room
trying to find his underwear, his pendulous cock swinging between
his legs. The call had woken up Suzy, who was giggling as she
watched him stumble naked around his room, remembering how
fantastic the sex had been the previous night. She had to stifle
her laughter as she watched him trying to climb into a pair of
briefs whilst trying to keep the call going.



“I’m absolutely fine with your idea Mr. Schmitt, I can spend a
weekend on location with you, that’s no problem at all. To give you
a specific price, I’d need to know exactly how many pictures you’d
expect at the end of it, so we know what we’re dealing with…”
he said, rubbing his throbbing temple and wishing he wasn’t having
to deal with a client while still hungover.



“Oh, you know what, I think you should just come and stay with
us, take as many pictures as you can, and then we’ll choose the
best ones for the photo album. We could just call it a flat 10k
fee. How does that sound?”


Marc was taken aback by such a large fee but coughed to hide his
surprise. “Ten thousand dollars? Yes, that sounds reasonable for
a such a project. In which case, it’s down to whether I’m available
for the weekend in question. When were you thinking?”



“Next weekend. Can you do it?”


Marc knew he was free but said, “Let me just check my
schedule…”, which made Suzy giggle again as he paused to look
at an imaginary work itinerary.



“Yes. I can do next weekend. I look forward to it, Mr.
Schmitt…”.



As soon he ended the call Suzy burst out laughing.



“Oh my god, that guy sounds like such a dork!! I can’t believe
you’re going to get paid that much for taking a bunch of pictures!
I really need to start taking photography more
seriously….”


“You should do it if you’re interested. But I don’t get offers
like that very often. Last night was great, by the way…”.


Suzy giggled again and said, “Yes it was. You English
guys know how to please a girl….”.



As Marc pulled on his customary black Levi’s he replied,
“Suzy…are you still seeing that biker guy? The guy with the
skull and crossbones tattoo on his chest?”.


Suzy laughed out loud and said, “Don’t worry, he’s at
a biker rally and probably fucking some whore right now. Our
relationship is very open..,.”


“Yeah well, usually that means a guy is happy to have
sex with whoever he wants but isn’t usually too happy if his woman
does the same. We had a great night but you and me carrying on
would be too damn risky, even though the sex was amazing.

 


If he found
out we were fucking, he’d sever off my cock with a kitchen knife. I
grew up fighting on the northern streets of England so I’m no wuss,
but your guy has the psycho vibe that I don’t intend fucking
with”.


Suzy sighed and replied, “I hate that you’re totally
right. He’s gone psycho on two guys, one is in a wheelchair now,
drinking lunch through a straw…”. She gave him a certain smile
that said it might already be too late for Marc, a quick revenge
for having spurned the idea of future sexual liaisons.



Marc grinned at her sinister smile and said, “Well, looks like I
better get out of here fast while I still own a cock…”.

 


He got dressed
in a hurry and felt like he’d had a lucky escape as he got on the
freeway. As a handsome Englishman he’d always found it rather easy
to seduce American women, so much
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