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        Alone on the kitchen table sits a square white envelope sealed and with the name ‘David’ written at its center in my wife’s perfect longhand.  It brings a smile to my face.  Son of a gun.  Sarah actually did it.
I set down my thermos and lunch kit on the counter and go to sit at the table.  I pull the envelope to the edge of the table in front of me then pause to just stare at it a moment and savor this moment of lewd curiosity.  What had my sweet, innocent wife gotten up to while I was away?
I lean back and laugh.  “As if.”
This envelope and the letter inside of it were part of a playful challenge my wife and I were taking part in.  Today was the first of November and I had allowed my annoying brother-in-law to convince me into taking the ‘No Nut November’ chastity challenge.  Nick, always one to be at the cutting edge of health and wellness trends, swore to me that his yearly month of denial paid dividends in every aspect of his life.  It provided better mental focus, it hardened impulse control, it increased self mastery, and, most of all, it was an all natural way to boost testosterone.  My sister backed up his claims by saying that she always looked forward to December as Nick always had his ‘peak performances’ in the bedroom the month following.  After a few whiskeys and a bit of teasing that I didn’t have the discipline to follow through on such a challenge I decided to prove it to him, my sister, and more importantly myself that I could do it.  It was just a month.  How hard could it be?
When I got home and told my wife Sarah what I intended to do she insisted that she would do it with me in a show of marital solidarity.  Despite myself I could not help but laugh at her well meaning but pointless show of support.  Once I had assuaged her offended, but cute, pout session I explained to her that the NNN challenge was supposed to be just that, a challenge.  For Sarah not doing anything sexual and denying herself orgasms would be as difficult as getting wet in a rainstorm.  To say that my wife was sexually repressed would be the understatement of the century.
While not a believer any longer her ultra-religious rural upbringing had done a number on both her mind and libido.  At a curvaceous five foot two with a pretty face, long golden hair, and cornflower blue eyes she was a smoking hot feast on the outside.  Internally though she was as closed off to the desires of the flesh as an octogenarian nun.  Her sweet and innocent charm was a big factor in me pursuing her but little did I know when I met her just what I was up against.  During our courtship it had taken me months to get past second base and it took getting a ring on her finger to finally slide into home.
Despite her repression she actually enjoyed sex.  As long as we were completely alone and I directed everything she was generally an eager participant.  When she was in the mood she was the most expressive and responsive lover I’d ever had.  But heaven help her if a risque topic ever got raised or if she were expected to do anything even remotely racy on her own initiative.  She would blush and stammer and do anything she could to escape the situation.  If a movie had a spicy scene she would excuse herself from the room until it was over.  If a blue joke were told she would simply blush and fall silent.  And in the bedroom any attempt to have her take the reigns would lead to a sudden ‘headache’ and that would be that for the night.  Sarah didn’t masturbate or fantasize or allow herself any natural expression of her sex drive.  For her sex was a wifely duty, something to be done for my sake but never for her own.  I felt for her.  Even her hangups had hangups.  Over the years I had tried to help her relax and open up to her sexuality but it had gone nowhere.  When it came to the sensual Sarah wasn’t simply repressed, she seemed downright phobic.
Once I explained my laughter she understood it and had to agree with me that the challenge would have been anything but for her.  The discussion however sparked an idea in me that, on a whim, I proposed to her.  I told her that while I endured my month of denial, no small task for a guy as horny as me, that she should take the opportunity to tackle an equally difficult challenge by exploring her own private desires.  I challenged her to do one thing each day that was just a little bit lewd or risque.  I encouraged her to find herself and allow the sexual being that I knew was inside of her to bloom.  I told her that at the end of it that she would feel better and less guilty about her natural urges and that our sex life was sure to be better than ever.  To my great surprise…she agreed!
Stunned but wanting to be supportive I started by suggesting a few little things she might begin with but just the hearing it said allowed sent her into panic mode.  She cut me off and insisted that she would figure it out herself.  She knew that she wouldn’t be able to bear actually talking about it openly yet she wished to keep me updated on her progress so we devised a system by which she would leave me a handwritten letter each morning on what she had done the day before.  As she worked days at a daycare and I worked nights hauling fuel she was rarely home in the morning when I got in so it gave me an opportunity to read it without her around to get uncomfortable about it.  I was to read the letter then shred it afterward as she insisted that no evidence of her ‘naughty November’ be kept to embarrass her later.  Vehemently she made me swear on our marriage that I would not whisper one word about her challenge until it was all over.  She even went so far as to say that I’d be cut off for another month if I broke the trust.  I agreed of course.  I was just excited that she was open to something like this.
Setting out the ground rules initially proved a challenge for her to stumble her way through until I made it easy for her.  As easy as it could possibly get.  Her rules were, she had no rules.  I told her that she had my blessing to do anything she wanted over the course of the month, as long as she told me about it in the letters.  To emphasize how serious I was I told her that she could even go so far as fooling around with someone else if she felt so brave.  This left her understandably shocked but I doubled down and said that she had a free pass for a month, no questions asked and no grudges held.  With any other woman I never would have been so brazen but I knew her well and I knew that she would never be able to bring herself to actually cheating on me, thank God.  But I really wanted to drive home my desire for her to uncover and discover her buried sexuality without worrying about any sort of rules and restrictions.
On the extremely slim chance that she somehow got as far as actually flirting with another man I was confident that my ego and our marriage would be able to survive it. If anything I would be proud to see her become so bold after a lifetime of repression.  Besides, a bit of innocent flirtation on her part would only make me desire her all the more once I could have her again.  I’d never confess it to anybody but I wasn’t above enjoying a bit of hotwife wank material when the mood struck me, which was more often than I liked.  I always felt wretched about it once my head cleared but up until my nut was bust I found the taboo hot as hell.
Wanting to end the awkward conversation as quickly as possible she agreed and our deal was sealed with a night of passionate love making.  For the month of November, 2023 I would deny myself orgasms as Sarah chased them.  Deep down I doubted that either of us had it in us to see the challenge through to the end but, on the off chance we did, December 1st was gonna be something special!
I rub my middle finger across my written name enjoying this moment of mystery.  Whatever I was about to read was sure to be…adorable.  Picking up the envelope I tear it open and pull the neatly folded piece of cream letter paper.  Leave it to Sarah to make it all fancy.  I was surprised to see one of these already as November was less than eight hours old.  After twenty-four I would have been impressed if she had managed to work herself up to something but having just this morning to work with I had my doubts she’d actually done anything.  As I read I see that my suspicion is correct.
***
Dear David,
Good morning my love!  I hope your night went smoothly.  No, I haven’t done anything naughty yet.  Get that smug smile off your face you stinker!  I’ve still got the rest of the day.  I wasn’t sure if I was even supposed to write anything this morning but I figured it was part of what we agreed so I better do it.  You’ll have to wait until tomorrow to read what I will do today.
Instead of an update then I will tell you about my feelings.  Don’t you roll your eyes at me, mister!  Ha ha ha.  I just wanted to say that you hurt my feelings a little when you laughed at me.  But I understand why.  I know I’m not like most women.  I know that you want more from me.  And I understand that you’ve had to carry the entire burden of the physical side of our marriage and that it is not fair on you.  I’m going to do better David.  For you, for me, for us.  I’m nervous and even a little bit scared but, like you, I am going to try my very best to see this challenge through to the end.  Who knows?  Maybe I’ll even have some fun along the way!  ;)
Supper is in the fridge.  I love you.  I miss you.  And I can’t wait to see you tonight.
Your devoted wife,
Sarah
Nov. 2nd 
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        Content
Dear David,
Good morning dear.  I did it!  I saw that look in your eyes when you went to work last night.  You were thinking that there were only a couple of hours left in the day and that I hadn’t done anything yet.  You thought I was going to chicken out, didn’t you?  Well, you know what?  I almost did!  Ha ha ha!
What did I do you ask?  Well, since you must know, after you left I turned out all the lights and sat down in the living room and I had naughty thoughts.
Don’t!  I just know you’re rolling your eyes again.  Stop it!  Naughty thoughts count.  You might not think they do, but they do.  For me they do.  Besides, it’s just the first day.  You have to let me get warmed up you know.
It was weird at first.  I felt stupid and a little ashamed of myself.  But I sat there in the dark and forced myself to think about you.  You and me.  You and me doing things together.  Private things.  Remember what you did on our last anniversary?  When you took me from behind.  I was thinking of that.  I thought about it a lot.  The way your beard tickled my bare shoulder and the nape of my neck.  The feeling of your big, strong hands on my breasts.  The way you took me with such power!  And all the sexy sounds we made.  And after a little while it started feeling good.  Really good!  Really, really good!  Especially my special bits.  So good that I started to wish that you were home so you could the things I was thinking about to me.  Not that you could have given your challenge.  But still, it was fun to dream about.
Whoo!  It was tough getting to sleep after that I can tell you!  I felt all hot and bothered.  I bet it will be the same for you, huh?  This is going to be hard month for both of us.
Give me a call before you go to bed.  I need to talk to you quick about an email I got from my mom.  And remember when you call, no mentioning these letters!  Or anything about these challenges we’re doing for Naughty November.  Seriously David.  I would die.  I would just curl up and die of embarrassment.  I would anywhere, but especially at work with all the kids there.  You swore on our marriage, remember.  And on another month of no nookie on the line.  So you be good, or else.
Okay, gotta go.  Supper’s in the fridge.  EAT THE DARN BROCCOLI!  I love you.
Your one and only,
Sarah
***
“Woah.”  I mutter as I reread the letter a second time.  “Good for you, babe.”
Naughty thoughts wasn’t what I had in mind for a challenge but she was right.  For her it was a breakthrough.  After yesterday’s letter I was afraid that she would throw in the towel before we’d even begun and feel bad about herself.  It stung me to read that my laughter hurt her feelings and that she felt inadequate.  I never meant her to feel that way.  She understood, thank goodness, but still it wasn’t nice to read that.  But this letter showed that she wasn’t about to wilt just yet.
As I read it a third time I had to confess that reading about napes and breasts and sexy sounds had me already tempted to break my No Nut challenge as it brought to mind that special evening of our fifth anniversary.  We really went all out that time.  Flowers, the symphony, dancing, and dinner under the stars.  It had been such a magical night from start to finish.  But the incredible lovemaking that capped it off really set it apart in our memory.  It got me thinking that we should really do that again sometime.  Perhaps the night of December 1st?  Yeah.  That’d be nice.
Looking over the letter I was struck by how, as tame as they were, Sarah never would have expressed herself so plainly out loud.  We may just have stumbled upon something brilliant with this letter writing idea.  She clearly felt more at ease with the written word.  This was good to know.  And I do chuckle at her yelling at me to eat my vegetables.  The woman loved me, that was for sure.
True to my word I carry the letter to our home office where I read it one last time and try to commit it to memory before sending the stationery through the shredder.
Nov. 3rd 
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        Content
On Friday morning I get home late as I had decided to grab a bite to eat with a few of my trucker buddies before heading home.  As we sat and chatted about the usual bullshit over our meals, for them breakfast and for me supper, I found my mind wandering to what might be waiting for me on my kitchen table.  Would Sarah have another story to tell or had she already reached her limit?  I could not wait to find out.  Part of me was simply curious in a well meaning sort of way, but the part of me that hung between my legs had a much more keen interest.
After just a couple of days of no porn and no fapping I was already feeling the pressure.  With nothing else to occupy my horny imagination her letter from yesterday kept worming its way to the front of my mind.  I couldn’t quite put my finger on it but there was something undeniably and powerfully arousing about thinking about Sarah thinking about erotic things.  Just reading her acknowledge that she had natural sexual desires got my blood pumping.
Last night during the little window of time we spent together between when she got home from work and I had to leave I had hoped that she might slip and bring up the topic, giving me an opening to probe a little.  But she was a rock.  Nothing she did or said gave me any indication about the mini breakthrough she’d written about nor gave me a hint on what was to come.  It may have just been my imagination but I swore there was an extra spark between us as we visited even though on the surface she acted as if it was just another average day.  It was only then that it dawned on me just what a tantalizing tease that our vow of silence was going to be.
When I get home it was straight to the table where I find the envelope with my name on it.  Excited to see it I waste little time in opening it.
***
Dear David,
Your wife is so sneaky!  After you left for work I went to my satchel and got out the two books that I bought at the used bookstore on my lunch break.  They were sitting there that whole time and you didn’t even know!  My heart was beating like a bunny’s!  Ha ha ha!
What books you might be asking.  I won’t tell you the titles but I will tell you that they were a couple of those really trashy romance books.  The kind your sister likes to read.  The kind with bare chested men and ladies with heaving cleavage.  Oh my God, it was SOOO embarrassing buying them.  I felt like everyone in the book store was staring at me and quietly judging me.  My mouth was dry, my hands clammy, and my poor little heart was beating so fast!  My whole face must have been pink.  But I did it.  I actually did it!  I went right up to the woman at the till and I did it.  Then drove back to work as fast as I could.  Ha ha ha!  It was all so scary but you know what?  I think I kind of got a thrill from it.  I felt all zoomie for the rest of the afternoon.  It was so tough to act normal with you last night knowing that you might at any moment dig into my bag and find them.
So these books.  Terrible!  Absolutely terrible.  The characters were two dimensional, the plot contrived, and every scene just an excuse to titillate or tease future titillation.  The first one was written so poorly I gave up before the first chapter.  The second one however was actually kind of interesting.  Though I have to confess I was speed reading until I got to the saucy bits.  And speaking of the saucy bits, oh my goodness!  David!  The things these writers write about.  Filth!  Have they no sense of shame?  The first scene involved a hunky stable hand and a lonely noblewoman.  Their love was forbidden so they had to carry out their tryst in the stables.  Could you imagine?  Doing THAT in a smell old stable?  But oh my goodness!  Oh my goodness!!  The things those two got up to.  He threw her into the hay and had his brutish way with her.  And she loved it!  I felt so wrong as I read it but I couldn’t put it down.  I am blushing as I write this.  But, heaven help me, I kind of liked it.  I liked reading about their secret affair and I found myself imagining myself as the noble lady and you as that handsome hand.  If only we had a stable.  ;)
After awhile I had to set it down.  My wild loins could not take anymore.  Did you like that?  Wild loins.  That’s the kind of stuff that was in the book.  Ha ha ha!  I thought I had a hard time going to sleep the night before?  Whoo baby!  Nothing compared to last night.  Every time I cooled down I would end up rolling over and reading just a little bit more.  That darned trashy book filled my head with all sorts of naughty things.  My dreams last night were crazy!
I am going to stop there.  (I want to read a little bit more before I head to work.)  He he he.  So far, so good for Naughty November.  I hope your challenge is going as well as mine.  I bet that mine are not the only wild loins in the house right now.  I’m already counting down the days until December.
Love you,
Sarah
Nov. 4th 
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        Saturday morning, at last!  This ten hours a day for six days a week shit was starting to wear on me.  The money was nice but god damn I could not wait until they finally hired some more drivers.  Not only was it draining but it also denied me my Friday nights.  Working the graveyard shift and having the opposite hours to the rest of the world was already hell on my social life but right now going to the movies, shooting pool with the boys, date nights with Sarah, and everything else had to be squeezed into just Saturday night.  The silver lining though was that I knew this wouldn’t last forever.  There would be new hires coming in January at the latest, or so I was told.
Once parked I get out and stretch my aching back before gathering my stuff and heading for the front door.  Despite my fatigue the promise of a new letter waiting for me puts a little spring in my step.  Through the night I had thought about Sarah and her smutty paperback again and again.  I would think about how aroused the fiction made her and wonder ‘is she reading it now?’.  I’m not sure why, my lack of jerking off most likely, but the very idea of my prudish wife getting sexually turned on had me as horny as a dog in heat.  I was definitely proud of her and happy for her pushing boundaries, but mostly I just found it HOT.  Her letter had been short and its language as tame as could be yet because it was her I found it better than any erotica I’d ever read.
I enter the house and hang up my jacket when, to my pleasant surprise, Sarah comes swooshing down the hall already done up and dressed in a lovely azure sun dress that made her blue eyes shine.
“David!”’
“You got up early.”  I smile as her soft body slides into my arms like God designed it special to fit right there.  After a kiss I say.  “You coulda slept.”
“I missed you.”  She says in a soft pouting tone.  “These weeks are just too long David.  They’re working you too hard.”
“I know.”  I sigh wearily.  “But hey, we’re paying off the house way ahead of schedule.”
“I don’t care about the house.”  She lays her head on my chest.  “I care about you.”
I wrap my arms round her and hold her tight.  “Soon.”
“I hope so.”  She sighs.  “I want my husband back.”
“I’m not goin nowhere.”  I kiss her head.
Pulling away she looks up at me.  “Hungry?”
“Starving.”
“Good.”  She kisses me.  “I made us Eggs Benedict.”
“You didn’t.”
“I did.  They’re staying warm in the oven as we speak.”
I shake my head.  “I don’t deserve you.  You know that, right?”
“I’ll be the judge of that.”  She giggles and grabs my arm.  “Come on, Papa Bear.”
As she leads me to the kitchen my smile grows.  I loved it when she called me that.  While she plates up the breakfast I pour our coffees, decaf so that I could grab some shut eye, and soon we are sitting at the table enjoying her absolutely delicious creation.  Glaring in its absence on the table between us is the envelope that she owed me.  I’m not surprised.  She would have wanted me to open it with her sitting right here.  But it gnawed at my curiosity as to where it might be and she might have gotten up to yesterday evening.  My desire to know getting the better of me I steer the conversation.
“So what’d  you get up to last night?”  I ask, casual as could be.
“Mmm?”  She swallows and daubs her plump lips with a napkin.  “Not much.”  Getting up she takes our plates and heads for the dishwasher.  “Talked with Tonia for awhile.”
Following along with our cups I quip.  “You don’t talk to her enough at work?”
“Not really!”  She laughs.  “With 15 toddlers and preschools running around I can’t even hear myself never mind her.”
I chuckle.  “So a quiet night then.”
“Yeah.”
“Really?”  I croon slyly.  “That’s all you got up to?”
Tilting her head she looks at me perplexed as she turns toward me.  “Yeah.  Why are you asking like that?”
“Oh.”  I wink.  “I just thought maybe you, I don’t know, read something interesting or…”
A look of horror comes over her and her face turns a bright pink.  “David!  You promised!”
“I was just…”
“You promised!”  A tremor of barely contained emotion in her sweet voice she says.  “You swore.  You swore you wouldn’t!”
“I’m sorry.”  I say.  “I was just making a joke.”
“I-I-I can’t do this.”  She shakes her head.  “I’m done.  I’m done!”
“Hey.  Heyyy.  Woah.  Slow down, baby.”  I slip my arms around her hourglass figure and pull her close.  “It’s okay.”  Gazing into her eyes I say with all my heart.  “I’m sorry, Sarah.  You’re right.  I promised.  I did promise.  It won’t happen again.”
Closing her eyes she brings a trembling hand to her face and takes a few jittery breaths as she contains the panic that threatened to overcome her.  After a moment she whispers.  “Sorry.”  She takes a long, deep breath and lets it out slowly before opening her eyes again.  “Sorry.   You know how I get with this stuff.  This is already tough enough for me.  If I’m going to do this…I need space.”  With a tender stroke of my shoulder she says.  “We can talk in December.  I promise.”
“Okay.  Won’t happen again.”
“Thank you.”  Her pure smile brightens my whole damn life.
Crisis averted we carry on as if nothing had happened.  After chatting awhile and catching up with each other I am about to head upstairs to get cleaned up and grab a nap when she splits off to grab a shawl and her purse from the closet.
“Heading out?’
“Just a few errands.”  She says.  “I’ll be back before you wake up.”  Coming to me she kisses my cheek.  “Sleep well, my love.”
“See ya soon.”
It wasn’t until I was in my steamy shower fighting the temptation to break my no fap streak when it dawns on me that I still hadn’t found her letter.  I knew my wife well enough to know that she was stickler for rules.  Assuming her challenge was still on, and it seemed to be based on that little scene downstairs, that letter had to be around somewhere.  I hurry the remainder of my shower, briskly towel off, then head out into our bedroom a bit damp and totally nude.  I scan the room for that particular shade of white but see nothing.  In fact I see nothing out of the ordinary whatsoever, wait…something was different.  Panning slowly across our room I search for the detail out of place and before long my eyes settle on my pillow.  Or, more correctly, pillows.  The bed was freshly made and, for some reason, Sarah had given me two a stack of two pillows instead of the single one that I preferred.  She’d made the bed hundreds of times the exact same way.  There was no chance that was by accident.  When I lift the top pillow I am not surprised to see a perfectly centered envelope with my name on it waiting for me.
***
Dear David,
I bet you’re wondering how I spent my Friday night.  After you left yesterday I got so wrapped up in finishing that trashy novel (the ending was predictable but very satisfying) that I nearly forgot the challenge!  You said that I had to do one new thing each day so I knew that the book couldn’t count again.  Running out of time and not sure what to do I finally settled on (drum roll) the internet!  I’d always heard about the prevalence of online pornography so I thought, what the heck, the computer’s just a room away and the clock was ticking so why not check it out.  And oh my goodness!  My eyes!  My innocent eyes!  I cannot unsee what I have seen.  Ha ha ha!
I searched for the most popular site that had tasteful adult content.  I just had to confirm that I was over 18 and then I was in.  So easy.  And geez!  If what I found was the tasteful stuff I don’t even want to know what the rest of it looked like. I mean these videos showed EVERYTHING!  The books at least left it to your imagination, but this stuff…BOOM!  Naked bodies all over the place doing the MOST private things!  With the lights on and everything!  I couldn’t believe you actually watch this stuff!  No judgment, it was just WAY more than I was expecting.  Even more I cannot believe there are men and women who willingly do it.  What must their parents think!
I must sound like such a prude.  I’m not going to lie, David.  I was so shocked at first that I almost turned it right off and quit the whole challenge.  But I wanted to give this a fair shot.  I really want to do this challenge with you.  I want to be a better wife for you.  If you could watch this stuff I knew there must be something good about it.  So I decided that I would sit and watch one full video, no matter what.  The video I chose had a pretense of a repair man coming to help a woman with her sink but the plot was paper thin and the characters were laughably bad.  Not that those mattered as they pretty much got straight to spicy stuff as fast as they could.  I was really uncomfortable at first.  I felt like I was spying on these people in their most intimate moments.  But I reminded myself that it was made for entertainment and that they were consenting adults.  I tried to imagine them as entirely fictional, like the characters in my novel, and you know what?  It actually worked.
I’m not going to go into lurid detail about the video.  I think I’m still a bit traumatized by it.  Ha ha ha!  But wow, what an experience.  Seeing another woman’s body really made me self conscious and a little jealous.  Especially because I knew you sometimes watched these kind of videos.  But I knew that just like any actress she’d been chosen specifically for her good looks.  Seeing another man’s body was really strange.  Until last night you had been the only man I had ever seen in the nude.  I felt guilty.  I felt like I was cheating on you just by looking.  But I remembered what you told me and forced myself relax enough to enjoy it.  
Obviously I had never watched anybody have sex before.  It was crude and a little gross, but it was also quite beautiful.  The actors themselves were very good looking and both of them had incredible bodies but it was something more than that.  Their expressions and movements and sounds were all so exciting.  Now I understand why you enjoy it.  Maybe, someday, we might even watch one together?  That could be interesting.  Maybe you could show me some better ones if I’m feeling brave enough.
So that’s my report.  I hope I didn’t give your system any viruses or anything.  I tried to be careful and I did I full scan after.  Anyway, I should go.  You’re going to be home soon and I have Eggs Benedict to make.  Surprise!  Ha ha ha!  I hope they were good.  It’s so weird writing a letter to the future you when I’m going to see the real you before you read this.  This is really kind of fun, isn’t it?
Sleep well, my dearest.
Sarah
***
Wow.  Wow!  My sweet Sarah watched porn?  The woman who got antsy about even a nip slip in a mainstream movie watched a fully x rated vid?  I couldn’t believe it.  Not just peeked but watched a whole video from start to finish.  Incredible.
With love in my heart I read it again, adoring all the innocence and the little Sarah-isms sprinkled throughout.  A few things stick out on the second reading.  The fact that she felt somehow threatened by some big titty porn actress for one.  There was no woman out there that could compare to her in my eyes.  Not one.  I’d be sure to make that clear to her tonight.  Another thing was her comment that she had to do ‘one new thing’ each day.  I hadn’t actually said that in our initial bargain.  I’d only said that she had to do one arousing or titillating thing each day.  But if she read that as ‘new’, so be it.  It would certainly make the month more interesting.  And the final thing that strikes me…was just how fucking horny I was again!  I’d walked in here with barely a chub but as I move the letter to look down at myself now my six inches was standing at full attention.  Crazy.  There hadn’t even been that much description in the letter to get me going.  But, for whatever reason, I was HARD.
Without bothering to cover up I take my boner and the letter to the office to shred it as I knew I must.  I considered briefly taking a photo of it so I might read it again someday, but I knew damn well that would be against the spirit of our agreement.  And so I send it through the shredder.
As I watch it slowly disappear through the slot, the grinding blades growling as it destroyed the fancy paper, my eyes drift toward the office computer.  That was where she watched the video.  As I stand and stare I wonder…would she have been savvy enough to use a private browser?  Would she have thought about deleting the history?  I would have bet my next paycheck that she hadn’t.  Preferring people to machines Sarah was not very tech minded.  I bet it was still there.  My kinky curiosity demanding that I look I am starting it up the very next second.
My suspicion is confirmed as I find the video right there in the history as the very last page visited.  Pausing a moment I wonder if I ought to look or not.  There was no specific rule around this but I knew that she wouldn’t have watched it if she understood the risk of me seeing what she watched.  Eventually my need to know overpowered any resistance.  As long I didn’t actually say anything it would be fine.
I click it then sit and watch the video.  It was as she described, a typical repair guy shows up to a sexy single woman’s apartment and shenanigans commence.  The scene was far more tame than anything I would have sought out for myself.  It wasn’t quite softcore, as there were shots of penetration and such, but it wasn’t far off.  I was actually quite impressed.  The production value was top notch and, dare I say, it was almost classy in its presentation.  And the performers were at a different level.  The woman was fucking perfect.  Smooth, flawless, all natural feminine hotness.  And the guy was young and buff and classically handsome.  If the porn I watched was a store brand soda then this stuff was a fine wine.  Given it was Sarah that chose this video it didn’t surprise me.
As I watch the duo on the screen go perform their scene my gaze is drawn again…and again…and again to the dashing stud with the perfect body.  Wide shoulders, narrow waist, hard muscles, six pack abs, and a thick ruler straight cock that had to be at least seven inches.
What the hell?  I pull my attention back to the gorgeous blond bombshell he was banging.  But after a few seconds I find myself ogling the male performer again.  This was not normal.  Peering down at my hard, twitching dick with it’s not quite perfect upward curve I mutter.  “What the hell you lookin at?”
And then it hits me.  As I looked at the repair man’s glistening physique it wasn’t so much him as it was the fact that I knew that Sarah had seen him.  My wife had sat in this very chair watching that young stud ravish a woman with blond hair and blue eyes, just like her.  Just…like…her.  That could have been her lying there beneath him in the throes of passion.  What had Sarah thought as she watched him?  What did she think when she saw his chiseled body and ramrod cock?  What had she felt as she watched him fuck the woman who could be her like the pro that he was?  Was she thinking of me as she watched him…or was she fantasizing about him?
My hand wraps around my screaming erection.
“Hah!”  I gasp and shake my head.  “Jesus.”
Hurriedly I close the browser.  Tame it might be compared to my usual fair but much more of that and No Nut November was going to be ending prematurely.
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Sunday morning I wake up rock hard and feeling great.  The morning wood was hardly unusual but the other was a welcome surprise.  Generally I felt completely discombobulated the one morning of the week when I could sleep normal hours.  I’m not sure if my good feelings were the benefits from voluntary temporary abstinence that Nick spoke about or if it was simply because I’d had such a great day off.  It wasn’t anything unusual.  Sarah and I spent the afternoon catching up with my old buddy Bradley who was on his way through town on his regular long haul then afterward we popped by to visit my sister Leigh and Nick followed by a wonderful evening at home where we cooked up a nice meal of salad, steak and baked potatoes then kicked back to watch a movie.  To my surprise she actually suggests an R rated flick, something she usually avoided due to the risk of full frontal nudity.  Her brush with porn had left her changed.
It wasn’t so much what we did that made our night amazing it was the exhilarating energy buzzing between us the whole time.  Our laughter came easier and was let out louder.  With each topic or story we would hang on each other’s every word.  And in every way were were attentive to the wants and needs of the other.  After the last letter I am make a special point of showering her with compliments about her stunning looks.  These she gobbles up eagerly and returns in kind.  I don’t know why she found me handsome, not that I was ugly or anything, but to hear her speak one would have thought I was a Hollywood A-lister in hiding.  In and around and through everything we did was the zing of denied sexual energy.  It was like we were courting all over again.  Through it all Sarah never mentions a word of our challenge though once or twice her blue eyes linger on mine with a mischievous twinkle that I’d never seen there before.  When we eventually turned in I wanted so badly to bed her but I am able to hold back for the sake of our challenge.  Besides, this new ‘zing’ between us was something that I wanted to savor for awhile.  But come December 1st, look out!  Instead we spoon a little while to just feel each other’s warmth and talk like we hadn’t done in far too long.  It was all so lovely.
Turning my head I see her fast asleep beside me, her angelic features so calm and peaceful.  Beautiful.
I am debating whether to risk jostling her by rolling over to snuggle when a square of white sitting propped up on our dresser catches my eye.  That little sneak!  She left me a letter without me even realizing it.  This I had to read.  I oh so tenderly lay a kiss on the tip of her nose, which makes her scrunch her face adorably, then slip from the covers.
The envelope had my name on it as usual but in brackets beneath it came with the instruction, ‘Read Quietly’.  Under my breath I chuckle then, quietly, open the envelope and read my wife’s words.
***
Dear David,
If this went to plan and I was able to sneak out of bed last night to place this letter then I should be sound asleep in our bed just a step away.  I bet you just looked at me, didn’t you?  This is all so thrilling, isn’t it?
So I bet you’re wondering how I managed to do anything naughty when we spent the whole day together.  Well, I’m assuming we ended up spending the day together.  I hope we did.  Anyway!  I am writing this just before waking you from your nap standing in the very spot you are standing now.  So among those “errands” I had to go run was my challenge for the day.
This one was REALLY scary.  Even scarier than buying the books (I bought a couple more btw LOL).  I went out to a specialty boutique and…I bought myself some lingerie!  EEP!  I am blushing like crazy just writing that.  I bought two sets, one pink and one black.  I wasn’t sure which color you would like better so I bought both.  They’re both the same.  A one piece lacy bustier with push up cups and garter belts along with a pair of matching thong panties.  Super sexy!
The whole experience was embarrassing but also kind of exciting.  I didn’t just buy them you see.  I actually went in and got sized and got my measurements taken (39-26-36 if you’re curious) and then they even let me try one on first to make sure the fit was right!  The sales women were all super supportive and nice (and envious for my measurements which made me blush) but oh my goodness, my little heart was beating as I slipped into that sexy lingerie with just a little curtain between me and the outside world.  As nervous as I was though I think I actually enjoyed it a little!  Can you believe it?
If you want to see them, and I bet you do, they are hanging in the closet all the way to my side.  I cannot wait to wear them for you.  I really think you’re going to like them.  But we’ll have to wait until December, 1st.  I don’t want to make your challenge any ‘harder’ than it already is.  Get it?  Harder?  Ha!
I love you my dearest man and I am SO looking forward to spending the day with you.
I’ll see you when I wake up.
Sarah
***
Did Sarah just make a dirty joke with that ‘harder’ comment?  I think she did!  For her it was downright tawdry.  I gaze again at the angel lying in my bed.  Was there a bit of devil hiding under that sweet facade?  Wild.
Wasting no time I go to the closet and, careful not to make much noise, I dig to the very back of her side.  And there they hang.  Two identical sets of lingerie hanging from a couple of skirt hangers with the matching panties hung behind them on their own hangers.  As I imagined my wifes soft, curvy, hourglass figure filling these out…  Oh my GAWD!  Sarah was going to wear these for me!?  December 1st could not come soon enough!
Nov. 6th 
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Dear David,
Excuse me for getting all sappy but, I love you!  Oh how I love you!
My challenge today, or yesterday to you, I never know how to refer to it, anyway!  My challenge today was a really special one.  One that I had been thinking about for a long, long time.  Way before this challenge or even meeting you.  Today I touched myself.
I already knew just what I was going to do today.  This time I let my body and not my head make the decision and I knew it had to be this.  Reading these novels and watching those videos and having to be around you and not…express myself like I want to, it was all too much for me.  As you know I was raised to believe that self pleasure was a sin.  I was told that Jesus was watching me even in the dark.  Well, if he was watching me today he sure got an eyeful!
I was feeling all flushed as I watched you get up and ready to leave.  The scary anticipation was killing me!  Ha ha ha!  I thought for sure you were going to notice something was off.  The moment you headed off to work I undressed and slipped into your side of the bed.  It was still a little warm under the blankets.  :)  And it smelled like you too.  It was so nice and cozy.  After taking some time just to enjoy being surrounded by your essence I re-read an extra spicy scene that I had bookmarked special for the moment.  As I read I denied myself my touch, as always, but this time when I set the book down I closed my eyes and just let my hands do what they wanted.
I touched myself.  Not like in the shower.  I bottled up my shame and touched myself for pleasure.  I touched my lips and my neck.  I touched my legs and my stomach.  I clawed up my inner thighs getting oh so close to my yearning womanhood.  Then I groped my breasts.  It felt good.  My nipples were so erect and sensitive.  The whole of my breasts so eager to be squeezed.  And then I touched my pussy.  It felt so good, David.  I rubbed myself in that way that you touch me that I like so much.  Then I just kept rubbing and touching and squeezing.  My whole body felt like it was on fire and it started to move all on its own.  I writhed with the pleasure that coursed through me as your warmth and musk enveloped me and your handsome body played in my imagination.  You were inside of me and all around me.  As my pleasure reached its climax I even put a finger inside.  I gave myself an orgasm!  Can you believe that?  And it wasn’t wicked at all.  It was natural and wonderful!
I am writing this just moments after doing the deed while the good energy is still flowing through me.  I worried I might chicken out writing this if I waited until the morning.  But I knew that I simply had to share this moment with you.
Oh my dear husband.  Thanks to you I have come so far.  Not just with this challenge but with everything.  You broke me out of the chains of my past and have helped make me into the evolving, exploring, expanding woman that I am today.  And I love you for it.  Thank you for convincing me to take this challenge and making myself a better and braver woman.  And thank you for being you.  I love you!
Your wife,
Sarah
(P.S.:  While I don’t believe in most of that religious mumbo-jumbo anymore I have to confess that doing this on a Sunday and thinking about Jesus watching me as I did it made it all feel extra sinfully yummy.  I am becoming such a naughty girl!  He he he.)
***
I sit in the kitchen staring at the letter as one particular word stood out from the rest.  Pussy?  She actually used the word pussy?  A week ago that would have been akin to dropping a racial slur for my prim little spouse!  And as I stared at the word the soft, pink folds of what it represented take shape in my mind which lead seamlessly on to imagining the rest of her full, nubile body writhing in the throes of passion in the place that I was about to lay my head down.  Oh my God!
Normally Monday morning I am dog tired due to the disruption in my sleep schedule on Sunday but after reading that I was as full of vigor as the boner suddenly tenting my pants.  My fatigue forgotten my one and only thought was of walking in on Sarah as she did the thing in the letter.  I would tear the blankets away and finger her myself before eating out her sweet pussy then fucking her hard and fast. I could hear her high wails and the clap of our flesh and feel heat of her soft body and the smell of…
“Hah!”  I shake my head and pull myself from my fantasy.  “Jesus.”
As I read it again I am simultaneously incredibly aroused by the image of her masturbating, touched by her words to me as well as impressed by just how far she’d come so quickly.  We weren’t even a week in and she was already fingering herself.  I could not help but wonder just where this journey would take us.  Another word that stands out in the re-read was ‘videos’.  Plural.  Did she watch another porn?  I look up at the ceiling in the direction of the office.  The answer would likely be in my history if I dared to look.  With as horny as I was during all this and after six days without release I wasn’t so sure that was a good idea.  Sarah might be going strong with her challenge but my resilience was beginning to falter.  My balls ached for relief and my thoughts were restless and dominated nearly all the time by erotic ideas, images, and urges.  I was starting to think that doing our separate challenges on the same month might not have been such a good idea.  I wanted to hold out at least as long as Sarah did, which deep down I thought would have happened already, but with each passing letter the task became harder.
Just then I catch a whiff of…no!  It couldn’t be.
Bringing the high grade paper to my nose I run it beneath my nostrils and take in a slow, deep inhale.  Pussy!  I could smell pussy!  It was extremely subtle but I swear it was there.  That signature sweet, earthy, slightly molasses aroma of Sarah’s tight, pink cunny.  She did say that she wrote this letter immediately after jilling herself off.  The fingers still damp from her sex had held this paper.  Whether knowingly or not my wife had perfumed this particular message with her own fragrance.  And it drove me WILD!
“Oh fuck.  That’s just not fair.”
The more I thought about it and smelled it the more I believe that this was no accident.  She had purposely sealed her smell inside of the envelope to leave as sexy surprise for me.  Naughty girl indeed!
Nov. 7th 
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        Dear David,
Oh my goodness!  The looks you were giving me last night before you went to work.  So intense!  So cute!  Is somebody starting to feel the pressure?  Feeling a little horny, are we?  He he he.  That’s how I was feeling the day before.  Until I released some tension.  I am feeling MUCH more relaxed now.  It’s funny.  Usually it’s the other way around with you and me.  You told me once that you masturbate most of the days that you and I aren’t intimate.  I didn’t understand why you did it.  As if I wasn’t enough or something.  But now I can see why.  Now I know your secret.  I understand how when I’m all hot and bothered you can remain cool as a cucumber and in control.  It’s not nearly as good as the real thing but relieving a little tension on your own sure keeps everything feeling all loosey-goosey right through the day.  If you hadn’t have told me that you masturbated I never would have found the courage to do it myself.  But I knew that if you did it that it couldn’t be bad.  What I’m saying is, if this becomes a habit it’s your fault!  LOL
Based on the looks you were giving me last night I suspect that you enjoyed my last letter.  You’re really liking this, aren’t you?  I have to confess that I am loving it.  The letters.  The quiet tension.  The electric excitement.  The anticipation.  Everything.  Even if I wasn’t so bashful about this stuff I think I’d still want to keep things just the way they are.  This is just way too fun now.
So guess where I went yesterday?  If you guessed that boutique I bought the lingerie you win a prize.  Something I forgot to mention last time is that they sell way more than sexy lingerie there.  The other half of the store is sort of a one-stop shop for all of your naughty needs.  Don’t get the wrong idea.  It’s not at all gaudy or trashy.  It’s a very classy boutique that just happens to cater to adult needs.  We’ll have to go together once this is all over.  At this point I can show you around.  HA!
When I got there one of the ladies recognized me!  I must have looked as red as a lobster I was blushing so much but she was very kind and helped to settle me down.  Honestly, if I hadn’t have been the only customer there and she hadn’t have been so cool about it I would went running from the store and never looked back.  Calmed down enough to function I began to shop.  David, they’ve got everything you can think about down there.  Underwear, outfits, videos, bondage stuff, and so many toys for both men and women.  It was all quite overwhelming.  Some of the things they sell there boggle the mind!
What I was looking for was my next challenge.  I wasn’t quite sure what it would be when I arrived but I fairly quickly settled in on the toy section.  I soon decided to find something that might aid in pleasuring myself.  My hand had been nice but even as it was happening I couldn’t help but feel that something was missing.  I missed the feeling of having you inside of me as I climaxed.  I know it’s shameless to admit but my finger just left me wanting more.
Where do I even begin?  The options were…many and varied.  They had everything from cute little vibrating bullets to self-thrusting ding-dongs to programmable doo-hickeys to ridiculously huge rubber novelty phalluses that surely couldn’t have been meant for human use, all this and everything in between.  They must have had 50 different options in just dildos alone!  Some of them looked so realistic you’d swear they were actually flesh and blood.  Indeed many of them were actually modeled off of real adult performers.  It was so lewd!  I felt like an absolute pervert looking at all of them.  I had noticed that the actors did tend to look rather on the large side in those videos but I thought it was camera tricks.  Seeing these replicas in person though, my goodness!  Some of them were downright scary.  I always kind of assumed that if you saw one you saw them all.  Who knew?  Lucky for me my hubby’s is just right.  ❤
Completely at a loss as to what to get and too bashful to ask for advice just I stood there blushing until the jingle of another customer entering the store spurred me into action.  I grabbed one that wasn’t too obscene then hurried to the register and got the heck out of there.  Feeling like I’d committed a crime I drove all the way home and dashed straight into the house with my purchase buried deep in my bag.  It wasn’t until I actually got home that I even really saw what I’d purchased!  Ha ha ha!
It turned out to be a rechargeable vibrating dildo.  It’s not crude and realistic looking.  It’s sleek and elegant and a lovely shade of purple.  It’s in my pantie drawer if you want to see it.  I think I made a good purchase as it can be both a vibrator and a dildo.  So I’m going to count that as two challenges for the price of one!  I WAS going to count it as three for one, the buying, the vibrator use and the dildo use, but after seeing you looking at me so lustfully last night I just couldn’t help myself.  I needed to relieve some of that tension again so after you left I watched a naughty video or two to see how to use one then I tried it.
Under your blankets again, all cozy in your manly musk, I put it on (but not in) my coochie and turned it on.  All I can says is… OH MY GOD!  Let’s just say things happened fast and they happened hard.  Holy moly those things certainly get the job done!  Wow!
Tonight I intend to try it as a dildo.  I think it is going to feel very good.  But to find out, tune in tomorrow for the next episode of Naughty November!  He he he!
Your loving, loosey-goosey wife,
Sarah
***
I’d known I was in for a tale when I got home and felt how thick the envelope was this morning.  Wanting to savor it I had taken my shower and gotten changed into sweats and t shirt before coming back to settle in for a good read.  But those 5 handwritten pages had flown by in a flash.  Once I set to reading I could not stop until I got to the end.  Sitting alone in our quiet kitchen I process what I had just read.
She bought a dildo!?  My sex-shy wife actually walked into an adult shop and purchased a vibrating dildo!?  And she used it!  What was happening here?  In my wildest imagination I thought that maybe, MAYBE, she might get this far by the end of the month.  But we were one week in and Sarah was knocking down every challenge in front of her like bowling pins.  And that light teasing about my intense looks the night before and discovering ‘my secret’ at the beginning.  It was as if, for a moment, she’d flipped the script on me and spoken as if she was the more sexually confident one.
Again, as clear as this letter in front of me, I could see my wife curled up on my side of the bed as a low muffled buzzing came from under the blankets and I could hear her whimpering orgasm brought on with machine efficiency as the vibrator rubbed her clit faster and steadier than any human hand ever could.  So hot!
But the thing that seized my attention more than anything…was that little quip about noticing that porn actors ‘being on the large side’ then commenting about how she always thought that ‘if you’ve seen one you’ve seen them all’.  There was something about picturing her there looking over this assortment of different dicks as her innocence is lost that made me so…fucking…horny!  Sarah’s eyes had been opened to the fact that her husband’s penis existed on a spectrum and, for whatever reason, that drove me wild.
My cock rock hard and balls aching with a week’s worth of pent up cum I grab the letter and bolt to my feet.  Swiftly I stride to the stairs then bound up them on the way to my wife’s underwear drawer.  I open the drawer, expecting to find it buried amongst her dainty undies, and there it lays right on top inside of a clear plastic case.
It was just as she described it.  The lines were smooth, the design elegant and the color a very pretty shade of soft matte lavender.  It looked more like a work of futuristic art than a kinky sex toy.  Very feminine.  Very Sarah.  Setting down the letter on the dresser I pull it out and place the case on top of them to inspect the toy more closely.  It wasn’t big and it wasn’t small.  It looked like it was made of some kind of silicone with buttons molded right into the unbroken surface at its base.
Along the side of the plastic case it listed the toys features.  Rechargeable, dishwasher safe, body safe, waterproof, low noise, 10 levels of intensity, pulsing options, and 6.5 inches of ‘insertable length’.  That’s where I stop reading.  6.5 inches of insertable length?  6.5 inches.  Slowly my eyes pan down from the toy to the tent in my sweats.  Was I…?
With a sudden and irresistible need to know I step to the nearby shelves and open a drawer of Sarah’s crafts case.  Rummaging around I soon find her sewing gauge, effectively a small six inch metal ruler with a plastic sliding pointer.  I hesitate a moment, unsure if I actually wanted to know the truth, but my incendiary curiosity would not be denied.  Down go my sweat and my short, out pops my stiffy, and the next thing I knew I had the base of the ruler pressed to my pubic bone with the rest of it running up my length.  What I see leaves me rattled as a faith that I had held since I was a teenager is undermined in an instant.
“No fuckin way.”  I mutter.
Pulling the ruler away I give myself a few quick strokes, just to make sure that I was at full mast, then quickly bring it back again and push it firmly down into the pubes at my base.  No matter how hard I pressed, no matter how hard I flexed, no matter how much I willed it, my tip stubbornly refused to peek past the end of the ruler.  I was short by no more than an eighth of an inch but the cold hard fact of the matter was, I was not quite 6 inches long.  And that was with straightening out my upward curve as best I could.  If I let it bend naturally I wasn’t even 5 and half!  All of my adult life I had chosen to believe that I was just over 6 inches but the truth was that I was just short.  The difference between fantasy and reality was scant, the mere width of my pinky finger, yet to my male ego the shortfall was enormous.  I was less than 6 inches.  Or to put it another way, I had just shy of 6 inches of ‘insertable length’.
My eyes snap back to the purple toy as from nowhere a shocking surge of envy roars through my veins burning has hot as the lust that refused to die.  In that moment I wanted to grab the damn thing with its extra half an inch and take it straight out to the trash.  This stupid challenge ends today!
After a second I shake my head and gather myself again.  This was crazy!  I was jealous of a piece of rubber?
“Jesus, David.  Get a hold of yourself man.”  That was a pretty rich statement considering that I was literally holding myself.  In my hard grip my cock throbs with power as I stare at my wife’s new toy.  “Easy there fella.”
I tuck my boner away and put the gauge back where I’d found it.  Taking a deep breath I step back and ponder the lavender length of silicone.  It was longer than me.  Maybe even a little thicker, hard to tell.  That brought out such…powerful emotions.  I take another long breath then carefully return the toy its spot and slowly close Sarah’s drawer.
So she had a dildo.  Lots of women had dildos.  Probably more did than didn’t.  This was all perfectly normal.  I knew that my sister Leigh did and she had yet to kick Nick to the curb.  I was being so stupid!  I remind myself that this is what I wanted.  I remind myself that broadening Sarah’s horizons was the goal.  I comfort myself with the knowledge that no silly trinket could ever replace me in Sarah’s heart.  I remember how often I had heard that size didn’t matter and how ‘bigger is better’ was a myth perpetuated by men.  And I chastise myself for being so insecure and immature.  I should be proud of my wife’s breakthrough, not jealous of it.   Besides, as much as I hated to admit it…I REALLY wanted to read tomorrow’s letter.
Nov. 8th 
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        From the moment I woke up and shared dinner with Sarah, who was even more affectionate than usual last night, and right through my shift all I can think about is that damn dildo.  Indeed through the first four hours of my route the only thing running through my mind was my wife laying on my side of our bed fucking herself with that 6 and half inches of purple silicone.  Questions, questions, questions whirl through my mind.
Was she using it right now?  How was she using it?  Did she suck it first?  Did she talk to it dirty?  Was she on her back or on her front?  Did she spread her legs wide to watch it penetrate her tight, wet pussy or did she bend over with her ass in the air and her eyes closed as she imagined one of those paperback Romeos drilling her from behind?  Or was she dreaming of me as she did it?  Was she calling my name?  What did it look like?  Sound like?  Smell like?  Did it make her cum?  Did it feel as good as me?  Was it…better than me?  Could she feel that extra half an inch?  And so it went.  Over and over and over again.
It was all so stupid!  Why was I being so insecure about this?  Why was I jealous?  Just because I'd been the only only one inside of her and felt like I owned her or something?  It was just a damn toy.  I mean really, what’s in a half an inch?  Nothing.  Practically nothing.  I was getting all worked up for no good reason at all.  Stupid.  In my more rational moments I tell myself that I am happy for Sarah and that I really hoped that she enjoyed herself without me.  That is what I tell myself.  Hopefully I'll actually believe it one of these times.
And through all of my worries and insecurities there remains that ever-present, all-consuming fiery lust that simply would not let me go.  Nick had told me that the first week of voluntary celibacy was the most difficult but here I was into day 8 and it was only getting worse.  Nearly my every waking minute I was thinking about sex.  And greater focus?  Yeah right!  It was a constant distraction to the point that it was starting to effect my driving.  If this pressure didn’t let up soon I was going to have to take things, or thing more precisely, into my own hands.
Yet as dawn broke and my route was coming to an end I did feel energized, but not in the way Nick described.  My energy stemmed from my obsession with getting home and reading the letter my wife had left for me about her adventures from yesterday.  Right now there was nothing that I wanted more than to read that letter.  Back at the office I turn down an invitation to breakfast and make straight for home.
All my questions from the long, frustrated night were about to be answered.  And though I dreaded what they might be I also could not live without knowing them.  My hands were literally shaking as I opened the morning message.
***
Dear David,
Well, today’s Naughty November did not at all go the way I thought it would.  Today my challenge came to me!
During nap time all the kids went down really well and so I popped outside for a little quiet time on my own while Tonia and Casey watched over our little ones.  I sat at the picnic table out front of the daycare with a nice steamy cup of tea and an even steamier novel on my phone.  I’ve discovered with ebooks I can read them anywhere and nobody is the wiser.  He he he!  Sneaky, huh?  It was such a lovely day under the shade of that big linden with just the sound of a gentle breeze rustling the leaves above me.  I sat and read and thought of you sleeping in our bed.  I thought about how nice it would be to sneak away and slip under the covers with you and let you have your way with me.  Did I mention the novel was steamy?  Ha!
So there I am in my own little naughty world when a shiny black convertible rolls up.  I think it was a Jaguar.  Very fancy.  You would have liked it.  Out of it steps Richard, one of our dads who was there to take his son to a doctor’s appointment.  To my surprise instead of heading straight inside he comes over to me and starts to chat.  I must have been flushed from my reading, which I frantically put away as he approached, as he commented on it.  I just laughed it off and blamed it on the warm weather.  So we talk about the weather for a little and his cool car and of course his son, which he seemed not at all in a hurry to go pick up.  Then somewhere along the way, without me even noticing it at first, I realized that he was flirting with me!
It happened so smoothly and so naturally that even now I couldn’t tell you where the friendly chat turned into flirting.  It was all very subtle but unmistakable.  It was in the way he stood slightly too close, his deep tone of voice, his easy laughter, his confident eye contact, just everything put together.  Even an innocent Christian raised girl like me couldn’t mistake the signs.
At first I was so surprised that I didn’t know what to do.  As a relatively attractive woman it is not unusual for me to get unwanted attention from men.  But what threw me this time was that Richard is like at least twice my age!  It was so weird and unexpected to have somebody my dad’s age come onto me.  He didn’t seem to care at all that I was a married woman or that he was a married man (which might explain a lot as to why he’s onto his third marriage and second set of kids).  And for this to happen while I was at work, it all just took me completely off guard.
Now NORMALLY I would have stammered and bumbled and excused myself then beat a hasty retreat back inside.  But this is not a normal month, is it?  This is Naughty November.  Even as I spoke with him I could hear your voice in my head telling me that I could fool around with other men if I felt so brave.  I confess that you shocked me when you told me that.  But it made me realize just how far inside of my shell that I was buried.  And how inflexible and old-fashioned my attitudes really were.  I know that I would be torn apart with jealousy if I ever saw you flirt with another woman.  Jealousy is such an ugly emotion.  You are so much more secure and mature than I am.  I really admire that about you and I aspire to be like you.  Your faith in our love is such an inspiration to me.
So anyway, this time I summoned my courage and let it happen.  I didn’t encourage him mind you, but neither did I shut him down.  I just sat and drank my tea and laughed at his jokes and let it all play out.  It was interesting.  And once I settled into it really quite flattering.  Even though he is so much older Richard is a very handsome man.  Not nearly as handsome as my Papa Bear, but the streaks of silver in his beard and hair does make him quite a dashing figure.  And he is impressively fit for a man his age, big and strong with a really classy fashion sense.  Having a good looking man flirt with me sure made me feel desirable.  The fact we were both married gave it all this sort of forbidden sinful feeling.  Honestly I’m really not sure how I felt about it.  Kind of dirty all over.  It was weird and it was uncomfortable, but it was also kind of exciting.
Obviously nothing happened in the end.  He never touched me or anything.  I suspect he’s one of those guys that is flirting all the time.  Looking quite pleased with himself he eventually went inside to pick up his son and they were off.  The whole strange experience left me buzzing.  But it also left me yearning for my special man.  You might have noticed that I was more touchy-feely before you headed off to work.  It wasn’t to tease you, although that part was fun too, it was just nice to feel my lover’s hands on me again.  I love you so much David.
And don’t worry.  I’ll try out that new toy and report on it tomorrow but I thought that was enough for one day!  Whew!  That was scary.  You would have been so proud of how brave I was today if you could have seen me.  I hope these letters aren’t getting too long for you.  I’m trying to keep them concise but once the pen gets to writing I just have to let it all out.  I hope your challenge is going well.  Are you getting all of that extra focus and energy you were hoping for?  Don’t answer that yet!  LOL  We’ll talk in December.  No breaking the rules!
Your loyal wife,
Sarah
***
I sit back, hand on my head and a very confused erection in my pants, and whisper.  “What have I started?  This has got to stop.”
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        24 hours later and I am sitting in the same chair opening the next letter.
***
Dear David,
Well, I did it.  I put my new toy to it’s full use.  And it was absolutely MAGICAL!  Eventually.  Yeah, the magic certainly didn’t happen right away.  I had to work for it.  Let me paint the picture.
Last night as we were sharing our meal and talking about our plans for Thanksgiving I kept looking at you.  You were looking extra hunky and extra pent up last night.  Was that a teensy glimmer of weakness I saw in your beautiful brown eyes?  He he he.  You looked like a big adorable puppy dog.  Your challenge is really taking you to the limit, huh?  Whatever it was you just being you got my engine revving hot and hard.  By the time we kissed good night and you headed out to work I was so horny you would have thought I was the one denying myself.  You were barely out of the driveway when I was up in the bedroom figuring out how I was going to do it.
I started as I had before, in your side of the bed with a trashy book.  But something just wasn’t working for me.  First the blankets were getting in the way.  Then I couldn’t quite find the right position to do it.  Then I struggled with trying to handle the toy and hold the book at the same time.  Despite how horny I was it just wasn’t happening.  But I persisted.  I got it vibrating and held it to my coochie.  It felt nice but my headspace was all off.  Forging ahead I tried to put it inside and…NOPE!  Not happening.  It didn’t feel sexy or naughty, it just felt invasive.  Like I was at the lady doctor or something.  I almost gave up then, figuring that dildos just weren’t for me.  Maybe for me it was the real thing or nothing at all.  Or maybe, I thought, it just needed to be you.  But after a few minutes my urges returned.  So in the spirit of Naughty November I reset and tried again.
I got up out of bed and laid the covers flat.  Even though nobody was in the house laying on top of the bedding was going to be super embarrassing but I wanted to eliminate as many obstacles as possible.  I then rearranged the pillows so that I could sit on one to raise me up a little while the rest were piled behind my back.  I also wanted some different inspiration that would leave my hands free so I slipped over to the office to grab your old laptop.  I set it up right there in the middle of the bed and went to that nasty video site again.  I found a video, this one was about an older wealthy gentleman and his young not-so-innocent maid.  I actually chose it because I recognized the name of the actor from one of those ding-dongs down at the boutique.  Isn’t that funny!  I then sat on my pillow, reclined back, spread my legs and tried again
Oh my God!  I felt SO EMBARRASSED being splayed out like that.  No clothes and on top of the covers with my reading light on!  Exposed to the world!  I felt like you or my parents or a burglar or Jesus himself was going to step through the door at any second to see my naked shame.  It was almost another disaster.  But I took a breath and reminded myself that there was nobody in the house and forced myself to relax.
Thankfully the video I chose was a very good one and bit by bit it drew me into its fantasy.  With the screen between my feet and the sound on low I watched and listened as the man took control of his maid.  Leaving the vibration turned off I rubbed my toy up and down and back and forth across my pussy.  It was a wild thing to watch the closeups of his penis as the actress pleasured him with her mouth after having actually seen his replica just the other day.  They really do make those things with incredible attention to details, both large and small.
And that is when the magic happened.
The hotter the scene got the better my rubbing felt.  After a little bit my nerves at being discovered only heightened the arousal.  As my loins yearned I was getting so wet.  Wet enough to darken the purple surface.  After a week and a half without you inside of me my pussy was so hungry to feel full again.  And so at the exact moment the man entered the woman on the screen I pushed my dildo inside.  This time I was wet and warmed up and ready for it.
Oh David.  I cannot even describe how satisfying it felt after thinking about it for so long.  I think you have to be a woman to truly understand the incredible feeling of fullness at having a man inside of you.  Not that this was a man, but you know what I mean.  While not quite as good as the real thing it was pretty darned close!
At first I let the action on the movie guide my movement.  I imagined the wealthy man as you and the buxom blond maid as myself.  As he thrust, so too went the toy.  As he pulled or rubbed, so too did the toy.  And so it went.  He teased us for a time, me and that actress, by pulling out every so often and only giving us a half a stroke at a time.  It was frustrating but it was so hot.  It made me want what was to come all the more.  And when he at last gave us all he had to give…OH DAVID!  My orgasm hit like bolt of lightning!  My hand had been nice and the vibrator wonderful, but actually having a nice satisfying shaft to bear down on as I climaxed?  Magic.  Pure magic.  I blush even now thinking about the sounds that I made as I orgasmed nearly as hard as I did with you.  And I’m not just talking about the noises coming from my mouth!  Oh my goodness!  So lewd.
When I regained my bearings again the man was ravishing the woman fast and hard.  Watching their sexy bodies I tried to match their motions again but I just couldn’t keep up with the the pros.  I did my best and thrust my dildo in and out of my super wet pussy as they made passionate love.  As the video reached its culmination I had another big orgasm just a few seconds before they did.
All in all it was incredible.  I lay there sweaty and breathless as the screen faded to black.  How I wished you were there to hold me.  I was spent, or so I thought.  The next thing I knew the next scene was starting.  This one depicted the lady of the house with the studly young butler.  What was good for the goose was good for the gander I suppose.  Ha ha ha!  Since the scene had started and I hadn’t even had time the pull the toy out, I switched hands and just kept it going.  This time however I go slower and just allow the scene to wash over me as I experimented and did what felt good.
Nothing will EVER replace having you there with me, but I have to confess that it was rather quite nice to be able to go as fast as liked or as slow as I liked or as deep as liked for as long as I liked.  NOW I truly get it.  Now I understand why you masturbate.  It can never replace sex with a person that you love but there is a sort of selfish pleasure in being able to play in just the way you want.  My greatest criticism was the angles and having to keep control of it with my hand was a challenge.  I noticed that they had models at the store with suction cups at the base.  I didn’t think much of it at the time but now that I understand I am thinking I might just have to take another shopping trip.  He he he!
This was another long one but I want to share with you everything that I can of this journey you sent me on.  It would have been even longer if I wasn’t writing this before work.  I would have written it last night but, honestly, after cleaning my toy and tidying up I was just too darned tuckered out to do it.  Oh yeah, and don’t worry.  I washed that pillow I sat on when I was done too.  It needed it!  Ha ha ha!
I hope your night at work went well.  I sure miss you during these long weeks.  I made you some dinner.  Chicken and rice.  It’s in the fridge.  Have yourself an amazing day my love and I will see you when you wake.
Your very happy wife,
Sarah
***
I had read the letter in a sort of daze but as I reach her swirly concluding signature something inside of me just…snaps.
As a man possessed, letter crinkled in my tight fist, I take the stairs two at a time on my way upstairs.  I swing by the office to scoop up my laptop.  The very next moment it is open on our bed.  Swiftly, frantically, I find the video in the history and start it up, volume to full.  A stride to the dresser and back again I dump my wife’s dildo out on the covers where it rolls to a stop at the edge of computer.
Not giving a damn about challenges or anything else but the lust that refused to be contained any longer I whip out my achingly hard cock and start to stroke.
There on the same screen she had watched it the porn video plays just as she described.  To my fevered mind I do not see myself in that erotic scene.  Sarah I most definitely see, as the buxom blond maid, but in the role of the man…I see that Richard asshole from yesterday’s letter.  How could I not?  He was the older man with a streak of gray in his dark hair.  He was fit.  And he was rich.  A guy with a fancy Jag would live in a house JUST like that.
“Fuck!” I grunt as I dry fap furiously.  “Fuck!  Yeah!  Suck that big cock!”
Skin on skin my hand works my tool as I watch the maid go down on the man’s big, thick penis.  He had to be eight inches at least with the girth to match it’s length.  She’d seen that very dick with her own eyes.  In every detail, both large and small.  In my free hand I grab the dildo and hold it along side my meat just so that I could see the extra half an inch.  As I think about it driving deep inside of my wife’s pussy, a pussy that had been mine alone until last night, I grip it tight to feel its width.  Fuck!  It was thicker!  It was fucking thicker than me!  My other hand is a blur up and down my manhood.
“Oh fuck!”  I huff as the pressure rises in my balls.  With confidence and authority the man rises and lifts the maid onto the counter and spreads her legs wide.  As he taps and teases his fat knob at her shaved, wet, pink entrance I snap impatiently.  “Come on!  Fuck her!  Fuck her already!”  As my heady lust reaches its boiling point I swear that I hear my wife’s wild cries echoing from off these walls along with the wet, sloppy sounds of this purple dildo fucking her pussy into total submission.  “Oh fuck!”  He’d barely gotten his thick, manly tip through the maid’s glistening folds when…  “GNNNNGHHH!!!”
My world goes white and I damn near pass out as the most explosively powerful nut of my life rocks my world.  A great burst of ropey cum shoots like a gooey laser over the bedding to splotch hard against the computer screen.  As it splatters and oozes the next creamy jet paints down the screen and across the keyboard.  Behind the oozing jizz the man was just starting on the tapping and teasing half-thrusts I’d read about.  As I hear the woman beg him for more, all I can hear is Sarah’s sweet voice.
“MMMMM!  FUUUUCK!”  I groan as I drain my biggest ever load from my overfull balls with a savage ferocity I hadn’t even known was possible.  The raw force abates just a little with each successive wad of seed I spew.  From the screen to the keyboard to the case to the bedding between until I am squeezing out the final dribbles.  My shoulders sag and my muscles relax as last of my virile power drips from my still twitching cock.  “Ohhhhhh fuuuuck.”  I stand there in silence as the aftershocks shudder through my body.  What an orgasm!  Holy fucking shit!  What a fucking orgasm!
As if to mock me there comes a girlish giggle from the speakers.  “He he he he!  You’re teasing me!  Give it to me.  He he he!”
“You want it?”  Comes a low voice as he pulls his big, throbbing dick from her, only the first half wet with her juices.  “You really want this big cock, baby?”
“Mmm!  Yes!  Yes!”  She pleads as she claws his his chest in horny desperation.  “Give it to me!  Please!”
Christ…he was still only teasing her.  They were just getting warmed up.  Slowly my gaze pans up to the headboard where Sarah sat last night. I could see her there.  Naked.  Beautiful.  Her legs spread wide with this toy half inside of her hot, married cunny.  All the while she whined and begged to feel the whole thing just like the slut on the screen.
Post-nut clarity hits me like a fucking wrecking ball.  All my fiery verve and passion had been spent, spattered out across the bedding, leaving me as wilted as my flagging manhood.  The toy in my other hand was as hard as ever.  Just as the man finally gives the maid his full length and she lets out a loud moan, the moment when Sarah had cum for the first time last night, I let out a long sigh and close the page.  Quietly, ashamedly, I place the purple phallus back into its case then go to find something to clean up my mess.
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        As fast as she liked, as deep as she liked, for as long as she liked.  Too tuckered out to write.  The older man.  Details large and small.  Thicker in my grip and a half inch longer.  Such a satisfying orgasm.  Orgasms.  These and so many other things about yesterday’s letter and the madness that followed haunts my dreams both of sleeping and waking variety.  A simple written account of Sarah’s first experience with a dildo had rocked me harder than I ever thought possible.  And damned if I knew why.
Sure I enjoyed a kinky little hotwife story or video from time to time but I had never responded like that before!  For a few minutes there I had completely lost myself.  Even as I thought back now it felt more dream than reality.  Who was that crazy man?  There was some strange power in the blending of lust and jealousy that was…explosive.  Powerful in a way I hadn’t been prepared for.  Smut had teased at it but no piece of fiction had ever stirred up the same emotions and urges as those that hit me when it was my real wife receiving the pleasure without me around.
Thankfully in the cold light of morning reason prevails once more.  What had actually happened so far?  She read some naughty books, watched some adult videos, pleasured herself by hand, vibrator and dildo, and got chatted up by one of the dad’s at the daycare.  None of this was out of the ordinary.  It was unusual for Sarah, no doubt, but for an average American woman this was all business as usual.  Sarah was simply playing catch up with the rest.  It was me and my jealous heart that was making mountains of molehills.  In the end I chalk it up to a week and half of abstinence and an over active libido.
Though damn, it was hard to forget ferocity of that orgasm.  I truly could not remember a better one.  Wow!  Although with that high came the brutal low that followed.  It was a hell of a trade off.
Headed home this Friday morning I am clear headed and better prepared to deal with these new feelings.  My November challenge might have been over but still I looked forward to reading Sarah’s latest update.  In fact I was eager to read it more than ever as it would be one of the last.  I was going to end this sometime in the next few days.  The emotions it brought out in me were just too strong and, with NNN behind me, I was yearning for some intimate times with my beautiful wife.  I would be more than enthusiastic to share her journey in broadening her horizons but this flying solo and these letters and this vow of silence and all of the pins and needles tension that came with them could not continue.  I’d thought about it all night long and deep down I knew that this was the right thing to do.  Just…not yet.
I roll into home, surprised at first to see Sarah’s car parked out front.  Of course!  It was Veterans Day tomorrow and as the daycare was closed on weekends her holiday day off rolled back to today.  What a pleasant surprise.
Since releasing my tension yesterday morning I was feeling much more my usual chipper self and as I step through the front door I call out in a cheesy sitcom tone.  “Honey, I’m home!”
Out from the living room twirls my perfect wife.  “Welcome home, dear!”  She replies like a vapid 50’s television housewife.  In that classic green skirt and pumps to go with her perfect hair and makeup she certainly looked the part today, and damn did her hourglass figure make that style look good.  We laugh and slide into each other’s arms to share a soft kiss.  “You’re late.”
“Stopped to have breakfast with the guys.”  I say.  “If I would have remembered you had the day off I would have been home sooner.”
“I bet.”  She giggles and pinches my belly.
“I would have!  I swear.”  I stroke her soft hair.  “Must be nice to get holidays.”
“It is!  You should try it sometime.”  She teases and gives me another kiss.  “Dinner’s in the oven.  If you're not already full.”
“Hold on there.”  I say as I pull her back into my arms.  “And where are you off to?”
Another sweet giggle.  “I’m just popping out on an errand but I should be home in time to tuck you in.”
“Ha!”
“Do you know of anything that I should pick up while I’m out?”
“Uh, not really.”  I say, my curiosity piqued by this ‘errand’.  I suspect it was just an excuse to get out of the house while I read today’s letter.  It could have something to do with her current ‘challenge’ but what could she really get up to at this time of day on a holiday Friday?  There was no way that boutique was open right now.  Nah, it was definitely for the letter.  And I couldn’t deny that I was greatly looking forward to reading it.  And when I was done, if she wasn’t about, I had full plans on watching that video from yesterday to fap along with it with some lube and my head on straight.  I’d felt pretty damned embarrassed at how I bust like a chump while the old stallion was still warming up.  Today we’d run the race fair and square.  “If you wouldn’t mind grabbing another box of those energy bars I like.  Took the last one last night.”
“Of course.”  Reaching up Sarah places her petite hand against my bearded cheek and gazes deep into my eyes.  Her voice quiet, fragile, open she pours her heart into each word.  “I love you, David.”
“I love you too, baby.”  I whisper back, her adoring gaze making me feel like a million bucks.
She delves the depths of my soul with those stunning cornflower blue eyes of hers then smiles.  “Forever?”
“Forever and ever.”
“Amen.”
We kiss again and say our goodbyes then she was on her way out the door.  I watch her go as her heartfelt words echo in my ears.  She had spoken with such honest conviction that it humbled a simple man like me.  As she drives off I sigh, then turn to hunt for the letter I knew was waiting.
***
Dear David,
You big stinker!
Did you masturbate or was it an accident?  Considering where I found those stains (which you didn’t quite clean up perfectly though I saw you tried) I’m guessing it was on purpose.  Not that I even needed to find them.  I could tell right away that you’d broken your challenge last night when you got up all loosey-goosey like.  David!  You didn’t even make it halfway!  I thought if goofball Nick could last a month then two weeks for my big strong Papa Bear would be no problem at all.  But maybe my man’s just a bit more virile than Leigh’s?  He he he!  Either that or he’s got the willpower of a child.  Ha!  I choose to believe the former.  Either way I hope you enjoyed your little indulgence and I hope that you were thinking about me, stinker.
Don’t think that I’m letting you off that easy though.  You’re going to get back up on that horse and try again, okay?  We’re doing this together, remember?  You and me and Naughty November.  Both of us or neither of us.  That’s the deal.  And I’m not ready to quit just yet.  I cannot tell you how much I am waiting for December 1st!  It is almost all I dream about lately.  But we can’t have a December 1st if we can’t make it through November.  So let’s just pretend this little ‘accident’ never happened.  Besides, for a stud like you 20 days will be as tough as 30 for a normal guy like Nick so it still counts.  I know it will be hard (ha!) but I know you can do it, Papa Bear.  You just have to be strong.  I believe in you David.
For getting off though you don’t get off scot-free.  There must be a punishment.  And your punishment is…I’m not going to tell you a lot about my challenge yesterday.  The short version is that Leigh and I went and got a massage.  I’d never done it before because I was too bashful but I figured that I have to learn to get comfortable in my own skin and what better way than to have a masseuse see me and touch me.  It was all very discreet and very professional.  And I wore a bathing suit.  And it felt very nice.  But that’s all I’m saying, stinker!
Today’s challenge is a big one.  I’m not sure if I’m ready for it but I’m going to try.  (More on that tomorrow.)  It got me to thinking though that we really need an emergency brake for this ride that we’re on.  I learned about something called a safe word.  Have you heard of them?  The idea is that if one partner needs to stop they use the word and everything stops.  I think that might be a good idea for us.  If things get to be too much for you just work the word ‘Platypus’ into a sentence and I will get the message.  Keep an ear out for it in case I need to say it.  This way we can hit the brakes at anytime without me getting all flustered and embarrassed in the process.  If you use it don’t worry, I will get the message loud and clear.  But give me a day to collect my thoughts before speaking about it openly.  I know I’m being silly.  But you knew I was silly when you married me.
I love you SO much!
Yours till the end,
Sarah
Nov. 11th 
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        Saturday again, finally!
I felt as giddy as I did on our first date to spend some quality time with Sarah today.  After my lapse I was ‘back on that horse’ again so it meant we couldn’t spend THAT kind of quality time together, but I was just happy to be able to spend a day and a night with her again.  So much so that I forgo my usual nap and push through the day.
The day was a bit of weird one as when I got home my envelope was sitting on the dresser with Sarah still there making the bed.  As I went to ask about it she raised a finger and warned.  “Don’t.”  And so for the rest of the day I had to go along pretending that I hadn’t even seen it.
Though I was tired and my curiosity gnawed at me we still share an unremarkable but awesome day together.  After a somber start by attending a Veteran’s Day ceremony we go out and shop and have some lunch then come home to do some yard work together before settling in for an amazing home cooked supper and a cheesy romcom.  Normally I wasn’t a big fan of those movies but tonight it was just what we needed.  We laugh and cuddle and have the most wonderful time.  Though through it all I could hear that darned letter calling my name.
It wasn’t until we were turning in that Sarah, at last, gave me a window of time to read her message.  It was kind of adorable how she was not at all subtle about it, telling me bluntly that she was going downstairs to vacuum and that she would be a half an hour before coming to bed.  Having been awake for over 24 hours I had been nearly out on my feet but when she announced that, and I understood the meaning of it, I was wide awake once more.
The moment I heard the hum of the vacuum down the stairs I close the bedroom door and nearly skip across the room to the waiting envelope.
***
Dear David,
I was out with another man yesterday.  That was the ‘errand’ I popped out to do.  It wasn’t a date.  It wasn’t even breakfast.  It was just a friendly coffee.  Or more precisely a coffee and a pastry and a little bit of a chat.  That’s all.  But oh my God it was scary!
Before you got home from work yesterday I was an absolute nervous wreck.  I could barely keep my hand steady enough to put on my lipstick.  I nearly called it off a dozen times or more.  And when you were late getting home I became even more afraid.  When you walked through that door you were a ray of sunshine cutting through a troubled sky.  Once I saw you, heard you, felt you, all was right in my world again.  And when you told me that you would love me forever, well, you made me brave like I never knew I could be.  Without your strength I never could have done it.
Despite all my nerves there really isn’t that much to tell.  The man was Richard, the dad from the daycare that I told you about the other day, and we went to this really quaint little out of the way cafe on the East side.  It was very fancy.  Not at all the kind of place you and I would usually go.  The menu was all in French!  Richard laughed at me when I tried to order and messed up all of the pronunciations.  LOL  I’m not sure what they do different there but oh my goodness!  Everything was so good!
I was feeling really weirded out by the whole thing but the company was nice enough.  Richard made it easy on me by doing most of the talking and letting me do most of the listening.  He’s so funny!  He had me laughing so hard that I almost snorted out my fancy French coffee at one point.  And he’s actually a really interesting guy with so much going on in his life.  He owns his own company, he travels a lot, he has all these crazy interests, he’s an investor, and he’s got two different families that he is responsible for.  There’s the one with his current wife and boy then another whole family with his first wife where the kids are all grown up already.  I couldn’t believe it when he said that he’s going to be grandpa later this year!  I don’t know where the man finds time to pack so much life into so few hours.  Even our little coffee had to be sandwiched between a breakfast meeting with some investment partners and giving a presentation to some prospective clients.  Whew!  I was exhausted just listening to him.  It was all very impressive.
As he and I talked it really dawned on me that everything that I know about men I had learned from either you or my Dad.  And for things relating to the normal back and forth between man and woman from you alone.  That must make me so boring and predictable!  You’ve got a bit of experience to draw upon when we speak and what do I have?  Mom, Dad and the church.  BOOOORING!  This was exactly why I accepted his invitation.  Normally I never would have wanted to be alone with a man that wasn’t you or Dad and that’s not normal or healthy.  Men are half the population for goodness sake.  I need to be able to function out there without you sometimes.
He flirted with me of course, constantly!  I don’t think he can even help himself.  I’m not even sure if he realizes he’s doing it.  Ha ha ha!  He pulled my chair out for me and once or twice he accidentally brushed my finger with his but other than that he never even touched me.  It was just a nice morning chat between friends.  And that was enough for me!  Whew!  He insisted on paying then walked me out to my car and held the door like a perfect gentleman.  We said goodbye and that was it.  It was done.
My little heart was beating like a bongo all the way home again I was so flustered.  That’s why I forgot to pick up your energy bars.  (Sorry!)  I know this challenge wasn’t naughty but it was really hard for me so I’m going to count it.  One of the toughest parts was coming home and acting like everything was normal.  Ha!  But it was SO nice being back with my man again.  And I hate to say it, but it was kind of fun keeping the secret.  He he he!  I was feeling so keyed up that after you dozed off I snuck into the room to grab Mr. Purple and get loosey-goosey again.  I did it in the bathtub.  So naughty!
And remember, the word is Platypus.  Use it if you need it.  I’ll be listening.  Make sure you are as well.
I’m writing this just before you get home and I’m not sure when you’ll be reading this but I sure am looking forward to spending some time together at last.  Those shorter weeks you keep promising can’t come soon enough for me.  And maybe, eventually, day shifts?  I know, I know.  I expect too much.  I just miss you so much!
Your excited spouse,
Sarah
***
For five minutes I just stare at the letter, not even reading the words but just staring at it.  This whole day that we’d spent together this had been looming in the background.  At first I was numb.  I wasn’t sure how to react.
Viewed from one side it was an innocent coffee.  Just a pair of happily married adults sharing pastries and stories in a safely public place.  But viewed from the other…Richard was putting the moves on Sarah!?  What the fuck!?  He was putting the moves on her and I wasn’t even sure if she fully realized it was happening.
In a bout of deja vu the questions all come swirling back as I feel that annoying stir down below.  What was this guy playing at?  Could Sarah really be that oblivious?  Is this what she wanted?  When we were out for lunch today was she quietly comparing it to yesterday?  The food, the atmosphere, the company?  Did she laugh as loud at my jokes as his?  Were my stories as interesting?  How was I supposed to compete with a successful millionaire?  Why hadn’t I held her chair out?  Or opened her door?  Why hadn’t I taken her to a classier place?  And most importantly of all, was this thing with Richard actually heading anywhere?  I just couldn’t believe that it was.  Not Sarah.  I know I gave her the green light and I told her that there were no rules but…she wouldn’t ACTUALLY cheat on me…would she?  She couldn’t possibly go that far, could she?  No way.
From these more serious questions I swing to the frivolous.  Mr. Purple?  She had a name for it now?  Thoughts of her dildo brought back memories of reading her letter yesterday and how she had twice used the word ‘little’, both times referring to the breaking of my challenge.  My ‘little indulgence’.  My ‘little accident’.  Was I imagining it or was she sending a subtle message?  Perhaps even a subconscious one?  And what about that masseuse I barely heard about?  She hadn’t said anything about her or…him?  How did he touch her?  Where did he touch her?  What did he look like?  GAH!
Then comes the most disturbing questions of all.  Why wasn’t I stopping this?  Why wasn’t I angrier?  Why wasn’t I furious?  Why was I so God damned horny?  Was I enjoying this in some twisted way!?  This wasn’t some smutty fiction, this was real!  Why wasn’t I doing anything?  And, finally, in the way she reminded me of our safe word, was she waiting for me to use it first?  Did she want me to use it?  Was she expecting me to take the lead?
I was a mess.
Like a zombie I shuffle to the office and shred her latest letter and envelope, as per our arrangement.  As I watch the paper disappear through the slot I whisper to myself.  “Soon.  Soon.  This ends soon.”
I thought hard about pulling the plug tonight but something stops me.  I desperately wanted to see where the next letter took us and to learn just how far my wife was willing to go before reaching her limit.  I knew that I still had some time.  She wasn’t going to jump straight from a casual coffee straight to into the sack with a man she barely knew.  I had time.  If the letters ever got to the point where that looked like the next logical leap, then I would step in and call it quits.  I was all for her exploring her sensual side, but she was MY wife.  And that was that.
When she comes up half an hour later I am sitting in our bed, happy for the blankets to be covering my shameful erection.  At the door she pauses and looks at me a moment before asking.  “Everything okay, baby?”
The silence is deafening as I gaze back into her eyes.  In the back of my mind there screams a voice, ‘PLATYPUS!  PLATYPUS!  PLATYPUS!’, but from my mouth comes a low.  “Mm hm.  Just tired.”
She smiles that pretty smile of hers.  “You must be so tuckered out after your long day.”  She hurries to my side and leans in for a kiss.  A soft, lingering, lover’s kiss.  “Thank you for staying up, David.  Today was…”  She sighs.  “…almost perfect.”
Nov. 12th 
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With an infuriating yet electrified normality Sunday passes by like any other.  After breakfast at my parents place we hung out for awhile to catch up with them and play a few hands of bridge.  My meddling mom, as always, leans on us about having kids and we, as always, explain to her our plan to pay the house down by at least half before taking on the extra expense of a family and, as always, she and Dad just chuckle and shake their heads like wise old gurus and tell us that no time is a good time and that whatever time that it did happen was the best time.  In other words, the usual.
From there we headed home, had some lunch, did a bit of tidying up, then I was off to my nap as my long work week was starting again already that night.  All the while the churning currents stirred up by Sarah’s last letter roiled just beneath our placid surface.  I’m not sure how I appeared on the outside but my wife carried on as if nothing at all was out of the ordinary.  With that sweet, innocent poker face Sarah was waisting her time on bridge when she could have been cleaning up at the casino.  Only a handful of times did I catch her eyes linger on mine for just a second too long or see the flash of a nervous smile before she could hide it.  And in those brief instants where the mask slipped, never had she looked more beautiful, or alluring, or drop dead sexy to my smitten gaze.  For the time being my own wife had become forbidden fruit, and that drove me wild.
When I wake I discover the house empty and quiet.  I search for my wife but in the end I find only two letters waiting for me.  One in a familiar fancy envelope and the other scrawled on a notepad.  The second one read: ‘Out with Tonia.  Have a great night!  Love you!’.  And the first…
***
Dear David,
Okay.  My last challenge was kind of…nasty.  Please don’t judge me!  Oh my God I’m blushing and I haven’t even written it yet.  Okay.  Let me just get it out there.
I stuck a finger in my butt!
I told you it was nasty.  Don’t you make that face!  I just know that you’re making a face right now.  I know it’s dirty but I had to get creative.  Listen, the only time I had to myself was that half an hour that I went downstairs to ‘vacuum’.  Not that I am complaining.  I wouldn’t have missed one blessed minute of the time we had together yesterday.
I was downstairs thinking hard about what kind of naughty thing I could do in a short amount of time.  What came to mind was something from those dirty videos on the internet.  It seems that guys really like sticking there thing into the wrong hole.  And judging by the girls reactions they didn’t seem to mind.  The first time I saw it I couldn’t quite believe what I was seeing!  I thought, why would anybody ever want to do that?  But then I kept seeing it.  Remember that scene I told you about with the butler and the lady of the house?  Yep, right up the butt.  Since it seems a pretty common thing to do (people are so nasty!) I thought, why not give it a try?  I needed a new challenge anyway.
With the vacuum running in the living room and you upstairs I snuck into the downstairs washroom.  Feeling like a darned fool, and a filthy one at that, I bent over the sink and reached back to try it.  At first I just kind of touched it.  It was sort of spongy and really tender to the touch.  Then I poked at it, which really did nothing.  And then as I stared straight into my own blushing face in the mirror I pushed my middle finger into where the sun don't shine.  It was AWFUL!  It did not feel good at all.
But I remembered the dildo experience so I regrouped and tried again another way.  Taking a dab of aloe vera gel I smeared it on, made myself relax, and slid my finger in again.  This time was much better.  It didn’t feel good exactly, but it didn’t feel bad either.  Honestly I think the best part of it was how naughty something so nasty and taboo made me feel.  Looking at myself and seeing a bad, bad girl staring back at me I slowly began to work my finger in and out.  As I did I let my imagination wander.
Needless to say after spending all day with my Papa Bear you were foremost on my mind.  I dreamed that it was you inside of me with your finger or your penis or even your tongue.  I know!  So filthy!  I don’t know why but it was that last one that I really lingered on.  I imagined you doing to my bum what you sometimes did to my coochie with your mouth.  And from there all I could think about is your mouth on me all over the place.  It really got me into the moment let me tell you.  By the end it was actually feeling kind of good.  Most of it was psychological but even physically I was really starting to respond.  Unfortunately I had to call it quits just as it was getting good.  I think I might try again someday but with my vibrator on my pussy.  I think that might be nice.  Needless to say I cleaned my finger and back side (a lot!) and in the end there was no mess or stink or anything.  It wasn’t the greatest thing but it was way better than I ever imagined it would be.
Ohhhh how I wished we could have made love when I hurried up to bed afterward.  And when I saw that little bump you were trying to hid under the covers, David, I nearly threw Naughty November to wind right there and then.  It would made the day just perfect.  But soon enough.  The month is nearly halfway done.  Can you believe it?  The time is just flying by.  Oh, I can’t wait for December!  Maybe we could try some of this stuff together?  He he he!
I hope you have an amazing night at work.  I made you an extra special lunch for tonight.  (I made a batch of my homemade brownies.  Surprise!)  It’s in the fridge.  Thank you again for a most lovely weekend.  Be it ever so humble I wouldn’t trade our days at home together for anything else in the world.
Your loving (and occasionally nasty) wife,
Sarah
Nov. 13th 
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Dear David,
Something funny is happening.  I think this challenge of ours is starting to affect me.  I find myself not nearly as sexually frustrated or pent up as I used to be and yet my baseline cravings are way up.  It’s like some weird feedback loop where the more I masturbate and expose myself to spicy entertainment the more I want sex.  I think I understand now why you’re so horny all the time!  Ha!  Maybe it’s just because all of this is new and exciting but if these new urges become the new normal, well, let’s just say that I think that I am going to need A LOT more attention from my husband.  He he he!  Lucky you!  Lucky us!  I suspect you knew this when you suggested it, my sneaky man.
So I am sure you are wondering about my challenge yesterday.  If you remember my massage the other day I said that I did it in order to get comfortable with my own body.  Well I thought that it wouldn’t be a bad thing to get comfortable with other bodies as well.  Real bodies I mean, physically present, not the ones I can see from behind a screen.  We are all born into this world naked and it is as natural as a bird’s feathers or a deer’s fur coat so why should I let it make me so uncomfortable?  At first I hadn’t a clue as to how to go about seeing a naked body in the flesh but, as luck would have it, I did some searches and found the perfect event for what I wanted.
You’re not going to believe this but, did you know that there is such a thing as a ‘Ladies’ charity strip show?  Ha ha ha!  I sure didn’t, but they do!
Not bold enough to go on my own I called Tonia and talked her into coming with me.  She couldn't believe the invitation was coming from me but it didn’t take much convincing.  LOL  Her boyfriend James took a little convincing but thankfully he is super chill and secure in their relationship, just like you.  After nearly chickening out once or twice and giggling like a couple of school girls we finally got to this little club downtown not that far away from that adult boutique that I went to.  The place was surprisingly nice.  They aren’t a full time strip club but a regular dance club that rents out their space on Sunday nights.  They basically had the dance floor set up for the performers with tables set up all around.  We got there early so we were able to get one of the table right next to the floor.  After some music and mingling and meeting some really cool gals the show began.
Oh David.  It was such a blast!  The whole thing is half played for laughs and half played for titillation.  Nothing was ever too serious or scary or skeezy it was just loud music, dancing, laughing and a really fun time with a bunch of other ladies.  I wish you could have been there, although I’m not sure you would have enjoyed it as much as Tonia and I.  He he he!
It was so fun!  It was soooo funny!  They had a butler, a policeman, a fireman, a doctor, a cowboy, and this HILARIOUS beefy guy at the end who wore lederhosen.  One at a time they came out to some sort of music appropriate to their costume and did their sexy routine.  Part act, part tease, part erotic dance, and part playing to the crowd they were all so good at what they did.  Without fail they had the ladies whipped up to a frenzy by the time of their big climactic reveal.
And oh my goodness!  It might have been a charity event but those dancers really bared it all.  I mean EVERYTHING!  Except for the polka guy these dancers clearly worked out and looked after themselves.  They all had big muscles and firm bellies and could really move to the music.  Very sexy.  I guess you’d expect that as they were professionals but still, they all had very impressive physiques.  And yeah, they showed down there as well.  They each started soft and floppy but ended their routine hard.  And yeah, those were impressive as well.  Just to be able to get aroused while performing like that has got to be a challenge.  And so many different shapes and sizes!  Who knew!?  I just didn’t know!  I’m still finding it amazing.
While there was a strict ‘no touching the goods’ policy those performers got REALLY up close and personal with the crowd.  At one point the cowboy was just inches away from me!  I thought I was going to die!  I sat there blushing so hard with all the other women looking at me and hooting and whistling and saying the most outrageous things to me as he danced and waved his thing around.  I almost thought he was going to hit me with it!  It was wild.  He called me a ‘frisky filly’ then moved onto Tonia who, being the joker she is, said something about his ‘high caliber six-shooter’, which got him to break character and laugh too.  It was a hoot.
The end of the show was the absolute best though.  That lederhosen guy comes out and he’s hairy and clumsy and he’s got a gut and a receding hairline and a terribly cheese mustache yet he had us ladies in tears!  His dance was to old-timey polka music and OMG he had us laughing until our bellies hurt.  The performances culminated in him getting us all to our feet to do the Chicken Dance with him.  It was so fun.  And of course in the middle of the dance he ripped off his lederhosen to reveal his ‘hosen’.  (That was Tonia’s joke.)  All I can say is oh my goodness!  The ladies went wild.  Afterward Tonia joked that with him it ought to be called the Elephant Dance.
Then at the end each dancer was brought out for a round of applause then each of them ‘auctioned’ away to raise some more money for the charity.  The winning bids would get a private performance in the back rooms.  To nobody’s surprise lederhosen guy got the highest bid.  It was all so fun and all for a good cause too.  It was something I never would have done before but I am so happy I got to experience that.  They’re having another one in two weeks and Tonia and I are thinking about inviting some more of our girlfriends along to it.  He he he.
After all that dancing and excitement I came home extremely worked up.  Had you been home and it been next month, ohhh David!  I would have given you a night to remember!  I know Tonia did with John.  Ha ha ha!  As it was, well, let’s just say that Mr. Purple earned his keep last night.  He he he!  I was kind of thinking that maybe once this was all over…you could maybe give me my own private show?  Whoo!  How is December still so far away!?
Ack!  I’m running late.  Gotta go.  Love you Papa Bear!
Your frisky filly,
Sarah
***
I straighten the sheets of paper and fold them back in two and return them to the envelope.  As I walk slowly up to the office to shred the letter images danced in my head of ripped male strippers dancing naked in front of my wife.  I could see her blue eyes wide and twinkling as she drank in their perfect bodies and perfect cocks.  Just inches away.  Impressive.  Dildos made to resemble a porn actors schlong may or may not be to scale with the real thing.  But those dicks that she saw last night…there was no questioning them.  She’d seen the real thing up close with her own two eyes.  Would mine ever look the same to her again?
Out of morbid curiosity, as the shredder grinds up the letter, I wake my computer to search down the charity event that she spoke about.  It wasn’t hard to find.  From there it wasn’t hard to find the lineup of performers.  It felt weird looking up pictures of male nudity but my curiosity and my woody would not be denied.  Impressive.  All of them, impressive.  And the lederhosen guy?  Elephant indeed.  God!  Besides my own all of the dicks she’d seen thus far had been either porn stars or strippers!  What must she thinking of my humble hummer by now?  If she asked I would eagerly give her her private show come December, but with these guys setting the standard I had some BIG g-string bikini thongs to fill.
Nov. 14th
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        I sit staring at the envelope on the table. Outside the sun shined and birds sang but here alone at my dining table it was dim and silent.
I didn’t even know what waited for me inside of it yet I found myself tempted to pull out my cock and start to stroke as I read my wife’s letter. The pressure from my chastity challenge was hitting the red line again even quicker than the first time. All day and all night the image of Sarah at that strip show ogling other men had flashed in my mind again and again and again. My lust burned through my veins. God how I wanted her! How I wanted to throw her down and fuck her like she’d never been fucked before. I wanted her, I NEEDED her, specifically her, like I never had wanted or needed any woman before. All it would take is one word and I could have her again. But before I consider that, there was a letter to read.
As I pull the envelope close I note it’s thickness. It was another long one. Perhaps in this one she would pour her heart out to me. Perhaps this would be the day she called it quits. Or perhaps it was just another chapter in our unfolding Naughty November.
***
Dear David,
What a day! My life is certainly becoming a lot more interesting.
It all began at work when Richard brought with him a lot more than just his boy Oscar. The first surprise was that he showed up with a whole other son! Richie Junior is his youngest son from his first marriage who is on a gap year before heading off to Stanford in the fall and the reason he was there was to help carry in all the goodies that Richard brought in for the whole daycare! He brought healthy treats and some new educational toys for the kids, coffee and muffins for the staff and other parents, and for Tonia, Casey, and I he brought a great big bouquet of flowers in a lovely glass vase. The card in the flowers thanked us for the amazing job we were doing looking after his kid. It was all so sweet! And Richie Junior was such a character. He might share his father’s name and easy charm and handsome looks but in personality he couldn’t have been more different. He’s such a clown! Ha ha ha! He had the kids all jumping around and laughing as he did his antics. He was such a natural with children at just 19. That kid’s going to make a great dad someday.
As Richie kept the kids busy I chatted with Richard over the muffins and coffee. Seeing the pride in him as he talked about his two sons was really beautiful. And seeing the way Richie and little Oscar interacted so warmly and naturally despite only being half-brothers was such a testament to Richard’s fatherhood. Boy did I get worked up, and it had nothing to do with our challenge. Watching those three today got those old instincts coming out in me again. You cannot even know how attractive we women find a good dad. It’s an aphrodisiac like no other. All I could think about was maybe, hopefully, seeing my man with a little David Junior bouncing on his knee. I know we were going to wait a bit longer but today brought home to me that my clock is ticking. Like your folks say, is there ever really a ‘good’ time? Maybe we can talk about this again in December.
The next surprise came during nap time. The tots were out like a light from all the excitement that morning so Tonia and I stepped out for some fresh air while Casey kept an eye on things. Out at the picnic table Tonia shocked me by diving straight into what she and James got up to after the charity show the night before! I stammered and blushed and felt extremely uncomfortable, but after all our naughty fun together and the fact that it was me who invited her I felt like it would be rude to suddenly turn prude on her. And my goodness! That girl could certainly paint a picture with her words. They did some roleplaying and it sounded like they had such a fun time together. They are so different from us. She made sex with James sound more like adult playtime than the super romantic style we have. And that’s not the only difference!
With a wink and a nudge she then asked how things went at our house once you and I saw each other again. Thankfully I was able to sidestep that conversation by telling her about your No Nut November challenge. She thought it was pretty funny that you were doing that to yourself but she also thought it was pretty cool how you were trying things like that. I guess James had talked about doing it in the past but never went through with it. She said that she never realized how ‘cool’ you and I actually were. She kept using that word, cool. She said that I hid it well. And then she said…that she and James were swingers!
Once she explained to me what a ‘swinger’ was I nearly fell off the bench. I am so behind the times! When you suggested being with someone else at the beginning of our challenge I thought it bonkers. But here I had been working with a swinger this whole time! It’s obviously WAY more common than I ever would have imagined. When did the world get so kinky? Or was it always this way just hidden in plain sight? Long story short, she and James thought it would be ‘cool’ to get together sometime. EEP!
After work I popped by the boutique again with tonight’s challenge in mind. It was so funny. When I walked in the clerk greeted me like an old friend as if I were a long time regular. The gay couple that was in there must have thought me a total floozy! Ha! This time, even though there were other customers in the store, I forced myself to do my business even if I was sweating like crazy. Yes, I made a purchase. But more on that another time.
Sorry for making these letters so long. I know all of this had nothing to do with my challenge today but I just want to share with my hubby everything going on with me. It’s all thanks to you that any of this is happening after all. It’s nice to know you’re involved even if its just in reading my letters. It makes it an us thing and not just a me thing. And that’s important to me. Besides, we can’t really talk about this stuff elsewhere as it involves our challenge, and that would be breaking the rules.
Okay. Enough blathering. Onto the challenge!
I’m assuming you already know about it by now but let me give you my side of things anyways. As mentioned I had bought something new for my activity of the evening but first I wanted to set the mood and make myself feel sexy. I put on some nice sultry music, lit some scented candles, and got into my black lingerie. Lounging in bed I read a chapter or two to spur my imagination and I was just thinking about turning to my challenge when I heard a big rig pull up in front of the house! David. I thought for a second there it was a scene right out of one my books and that you’d had enough and come home to sweep me up off my feet even though you were at work. I would have been putty in your hands.
I get out of bed and peek out the curtains and you know who it is? Bradley! I couldn’t believe it. He knows darn well that big eight wheelers aren’t allowed in our neighborhood yet there he was. I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised. From the stories you tell of your misspent youth he’s never been a stickler for rules. Next thing I know he’s hopping out of his truck and on his way to the door! All I had on was my lingerie!
David, I swear to God I don’t know why I did it, but when I went to the closet to make myself decent instead throwing on a nightie or my big bathrobe instead I slipped into the little black satin robe that I picked up at the boutique today. Maybe because I thought it would go so well with the lingerie, which I bought it specifically to pair with, or maybe just because I was feeling a bit naughty after all my getting in the mood. But for whatever reason before I know it I am answering the door.
You should have seen the look on this face! Ha ha ha! He actually backed up to double check the house number as if he’d gone to the wrong place. He was so silly! Ha ha ha! I felt like I might just shrivel up from embarrassment but I stood my ground and greeted him like everything was perfectly normal. I’d never seen a man so flustered before. All his rebel tough guy act went out the window as he stammered and bumbled over his words. Eventually he mumbles out that he needed that ‘emergency’ envelope that he left with you a couple of months ago. Still trying to act calm I invite him in. He must have stood at the doorway for a good thirty seconds before stepping inside.
It was so funny watching him pretend not to notice my skimpy outfit. Try as he might though his eyes did wander. I kept catching him peeking at my stocking legs and sliver of space that the robe left down my chest. Each time he looked he would tear his eyes away and blush as bad as I usually did. It was kind of adorable seeing a rough guy like that get all flustered over little old me. Seeing the effect that my body was having on him made me feel, I don’t know, extra sexy and powerful or something.
I know he’s an old friend of yours and I know I shouldn’t have done it but I teased poor Bradley. As we spoke I would ‘accidentally’ move in such a way that opened my cleavage a little or exposed a leg a little. And when I finally went to get his envelope I had him wait at the base of the stairs as I walked up. I couldn’t actually see him but I just KNOW that he got a peek up my robe to see the garter belt and panties. I can’t describe but I could just FEEL his eyes on me as I climbed the stairs. It made my skin tingle and my coochie warm. I knew it was bad yet I couldn’t help myself. I felt so deliciously naughty! My heart all pitter-patter I got the envelope from the safe then brought it back down to him.
Just before he left he paused like he wanted to say something but in the end he just wished me good night and was on his way. I locked the door and ran all way back to the room with my whole body tingling. He hadn’t really seen anything that anybody at the beach couldn’t have seen yet I knew I’d been a bad girl. A really bad girl. And I wasn’t done yet. This part you won’t know about. In the thrill of the moment, as I heard his truck begin to pull away, I slipped out of my robe…and flung the bedroom curtains wide open in just my lingerie! It was already too late for Bradley to see as he was pulling away, but Old Man Brown from down the street was walking his dog! I shut the curtains right away but he and his pooch had already got an eyeful! Ha ha ha ha! Oh my God! How am I ever going to talk to him and Mrs. Brown again?
Well, after all that I counted that as my challenge done. Nobody REALLY saw anything or anything, but that was enough. It wasn’t what I’d planned but by golly it sure got my blood pumping.
Okay, this is way too long. Sorry! I’ll try to keep them shorter. Love you!
Your cool wife,
Sarah
***
Richard, Richie, Tonia, James, Bradley, and…Old Man Brown!? It was all so much for my lewd and paranoid imagination to take in at once. Like a snowball rolling down the snowy slope of a mountain the events of Sarah’s new life were building upon themselves and gathering momentum. I felt like I was standing frozen in its path. How did one stop an avalanche?
It was the last bit that grabbed my attention most of all. Sarah had invited a man into the house while I was away. She had invited him in wearing the lingerie she bought for us. Lingerie I hadn’t even seen her in myself. And a skimpy robe that I’d yet to see at all. But Bradley had seen them. He’d caught a peek of my wife’s perfect ass filling those dainty panties right here in our home. Fuck!
Most sobering of all however is that I had talked to my old friend briefly late last night. Definitely later than any of this would have happened. I knew he had passed through but he hadn’t mentioned the envelope or stopping by the house or meeting Sarah or being teased by her. He hadn’t said a word. Not one word.
The fires of jealousy and lust burned inside of me hotter than ever, enflaming my passions to twisted new highs. I lean back and let out a long breath. Sarah’s private challenge was starting to touch friends, acquaintances, and neighbors. The bolder and braver that she became the more real and arousing this was becoming. But playing with fire always left everyone burned in the end. One of us needed to stop this. Before things were done that could not be undone. One simple word is all it would take.
“Another day.” I whisper. “Another couple of days.” I fold the letter quietly wishing that the next was already here to open. “Soon.”
Nov. 15th




    
        Post "30 Days: Nov. 15th" by "grimbous" from Patreon

        It is with a completely different energy that I enter my home on this halfway day of November. Without a care I toss my lunch kit onto the counter then swagger up to the chair. Pulling it out I tilt it and give it a spin on one leg then smoothly slip in to sit on it just as it comes around to face front again.
“Well, well, well.” I say as I tap the envelope with my middle finger. “What have you in store for me today, my little storyteller?”
Last night I’d figured it out. I was wise to Sarah’s little game and I was loving it. I was waiting at a depot waiting for my tank to fill as that morning’s letter turned over and over in my mind. Jealousy filled my heart as I remember her glowing account of this wealthy, handsome Richard. Worry fluttered in my gut as I thought about Tonia and James wanting to ‘swing’ while I was still out of commission for another couple of weeks. And I marveled at Sarah’s daring audacity to wear skimpy lingerie in front of our friend and wondered at the worrying silence of my old friend when I spoke to him later that night. And then, in a eureka instant, it all flipped on its head.
She was telling stories! Just like those books of hers, she was weaving her own naughty fiction for an audience of one. The moment that thought hit me I knew I had it.
What did I really know about this Richard? I’d never met the man nor had I ever heard the name mentioned before this month. And seriously, a dashing older millionaire who was kind, generous and a contender for father of the year? He’d probably been lifted straight out of the pages of those books of hers. The strip show? She had said she was going out with Tonia that night but for all I knew she’d spent it at cafe sipping lattes. The trip to the spa? My sister had confirmed they went but had said nothing about massage. Even the parts that were undeniable, the purchases at this boutique she spoke of, what did I truly know had happened? Yes, she bought lingerie and a vibrator. But had she worn it? Had she used it? I only had her letters to go on. Yes, there was porn in my search history. But had she left it there on purpose for me to find? She wasn’t tech savvy but in this day and age who didn’t know about private browsers and erasing history? And the final straw, why hadn’t Bradley said one thing about about coming by the house? It was then I realized that most of what I believed I was taken on faith and letting my wild imagination fill in the gaps.
Clued in as I was the final and biggest giveaway was Sarah herself. The character that she was describing in the letters just wasn’t her. This was a woman who couldn’t even talk to her husband about sex without blowing a gasket. The same woman who practically had a hardware crash if a pair of titties happened to pop out in a movie. No way. I wasn’t buying it anymore. A leopard did not change its spots, not that fast at least.
I don’t know if she was doing it to tease me during my No Nut November or humor me for the month to support my ‘challenge’ through to the end or simply to scratch some hidden itch to write erotica but Sarah had been telling fibs and I had fallen for them hook, line and sinker.
“He he he. You naughty girl.” I take the envelope and tear it open. “Let’s see what you’ve got for Papa Bear today.”
***
Dear David,
Good morning my handsome lovin man! Not just good morning, but good job! I could tell just by the tense way you were looking at me last night that you are being good with your challenge. I can’t imagine how horny you must be having to hold all that virile lust in. But we’re halfway there! I’m so proud of you for making it this far. I hope that you’re proud of me.
Well, stinker that you are, I am assuming that you snooped around and found what I bought for my last challenge. It was only after I wrote my letter that I realized that I should have kept it quiet so that it could surprise you today. I love keeping you guessing and writing surprises! It’s all so dramatic and suspenseful. At work I often daydream about you here reading these and imagine your reaction. He he he! But with yesterday’s letter I wasn’t about to rewrite all that! Yeesh! I’ll pretend you don’t know though and write it as I would.
So yeah, as mentioned I got another gift for myself at the boutique. In one of my books two hunky bitter rivals were both after the same heroine. Would you believe it, she ended up sleeping with both of them at once! As in, at the same time! I have since learned about what they call ‘DP’. It stands for ‘double penetration’. Eek! I feel filthy just writing it. Basically it means a guy in the coochie and a guy in the backside at the same time. I’m sure you know that already, but yeah, that’s what I thought I’d do.
I had Mr. Purple of course but I needed the other half of the duo if I was going to do it so I went to the shop and bought another dildo along with that satin robe I told you about. I really can’t tell you why, just because I was feeling super silly I guess, but I bought the model of that adult performer that I like. The older guy who diddled the maid, remember? Hey, I needed something to base my decision on and that seemed as good as anything. After watching him in those movies I confess that I was a little curious as to what he might feel like. The new one isn’t a pretty color and doesn’t vibrate or anything fancy but it does have the suction cup I’d been wanting.
Once I got it home and unboxed it I realized that it was a lot bigger than I thought it would be! I mean, I knew it was going to be a little bigger than Mr. Purple but it wasn’t until I opened it up that I really appreciated the dimensions. Who knew that just an extra inch could look so different? Of course this one being all realistic looking with the testes and suction cup as part of it the difference isn’t actually as much as it looks. Anyway!
So like the previous night I tried to get all hot and horny in the bed but right away I could tell that it just wasn’t working. There wasn’t anywhere good to suction Mr. Sticky onto and trying to handle both misters at once was too much for me. So up I got and went to try it in the shower. Nope. Had I just been doing Mr. Sticky it would have been okay but having to handle Mr. Purple at the same time with nothing to hold onto was a recipe for falling on my face. So I had to get creative.
Now you know I don’t normally walk around the house without clothes but there I was last night wandering around the house buck naked with two ding-dongs in one hand and some lube in the other. Ha ha ha! I must have looked ridiculous! Thank heaven all the curtains were shut and the doors locked. Imagine if someone had just wandered in to see that!? Ha ha ha! They’d think I was some kind of sex fiend.
And then I found the perfect spot. You know that narrow edge of wall between the fridge and the hallway? Yep. That’s where I stuck him. Then I pulled your chair closer to have something to support me and lean on. I brought the chair close and sat on it as I got my new toy stuck just right. Staring right at it I couldn’t get over just how realistic it really was. The density, the feel, even the little veins, the texture of the balls, I swear it looked just like the real thing. It wasn’t so different than that cowboy from Sunday night. I don’t know why but I sucked on it. Longer than I mean to. It made me feel sexy and submissive. It was nice. Naughty and nice.
I’ve been so selfish as your lover. I see that now. And I am so sorry. I’ve barely ever given you mouth love and only when you begged for it. I swear that will change David. I will be better for you. I WANT to suck you now. I’ll swallow and everything. Whatever you want. And I will do it come December. I promise.
After sucking on it I lubed it all up and then decision was, which mister was going in which hole? Well, that was not a hard call. I’d only had a finger in my bum so far so there was NO WAY I was putting big Mr. Sticky in there! So I turned the chair around and put the vibrator and lube on the seat until I was ready then I bent over and, well, I did it.
I felt kind of ridiculous. Unlike the night before I wasn’t in the room with soft music and candles. I was in the kitchen with the light on. It was so unsexy. But I used my imagination and made the best of it. At first I just kind of rubbed the tip up and down my coochie. All slippery from the lube it felt good as it slid and rubbed. Then I played with it at my entrance for a little, just teasing the head along or through my lips. Feeling it against me I was getting so worked up it was crazy! At that point I let my body take over and I put that big cock into my pussy.
Oh…my…God! David! It felt SO GOOD! Wayyyyy better than Mr. Purple. At first I had a bit of trouble getting him in as he’s a lot thicker than I’m used to. But I persisted and WOO! That was an experience. He stretched me in a new kind of way and it was amazing. I couldn’t even take him all the way for awhile but taking it slow and careful it gradually got easier and before I knew it I could feel his balls when I pushed back. I got him all in! And woah baby! I’d never felt so…full. I’m not going to lie, I didn’t think that I’d be able take him. I’m learning new things about myself everyday.
Putting it along the edge of that wall turned out to be perfect. I could easily push back as deep as I liked and could even get my feet a little further back than in the shower for maximum thrust and control. Maybe it was the realistic shape or maybe it was the extra stretch or extra depth but OH WOW! Wow! Wow! Wow! Thank goodness I had the chair to support me as my legs were all weak and wobbly from climaxing so hard on him. I got so carried away doing it with him that I nearly forgot about the challenge! Ha ha ha! Mr. Sticky can’t compare to the real thing and he’s nothing compared to my big cuddly Papa Bear, but ohhh baby! He was FUN! Maybe someday you could use it on me and you’ll see what I mean. He he he!
Finally remembering my challenge I eventually got the vibrator lubed and gradually worked it into my butt. It was even tougher than the other one but again persistence paid off. And boy did it pay off! The anal alone wasn’t that bad and I didn’t expect to like it so much but having a penis in both holes made me feel SOOO wonderfully full. It was really nice. I thrust the vibrator in and out of my butt as I rocked forward and back on the dildo and in no time at all…fireworks! Ha ha ha! I hope nobody was passing too close to the house just then as they surely would have heard my wails. I just couldn’t hold them in.
For a time I imagined you as Mr. Sticky, then as Mr. Purple, then with you sitting on one of the other chairs silently watching your naughty wife with two other men. Every which way that I imagined it, it was so hot!
I hope that you’re reading this in the kitchen. He he he! If so, you’re just a step away from where it all happened. And you’re probably sitting on the same chair that I leaned on. Your back is probably on the spot my boobs were hanging as I got DP’ed. AAAH! That sounds so naughty! Ha ha ha!
Okay. That’s it. I’m done. AH!
Byeeee!
Your double penetrated wife,
Sarah
P.S.: You better still be shredding these! I swear to God if anybody else ever reads these…I’D DIE!
***
Well. That was quite a story! Even if I knew it was fiction my straining boner couldn’t tell the difference.
Double penetrated? Stretched? COCK!? Who was this woman writing these lewd letters? Sarah had never used the word cock in her life. Hell, she didn’t even say dick. And it was not lost on me that she’d whipped it out to refer to the first above average phallus she’d ever interacted with. As if on some base level she associated that word with size. And the way she talked about it! How good it felt! GAH! It had my lustful jealousy running absolutely wild.
Peering over my shoulder I look at the narrow bit of wall where this story took place, barely past arm’s reach from where I now sat. And this chair I sat on, in this fantasy this is what she held onto as she bent over and rammed back onto the dildo. I could just imagine her big tits hanging over the back of the chair and swinging as she humped her way to orgasm.
“Jesus.”
My hard dick strains for action, a wet slick of precum smearing on the insides of my underwear. Taking the letter I stand and make for the bedroom. At least one part of this story I knew would be true and I just had to see it.
Still in the box I find ‘Mr. Sticky’ tucked right alongside ‘Mr. Purple’ in her delicates drawer along with a small bottle of lubricant that I’d never seen before. On the packaging is the actor that I recognized from the videos, shirtless and looking as hunky as a man could. Curiosity getting the better of me I scan the details and soon find what I was searching for: 7.9 inches of insertable length. Just shy of 8, just as I was just shy of 6. When she said in the letter ‘just an extra inch’ she must have been referring to her other toy, but even that was closer to an inch and a half. Mr. Sticky here had her Papa Bear beat by two solid inches. We now had three dicks under this roof, and I was the smallest of the lot. Fuck!
I shake my head and remind myself that this was all fantasy. Although…even if she hadn’t fucked it she had at least seen it and touched it and felt the difference compared to mine. Even if she didn’t use it she must have started to wonder about things. Gah! Why did this get to me so much!?
A sucker for punishment I pour the dong out of the box and straight into my hand. Shit. This thing was heavy. And damn if it wasn’t a handful. Everything about the dildo dwarfed my pecker. The big balls, the long and thick veiny shaft, the fat mushroom tip every aspect was similar to me just scaled up by a third. You wouldn’t think two extra inches would be such a big thing but staring at it and feeling its firm mass and almost lifelike texture, this bastard was in a whole other league.
And that’s when I see it. Just there deep in the little corner crevice where balls met shaft was a slender white line of dry, crusted…lube? Pussy juice!? It was so little but it was definitely there. Wait a second. Did she actually…!?
I gasp as my world flips back on its head again.
That same madness seizes as had back on the ninth when I broke my challenge…for the first time. The cock, the lube, the letter all right there, I could not stop myself from what happened next.
The next thing I knew I found myself sitting on the bed with the letter open beside me, the big schlong gripped in my left hand, and my own hard lubed dick being stroked with the other.
I read and reread the part where Sarah described how she couldn’t help but to suck on it, how she had to work to get it inside of her, how good it felt as it stretched her tight married pussy, and how she came so hard for it that it made her legs weak while in my mind’s eye I could see every erotic detail. I could see her there bent over like a shameless whore taking that big, fat cock so fucking deep as her big, fat tits swayed and slapped against the back of that chair. My ears hear not the wet squelch of hand and lube but of cock in pussy.
Most women would have never written to their husbands about a superior cock as they understood the deep insult that any slight on a guy’s manhood would bring. If this was any other woman I would have assumed she’d written that for effect. But with Sarah,so completely naive on the topic of sex to the point she never even spoke about it to anyone, the words came across with the honesty of a pure innocent. She had written what she had written because it was the truth and she wanted to share it with her husband. And that made SO much…worse? Better? Was there a difference?
Along side my dick the big phallus loomed, mocking me by its longer, thicker, heavier presence. I could see how much more it would have stretched her and how much deeper it would have reached, touching a place inside of that once virgin bride that I never could. She’d imagined that this was me at one point, was that wishful thinking on her part? Did she wish that I was bigger? She’d imagined that I was the smaller dick in her ass at another point. If so, who was the big one? Richard? And then she’d imagined me sitting and watching her get DPed by two men at once, each of them bigger than me. As if I would just sit there and watch MY WIFE get railed by two other men! But…maybe they tied me to the chair. Maybe they tied me to the chair and forced me to watch!
“Fffuck!”
Pressure rising I fap furiously to the image of my sweet Sarah in the throes of passion as her pussy and her ass were fucked hard and fast by two hot studs.
It strikes me then that I’d never even gone back door with a woman before! Not once. My innocent wife now knew what it felt to have a cock in her ass but I didn’t know what anal felt like. Just like that Sarah had a page in her book of sexual experiences that her more worldly husband did not. And if and when she let me do it to her, I wouldn’t be the first to go there. Mr. Purple and his 6.5 inches had already took the cherry and set the bar forever more.
My nut imminent I focus my eyes back on the porn stars big lifelike cock.
“Yeah. Yeah!” I huff as I pump, pump, pump as fast as my hand could go. “You liked fucking my wife…huh? Huh? You bastard. You liked fucking her so good? Huh? Mmmm! With that big fucking cock of yours.” My hips start to thrust as all the swirling images in my head concentrate down into just one clear vision of this big cock slamming balls deep into my wife’s tight pussy again and again and again. “Hmmm! You made her cum so fucking hard. You fuck…fuck…fuck…GGGNNNNNGHHHHH!!!”
Just like before I cum with a explosive power that would have stunned Oppenheimer. My first hard jet of jizz shoots straight over the gap of floor to splatter into the front of the Sarah’s dresser. With the ecstatic strength of that first incredible burst I’m surprised it didn’t punch a hole straight through the oak. As my cum oozes down the drawers I am rocked by another and another and another eruption of hot cum pumping from my clenching balls and out the tip of my throbbing penis as right beside it a bigger, better version stood tall.
The incredible orgasmic high was every bit as good as the first time if not better. And as my climax dribbles to a sad end, the dregs of my seed dripping to the floor below, with Mr. Sticky still standing triumphant the precipitous crash to the bitter depths of shame was almost as brutal. Not quite, but almost.
The moment the haze of my bliss clears I find myself sitting alone on our bed in our quiet room with my wife’s dildo in my one hand, my spent wet manhood softening in the other, my creamy load all over the dresser and floor in front of me, and with the papers of Sarah’s letter spread out beside me. With my lust drained and my head on straight again I suddenly felt like a damn fool. Look at the state of me! Jesus. With the pressure eased I at least felt greatly relieved in that way, but I felt a damn fool nonetheless. Even more a few minutes later when I am on my hands and knees cleaning up my shameful mess.
Knelt beside the bed the letter grabs my attention once more. I stare at the pages. If her using this dildo had been true…what else was? Surely not all of it, right?
In the office, as the letter grinds through the shredder, I open our household safe. Bradley’s envelope was gone. He must have come by just as Sarah said he had. Sarah, good wife that she was, had been speaking truth all along.
I shake my head and slowly close the safe. “Fuck.”
Nov. 16th




    
        Post "30 Days: Nov. 16th" by "grimbous" from Patreon

        As I ponder over what might be within the unopened envelope in my hand I reflect again on the events of yesterday.
It killed me to admit it, but I was enjoying this. On some level this was striking some deep unfulfilled need inside of me. It was a need I neither wanted nor wished to encourage, but it was there whether I liked it or not. In the madness that seized me I had cum so fucking hard and so fast imagining Sarah bent over and taking her big dildo to the balls that it was impossible to deny that something was going on.
Unlike the first time though one breaking of my chastity challenge hadn’t been enough. As I stewed on it afterward I found myself obsessing over the owner of the big cock that had reamed my wife’s pussy. The more I focused on it the more my manly pride demanded that I do something, anything, to reclaim my place as the man of the house. For some fucked up reason what those thoughts eventually turned into was me watching that damned porn video of the older stud fucking the maid again. With my hand lubed up and his replica phallus laying in front of me I once more tried to go stroke for stroke with the man in some vain effort to outlast him. As I masturbated all I could see is my wife as the maid he was ravishing. The second round against him didn’t go much better for me as I was busting ball butter not even halfway through the scene. And god damn if this nut wasn’t just as good as the earlier one. Not only was it just as powerful but as I watched them carry on fucking with no signs of stopping, his stamina besting me even more than his impressive size, my orgasm seemed to draw out extra long as well.
I was beginning to worry. A hotwife kink was one thing but this seemed like something more. Was I a cuckold?
I decide that I wasn’t. Or at the very least I wouldn’t let it get that far. Not for real. No way. Dad didn’t raise no cuck! Dildos and stories and movies and even some risque flirting would be fantasy enough for me, and for Sarah. Fantasies we could explore together within the sanctity of our vows. Nobody had really seen her yet or touched her yet or done anything with her yet. As her husband her body was still mine to enjoy and nobody else’s.
Deep down I still held the faith that Sarah would know where to draw the line on her own and I wanted to give her the chance to get there herself. I did not want to stifle her or control her and I still was curious as to just how close to the line she would get. But whether it was her or I the time to call it quits was very close now. Probably today or maybe tomorrow or the next day, it would depend on what was in this letter.
As I tore the envelope open I wondered if she had figured out that I had broken my NNN challenge again. I’d been more careful this time not to act any differently. It turned out that it wasn’t so hard to act frustrated and ready to burst. Whenever I looked to my sweet, beautiful, blond haired, blue eyed wife all I had do is imagine her taking that porn star’s thick 8 inch cock up her tight cunny and I felt plenty pent up.
***
Dear David,
Well, I think last night did wonders for work morale! Ha ha ha! Talk about a team building exercise!
After giving my hard working man a kiss goodbye I was soon out the door myself. Tonia and James had invited me to their place for a little after work get together. I’ve found out that they have these quite regularly but I’d never been invited before because they are only for the ‘cool’ guys and gals. I feel like I’m suddenly part of some super secret club or something! I didn’t exactly know what to expect. I knew this wasn’t a normal social gathering but the details were left vague. Tonia assured me that I wouldn’t be pressured into anything and that there were no expectations. I simply had to show up with an open mind.
I was a bundle of nerves when I arrived. I was both excited and apprehensive. Color me surprised when I showed up to see Casey and Maria, one of our volunteer mom’s, already there. With Maria I was stunned because she had always seemed like such a traditional, wholesome, conservative kind of woman. I never expected her to be ‘cool’. Turns out that she and her hubby Javi were regular partners of James and Tonia. Javi couldn’t make it that night but normally he would have been there. And Casey! Oh my goodness. You could have knocked me over with a feather. You know how you joke about how her favorite color must be beige? Let me tell you, that girl is hiding some surprises under her frumpy exterior. At first I didn’t even recognize her. She had her hair all slicked back, heavy make up on, and the outfit she had on had come straight from the racks of that boutique! She had on high stiletto boots, long gloves, a mini skirt, corset and a collar, all of it a bright and shiny red vinyl. She made quite an impression! Ha ha ha!
It was SO WEIRD chatting with these people who I knew so well in such a strange and charged environment. But they were all very welcoming and kind, and every single one of them were excited about you possibly joining the cool gang in the future. Don’t worry. I didn’t make any promises on your behalf. I know how you hate it when I volunteer you for things. We can talk about it next month. Between you and me I’m not sure my jealous heart could bear it. I am such a hypocrite! And I’m not secure like you are. But we’ll talk in a couple of weeks. Maybe I’ll chill out about it by then. I never thought I’d ever get this far so who knows where I’ll be in a another two weeks.
The ‘event’ of the evening ended up being strip poker. I was told that because I was new I could ‘cash out’ at any point and either stay to watch the rest of the game or leave and there would be no judgment on me either way. They had their own kind of special variant of the game. Each round the person with the lowest hand had to take off a piece of clothing while the person with the winning hand could either put a piece back on or make one of the other players take off a piece as long as it wasn’t their last. Once someone was completely naked they lost and joined ‘the pot’. Alternatively they could ‘all in’ for one more hand. If they won that hand they could put three items back on and continue to play and if they lost they had to masturbate right then and be eliminated from the pot, but still had to stay to watch. The game ended when there was one person remaining with any clothes. The winner could then choose anyone who was in the pot and those two would have sex in the way the winner wanted while the rest watched.
Well, you know me. I was blushing SO HARD and wanted to just shrink and hide away in a hole and never come out. They all had a good laugh at my embarrassment and explained again that I only had to go as far as I was comfortable with. The fact that they were all so nice and that the group was mostly women who I knew and trusted really helped me find my courage. And so, believe it or not, your bashful wife entered her first game of strip poker. Around James and Tonia’s dining room table the cards were dealt and the five of us began.
You’ve heard about beginner’s luck? It’s a lie! Ha ha ha! Oh my God, David, your wife had the worst luck ever! Before I even knew what was happening I had lost the first three hands and I was wishing that I had worn a lot more clothes than I did. HA HA HA! They took it easy on me and allowed me to count my earrings as clothes but I was already planning my escape. Thankfully lady luck showed me some mercy and I actually won the next hand and put back on the sock I’d removed.
After that we settled into a regular rhythm of winning and losing all while continuing to chat and joke. It was the strangest combination of high tension and laid back conversation I’d ever felt. Very gradually the clothes came off. I was darned embarrassed for sure, but I didn’t feel nearly so freaked out once I saw the others losing theirs as well.
Two things quickly became evident as we played. The first was that Casey had the luck of her Irish heritage and the second was that Maria must have crossed paths with a black cat on her way there. Ha ha ha! Poor Maria hit a bad streak and couldn’t win a hand! Needless to say she was the first one out. The others immediately began to hoot and laugh and say saucy things while Maria gave us quite a show as she removed her panties then plopped back down on her seat as proud as could be. I was giggling like a crazy person and blushing so hard my face burned at the whole spectacle. It was so wild sitting next to her with her just sitting there completely naked. She was so confident and comfortable with her body! She’s a bit on the hefty side but I tell you that her good natured confidence made her even MORE sexy than those women in the adult movies. I never realized how much attitude could make a difference.
Maria going out ended up being bad news for yours truly. I’d been holding my own until then but, David, try as I might all of a sudden the cards just weren’t coming my way. Bit by bit by bit my clothes were coming off. I started with my socks, then my watch, then my necklace, and then things got serious. James won the round with two pair, I lost with a Jack high, and I had a decision to make. It was either blouse or jeans. Tonia suggested my wedding ring but I told her flat out that the ring stays on. In the end I chose my jeans as my legs could be sort of hidden by the table. GAH! Peeling out of my pants with all those eyes on me!? Just staring at me!? OH MY GOD! I felt even more naughty than with Bradley the other night.
As it turned out my big decision between jeans or blouse was made moot by James choosing me to strip another piece! HA HA HA! I told him that he was bullying the newcomer and that he should really put something back on himself as he was down to his briefs but he was adamant and the girls backed him up. Again Tonia reminded me that I could back out, no questions asked, but seeing Maria beside me in the buff…I don’t know. I didn’t think it fair. And so, off went the blouse. They always wait for the strip before dealing the next hand and so everybody sat there watching as I undid each button of my blouse. My heart was going crazy and I got that tingly feeling again. For a few seconds they just looked at my body then they started saying the nicest things about how I was really hot and about how lucky you were to be married to me. Maria even joked that Javi was going to be one happy man if I was joining this group permanently! Ha ha ha! They were so nice. Made me feel sexy.
James picking on me ended up coming back to bite him as the very next hand he lost, big time. I was so full of nervous energy that when he slipped out of his undies…I pointed and giggled! AHHH! The whole table roared with laughter. Casey darn near fell of her chair she was laughing so hard. I was SO embarrassed. I felt awful! I didn’t mean to do it. I swear I didn’t. I told them that it was just such a surprise at seeing another man naked and the way his penis popped out like it did. Thank goodness James and the rest took it all with good humor. Don’t you dare breath a word of this but I actually giggled because he was small! Not super small or anything, I would guess around 5 inches or so and skinnier than yours, but smaller than any I’d seen. I just hadn’t expected it. It was kind of adorable in its way.
James then shocked the table by going all in! He said he wasn’t about to pass up on the opportunity to welcome the new girl properly. I’m still not sure if I was flattered or aghast at the lewd way he said that comment. Tonia reminded him that I might bow out at any point but he said he was willing to take that chance. Long story short, Casey won and he lost.
And that’s when things really got surreal. By their rules we couldn’t deal until the last round was done and so the four of us ladies sat there and watched James masturbate. He pushed his chair back to give us the full view then started stroking himself right there in the dining room. It was kind of funny, kind of pitiful, and kind of hot all at the same time. Without the other women there I never could have sat through it but since they were I was able to sort of blend in with the crowd like I had with the strip show. His own wife teased him for letting his dick rule his head and said that he was getting what he deserved. Meanwhile Casey kept saying ‘faster, faster, keep going’ and never let him slow up for an instant as we still had a game to play. Maria texted her husband to let him in on the fact that James lost an all in and he quickly got back to her saying that he was glad that he wasn’t the only one who would have to resort to his hand tonight! Ha ha ha ha! That Javi always was funny.
I had never watched a guy pleasure himself before. It was so interesting and arousing though I can’t say precisely why. For awhile James tried to play it cool and crack some jokes and stuff but it was completely obvious to see how excited he was getting. He kept looking at Maria’s naked body and mine in just my bra and panties then around at the four faces watching him all the while his face was getting redder and his breathing quicker. Casey started to tease him and say things like ‘tick, tock Jimmy, we’re all waiting’ and stuff like that while the other two started saying all this super sexy stuff. Maria even began to moan as if she were the one pleasuring herself. His orgasm came pretty quick and we all let out a big cheer like it was a touchdown! He he he!
It was all quite funny in a way but oh my goodness, as I watched him lose control all I could think about was you! Why hadn’t we ever done this? I knew that you masturbated, why hadn’t I ever asked to watch? I wanted so bad to see my man lose control like that! I want to see that! And I want you to see me like that too! That would be so sexy! You and me were missing out on so much and I knew why. Because of me and my limitations. Well the new Sarah won’t be like that. You’ll see Papa Bear, you’ll see.
The others all gathered around him to give him kisses and tell him he did great. He chuckled and huffed and soaked up all the attention with a big smile on his face. It was all very sweet and wholesome in a kinky sort of way. As he cleaned himself up we carried on with the game. It was only then that it hit me that there were only women left in the game and our one man had taken himself out of the pot. When I brought this up the others just looked at me and chuckled. These people didn’t just swing, they swing both ways! They carried on as normal but I have to confess that I was flummoxed.
With James out my luck turned sour once more. My panties came off the next hand and my bra on the one after. A part of me wanted to bow out but with two people already naked I felt pressured not to chicken out. I can’t even describe what I felt like sitting there in another house without a stitch of clothes on my body as all these people stared at me. I tried to act confident. I tried to act like Maria. But sitting there, totally exposed and painfully conscious of it, I would unconsciously cross my legs or cover my breasts with my arm then force myself to relax again. My whole body was on fire. I just can’t describe it.
The game continued on with just Tonia and Casey but all I could focus on was my own nudity. Hyper aware of my state I caught every glance and every ogling look from the others and it drove me wild. They could see me. All of me. Every bit of me. I was so ashamed yet so turned on! Even writing this I am blushing, but I was so wet that I was starting to leave a little puddle on the seat of my chair! And then I became paranoid that they might see it, which made me even MORE horny! AHH! They were all looking at my naked, married body. A body that I had saved for you alone like a good girl all this time but was now putting myself on display like a very bad girl. They saw your wife David and I let them see me. It was so sinful and so hot! I was burning up! Had I gone all in and lost right then I would have orgasmed faster than ever!
I couldn’t take it anymore. David, I just couldn’t take it. I knew Casey was probably only a few hands from winning and I was curious about watching what happened after but I blurted out that I was going to go. Trying to be sneaky about it I used my panties to dry the seat as I got up then hurriedly got dressed, not even bothering with my underwear. They paused the game and all thanked me for coming out. They said that they hoped they’d see us soon and that they’d see me in the morning.
I drove straight home, ran straight for the room, and made straight for Mr. Purple. When I took them off I discovered that the crotch of my jeans were damp! I was so wet! I’d barely gotten the vibrations going and I was curled up on the bed in one heck of an orgasm.
Whew! What a night! And now I’m about to go face those women in half an hour. Ha ha ha! I can already hear the kids asking ‘Why is Sarah so red?’.
Another long one and now I’m running late. Dang it. Love you! Miss you! Thinking about you A LOT! Supper in the fridge.
Lucky in love but unlucky in cards,
Sarah
Nov. 17th
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        Dear David,
First and foremost I need to offer my apologies. I let my challenge interrupt some of the precious little time that we get to spend together. It was rude. It was inconsiderate. And I won’t do it again. I’m sorry.
You’re probably wondering what I’m talking about. Remember those texts I kept getting and sending last night? The ones I said were with your mom and sister around organizing Thanksgiving next week? I’m sure you do. The truth is, they weren’t all from your mom and sister. Some of them were from Richard.
I asked him to text me later in the evening so that you’d be gone already but he’s a busy man and if he doesn’t do things when he’s got the chance he might not be able to get back to them again. Also I think he thought it was kind of funny knowing that you were there while we talked in secret. He even teased me about it a little. That was one of the giggles you would have heard. Again, sorry about that.
Over the week Richard and I have gotten very friendly with each other. We always stop to chat now when he drops off Oscar and then the other day he ended up texting me out of the blue and we’ve kept up a little dialog since then. It’s been fun. He checks up on me from time to time, or updates me on whats happening in his crazy day, and even sometimes asks my advice on stuff. Imagine! A successful guy like him asking little old me for advice. Mostly we just chat though. And I can tell you, the guy is just as flirty with text as he is in real life. Ha ha ha! And once you were off to work he got twice as bad as usual. That’s when the idea came to me.
For my challenge last night I used his natural friskiness to my advantage. Your wife was very clever and very tricky and I set a trap for Richard that he couldn’t help but to walk right into. The next time he flirted I flirted back. Then when he shot back the clever reply that I would would come I asked him point blank if he knew how to sext. Have you heard of sexting? Tonia told me about it. All it is is getting really naughty over text messages. Anyway, when he asked me why I told him that I wanted to learn how to do it so that I could do it with you and I figured that he was so good with words and so smooth with women that he must be really good at sexting. I really leaned into the flattery and compliments. He he he!
At first he was all like ‘I’m more of in the flesh kind of guy’ and stuff like that. He was apologetic. He said that he was flattered but that he’d never actually sexted before. He said he never saw the point in it but that it was probably just a generation gap thing. You know what I said then? Oh my God I was bad. I told him that even though he’s an old man it was rude to keep teasing a girl with a good time. Then I told him that he was all foreplay and no follow through! Ha ha ha!
You know what he did!? He called me! Right then my phone rang. I nearly threw it out the window it startled me so bad. Ha ha ha! Oh my God, I didn’t know what to do! I never expected him to actually call! I couldn’t exactly ignore it since he knew I was there so in the end I was forced to answer. Sheepishly I said hi and the first words out of his mouth were, ‘I’ll leave the sexting to the young boys but phone sex I can teach.’
I blithered and blathered and stuttered like an idiot. I just didn’t know what to say. I was completely unprepared to be speaking with him at all! And that is to say nothing about how I get around talking about sex! I was apologizing, I told him I didn’t mean it, I told him that I was joking, I was literally babbling like a crazy person as I tried to end the call as fast as I could.
But he was so smooth and calm and in total control that somehow he managed to calm me down again. He has this wise fatherly way about him that is so disarming. Taking charge he had me relax and told me that all I had to do was listen. Well that sure helped I can tell you. Falling quiet I clutched the phone tight to my ear and listened very attentively. He never asked any questions, spoke any doubts or expressed any worries. He simply started right in.
The first thing he said was to get comfortable and to get relaxed. I hesitated for a little but soon I was laying in bed with the pillows all piled up behind me relaxed and listening to his deep, suave tone. He had me put him on speaker phone then to put the phone to the side. He said to ignore it and just focus on the sound of his voice. He asked me a few questions. Simple, direct questions that required no thought on my part. What was I wearing. Where was I laying. What could I see around me. That sort of thing. Every time I answered he would say, ‘good girl’.
Slowly, sensually he had me remove my nightie and my panties. Then he had me touch myself. At first it was just nice, soft pets on the arm and the thigh and the belly and the neck. But soon he had me touching my breasts, my mouth, and eventually my pussy. I was almost hypnotized by his warm, manly voice and found my hands moving to his commands before I could even think about it.
It was so wild. There in our familiar bed with all of our pictures and memories around me I lay obeying the rich, sexy voice of another man. It felt so wrong and yet so right. That room was like a protective shell of your love all around me. I don’t know how to say this David but knowing that I am yours, safely and forever yours, gives me so much more courage in these challenges I’m doing. Knowing that no matter what happens the best guy in the whole world loves me and supports me is so liberating! It allows me to be naughty in ways I never could have on my own. This is going to sound crazy, I know, but I am starting to realize that my discomfort about talking about intimate stuff is greater with you than with Tonia or Richard or anybody else. With them I don’t really care what they think of me. Not really. Not deep down where it counts. But with you! With you it means everything. God, I’m getting tears in my eyes!
Anyway! Before you know it Richard had me squeezing my titties and slapping my pussy. That’s right! Slapping it! Ha ha ha! He’d have me finger myself with two fingers for awhile then rub my clitoris really hard then slap, slap, slap, slap. I had to do it all loud enough so he could hear how wet I was. Can you believe that? So lewd! And I did it too! And oh yes, I was wet. God, the noises were so naughty. He made me moan for him too. That wasn’t hard though with all the good feelings he was bringing out in me. It was a lot of fun being his little puppet and touching myself in naughty ways.
There I was grabbing my breasts, pinching my nipples, diddling my coochie and slap, slap, slap. He was driving me wild! He had me moaning and writhing and then do you know what he did? Unbelievable! JUST before making me climax…he stopped!!! He took me right to the edge and left me hanging! You know what he said then? He said, ‘And that is how you have phone sex.’ The stinker! I begged him to finish me off. Begged him! But he wouldn’t do it. Calm as could be he said, ‘Good night and sweet dreams, Sarah.’ And then he hung up on me! GAH!
David, I swear, I had never been more frustrated yet energized in my whole life. I was so close to grabbing Mr. Sticky and going to town but, I don’t know, it felt like cheating somehow. Worst part was I woke up this morning still feeling all hot and horny. How am I supposed to go to work feeling like this! I imagine this must be how you are feeling by now. Ha ha ha! That man is just cruel!
Your frustrated wife,
Sarah
***
Part way through reading the letter I had walked upstairs to sit on the same bed where the events I was reading about took place. I looked around, seeing the same sights as she would have been seeing last night. I could see wedding photos and happy pictures from vacations and mementos from our life together on the bookshelves. And it was here under the sight of all these pictures and memories where my wife had obeyed another man’s every command then begged him to let her cum. I stare at her in her bridal attire standing so proudly at my side, her face beaming and beautiful.
This was all so wrong. Hot, but so fucking wrong. I couldn't believe some of those texts she took last night, right in front of me, was him! So, so, so wrong.
But still I felt like we were on the right side of ‘the line’. Barely, but still there. Sure she had shown her naked body to her coworkers and one of her coworkers' husband. That sweet, sexy body that had been mine and mine alone to look at until then. I was still stunned that she’d done that. The thought of all of their eyes on her hot nude flesh…AH! But nobody had actually touched her. And with Richard last night, it had all been through the phone. He hadn’t laid a finger on her. Not in an intimate way. All he’d done is talk. And unlike the others he hadn’t even seen her. She’d had some fun but she hadn’t actually cheated on me.
Yes! That was it. I now knew my limit. Clear and mercifully unambiguous. No more guessing. The moment anybody actually touched Sarah in an intimate way would be my signal to say the word and end this too real fantasy. But Sarah would come to that same line as well. I was sure she would. And if she didn’t, with the way these letters were steadily progressing, there would surely be a middle step between touching and full blown cheating. There would be a chance to stop it.
Looking down at my boner tented pants I ponder what to do with it. It would feel so good to bust one right now. Maybe another round with Sarah’s favorite porn star? I then shake my head and stand to go for a shower. If she didn’t get to get off, then neither should I.
Nov. 18th
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        The next day Sarah meets me at the front door already dressed and ready to go out. She looked absolutely radiant in her yellow dress. The moment my lunch kit was on the ground she slips into my arms and we share a long, tender kiss. After a long week behind the wheel there was nothing finer to come home to than Sarah’s warm embrace.
Our kiss parts and we gaze into each other’s eyes.
“How you doin baby?” She asks me with the voice of an angel. “You look tired.”
“I’m okay.” Comes my too automatic reply. “You?”
“Missing you.” She sighs. “But I’m okay too. I am very okay.”
“That’s…good.”
“Mmm.” Her small hands rub up and down my sides. “Are we still going out tonight? I’d like to.”
“Yeah.”
“I can’t wait.”
“It’s early.” I look down at her pretty dress then back into her face and whisper the question that had been plaguing me since I entered and saw her looking so radiant. “Going on an errand?”
There is a long moment of silence as the question behind the question and all of the tension and ramifications that came with it hangs heavy in the air. After last Saturday both of us now knew damn well what ‘errand’ was code for. While she does blush her reaction is far more muted then when I’d verbally alluded to her challenges in the past. If anything, with my clammy hands and drumming heart, I was the one more affected by it. It hits me that in a peculiar reversal it was suddenly me who needed the protective barrier of silence. It was me hiding behind the letters now. My husband’s pride would not be able to cope with plain truths being brought out into the light. What a difference one week could make!
Surprisingly calm she gives me the purest of smiles. “If that’s okay.”
“Okay with me?”
“To honor and obey. I’m a good wife.” She says as she presses against me. “May I go?”
“You…don’t need my permission to go out.”
“I know.” Her smile grows. “But I want it.”
Another long silence. “Do you…want to go out?”
“Mmm.” She ponders a moment. “Yes. I think I do.”
“You think you do?”
Stretching up she kisses me again. “With permission.” Gazing into my eyes once more she asks again with disarming sweetness. “May I go, Papa Bear?”
A thousand different responses whiz through my head, the vast majority of them being some form of ‘Hell no!’. Yet they were being drowned out by a singular reply reverberating up from my groin. Until now I had allowed Sarah to bear the full weight and responsibility of her actions but in this moment she was giving me no escape and nowhere to hide. She saw this challenge as ours, not just hers, and today, for whatever reason, she needed my blessing. Wide-eyed, smiling, and completely naive as to what she was putting me through my wife awaits my response.
“Of course.” I hear my own voice answer.
“Thank you.” She takes in a deep breath and slowly lets it out. “I love you, David.”
“I love you too.” I say back with my whole heart.
Another long gaze, another soft kiss, and then…a giggle. A happy, bubbly giggle!
“David!” She titters as wiggles her soft body against me. It take me a second to realize that what she was doing was rubbing against my boner that had just pressed into her. “Behave!” She gives me a playful swat. “It’s still November!”
With that she slips from my arms and grabs her purse. “Supper’s in the oven.” She says. “Get a nap in. I don’t want you falling asleep on our night out.” She laughs. “I should be back by the time you’re awake.”
With a smile and a swish of her yellow dress…she is gone. I stand there frozen, trapped in ice both physically and mentally. No thoughts, no movement, only listening. I hear her car start then recede into the distance. The moment it fades completely my red hot jealousy burns the ice into steam and I am on the search for my letter.
This time instead of my name on the envelope the words ‘Read Now!’ are emblazoned across it in red ink.
***
Dear David,
Saturday at last. Finally we get an evening together. You can’t know how much I wait for these Saturdays.
Yesterday was a big one. A major hurtle in my challenges. I don’t know how, but I did it!
It started with Richard dropping off his boy. When he left I followed him out to the car to scold him for leaving me hanging the night before. He laughed and teased me but said that he’d make up for it that night. He wouldn’t tell me how he simply said to be ready to go out after you left for work.
Fast forward to the evening and I am kissing you goodbye then right into getting dressed for a night out. I decided on that nice white and green skirt and top combo that you like so much. I figured that if you liked it other guys probably would as well. Nervous as could be but looking as best I could I was soon on my way. We met in a lot near that little cafe we had coffee at last Saturday. We met between our cars. He was looking extra handsome in his casual yet posh attire. I could tell right away we were going somewhere nice. Of course, with Richard it wouldn’t be any other way.
He opens the door for me and in his car he takes me to this really swank basement jazz bar. It was all wood and leather and dark corners, like something out of a movie. In the center of the room was a piano player and really pretty jazz singer. He had reservations and we end up seated in this discreet circular corner booth. We slide around to the deepest bit so that we could watch the singer sing and the rest of the bar go about its business. We sat and watched and listened. The music wasn’t to my taste, I like our kind of music, but it was perfect for the evening. It was all so nice.
I won’t bore you with the details of the meal or what we talked about. Onto the challenge!
Tucked away in our little corner booth allowed all sort of things to happen behind that tablecloth. When the subject inevitably got around to what had happened over the phone the night before he said something to the effect of, ‘a real man always finishes the job’. And that’s when he stuck his hand down my panties. It didn’t just happen like that, there was a whole nervous build up, but in the end that is where his hand ended up. Right there in the bar! He told me he was going to do it and I even dared him to, but still! I couldn’t believe he actually did it! Right there in public!
So I was on his left and he had slipped his arm behind mind then very adroitly he wormed his fingers under the waistband of my skirt and panties. Anyone glancing our way would have thought that his other arm was behind my back or around my shoulders. With the table in front of us nobody could see a thing about what was really happening. They would have just thought we were just another couple enjoying the jazz and the ambiance. He was very smooth about it. I suspect that I wasn’t the first girl he’d done it with. He he he!
It was SO hard for me to sit there and pretend to be watching the singer while under the table Richard’s fingers played my pussy as well as that piano player was tickling the ivories. This might sound silly, but he really knew how to touch a pussy! You wouldn’t think there’s much to it but I tell you, Richard had ‘the touch’. I’ve always loved your hands on me, David, but Richard had this way. He even touched me even better than I could myself! The things that man did to my clit, wow! He knew when to tickle, when to tap, when to rub hard, when to ease off, and when to slip a finger inside. He was a magician with that strong middle finger of his.
I tried to stroke him back. I rubbed his erection through his trousers for awhile but what he was doing to me with his fingers…I just couldn’t concentrate! Eventually I just had to surrender and let him do his thing. And boy did he do it. My face must have been as pink as the flowers on the table as I sat there desperately trying not to show any signs of pleasure. Under his breath he would whisper to me, telling me how sexy and beautiful I was and telling me how good my wetness felt on his finger, it was the phone sex all over again but this time he was there. Seeing all those people around me while my pussy just kept feeling better and better…oh my goodness. I had such an orgasm! My legs clamped around his hand I sat there trembling and trying to hold in my noises as he rubbed an incredible climax out of me. A peep did sneak out but thank goodness nobody noticed.
After that he wanted to get away so we could be in private. I knew what he was after and I confess I kind of wanted it too. But you know what? This time it was me who left him hanging. Ha ha ha! I’d done my challenge for the day and that was good for me. Besides, I didn’t want him to think that I was easy! Ha ha ha! But I told him that tomorrow might be a different story. Get it? Story? Because I alway write down what happens? It was a private joke for me. Well I thought it was funny. It was also funny watching him walk out of there with a hard on. Despite his arousal he dropped me back off at my car just like I asked him to, like a perfect gentleman. Though he did make me promise to meet him for breakfast again.
David. If you are reading this when you ought to be then I am on my way to see Richard right now. I know you said that I had no restraints and that you wanted me to sleep with other men to get experience, but if you are having any doubts at all now is the time. Right now! I will leave my ringer on for an hour after leaving the house. After that I’ll turn it down as I don’t want any calls to interrupt whatever is happening this morning. I’ll shoot you a text when I’m going silent.
I talked with Richard about this a little. He says that he and I are the perfect ‘friends with benefits’. I want to learn and he wants to teach. He wants things to stay quiet about what we’re doing and so do I. We’re both happily married. He says that his wife understands that he fools around sometimes and my husband actually encourages it. Everybody involved is a mature and consenting adult. It’s perfect.
Yesterday was a big step, but I think today will be THE big step. I am so nervous yet so excited. It feels like our wedding night again when I didn’t even know what sex would feel like. I think Richard is going to be a really good lover, although I honestly don’t know if I’ll be able to perform for a man who isn’t you. Between you and me, I think might chicken out at the last second. A finger is one thing but this? Well, I guess we’ll see what happens. But don’t be too surprised if you see me home early.
Oh God! I hear your truck pulling up! Gah! It’s almost time! Wish me luck!
Love you, love you, love you, a million times….I LOVE YOU!
Your VERY nervous wife,
Sarah
***
Besides the jealous lust burning in my loins I am otherwise numb to the world as I stare at the letter.
Damn it. She simply refused to make this easy for me. She was forcing me both to confront the uncomfortable passions inside of me and consent to my secret fantasy in becoming a reality. With loving brutality Sarah had torn away all of the layers of denial that hid the terrible truth. The truth that in some deep and twisted way…some part of me wanted this to happen. All of my dithering and delaying had been a self deception as I quietly hoped that my fantasy would come true on its own. At least then I could have rationalized what happened by putting all of the control in her hands and hold onto a shred of dignity by playing the innocent victim in all of this. But nope. Good wife that she was Sarah would not allow me to shirk my part so easily. And bless her heart for doing it. How badly would that comfortable lie have festered had she allowed me to take the cowards way? That path looked bleak indeed. The truth was alway better.
Better, but god damned difficult. Denial denied I had a choice to make and I had less than an hour to make it.
Lost in thought I shuffle around in my Saturday morning routine like a zombie. I sit quietly and eat the scrumptious casserole Sarah that had made for me while a battle raged inside of me. Everything I knew about being a real man and a good husband was crying out for me to stop the madness before the line was crossed. Sarah had been an innocent virgin when I met her. Her innocence had been tarnished yet still in a carnal way she was mine and mine alone. I couldn’t sit idle as another man tasted that sweet fruit. Could I? Emotionally and intellectually I knew what must be done. The events of today would last a lifetime. Could I live with that simply for a passing fetish?
My food eaten I sit and I struggle. Following the well worn groove of routine I rise and shuffle up to the room then into the washroom where I undress and step into the shower. As the steamy water cascades down over me I soap my body and continue my inner fight between lust and . I wouldn’t be able to think straight until one of those voices were silenced.
Grabbing my rock hard cock I start to pump. Wanting it to be quick I give into the very kink I was trying to resist and picture my wife in the arms of handsome, wealthy, older man. I could see her so clearly, her face flush with passion as her naked body is ravished. I could hear her as she cried out another’s name. I could smell her sweat and cunt as she came for another man. God, how I wanted her. How I needed her! How I couldn’t live until I had her again!
“Hmmmmngh!” I groan as I blast my wad against the wall of the shower.
And then, for one brief merciful moment, peace…clarity…calm.
Bling!
My head snaps to look at my pants where they lay crumpled on the ground. Without bothering to shut the water off I leap from the shower, nearly breaking my neck in the process, and scramble for my phone that was still in one of the pant pockets. Dripping all over the bathroom floor I kneel hunched over the screen as I call up my text messages. It couldn’t have been an hour already! It couldn’t have! But it had. And hour and ten minutes to be exact.
The text was from Sarah. It was just three letters, ‘ILY’.
I slump against the bathroom cabinet staring at the screen. In not making the choice I had made it.
Four hours later I lay under the covers in our dark room staring at the ceiling. I hear a car door slam. I hear the front door open then close. I hear soft footsteps up the stairs. Then, just before the door opens, I close my eyes to feign slumber.
I listen to Sarah creep into the room then hear the crumple of her clothes being removed. I then feel her weight press against the mattress and listen to the rustle as she slips beneath the covers. Sarah and I had been married long enough that we could tell if the other was sleeping just by the rhythm of their breathing and so she does hesitate to sidle up against me and lay a warm hand across my chest. Her flesh was so soft, so supple, so hot from what was surely a lingering afterglow. And if I had any doubts remaining they are dashed as I could tell by a faint dampness and the aroma of an unfamiliar conditioner in her hair that Sarah had showered since I saw her last.
In a voice so soft as to almost not exist she whispers. “Hold me?” I slide my arm around her warm, luscious, naked form as she eagerly presses tight to my side. Her body relaxes completely as she let out a most contented coo. “Mmmm.”
Nov. 19th




    
        Post "30 Days: Nov. 19th" by "grimbous" from Patreon

        Dear David,
Our night out together last night made me so happy. That was my kind of place and my kind of music and my kind of man. And that slow dance to Shania? Ohhhh. I melted. You made me a very happy woman last night David. I can really tell your challenge is getting to you though. Some of those looks I caught from you, you looked so wild and caged at the same time. My poor Papa Bear! Just another week and a half and I’m gonna look after you so good. OHHH! I can’t wait!
Well, as you already know, it happened. I have now officially had sex with more than just one man. It was touch and go there for a little. I nearly chickened out so many times. But the later it got and with no safeword coming in I knew that it really was what you wanted from me. Honestly David, I still can’t believe you didn’t use the safeword! Ha ha ha! I thought FOR SURE that you’d pull me back before it got to this point. I should have never doubted your honesty as it’s one of the things I so love about you.
So I am sure you are curious as to how it went. For your faith and honesty to me I will give them back in kind.
We met near the cafe again. Initially we were going to go in for some breakfast and coffee but after last night Richard was eager for us to be alone. Turns out he keeps a little apartment not too far away from there. I guess he works really late a lot and instead of driving all the way out to his home and back again for the morning he sometimes crashes there instead. It was small but super nice. He made us some tea and we chatted for a little while. He could tell that I was nervous but he was so good about. He spoke with me and assured me that it wasn’t anything serious and that we were going to have some fun. And, well, after an hour went by with no word I just let things happened before I could second guess myself.
Things didn’t start out well as I got a case of the giggles the moment that clothes started coming off. I was just so nervous! Thankfully he was patient with me and once the good feelings started flowing the giggles went away.
I’m not sure how to say this exactly but he was so…so…different. So different from you. Everything was just different with him. He touched me in ways you never have and said dirty things that you never would and responded differently to what I did. He’s about as tall as you but leaner in the tummy which made him feel so different when we were close together. He also shaved his body and he was all hard and lean, not at all like my big burly Papa Bear.
Another huge difference is that he doesn’t seem to like foreplay nearly as much as you do. Once things were in motion he was undressing me and undressing himself even as we made our way to the bedroom. It was so, so strange being naked with a naked man who wasn’t you but everything was moving so fast I didn’t really have time to reflect on it. On the bed he got me all warmed up by sucking on my boobs and playing with my pussy but for an older guy he seemed to really want to get to the main event quick. He didn’t even have me suck him or put his mouth on my coochie or any of the stuff that I thought would happen. Not that it was bad or anything but I think my expectations for him had been built up too high by those books I read. Perhaps his time was tight or he doesn’t like it or maybe it’s just because he doesn’t love me like you do, whatever it was we were right to making love in record time.
But what he lacked in foreplay he more than made up for in lovemaking! I know I don’t have much experience to make and informed judgment but, he was good. He was really good. He was really, really good! He he he! Sorry, but he was GOOD!
Where do I even begin? Right from the start I could tell it was going to be different. With you the foreplay is where you take your time and the sex is pretty hard and direct. Like an animal, you beast! But with Richard he’d almost skipped the foreplay but then the sex he sort of eased into. He started with slow, shallow strokes. He even changed up the angle between and during strokes. He moved like a dancer. It was all very graceful and sensual and always changing. Only gradually did he build up into long, full thrusts but even when he did he would change things up at the most interesting times.
He felt different inside of me too. He’s not as big as Mr. Sticky but he’s a bit bigger than you, thicker mostly, and I could really feel it once he got going. It was really nice. It is still such a wild sensation when something goes in deeper than you. It still surprises me. The girth is what really differentiates you though. With you I can sort of relax and bear down as I like. When I’m getting stretched a little it totally changes the experience. I need to let myself open up and adapt. So different, so nice! Yours is amazing, obviously, but after only ever having yours it was quite an experience to feel a different penis. A real one that is. The fake ones are great but they can’t replace the feel of flesh and blood.
And oh my goodness! When I told him that he was bigger than what I was used to you should have seen him light up. He laughed and did me harder and made me say it to him God knows how many times. He just got silly with it. He kept saying ‘You like that big cock, baby?’ and stuff like that over and over. LOL How many times can a girl say yes? But he liked it so I kept saying it for him. And it really did feel good. After seeing what it did for him I’m going to have to say it to you and see what happens! Ha ha ha! I totally will if you want me too.
His moves were amazing and his size different and delightful but ohhhh David! It was the man’s wealth of techniques where all his years of experience with different partners really shone through. At first he had me on my back in the way we usually do it, missionary position, and I thought for certain he was about to climax when the next thing I knew he had me turned on my side with my one leg way up in the air! After playing with my button for a little he started making love to me again as if from the start. All the while he’s grabbing my breasts and gripping my butt and just touching me all over in wonderful ways. And again! Just when I thought he was about done…he flipped me over to all fours and took me from behind! Every time I thought he was going to cum he would switch things up and grab a sneaky rest while not giving me any break at all. He was so good at it that to me it felt like the action just never stopped.
And speaking of him taking me from behind, ooohhhh wow! I had NEVER gotten to get doggy style for so long before! You always joke about how that position is your weakness and that it makes you cum so fast. Well, I hope maybe we can work on that because I think that position might be my weakness as well! He had my hips in a strong grip and he just kept ramming into me like a machine. He kept going and going until I orgasmed SO HARD from it. And that was AFTER I’d already had two before that! Fast forward through another two positions and it was another orgasm from me. Four! I had four orgasms! I didn’t even know that was a thing. I was one exhausted but happy little Sarah by the time it was all over.
When it was finally his turn he had me on me knees and he shot his spunk all over my face and boobs! Can you believe I let him do that!? Ha ha ha! It was so naughty and so nasty! And I liked it! It’s terrible but I liked it. I liked how warm and gooey it was and how filthy I felt in that moment. And watching him over me lose control like James did the other night was SO sexy. I know you’re a gentleman but I’d really like it if you did that to me once in a while. I didn’t say anything but I was a bit miffed as I wanted to save my first facial for one of my other challenges! Ha ha ha! Ah well. I guess we got a two for one this time.
Afterward I was feeling kind of vulnerable. You know how I get after sex. I really wanted my hubby. But James, bless him, kept things light and upbeat. He said that I was a really good lover which made me feel nice. You’ve always said that but it was nice to hear confirmation. He wanted to kiss me but I wouldn’t let him. He could have my pussy but challenge or no challenge my lips belong to you. We took a shower and chatted a short while but I could tell he needed to get going. I wanted to go too so we went back to the cars and went our separate ways.
I had so many emotions driving home. I felt so tired and worn out yet so amazingly alive. All this time I’d been so afraid of sex that I’d barely shared it with one man. But suddenly I’d had two. I don’t know, it was like a whole world was opening up for me. Never could I have imagined sex could be so different and still be so good. Sex is fun!
And I’m sure not going to leave out the best part. The very best part. Those snuggles I got when I got home and crawled into our bed. In that moment it meant everything to me to feel you and know that you still loved me. Once I was back in my man’s arms I knew that everything was okay. And when it comes to after sex snuggling, Richard has got NOTHING on you! The way I see it he’s got you beat on the sex but you win on foreplay and cuddles. That’s 2 to 1 for you! And you’re still a young man with time to learn. Then to end the day with a night out with you, perfection!
Oh David. This month has been an awakening like I can’t describe. Without you and your challenge to me I might have remained the boring, scared, closed off girl that you married until the day I died. I feel reborn! A new and improved Sarah. And you better believe that I’m going show my thanks to my perfect hubby when my body is yours again. We’ve got some things to try baby!
Differently yours,
Sarah
***
I’d found and read the letter just before leaving for another long night and long week of work. Sarah had left it out for me while I was in the washroom getting ready. Meanwhile she was conveniently out in the front yard chatting with a couple of the neighbor ladies who had been out for an evening stroll. I had actually been able to hear Sarah’s voice through the open window as I read her letter of extra-marital fun.
Pulling the curtain partially open I peer down to see her standing there at the edge of our yard in shorts, flip-flops and a tank top. Once upon a time she would have always had another layer over the tank, but not tonight. Sarah was changing. Right before my eyes. Even now just speaking with those women she spoke bolder, laughed louder, and stood with a confidence that hadn’t been there before. I’d seen this new her last night during our evening out. She’d been positively aglow the whole night. I guess that’s what a really great lay will do for a woman.
I was humbled by the naive brutal honesty of the letter. Deeply humbled. Richard had made love to my wife better than I ever had. Sarah had now had slept with two men. I was no longer the one and only measure. And when it came to sex I ranked a distant second out of two. But I couldn’t be angry at her. I couldn’t be hurt. I hadn’t been betrayed or tricked. I’d let her do it. I had let it happen. I had let my wife sleep with another man. I was going have to live with that now. In weird bewildering sort of way…I was happy for her. I was happy to read of the great pleasure that she’d gotten to experience, even if I couldn’t be the source of it.
But God how I wanted her! More than any man had ever wanted any woman. My love for her was no more or less but my lust for her was off the charts. The thought of another man bettering me made me insane with jealous lust. I wanted to take her. To reclaim her! To make her MINE once more. I wanted to run down there and ravish her right there in the yard and show her that I was still number one. I don’t have a clue how I contained myself last night after we got in. Laying with her in bed, my arms around her, as she slipped off so easily into a blissful slumber had been a special kind of torture. Seeing her now, hair back in everyday clothes, a simple ponytail and just a touch of gloss on her sweet lips, she appeared to me as the hottest fucking woman on the whole fucking planet.
The letter shredded and ready to go I step out into the balmy evening on my way to my truck.
“There’s my big lovin Papa Bear!” My angel dances across the fresh cut lawn and into my arms while behind her the neighbor women smile and roll their eyes at her unabashed display of affection. On tip toes she kisses me. Her soft, voluptuous body pressed to mine…fuck. It took all I had to contain myself. “How we doin, David?” She whispers as she gazes into me, searching my soul. “Everything okay?”
I take a long breath and look at her beaming face. Her smile is sunshine itself and her eyes a clear azure sky. “Everything is…okay.”
Nov. 20th




    
        Post "30 Days: Nov. 20th" by "grimbous" from Patreon

        Dear David,
What an adventure this is turning out to be, huh? Don’t think that I didn’t notice the tent in your pants when I kissed you goodbye. And I wasn’t the only one! Ha ha ha! When I went back to talk with the gals Amy said something along the lines of ‘Aren’t tight jeans a wonderful thing?’ When I looked at them confused Jennifer then quipped that her husband needed a little blue pill to be that excited to see her. Oh my goodness! I blushed so much when I realized what they were talking about! Ha ha ha! They were checking you out!
I stumble over my words and blurt out that you were in chastity right now and you were getting a lot of erections lately. Then they looked at each other and said something about my ‘glow’ that they just assumed certain things. Too quickly I stuttered something like ‘I said HE was in chastity, not ME’ and their eyebrows went up and they said ‘Oh really!’. Ha ha ha! Oh my goodness. I was a mess! I told them to get their heads out of the gutter, even though they were probably thinking what actually happened, and I blurted out that I bought a toy. GAH! I was so embarrassed as they laughed at me. In the end all I could do was join them and laugh along. Three weeks ago I would have gotten out of there the second tight jeans were mentioned. And in doing so I would have missed a really funny moment.
So anyway, after our day yesterday I’ve decided to take it easy tonight and let my nerves settle before tackling another big challenge. So tonight I kept it really simple. This morning I bumped into Mrs and Mr Brown from down the street and David, you should have seen the silly grin on the old man’s face as his wife chatted with me. I realized it was because of him seeing me in that lingerie the other night! I ended up blushing so much his wife asked me if I was feeling okay. Ha ha ha! You should have seen him smiling though. The old man looked like a big kid with a cookie. And that’s when my challenge for today hit me. Tonight I would give Old Man Brown and his dog something a little extra to look at on their nightly walk. He he he. God, I’m becoming the devil herself.
So after you left for work I waited near our bedroom window f
It’s me again. Okay, talk about an unexpected twist! So I was in the room writing about how I flashed Old Man Brown my breasts when, what is that I hear? That couldn’t be a big rig rolling up to the house again. Oh but it was. Bradley was back.
It was quite funny how I surprised him at the front door before he could even knock. I gave him a good scold and told him how big trucks weren’t allowed in our neighborhood and that he was going to get us in trouble. We had a laugh and I invited him in. I think he had hoped to find me in my sexy undies again just the way he was looking at me but ultimately he was there to put another ‘emergency’ envelope in our safe for him.
I’m sure you know this already but in those envelopes of his it turns out that he puts a prepaid debit card. He says that he’s really bad with money and if he doesn’t put some aside he’ll spend it all on gambling and stupid stuff. The poor guy’s got self control issues it seems. I never knew that about Bradley. It certainly explains a few things.
So I put the envelope away for him and come back downstairs. We’re saying our goodbyes and he just kept drawing it out while trying to look at my body without being obvious about it. His eyes on me got me feeling naughty again. Honestly I was still buzzing after showing Old Man Brown my boobs. And so after he delayed once more I teased him and said, ‘If I didn’t know better I’d swear you were hoping to peek at my panties again ya big perv.’.
Knowing he’d been caught red-handed for peeping up my robe last time he blushes and sort of squirms. Then you know what he says!? He says that he’d love to see them again, even if I wasn’t in them! I was so confused that I just sort of stood there staring. He then laughs and says that if I could spare a pair he’d happily take it. And he was serious! He actually wanted a pair of my panties! He even confessed that that was the real reason he’d stopped by tonight!
Well I just didn’t know what to do with that. He really is a perv! As I stand there in shock he then gives me this long story about lonely nights on the road and not having a girl of his own and all this stuff about how he liked how soft they felt. Had it not been Naughty November I would have chased him right out our door. But if this month has taught me anything it is not to be so judgmental of others. And so…I asked him what color of panties he would prefer. I think I shocked him even more than he had me! Ha ha ha.
After he recovered he then said that whatever color I was wearing would be fine! It was shock for shock. We must have looked like quite a pair standing there in the entryway blushing like teenage virgins. We’d come that far and I weirdly admired his boldness in asking so I figured, what the heck. I told him to turn around and give me a moment. The way his face lit up you would have thought it was Christmas. And so I did it. He turned around and right there I slipped out of my shorts and panties then slipped my shorts back on.
When he turned around I joked with him that I didn’t think they’d fit him as I passed them over. They were one of those pink ones with the little bow in front if you’re curious. He then tells me that he doesn’t wear them. He sniffs them and uses them to play with himself! And then, as if to demonstrate the lack of self control he’d spoken about earlier, he brought my panties to his face and sniffed them. More than sniffed! Like a big, long lungful of air as my underwear covered his entire lower face with the crotch right over his nostrils! I’d just been wearing them like ten seconds before that! Ha ha ha! And the smile he had as he lowered them, he was in heaven! And my oh my, what an effect it had. I had never seen a tent rise so fast in a man’s trousers. Well…not since you left for work at least. HA!
David, when I saw that bulge I don’t know what came over me then. I was still so abuzz from Old Man Brown and befuddled by Bradley’s kink and turned on by the sudden presence of an erection, an erection that I was responsible for no less, I went and said, ‘You want me to take care of that before you go?’. I know! I know! I couldn’t believe it even as I said it. It was weird and sudden and this was a friend of yours but you just had to be there. I don’t know, it seemed like the thing to say. I hated to send the guy away like that!
I don’t think it will come as a surprise that he said yes. In his defense he did ask about you but I told him that I’m allowed to be with other men this month and that it was all good. And don’t worry, I also made him promise not to breath a word about anything that happened between us. He muttered something about not guessing that you were cackled or something. I couldn’t really make it out as the weirdo had my undies over his mouth when he said it. Ha! When I asked he told me it was nothing. I’m guessing it was some sort of inside joke between you and him?
Anyway! So, no offense to Bradley, he’s a nice guy and all, but I wasn’t about to let him do me. So before he could take charge and take things in a direction that I didn’t want to go I took things in hand myself. Literally.
Right there in the entry way I stepped up to him and started to rub his penis through his pants. The moment I did it he went really still. He didn’t even try to take control. The whole thing was so surreal. Bradley, me, the location, the fact he had my undies over his face, the fact that I was in control of a man, it didn’t even seem real as it was happening.
He was plenty hard so I zipped down his fly and fished his manhood out into the open. For so long I always thought a dick was a dick was a dick but I’m quickly learning that they are as varied as the men who sport them. His was quite short, no longer than James, but probably as thick as Richard if not a bit more. If yours is Luigi his was Mario, if that makes any sense. It was kind fat and stubby looking with a humongous mushroom head. And the wildest thing to me, it had a slight curve to the right. Yours has an upward curve but I didn’t realize they could curve side to side. I didn’t make him feel self-conscious about it though. I complimented it and told him that I’d never seen one so brawny.
He didn’t say a word though. He just stared and waited. He’s an odd guy that Bradley. While he stood there as still as a statue breathing through my used panties I stroked his hard penis in a way I thought a man would like. I stared at his fat penis wondering what it might feel like as I slowly stroked up and down in a nice steady way. He stayed still but I could his breathing start to quicken and he began to make these pitiful little noises. It was so wild silently pleasuring a man in such a calm, controlled way. Here I was, little old me, and I had this rough, tough, rebel trucker man whimpering like a puppy.
His orgasm came quite quick. He suddenly shuddered, let out this low grown, and I felt his penis throb then, BOOM! His first big blast shot all the way to the living room door! It was crazy! Then came another that went even further! Great big blobs of semen too, not like a little jet. Maybe guys with thick cocks shoot a lot? I guess that makes some kind of sense. I continued to stroke him and he just kept pumping it out in long white streaks of the stuff all over the laminate. It was so much cum for one guy!
When it was all over and I squeezed out the final drops all I could say was, ‘Wow!’. Ha ha ha! I just couldn’t believe how much he’d shot. I’d never seen so much semen before!
I tell you, having his warm, girthy dick in my hand as the manly smell of sperm filled the air was doing things to me and getting me thinking about things that I didn’t really want to do with him. And so I tucked him away and send him on his way. Before he left he thanked me about a million times. I finally got him out and wasted no time in rushing upstairs to find Mr. Sticky. His aroma still lingering in my nose I toyed my pussy to a really great orgasm. Afterward I kind of understood Bradley just a little better. Smell is a powerful sense after all.
Once I was satisfied my head was clearer it struck me all at once how WEIRD it was that my husband’s old trucking buddy now had a pair of my used panties! Gah! Who does that? What had I been thinking? Geez! Ha ha ha! It felt doubly foolish a bit later when I was on my knees cleaning his mega-mess from our hallway floor. The crazy things you do when you’re horny.
So I guess it’s another two for one this time around. Oh yeah, I meant to mention that Old Man Brown gave me a chef’s kiss when he saw my knockers. Isn’t that sweet?
Look at all these pages! I keep trying to make these shorter but they keep getting longer. But I can’t help it. So much is happening. What an adventure!
Your partner in adventure,
Sarah
***
Letter in hand I stand in our entry way pumping my achingly hard cock as I watch through my mind’s eye my wife give my oldest friend a handjob. My oldest friend with his thick, mushroom tipped cock. I could see her right there, her slender hand stroking up and down his fat hog.
“Yeah.” I huff. “Yeah. Stroke that cock baby. Stroke that fat cock. Make him bust his big load, baby!”
And as I picture her pleasuring him I am keenly aware of the grenade that had just landed in my life. This wasn’t some stranger. Some acquaintance of hers with a degree of separation between us. We knew this guy. We met him for meals. We did things with him. And going forward we were all going to live with the consequences of what had happened. He now knew that Sarah and I were exploring things, we all now knew that Sarah had offered and given him a handjob, we all now knew that his cock was ‘brawnier’ than mine, we all now knew he had a strange thing for panties, Sarah and I now knew that he blew a load that made mine look feeble by comparison, and he now suspected that I had a cuckold kink. At least I’m pretty sure that’s what he mumbled when Sarah heard ‘cackled’. That was a lot of new and very private information to add into the mix of our friendship all at once. In less than a minute all of this stuff was going hit me like a rolling boulder, right now though it was just more fuel for the fire.
“Hmmmm!” My hips buck as as a wracking orgasm hits me. A long spurt of creamy cum shoots from my tip to arch gracefully through the air…then splatter to the laminate well short of the living room door. “HNNNGH!” I groan and shake as I furiously milk my load all over the floor.
I stare down at my glistening and decisively average sized mess, imaging it amongst my friend's copious load that had been there last night, and note just how short of the mark my furthest shot had landed. I’d cum good and hard too. It was a silly thing but the moment I’d read it I simply had to know. And there it was. Just as I suspected. I couldn’t shoot as far as him. Another new ingredient added into the mix.
“Hohhhh.” I sigh and slump sideways into the wall, a spent and humbled man.
As the climax trails off the feelings of shame and inadequacy rush in as I knew they would. But…prepared for them as I was this time it wasn’t as bad as I expected it would be. This wasn’t going to be the end of the world. It was going to be awkward, yes, embarrassing, hell yes, but we could live with this. We’d find away. We’d figure it out come December. But in the meantime, ohhhh! What an orgasm!
Nov. 21st




    
        Post "30 Days: Nov. 21st" by "grimbous" from Patreon

        Dear David,
My poor Papa Bear! I’m starting to feel bad for you. That intense look you get and the way you’re just a big ball of tension all the time, you seem happy but it looks like you’re in agony! I’m starting to wonder if Nick actually knows what he’s talking about with this ‘No Nut’ stuff. Seeing you like this makes me want to hold you all the time but I know that only makes it worse. I barely have to look at you and you get hard. Your poor testes must be so pent up that they’re ready to explode. If you need to stop our challenge it’s okay. I’ve already done so much and come so far. I’d like to see this through to the end but if you can’t take it anymore I will understand.
So yesterday was…interesting. After getting Bradley off with my hand and seeing him shoot all that cum I already knew what I wanted to try. I just needed a partner. So in the morning when Richard dropped off Oscar I took him aside and flirtatiously asked if he was free for a little while that night. He hummed and hawed and checked his schedule and eventually agreed. There was something in his tone and body language that told me that something wasn’t right but at first I thought I was imagining it. I asked if we could meet at his downtown apartment, which I’ve learned he calls ‘The Nest’, but instead he insisted on meeting at the cafe. I thought it a little odd but I agreed.
So after seeing you off to work I got ready and drove down there. Only once I got there did I realize that they were nearly closed already. For the first time he wasn’t there yet at the agreed time so I got a table and waited for him. I felt kind of silly sitting there by myself sipping tea as the staff starting flipping chairs and getting ready to close. He eventually showed up maybe five minutes before they locked the doors and apologized. I guess he had an important business call he had to take.
Again I could feel that something was different between us. He was still super nice and his normal smooth self but there was a spark missing. When he flirted with the waitress with me sitting right there it hit me as to what was happening. Men like Richard get their thrills through seeking the next challenge and overcoming it. It is what makes them so successful. It was always the chase more than the sex with him. And now that he had conquered me he was now on the look out for his next great conquest. I was old news. Yesterday’s trash. It was quite a revelation. Men are simple in some ways yet so utterly perplexing.
It was a strange feeling. I wasn’t hurt like I would had you done it to me yet I felt so humiliated to sit there as he sweet talked his new amorous interest. It hurt my pride. And at the exact same time I felt…weirdly horny. Had you used me just for my body like he had I would be devastated. Absolutely devastated. But because it was him, this handsome womanizing wealthy older man, it made me feel really naughty to just be used up and tossed away as if I were just some tawdry lady of the night. For the first time in my life a man was arousing me not by making me feel beautiful, but by making me feel slutty. As I said, it was a strange feeling.
Despite the conflicting feelings I still wanted to do my challenge with him. More than ever if I’m honest. So back at the cars I ask if we’d be driving to his Nest separately or together. He tells me that he really doesn’t have that much time. This took me aback but I still suggested we try and that I would try to make it quick. Again he kindly refused. I think it was his kindness that was the most frustrating thing. Feeling utterly embarrassed I eventually stoop to pleading with him. He chuckled and said that I must really be desperate for his big cock. Before I could reply he gave in on the condition that it happen right then and right there.
I couldn’t believe it. He wanted me to do it right there in his car at the parking lot of the cafe!
I nearly told him to go to heck right there. But…I wanted to check off the challenge I had in mind and even though he denied it I was starting to suspect that this might be my last time with him. Besides, what I had in mind could be done without attracting too much attention But mostly, I just really, really wanted to do it! And so, reluctantly, I agreed. He looked so dang smug sitting there, as if he already knew that I was going to. It was so condescending…yet so sexy too.
My challenge for the day was to make a man orgasm in my mouth and swallow his load. I saw it once on one of those porno videos and it turned my stomach. The fact that the woman actually swallowed it!? EW!!! Nasty! But ever since I saw it had stayed with me and eventually I knew that was something that I needed to attempt. The night before I tried a wee little dab of Bradley’s cum off the tip of my finger and it didn’t seem TOO bad so right then it turned into my next goal.
I didn’t tell him all that back story but I told Richard what I wanted to do with him. He loved the idea and even offered to hold my head so I couldn’t pull away at the last second. I thought that was a good idea and so, that’s what we did.
As casual as anything Richard brought his seat all the way back and lifted the wheel as high as it would go. Still with that smug grin on his face he pulled out his dick and said, ‘It’s all yours.’. I was tempted to bite it to teach him a lesson in respecting women. But seeing his penis there was too much of a temptation for me. Without a word I knelt on my seat, bent over and went down on him like a good girl. Yep. I did it. Right there in the parking lot I gave Richard a blowjob.
My lips wrapped around his warm, soft member I began to suck and play with his tip with my tongue. It was so gratifying to feel it swell and grow inside my mouth. Soon I had him hard so I could begin to bob up and down on him. I sucked him as best I could like you taught me how you like it but the weird angle and his bigger size made things more difficult. I did my best for him.
Okay, let me say this now. I don’t like sucking dick. I love it! I LOVE IT! Your wife loves sucking dick! Who knew!? When you would ask me to do it for you I would only because you wanted it, but deep down it always felt wrong somehow. But since I’ve blossomed this November and I can just allow myself to enjoy the experience without the shame it’s become something else entirely. At once I feel so submissive and naughty yet also so powerful, proud and generous! It’s like a gift that is both given and taken at the same time. I can’t describe it. Add to that the satisfying feeling of having a man’s nice hard penis filling my mouth and I am one happy wifey. I promise you that you won’t have to beg for oral anymore. Just try to keep me off of it! Ha ha ha!
If anybody saw us I couldn’t say. Thankfully I couldn’t see anything but his crotch. But if anybody did they would have seen my blond head going up and down and had they seen us in the cafe they would have known who it was. Knowing that we might be seen only added to the eroticism of the moment though. My whole body was on fire! If my hands weren’t busy holding his base and fondling his family jewels I surely would have played with myself. But tonight was about his pleasure, not mine.
For his part Richard sat there as calm as could be as if he were just there waiting for someone. He kept his right hand holding my hair back in one big bunch at the back of my head and every so often he would whisper things like ‘good girl’ and give short commands to go faster or harder but other than that he let me do my thing. I enjoyed having the freedom to explore with him but I wanted more feedback. His calmness spurred me to try to take him deeper or flick his knob with my tongue or suck him with an extra twist. He enjoyed it all but not once did he even give me the satisfaction of a moan! Ha ha ha! He knew exactly what he was doing to me and I kind of loved it. Then, the cherry on top of his controlled dominance, when his phone rang…he answered it! God, I felt like a cheap whore sucking his cock as he so blithely talked business.
And to top it off, it was during this call that he ended up cumming. On the phone he oh so calmly said, ‘Hold a minute?’, then whispered to me ‘Cumming.’. Before I had even registered what he’d said the hand holding my hair had tightened and my throat and mouth were suddenly being flooded with his hot seed!
By instinct I tried to pull off of him but true to his word he held my head in place while I whimpered and squirmed as he shot his stuff into my mouth. I was coughing, nearly gagging, but after the first blast or two I started sucking and swallowing for all I was worth. It was so warm and slippery. The taste was so pungent! Similar to how it smells but just way, way more intense. It definitely didn’t taste good in the traditional sense but it did taste nasty and naughty and in a weird way…I liked it! Feeling him get so excited and tense up then slowly relax as I sucked his throbbing manhood to conclusion was such a rush. I felt proud that I could do this to him. By the end I was kneeling very still and sort of cooing happily as I sucked him dry.
It was funny once I was done. As I was suckled to make sure I got every last drop he returned to his call. I did one last suck to leave him clean then very daintily put his penis away and zipped him up again. When I looked up at him and smiled he shot me a wink and a smile back and pinched my cheek. As he finished up his call I cleaned up the little bit that leaked onto his trousers with some moist napkins he kept in the glove box. I don’t know why but it made me feel good looking after him like that after pleasuring him. And when he was off the phone I thanked him very nicely for allowing me to suck his big tasty cock. He laughed and shook his head and said, ‘And you kiss your husband with that mouth?’
Then that was it. We talked for a little but soon he said that he was sorry but that he really needed to get going but said that I gave a really great blowjob and that you were a lucky man to have me. He never said so directly, but he was saying goodbye. My time in the spotlight was over. Just like with his semen it left a bad taste behind to be shooed away so soon after giving him something special. At least I thought it was special. And yet, in the end, I had to admit that I’d had a really great time with him. I left his car thankful that Richard and I were parting as friends even if the ‘benefits’ he promised me appeared to be drying up 10 days earlier than I would have liked.
On the bright side it saves me the trouble of cutting that off come December 1st. And who knows, if things don’t work out with that waitress maybe he’ll come sniffing around again. I’m not hurt by it, I always knew this was a short time thing, but I will confess that my womanly ego took a bit of hit yesterday. It sure made me appreciate you all the more. If you could give me some your extra good cuddles tonight when you wake up I would really like that.
Your spunk swallowing soulmate,
Sarah
***
I lean back in my chair and let the papers slip from my fingers. “Huh.”
Just like that Richard wasn’t a thing anymore. It left me a bit bewildered. Since the moment she had brought him up in these letters I’d harbored a quiet fear that he might whisk her away into a life of luxury and debauchery. But in the end it was only ever about the conquest. He had just waltzed into my wife’s life, fucked her like a sex machine with a bigger cock, bust a nut over her tits, had her give him head in a public car lot, had her swallow his load as he held her head in place, then waltzed right out again leaving a sexually satisfied Sarah in his wake. Wild!
Of course the jealous lust burns bright as I reflect on it. This fucking guy comes into my marriage just long enough to lay down a new standard of love making that I now had to compete against? Thanks a lot, pal. And Sarah likes sucking dick now? And she swallows!? And she likes it!? The same woman that gets queasy from a slightly undercooked egg now swallows cum? And the worst part is that she’d tasted Richard and even Bradley, and she hadn’t yet tasted her own husband! That hardly seemed fair. But for Naughty November it was par for the course.
I fold the letter, grab the envelope, and head up to shred them as I must. Already I was thinking about seeing Sarah when she got home from work today. She put a brave face on it but I could read between the lines. Richard had knocked Sarah down a peg yesterday. Even if she did enjoy parts of what happened she was a proud woman and she would be feeling that. As her husband it was my job to lift her up again. And I’d be damn sure to give her those cuddles she asked for when I woke up.
Nov. 22nd




    
        Post "30 Days: Nov. 22nd" by "grimbous" from Patreon

        Dear David,
You are the best husband ever! Period. Oh my love, you made me feel like a queen last night. Flowers? Foot massage? My favorite take-out? And cuddles galore? Ohhh, David. It was wonderful. What did I ever do to deserve the perfect man? Whatever it was I’m glad I did. That’s you in a word David. Perfect. Perfect…but with room for improvement. He he he!
Hold on. Don’t make that grumpy bear face. Let me tell my latest story and you’ll understand what I mean.
I was one happy woman when you left the house last night. Not just happy, but horny too. Being treated like a queen will have that effect on a girl. I wanted to jump you so bad last night but I stayed strong. Granted, it was easy to stay strong when I knew that I’d be getting some nookie as soon as you left. LOL I wasn’t about to let all those good feelings in my pussy that you’d worked so hard for just go to waste now, was I? He he he! So as you headed off one way I was soon in my car driving the other.
Earlier that day Casey and I had been chatting about what happened with Richard and she suggested that if really wanted a ‘friends with benefits’ arrangement that I ought not to rely on the ‘weaker sex’. Ha ha ha! Yeah, she called men the weaker sex! Now that I’m really getting to know her I am learning that she is quite a character. She doesn’t seem to have much nice to say about males or even their ‘snotty’ kids for that matter. Don’t ask me why she chooses to work in a daycare!
Scared isn’t quite the right word for it but I was feeling uneasy as I drove to her condo. I’d never been with a woman before and I really didn’t know what to expect. I’d decided the week before that it was something I was going to do before Naughty November ended but once I was actually going to do it, with one of my coworkers no less, the nerves were rising. But I’d had nerves before and seen it through so I knew that I could do this too.
She buzzes me up to her suite and then puts me on the back foot right away by greeting me wearing only a smile and a leather bikini! The whole inside of her place was all blacks and reds with erotic art and photography all over the walls. I tell you, that girl is two different people. Her work self and her home self. I never would have guessed such a wild woman had been hiding beneath that bland facade all this time. Blushing as usual I enter, not knowing what to expect.
The evening starts out normally enough. She makes us some virgin cocktails then we lounge awhile in the living room and share some small talk. She was very excited by the fact that you and I were now cool as well as the opportunity for her to get me before James had a chance. I get the sense there’s a bit of a rivalry between those two. After awhile there was a bit of flirtation by her but it was more to make me comfortable than to woo me. It was both flattering and WEIRD to have this woman that I knew so well in a different context come onto me. Once she had me comfy and laughing she then casually asked, ‘Ready?’. Not wanting to slow things down or give myself the opportunity to chicken out I answered yes.
She takes me by the hand and leads me down the hall to her bedroom. If the art in the living room was erotic the stuff in her bedroom was downright pornographic! With not one male body in sight. And on the bed, oh my goodness! Ha ha ha! She had this harness, she called it a strap-on harness, with a whole line of dildos in a rainbow of colors laid out from small to humongous! Or I really ought to say medium to humongous as the smallest one she had was about your size, not one of them was down around James’ size.
As I blush and sputter and cover my face Casey doesn’t waste any time before she asked me to ‘choose my pleasure’. Giggling like a nut I stood there not sure what to say. She then assured me that we’d warm up to it and that she wasn’t about to just throw my down and ‘bang away’. Eventually she calms me down and starts asking basic questions like how big yours was and how big the biggest one I’d had was and how they each felt and stuff like that. The way she spoke it reminded me of a kindly teacher or something. But it did the trick. On this particular adventure I was grateful to have an experienced guide.
So I show her your size and the size of Mr. Sticky, she actually knew the exact model, and then tell her that I enjoy both in their own ways. She grinned and said something like, of course you do. Eventually she cajoles me into choosing one. I chose a nice pink one roughly size down from my own dildo and what does she do? She grabs the glossy black one two sizes larger and says it’ll be perfect. When I protest she tells me that married girls never admit to what they really want and that I should trust her. It was intimidating but she seemed the expert so who was I to argue?
She puts away all the other toys then hooks the chosen one up to the harness which she then sets on the dresser beside a little pump bottle of lubricant. And then she turns to me!
The next thing I knew I was in her arms being held and caressed in such lovely ways. She begins to kiss me on my cheeks and down my neck as she softly stroked my hair. Being touched like that by a woman was SO different than I was used to. There was no stubble or extra hair or anything like that. Her body, her hands, her lips, everything was softer and gentler. Like silk compared to wool. She smelled nice, felt nice, just was nice. And soon she was unfastening buttons. She peeled me out of my shirt and tenderly kissed my cleavage as her hands roamed all over my body. Again it was different than with a man. She didn’t go straight for the boobs, butt and coochie but took her time to give all of me attention. Shoulders, arms, belly, everything. It was so sensual. And the ways she would run her nails up my inner thighs? Ohhhhh. She had me swooning.
So caught up in the ride she had my bra and skirt off before I even really knew what was happening. She took off her top and she nibbled at my ears our breasts smooshed together. I’m a lot bigger in the bosom than she is and her sort of got engulfed in mine. Her nipples are a lot bigger than yours and puffed up stiffer. It was all such a new sensation! The next thing I know I am naked and on her bed. With a burning look of desire in her eyes she slowly, teasingly, kissed down my flesh until at last she finds my pussy hot and wet.
And THIS is where I talk about room for improvement. OH MY GOD! The way Casey ate me out was…I can’t even. She was so good! Not just with her tongue either. She used her lips, her teeth, her chin, her fingers, everything. She got into every fold and sucked every ridge and had this way of fingering me that had my toes curling. She knew just how and when and where to touch and for how hard and how long to do it. I’d never had such incredible foreplay before. She made me orgasm in the most natural and gradual and effortless way that I glided into it as easily as dipping into a warm bath. Magical!
Now she’s got an unfair advantage as she knows what it feels like to be a woman, but still. If you want to give me oral as good as her you’ve got some learning to do baby! You’re not going to let a girl do better than you, are you? Ha ha ha! I’m just teasing.
When she came up after my climax she quipped that I was ‘easy to please’ and that we were going to have some fun.
I lay there all flushed as I watched her don her harness. I actually laughed when she pulled it on and suddenly there she was with the big boner sticking out. She shot me a wink as she stroked on a bit of lube and said that I wouldn’t be laughing for long.
She was right!
With her phallus she teased my coochie as she played with my breast with her free hand. She had me moaning and squirming and begging her to fuck me. I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my mouth. This wasn’t you or Richard, this was my coworker! But like a shameless little hussy I begged her for her cock.
Oh David. When she finally put that big cock into me I darn near climaxed on the spot. A little bit thicker and a little bit longer than my toy hers actually ached as it stretched me out and went in deeper than I’d had before. But it ached in a good way! Yeah, I wasn’t laughing any more.
She fucked me from the top then had me ride her for awhile so she fondle my big breasts and then, at my request, took me doggy for good long while. It was different seeing a woman over me with her breasts and everything, but it was undeniably arousing. And just like with her oral she just had this sixth sense of when to go hard, when to go slow and deep, and when to back off again. And oh my goodness, the things she made me say! She would wait until she was going at me really hard and I was on the cusp of climax and start asking me things like if any man had ever fucked me so good and if my husband’s cock ever got so deep then said things like ‘David’s little pecker will never make a little slut like you feel this good’ and all sorts of wild things. I blush to say that I screamed all sorts of answers back. All the stuff she wanted to hear. Stuff I normally would never say. Stuff I didn’t even mean. Not in the way she meant them at least. But I said them to her. I couldn’t help myself. I was putty in her hands. And oh my God did I cum for her!
By the time she was done with me I was DONE, period. I apologized for not being able to return the pleasure but she said it was all cool and that she got what she wanted out of me. She said something like ‘good luck to James in following that’ and laughed. She’s a strange one that Casey. After a little while of holding each other as I recuperated I asked that she apologize for some of the things she made me say. And she did. She said that in the heat of passion that sometimes things got said and that I should take it so seriously. She’s right of course. It’s just sexy talk to make the moment spicier. Yet another thing I’ve got to loosen up on.
After that we had a really nice long conversation about sex. She really opened my eyes on some things. She suggested that we try a cock sleeve on you when I was in the mood for extra thickness. Ever heard of them? She also suggested we buy a strap-on to use on each other. I laughed at that one. A strap-on on guys!? But she swore a lot of men liked it. James for example. And then she said the strangest things. She said that if we like No Nut November that we ought to try ‘Locktober’ next year and that she would be happy to ‘cucksit’ you while I’m out having my fun. I didn’t have a clue what she was on about. I was so tuckered out by that point so I just sort of hummed and nodded along.
Oh my goodness. My coochie was so tender as I got dressed for home. I felt sore but so good as well. She chuckled as she saw me hobble along, looking quite proud of herself, and saw me to the door. It was a surreal moment when for a moment she turned back into the regular Casey that I’ve known all these years and said that she’d see me at work in the morning, then with a smirk added at the end ‘my little slut’. And now I’m about to go see her at the daycare. WEIRD!
Looking back at the experience I’m not sure how I felt about it. Her foreplay was some next level stuff. And the strap-on sex definitely made me orgasm good. Really good! And yet…honestly? I enjoyed it but I didn’t like it. Does that make sense? I would do it again but I’m not going to seek it out. To put it plainly, I like men. I like being the soft one. I like being the princess. And I like seeing a man feel me as I feel him. The big strap-on was great but it lacked that physical connection I crave. Casey was too in control the whole time. She couldn’t feel me like I felt her. And I never got to see that wonderful build up and moment of surrender I get with men. Besides, Casey for all her efforts just didn’t have that ‘oomph’ of a big strong man.
Anyway, it was a learning experience. I had a great time with Casey and I’m glad I did it. I’m still feeling it this morning! Ha ha ha! That girl is wild.
I still can’t believe you have to work tomorrow. It’s Thanksgiving for goodness sake! Can’t they not have gasoline delivered for ONE DAY? Don’t they know that they have to share you with your wife sometimes? I know we’ve already talked about it, but it still sucks and I wanted to say so. Speaking of Thanksgiving, I think I’m going to take that day off from our challenge. You’ll get a letter tomorrow but not the next day. It’s a day for family. You had that one little lapse so I think it’s okay if I have one too. Besides, I could use the break! A girl can only take so much! Whew!
Sore but satisfied,
Sarah
***
Still sore this morning? I’d never heard her say that about me. Or Mr. Sticky. Damn that cock must have been big.
Last night I’d been cucked by a drab, boring, plain-looking woman named Casey. I’d been cucked by a woman! I didn’t know if that made it better or worse. Not just any woman either, but a woman that my wife saw every Monday through Friday. A woman I would be talking to every time I popped into Sarah’s work and every time she got invited over for a barbecue or what have you. Bradley only rolled through town every now and then but Casey was one of Sarah’s close contacts. I could already see that knowing gleam in her eyes the next time that she and I saw each other. The gleam that would say ‘I fucked your wife and I did it better than you’.
“Fuuuck.” I push down the erection straining my pants and feel a copious smear of precum already wetting my underwear.
Casey hadn’t just cucked me. She had overtly and purposely cucked me. Husband never got so deep? David’s little pecker? Better than any man? Cucksit!? My wife’s coworker had set out to fuck Sarah better than I could and she’d succeeded. And Sarah, Casey, and I knew damn well that she had. The tendrils of this challenge were spreading wider while also creeping closer to home.
I should be insulted. Furious! Scared for my pride and worried for our reputation. This stuff was really happening. With real people. Out there in the world. It wasn’t contained to these little square envelopes like it seemed like through my current lens. Again I knew I ought to stop this. And yet… And yet… And yet…
“Hahhh.” I take the letter and stand to make my way upstairs. I couldn’t think clearly when I was this horny. A nice long fap session would cure that. Well…with the hair-trigger way I was feeling right now, nice and short would have to be good enough.
Nov. 23rd




    
        Post "30 Days: Nov. 23rd" by "grimbous" from Patreon

        It had been a hell of a night.
Initially it was due to yesterday’s letter. The longer I pondered it the more little details started to stand out. The fact that my size of dildo was the smallest on offer and an option she hadn’t even considered. Did size actually matter? That challenge to me about not letting a ‘girl’ do better than me. She said she was teasing and she said it was about foreplay, but was it really? Or was she actually telling me that I had to up my game now that she had a measure for comparison. And the fact that she’d screamed ‘all sorts of stuff’ back to Casey. Stuff she wouldn’t normally say. Stuff Casey wanted to hear her say. What had she said exactly? What had she said about me? Whatever it was I knew that she’d felt guilty about it afterward as she got Casey to apologize, but had she actually wailed the truth in the throes of passion?
All of this and more relentlessly gnawed at the edges of my thoughts to leave me horny, jealous and uncertain just as the letters before it had. It was a state I’d become accustomed to over the course of the month and had come to enjoy in its peculiar way. Little did I know then that tonight would be different. Tonight the fantasy would escape the envelope.
It was just past midnight when I a text came in. It was from Bradley. After what happened the other night my heart flutters at just seeing his name pop up. Strangely, all the text showed was a hand emoji in the sign of the horns. Bradley being a metal fan it wasn’t an unusual emoji for him to use though the lack of context left me puzzled. I thought maybe a message had failed to send or something so I shot back. “Rockin out?”
His reply can swiftly. “Rock out with my cock out.” Followed by the same emoji.
I was confused at first but as I thought about what to send back a vague recollection slowly bubbled to the surface of my mind. That hand sign had another meaning. The sign of the bull. It was a sign related to cuckoldry! What the fuck was he telling me?
The answer came seconds later there when a photo of a very familiar body laying on a very familiar bed popped up on my screen. A woman’s body. A naked and sweaty body. Sarah’s body! Bradley had sent me a picture of my wife’s naked body! It was framed to show the torso and a bit of the upper legs. Her head, arms and lower legs couldn’t be seen but the rest of her soft curvaceous flesh was all there in exquisite detail. Those full tits, that smooth belly, that sweet pussy, all those wonderful bits that had once been my treasures alone stared back at me from the screen of my phone.
I damn near drove my rig off a bridge.
After recovering from the initial shock two items quickly grabbed my attention. The first, her pussy had been shaved. There wasn’t a hint of her short blond pubes. Her crotch was now as smooth and hairless as the supple thighs that flanked it. When had she done that? And the second…was the massive load of glistening white cum pooled on her soft pale tummy! A load that had to be nearly twice what I shot on a good day. God damn! When I was able to find a spot to pull over and study the picture more closely I catch a used rubber laying across Sarah’s left thigh. I don’t know if he pulled it off and shot onto her belly or bust in the condom then poured it out on her but either way my old friend’s copious jizz had been, right then in that moment, all over my wife. And on her left thigh rested another condom, fresh and unopened.
My oldest friend had just fucked my wife, and he was about to fuck her again. I sat paralyzed staring at the picture for close to half an hour. My brain had seized up, my body had frozen, as the jealous lust that had been smoldering all evening roars hotter than ever. No other texts followed. And I had been too cowardly to send one myself. Numb to the world and as horny as I’d ever been I put my body into autopilot and go through the motions of the rest of my shift.
With Sarah sound asleep in our room I now sit at the kitchen table staring at the envelope and wondering if I could bear what the contents were going to reveal. Unable to stop myself I tear it open and begin to read.
***
Dear David,
No fair! Darn Bradley went and spoiled my surprise. The stinker! Before I get into that though, HAPPY THANKSGIVING! Was I the first to say it to you? I hope I was.
Alright, I’ve got some explaining to do.
Initially I had something fairly tame planned for last night. After being with Casey and her big ding-dong I thought that I’d want a night’s rest. Turns out I was wrong! Ha ha ha! I’m really starting to enjoy sex in a whole new way. I’m thinking about it a lot and I want it way more than I ever used to. This challenge has really awakened the sexual woman inside of me. And last night I was sitting there and I thought, what the heck, let’s check off a secret fantasy of mine. Or at least try. I’d hoped to do it with Richard but he turned me down flat. Casey was busy with visiting family and getting ready for Thanksgiving and the others in the cool club I didn’t know well enough to let them in on such a private fantasy. I needed a partner that I could trust for this one. I had almost given up and returned to my first idea when I was thinking about how I wasn’t the only one with a secret naughty interest. And that’s when a devilishly wicked idea came to mind. I knew I had the right bait, but was there a fish in the pond?
I’m going to be honest. I never intended on having sex with Bradley at all. I consider him a good friend and all but he’s always so scruffy looking and opinionated in the worst ways. Seriously, does he ALWAYS have to talk about politics? I wish he knew just how unattractive that makes him. He might have girl of his own if he laid off it a bit. Him being a friend of yours made it awkward but I thought that if you were okay with me being with Richard, a total stranger to you, how could you possibly be upset at me being with Bradley? At least we know that he is someone we can trust, right? And the poor guy never gets any action, it was least we could do for a friend for Thanksgiving. He he he! Besides, at that point I had my heart set on the fantasy and, as they say, beggars can’t be choosers. I was so horny!
And that is when I did my wicked thing. I put out the bait. Texting him I simply asked if he needed a fresh pair yet. He knew exactly what I was talking about as he got back to me right away saying, ‘old pair is better’. I asked him if he was in the area. He said, close enough. I asked how he wanted them. He said to rub my pussy to orgasm in them, in a cruder way than that of course. Then I said to come and get them. Then he told me he’d be here in an hour. The trap was set.
So initially I did as he asked and rubbed my pussy to a nice orgasm through my panties. Then I took them off, folded them neatly, and set the damp undies at the end of the bed. The whole time I was thinking about how nasty it was. But who was I to judge? Especially with what I had in mind.
And then…I took off all of my clothes and handcuffed myself to the headboard. Yes I did! You read that right. Ha ha ha! I put myself into bondage! It was something I’d never even dreamed about before this month but the moment I read about it in one of my novels, well, let’s just say a fire had been lit. The thought of being naked and helpless as a strong man has his way with me? Oh my God, I can’t even tell you what that does to me.
My body was on fire as I lay there waiting for Bradley to come and see me. My heart was beating so fast! I kept the keys tight in my hand just in case something went wrong. And then something did go wrong. I got an itch on my nose and I went to let myself free to scratch it when your butterfingers of a wife dropped the keys! My hand had gotten all sweaty from holding like I was. They hit the pillow and slid down into my hair! In my panic I tried to scramble but ended up sending the little keys flinging off the side of the bed. When I heard them clink to the floor I realized that suddenly I really was helpless!
Oh my God, David. I’d never been so scared. Here I was handcuffed and I had left the front door unlocked. Anybody could have walked into the house and I couldn’t do a darn thing about it! And even if things did go to plan and Bradley showed up I wouldn’t have a chance to have a second thought before he saw me. My fate was sealed.
Eventually I calmed myself. I told myself that we lived in a safe neighborhood and that Bradley wouldn’t actually take me against my will and that even if he didn’t show up or come upstairs the worst that would happen is that I’d spend the night like that until you found me in the morning. That would have been fun! He he he! And once I settled down again I found that I was hornier than ever. Horny with no way to relieve it. Ohhh, it was such sweet torture.
Fast forward by a half an hour and I hear not a truck but a rumbling bike roll up to the house. He’d ridden his Harley here! He’d been at home when I texted him and rode all the way to the city at night just for my panties! To get here in just an hour, he must have driven fast.
Ready to pop from embarrassed excitement I listen as the engine is turned off. Then a moment of silence before the doorbell rings. There was a long pause until he rang again. In that pause I was having so many doubts I nearly yelled for him to go away. I nearly yelled for him to come in. Instead I stayed quiet, deciding that he would have to find me this way on his own. He knew I was home since the bedroom light was on. What would he do?
I guess you already know. Yeah, he stepped into the house and called for me. Still I remained quiet. Part of me wanted him to give up while another part of me wanted him to keep going. He kept going. The feelings that went through my body as I lay and listen to him slowly making his way up the stairs as he called my name were beyond anything I’d felt before. It was shame and humiliation and fear and lust all rolled into one. My body tingled and my pussy begged to be touched as I lay there so very still and waited for Bradley. I was so overwhelmed that when he appeared at the door I think I nearly fainted.
The look on his face was hilarious. He looked at me, looked at the panties I’d left him at the foot of the bed, then looked at the box of condoms I’d left beside the panties, then blushed nearly as hard as I was. For all his bad ass attitude he sure can turn into a pussy cat sometimes. Trying to remain as calm as I could I looked down toward the panties and said, ‘Will those be okay?’. Ha ha ha! You could have knocked him over with a feather.
He walked to the end of the bed and looked at my underwear, then slowwwwly up my naked body. God above, it drove me wild to see him looking at me like that. My body squirmed on its own, trying to cover myself, but the handcuffs wouldn’t let me. I was so wet that he must have seen the glisten on my pussy lips. It made me feel so naughty. He licked his lips, scratched his chin, then picked up the condoms and said, ‘Serious?’. I nodded yes. ‘David?’, he asked. I nodded again to tell him it was okay. For a minute I wasn’t sure what was going to happen until he grinned, shook his head, and muttered ‘Ya think you know a guy.’.
There isn’t much to say as to the rest. As you know Bradley is not a man of grace, not at all like Richard or you or Casey. He peeled out his leathers and clothes (so hairy!), got himself hard with my panties, slapped on a condom then climbed between my legs. He didn’t even try to make it sexy or sensual. He just used my body for his own gratification. Somehow that just made it all the naughtier.
He didn’t last long but he didn’t need to. I was so wound up from my long wait and the feeling of being trapped in bondage that I climaxed for him in record time. It was nice to feel the ‘oomph’ of a real man again but I have to confess that after Casey the night before I was missing the extra depth, but his cock was thick and felt very good. That bend, that wonderful bend! Ha ha ha! He touched me in totally new places. And when he rammed into me his dick would sort of twist and put pressure against my clitoris on each thrust. It was quite nice. I think I prefer your upward bend more, but his is good too.
After a couple of minutes of grunting and humping he pulled out and pulled off his condom and shot his big mess onto my belly. But I guess you saw that part. I was laying there catching my breath and off in la-la land when he took the photo. I hadn’t even seen him grab his phone. He’d already sent it to you before I had a chance to stop him. Not that I could have in my predicament. Sorry about that. He told me not to worry and that ‘cucky will like it just fine’. I asked him what that meant but he just laughed and said not to worry about it.
I knew he wanted to go again as he’d taken out two condoms from the box so I laid there and watched him get hard again. He didn’t say anything or do anything to make me feel sexy or good, he just sniffed my panties and stroked his dick as he stared at my body. He’s so weird! If I hadn’t have been so horny I would have called it off then. But as I watched him stroke himself I knew that I wanted more. With his mess was all over my belly all I could do is lay there waiting for him as it dribbled down my sides. He finally got hard and fucked me again, in the exact same way as the first time. The guy is a terrible lover! On the bright side he lasted longer the second time. His second load he shot all over my titties, and you know how much he cums! Ha ha ha! From neck to crotch I was a MESS!
After that I told him where the keys were. He released me without issue. As I wiped myself off he got dressed and told me that he’d had a great time. I told him a little white lie and said that I did too. Not that I had bad time, his dick was thick and the orgasm was amazing, but he’s terrible as a lover. He didn’t touch my breasts or caress my body or say that I was beautiful or do any of the nice things in making love. Both times he just climbed on top of me and humped until he was done. It was interesting just being used like some kind of masturbation doll and not entirely unpleasant if I’m honest, but I know that sex can be so much better. I know he’s your friend but I think I’m done with Bradley. Anyway, he told me to wish you a happy Thanksgiving and asked if he could keep the picture. Since my face wasn’t on it I let him. And that was it. He left with a smile on his face and my panties in his hand like some kind of trophy.
And that was about forty five minutes ago. I am tired, this letter is long, and I want to go bed.
It must have been quite a shock to get that picture last night. I wish I could have seen your face! I hope you liked it. It sort of broke our rules but it wasn’t technically me who did it, so I’m innocent. Well, not that innocent. He he he. This is all so fun, isn’t it?
Now quit reading and hurry to bed, my love. Your mom is expecting you over there by three at the latest. I’ll be heading over earlier to help with the meal, even though I’ve already had my stuffing. HA! That was Bradley’s joke. Terrible, isn’t it?
Your butterfingers,
Sarah
***
I’d prepared myself for the worst and yet still the letter had blindsided me. My wife had boldly fucked my oldest friend, twice. Not simply fucked him, but cuffed herself to our bed and let him have his way with her. And now Bradley thought for certain that I was a cuck. Which I suppose I was. The title didn’t sit well with me, but what other word was there?
The most sobering bit was how she continued to share her thoughts with absolute brutal honesty. Her critique of Bradley’s size and style gave me an insight into her mind. What would she think the next we made love? Would she be silently rating my performance like in these letters? Would she be comparing me to Richard, Casey, and Bradley? How could she not?
“What have we done?” I whisper.
I shuffle upstairs, shred the letter, take my shower, and slip into bed beside my wife’s warm, soft body. She must have been half awake as the moment I am under the covers she lets out the most adorable sleepy moan and sidles up next to me. Reaching across she take my far arm and pulls it over her. I turn to lay on my side, my right arm across her body and my raging erection pressing into her bare hip. She feels it right away.
“Mmm.” She smiles, her eyes still closed. “Good morning to you too.”
I gaze at her, in awe of her effortless beauty. “Good morning.”
She snuggles closer, her hip rubbing hard against my manhood. “How was work?”
I continue to stare at this face of an angel even as I imagined her in this very bed hours ago getting stuffed by hard by Bradley. I could see her tits bounce as his thick, curved cock plowed into her shaved, pink pussy. I could hear the thump, thump, thump of the headboard hitting the wall just like it did when I bedded her but this time it was his repetitive grunts as his hairy body humped and heaved on top of her. I could hear her orgasmic cry followed by the low growl of him busting his seed over her quivering naked flesh. She was so beautiful! God, how I wanted her!
“Good.” I croak my answer at last.
“Yeah?” She grins and wriggles in delight, her breast brushing my arm and her hip grinding against my stiff meat. She felt so good! “You didn’t, I dunno, see any egg laying mammals running around out there?”
“Egg laying…?” She was referring to a platypus of course. I take a long breath. “No.”
“He he he. Mmmmm!” Beneath the covers she arches her sexy body in a big stretch and in doing so rubs against me one more time.
It was nothing. It was just a stretch. An innocent rub of body against body. But for me it was too much.
“Hnngh.” I groan as without warming my dick starts spitting hot cum against her hip.
“David?” Her eyes snap open and she looks over at me, confused and concerned. “What…? Are you…!?”
“Hmmm.” I try to hold in my whine as my body jerks through my uncontrolled climax.
A change comes over her as her groggy mind catches up to what was happening. Her expression changes from puzzlement at the throbbing and wetness at her hip to one of sympathy and pity. Keeping her hip firmly against my dick to provide me with something to hump against she reaches up to stroke my cheek and gazes deeply into my soul.
“Shhh. It’s okay. It’s okay.” She whispers sweetly. “It’s okay, David. Let it go. It’s okay.”
“Hnngh…hmmm…ohhhh.” My whines turn to warbling whimpers as I shudder through the final spasms.
My cum had shot up her side and made a mess all over the sheets between us but she paid it no mind. She simply held my gaze with a patient, kindly smile until I was spent completely.
Everything goes still, everything goes silent, as the humiliating reality of what had just happened descends on me. But before the shame could seep deep enough to reach my heart my wife’s beautiful smile widens as she runs her fingers through my hair.
“I love youuu.” She whispers. “I love you, David.”
“I love you too.” I gasp. “I love you!”
“My David. My dear David.” She pets me and strokes me then gives me the tenderest of kisses.
Nov. 24th
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        Content
I am rolling home feeling much more at ease than the day before. Yesterday had been one of the most revelatory days of our marriage. What precisely had been revealed I don’t think either Sarah or I actually knew, but something certainly had. Though vague and unspoken there was no question that a new understanding was growing between us. The obvious explanation for what had happened was my chastity challenge that she did not realize I’d given up on ages ago yet I think that she saw in me, as I was nutting against her hip, the raw power of my lust for her and realized the connection with her letters.
The one thing that was clear, the one thing I already knew, was the depths of her love for me. After I shot my load like a chump she never commented, questioned, judged or jeered. She took it all in her stride and made me feel like a absolute king as she held me and kissed me and whispered her everlasting love to me. Somehow she had taken my most embarrassing moment and turned into something special. We had to get up of course but with minimal fuss sheets were changed, flesh was washed, and she had me back in bed so that I could grab some shut eye before heading to my parents for Thanksgiving.
Through all of it the challenge was never broken. The contents of the letters were not broached even though it was foremost on our minds. We were each enjoying the buffer of silence in our own ways and we knew once the veil was parted we would have to grapple with everything that came pouring out as a result of it. Naughty November was still afoot. There was only a week to go now. The time for reflection and analysis would be coming soon enough.
After she kissed me good night I had the best six hours sleep that I’d had all month. When I awoke she was already away as she mentioned she’d be so I got dressed up, packed some work clothes to take with me, then headed over to share at least a few hours of the holidays with the family.
I was surprised when I got there to find Sarah dressed in more revealing clothing than she normally wore. It was hardly anything scandalous or inappropriate for the occasion, her skirt was a hitched little higher and her cleavage dipped a little lower, but it was a notable change. A change I caught both my dad and granddad noticing on more than one occasion. When I’d shoot them a scowl they’d just laugh and give me a look as if to say, ‘ya did good, boy’. They both ultimately learned a lesson on leering when Grandma whacked them both over the head with a wooden spoon and told them to ‘quit gawkin!’. For her part Sarah took all with good humor. Sarah’s newfound confidence was even more striking than her fashion as, for the first time, she was able to mix it up with the other ladies in the family even when the humor got a bit racy. My family had always liked my wife but this was the first holiday I felt that they were at last truly accepting her as one of their own. It was one of the best Thanksgivings I could remember.
As I entered the house I knew that, mercifully, she had taken Thanksgiving off and there would be no letter waiting for me today. Thank God! I needed the break. Or, at least there wasn’t supposed to be. When I walk into the kitchen to drop off my lunch kit, there one sits. An envelope just like the rest propped up on the table waiting to be read. A pang of real terror grips my heart. She was with my family all day yesterday! My family! She wouldn’t mess around with that, would she!? Not that! Bradley was one thing but surely she knew that even ‘no limits’ had its limits!
“Oh fuck!”
***
Dear David,
I know I was supposed to be taking a break from my challenge yesterday but this one came upon me unexpectedly.
Yesterday I made a man cum in under a minute with just my hip. He woke me from my sleep and crawled into bed with me fresh from a shower already sporting the hardest dick I’d ever felt. It was a very nice dick. Nothing special in size, adequately average, but so hard and with this lovely upward bend that I knew from past experience hits things just right sometimes. I think he must have already been excited from reading a letter I had left for him as when I pressed against him and stretched the next thing I knew he was shooting his seed all over my side and the bedding. Can you believe that? I’d never seen a man cum that quickly and with so little stimulation. Have you? It was something I might have expected from a virgin or a teenager, but a grown man? A married man? I was shocked.
The noises he made were pitiful and the expression on his face one of pure humiliation. I’d never seen such a rugged and handsome man so humbled before. But he was so overwhelmed by me he simply had no control of himself. It was that moment of surrender I adore so much but times a hundred. It was a powerful moment for both of us.
I can tell you that it was the most wonderful way to wake up. It sure makes a girl feel sexy knowing that she can make a strong, proud man cum that easily. He made me feel like the sexiest woman in the world. He made me feel like a goddess. And the cuddles he gave me afterward? There’s just nobody better. While the quickest it might have been my favorite challenge to date.
When I was saying grace at Thanksgiving dinner later that night I spared a little prayer to thank the big guy for giving me such a man in my life.
Thankfully yours,
Sarah
Nov. 25th
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        Thanks to a major fuck up I end up getting home four hours late! Due to my distracted attention with everything going on with Sarah it was partially my fault for not double checking what I normally double checked without thinking. Thankfully the main blame was on someone else and I got off with just a stern talking to but still I was fuming. My one precious day off in a week and I squander four hours of it dealing with that bullshit?
Sarah was right. The money’s good but money wasn’t everything. I had to get back to just five nights a week and maybe even start angling for a day shift. It was time I started working to live as opposed to living to work. Reading of all of Sarah’s extra-marital wanderings was really bringing home just how much time that she and I were spending apart. While her activities this month were an kinky oddity they still spoke to the amount of time Sarah had on her own in general. As I was burning my candle on both ends she was out there living her life, as she should. Time stops for nobody. But it was a life that ought to be ours to share. So many times she had pleaded with me, begged with me, to ease up on the work and attend to our family but I’d been so stubbornly focused on paying down the house and setting up the ideal conditions to have a family that I hadn’t even realized how much life I was missing along the way. Things were going to change.
As I enter the house I call out. “Hey babe. Sorry, it ended up taking way longer than I thought it would.”
The only reply, silence. She wasn’t home. Strange, since her car was out front. A walk? A coffee at the local cafe? Or…an errand? I feel that now familiar pang of jealousy in my belly and lust in my groin. God, what was my hot wife up to now? Was she with somebody at this very moment? Who was it? Where was it? And did I even want to know?
Of course I wanted to know. More than anything. After yesterday I had surrendered to the fact that I was enjoying Naughty November every bit as much as my blossoming spouse. Every letter she wrote, every experience she had, every lover she bedded only stoked my fires ever hotter. Soon I swear the flames would consume me completely. I needed her like I needed oxygen. I needed to reclaim her. I needed to show her that I was still her man. And I needed to unleash all of this lust that I’d pent up. But not until the time was right. This had turned out to be quite a ride but thank God this month was almost over. I’m not sure how much more of this I could bear.
What she was up to right now would have to remain a infuriating and tantalizing mystery. But I did not have to go empty handed. I still had yesterday’s report to read. And there on the dresser I find my envelope waiting for me. After taking a quick shower and slipping into some comfy sweats and a t shirt I open my wife’s gift for the day.
***
Dear David,
Ohhh David! Oh David, oh David, oh David! What a night I had.
So color me surprised when Richard rolls into the daycare Friday morning without little Oscar in tow. Turns out he was there to talk to me about some issue that they were having with his boy. I was concerned to say the least but it was all a ruse. There was no issue with Oscar at all. He was simply staying with his grandparents for Thanksgiving weekend. The stinker had just used it as an excuse to speak with me alone.
So he gets me off in a side room and in that suave way of his he starts getting all flirty again. Given where we’d left things I was was confused. He asks about my Thanksgiving and some nice general chit-chat before asking whether I was available to stop by ‘The Nest’ that night. I can tell you that I was very flattered and I was about to say yes…until he dropped the bombshell. I knew something was up when I noticed that smug look on his face again. Then, as casually as could be, he then informs me that he wasn’t asking for himself, but for Richie Junior!!! He was asking me if I wanted to have sex with his 19 year old son!
If there hadn’t have been a chair behind me I think I would feinted to the floor. I couldn’t believe my ears! I’d never been more offended in my life! What was I to him? A hand-me-down whore? Some sort of Thanksgiving leftovers? The audacity!
As calm and in control as ever he explains to me that Richie, who is between girlfriends at the moment, thought that I was very attractive when he saw me last week and asked his dad if he could be with me. As if it was Richard’s choice who I had sex with! Richard said that he always tries to provide his kids with everything that they want and that it wouldn’t be the first time that he had shared one of his mistresses with his son, the first one being on Richie’s 18th birthday. Isn’t that nuts? Mom always told me that wealthy folks had a sinful morality all their own, maybe she wasn’t too far off the mark.
I was speechless. I sat there looking at him convinced that he would tell me that he was pulling my leg. But he didn’t. He patted my cheek, told me that I looked ‘really pretty today’, and said to think about it and that Richie would be waiting for me at the Nest between 8 and 9. Then he was on his way.
Obviously I had no intention on showing up. It was all so twisted and sick! A father and son laying with the same woman? It was immoral! And then I realized that that was old Sarah thinking. I reminded myself that this was Naughty November and I was supposed to keep an open mind like you said I should. So, I pondered and looked again with fresh eyes. Richie was a mature 19. He was sexually active, available and experienced. The invitation had been cordial. Richard hadn’t pressured me or Richie in any way. He simply arranged a time and place for two consenting adults to do what they wished. And I’m sure Richie could be discreet as he wouldn’t want to embarrass his father. Was it really so wrong?
And then curiosity began to set in. I was a virgin until our wedding night. By then I was 21 and you 23. In just the five and a half years since then our lovemaking has evolved and you have matured in your style. It got me to thinking that you had probably evolved a fair bit before meeting me as well and I started wondering what you were like when you were a horny 19 year old. I’d never been with a 19 year old before, I had skipped those years entirely. What would it be like to be with a young man so full of energy and raging hormones? And I’d never been with a partner younger than me before, what would that be like? And finally, I blush to admit, I couldn’t help but wonder how he would compare to his father. Did the apple fall close to the tree? I hoped so. The final deciding factor ended up being that I needed something NEW for my challenge tonight. It’s getting tough thinking of something original to do every single day. That was quite a challenge you gave me! And I figured sex with a younger man would definitely count as something new.
So, swallowing my pride and against my better judgment, after you were off to work I was off to the Nest. Yeah! I did it! I know, I’m terrible. Terribly naughty! He he he!
I was a nervous wreck pulling up to the building. I felt…dirty. Depraved. Sinful. Yet there I was, drawn like a moth to flame by my yearning lust. After only getting Bradley’s swift and brutish humping two days prior and nothing the day before my little pussy was hungry! It was craving a man again. It’s crazy to think I used to be able to go a week or two without sex and not give it a thought. That is not the case now. I hope you’re ready for December! He he he! Anyway, long story short, if I hadn’t have been as horny as I was I surely would have headed for home but as it was I approached the building and hit the buzzer despite my worried heart.
I can report to you that I left there three hours later tired, happy and with no regrets whatsoever. You know how I told you that Richard was really, really good? Well Junior shot right past good to truly great! He was amazing!
Right from the start I knew that I was in good hands. With a bright smile and an easy laugh he made all the tension just melt away. He was the same fun-loving man that I’d watched entertain the kids but without the childish antics. He was witty, warm, respectful, charming in his own unique way and so disarming. He asked about us and our arrangement that let me be with him and where our path was going to take us. I told him about how perfect you and I were for each other, the challenges of your work, and about how you allowed me to cuckold you this month. (Yeah, I finally learned what that meant. That was some interesting research let me tell you.) Then I told him about our dreams of having a big family and retiring on our own little slice of heaven by the beech. He thought it was all wonderful and wished us the very best. He was so sweet! He then he shared with me his own dreams of the future, nowhere near as grand as his ‘crazy old man’s’ but darn fine dreams for a young man with his gifts. I told him so and made him promise me to never give up on them. Before long I’d completely forgotten about our age difference. We were just a man and a woman having a good time together.
Asking if he could help me relax he got in behind my chair and started giving my a shoulder massage. Things escalated quickly from there.
We were soon pulling each other’s clothes off as we surrendered to the lust that hung thick in the air. He was all over me with his hands and mouth and I was all over him. He was tall and handsome and fit and felt really nice to touch and be touched by. His body looked and felt so much like his father’s, just younger and leaner, and his cock was nearly an exact replica, though I hazard to say that he might actually have his old man beat in length by maybe half an inch. Unlike Senior however, Junior had no aversion to foreplay. He sucked my titties and ate my pussy for a long time. He was not as good as Casey but I sure wasn’t complaining! Ha ha ha! I sucked his dick, such a good strong dick, and I got to try 69 for the first time. That was super fun! I’m looking forward to doing it with you.
Fun was really best word to describe the whole thing. What a wild ride that young man took me on. He did things that had me howling with laughter, like swinging his penis around like a windmill, and things that had me wailing with passion, like when he had was taking me Doggy and reaching around to play with my clitty at the same time. Good God, David. He might be barely more than a boy age wise but let me tell you that when it came to sex Junior was ALL man! And he certainly made a woman out of me more times than I could count.
His father was definitely superior in his well-honed, sure-fire techniques and his impressive stamina. But what Junior lacked in those places he more than made up for in unbridled enthusiasm and his INCREDIBLE recuperation time! He came five times, FIVE! I knew from you and Bradley that men could go twice, but five!? And he barely even softened in between. He was hardly a quick finisher either. (Unlike a certain overexcited somebody from my last letter. He he he!) Five good rounds, wow! I’m still all swoony about it. Raging hormones indeed! Think you could still do that at 28 David? I think we should put you to the test. You’re not gonna let a mere kid get the better of you, are you? He he he! I’m teasing you again baby. You know your best is always good enough for me.
So in those five times he took me on a whirlwind adventure through the suite. In the kitchen he fucked me from behind and ejaculated over my bum. In the dining area he had me on a chair and then on the floor under the table and bust on my belly. In the living room he did me on the sofa, the recliner, then up against the glass balcony door and squirted on my tits and face. I hope the neighbors weren’t peeping! In the bedroom he gave me the reins and I rode that stallion right to the orgasm city. It was a really great experience being on top for a change. Not saying I’d want it all the time, or even most of the time, but I did like it and it left me wishing that I’d done it with you earlier. Serves me right for being so darned passive with you all these years. You are a saint to have been so patient with me! Hands behind his head watching me perform he lay under me, his lithe body all sweaty and taut, as I rode his big cock and squeezed my breasts for him. This time I got off just before he climaxed and then swallowed his load when it was his turn. The way he looked at me as I sucked him dry was so hot! And he tasted GOOD! I think I’m acquiring a taste for it.
And then, just when I thought we were done and we were cleaning up, he takes me once more in the shower! Ha ha ha! All wet and slippery he brushes his erection against me and I peeped, ‘Again!?’. His reply was to push me to my knees right there as the water washed over us. He put his dick between my breasts. I held them together for him as he thrust between them. I loved watching his rock hard manhood popping up and down between my tits, and the feel was amazing. Add another thing I want to do for my man when we get the chance. I thought he might finish like that but he wasn’t done with me yet.
As if as a reward, because he knew how much I liked it, he bent me over and took me from behind again. Ohhhh, he lasted the longest in this position. And he went so hard and so fast! Way faster than you can go. It was crazy intense! I came so hard that my legs nearly gave out under me. God how I love it from behind! And…uh…I kinda let him cum inside of me. Eek! I didn’t just let him, I begged him for it. Having another man’s semen inside of my pussy was one line I wasn’t intending to cross this month but in the heat of the moment it just kinda happened. I’m still on the pill, no worries there, but still…whoops.
It felt so incredible. You know how much I love that feeling of your dick shooting your hot seed inside of me and I was missing it badly. It always makes me feel so sexy and fertile when you let go to fill me up with your semen. And him being deeper and thicker I could just feel that throb of release that much more. God, how I missed it. And when I felt that exquisite sensation of a freshly spent penis slipping from my warm, creamy cunny, it was pure bliss! No toy in the world can replicate that.
Finally we got cleaned up for real. He wanted to go a sixth time but I cried mercy! Ha ha ha! We got dressed and talked a bit more. I had that soft feeling I get after making love and he held me for a little, which was nice of him. He wasn’t my Papa Bear, but it was still nice. Of all the things that’s been difficult this month not having you to hold me afterward has been the hardest. I can’t wait for December. The sex this month has been beyond my wildest dreams, but each time I’m still left feeling empty in my heart. Richie was my best lay ever yet still he cannot hold a candle to MY man. What he had done to my pussy only you can do to my soul. I MISS YOU!
In the end we parted on good terms, two very satisfied people who shared a really great night together.
Okay, cuckold, that’s my report from the field. Hope you liked it! I bet you did! You really like these letters, don’t you? He he he!
Love you baby. Looking forward to spending Saturday together.
Creamy and dreamy,
Sarah
***
Creamy and dreamy? Best lay ever? And this language! Fucked, cock, cunny, cum? It was a far cry from the innocent words in those early letters to say nothing of the woman she’d been until October 31st. She had changed so much! And cuckold? She now knew what a cuckold was. And she thought…no, she knew that I was one. God, what was she thinking about that?
And speaking of getting cucked, I’d just been thoroughly cucked five times over by some rich brat barely out of high school! Jesus Christ! The hit the old male ego was brutal, and yet…fuck was that hot!
“Oh!”
Sarah’s startled gasp breaking the silence as well as my intense focus nearly gives me a heart attack. Spinning around I see her standing in the door of our bedroom looking as shocked to see me as I was to see her. Her eyes flit to the pages in my hand, the tent so obvious in my sweats, then right back up to my face. In the meantime I note her slightly mussed hair, smudged mascara, and the way her skirt was just slightly off center. She never would have left the house like that, yet she that how she was returning to it. Oh my God! She HAD been on her ‘errand’. For a moment, no longer than ten seconds but feeling like an hour, we just stare at each other.
“Oh, um…I-I thought you’d be sleeping by now.” She says softly, blushing and hurriedly smoothing her hair.
“Yeah, I, uh, I just got in.” Trying to be subtle about it, which was impossible as it was in my hands in plain sight, I set the letter back on the dresser behind me. She pretends not to see. Even now we weren’t going to address it. That was against the rules.
There is another long tense moment until she breaks it with a sigh and gentle smile. “I am so happy to see you.” Gliding across the room she slips her arms around me and clutches tight to my body. I slide my arms around her and nuzzle into her hair as I squeeze her tight.
And that is when I smell it. Subtle but unmistakable. I could smell another man’s semen on my wife! No letter in the world could have prepared me for that.
“Mmmmm.” She hums happily in my arms. Kissing my chest she says. “I’m a bit sweaty from my walk. I think I’m going go clean up.” Peering up at me with wide innocent blue eyes she asks. “May I crawl under the covers for a snuggle after?”
“Uh.” I try to wet my dry mouth. “Yeah, of course.”
She tilts her head, offering me her slightly parted lips, and the smell of fresh cum burrows deeper into my nose. I hesitate. A look of concern rises in Sarah until she whispers sweetly. “Kiss me, David?” An instant later. “MMPH!” Cupping the back of her head with my left hand I pull her into me and lean down into the hardest, deepest, most passionate kiss of our marriage!
The sheer desperate fury of it surprised me as much as her. I growl into her mouth like the caged animal I was as my erection strains at its maximum between us. “Rrrrrrm!
After the initial shock wears off Sarah relaxes into our kiss and lets out a giggle followed by a long, contented coo. “Hmmmmmm!” She lets me have the kiss for a good long while before lightly pushing me back. “Careful Papa Bear.” She titters with a twinkle in her eyes and a press of her soft belly against my raging manhood. “Let’s not start anything we can’t finish, hmm?”
Nov. 26th
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        I smile as I look down at the envelope Sarah had left me. I had to get to work but I would spare whatever time I needed to read this. After having one of the best days of our relationship I was finally going to be able to find out the events that had triggered it all.
I couldn’t say why but the smell of another man’s cum on my wife had awakened the cuckold that had been within me all along. As I kissed her right here where I now stood and caught that faint salty funk on my tongue that I’d never tasted before but was nonetheless unmistakable I was driven to nearly the breaking point. Platypus nearly left my lips when that incredible kiss finally parted, but instead I kissed her again. The jealous sting on my pride hurt, but it hurt so fucking good.
Afterward Sarah took a much needed shower as I lay there fantasizing about whose cum I had just tasted in her mouth. After that last letter it was likely Richie’s as they seemed to hit it off well. As I thought about the young stud I began to wonder what Sarah’s pussy would have felt like after he’d had his way with it with his big cock five times in a row, the last time leaving his warm load behind. Imagined myself watching them together before swooping in to eat her out and have my turn to reclaim her. It was easily the hottest daydream I’d ever had.
When Sarah climbed into bed with me she noted my raging erection and giggled at it. This time, as we snuggled, she was sure not to brush against it or even move too quickly for the risk of the shifting covers setting me off. And then, cuddled together for over an hour, we talked and kissed and talked some more. We talked about everything. Well, everything except sex and Naughty November though they lingered behind every single word we spoke. We reminisced about our past, spoke of our present, and dreamt together about the future we would share. It was during this conversation that it is decided that I would push more aggressively to work less and attend to us more. Right there in bed I made the call and the way she looked at me as I laid it out to my boss in no uncertain terms made me feel like a super hero. While I was at it I pushed my luck and asked for the night of the 30th off so that I could be home at midnight of December 1st and for my boldness I got it. Sarah was overjoyed and so was I.
Somehow I did manage to get a few hours shuteye to recharge then what followed was the best fucking date night we’d ever had. I knew it was going to be different before we even left the house when Sarah emerged from the washroom in bolder makeup and a sexy little black dress with a high hemline to show her shapely legs, a delving neckline to reveal soft and ample cleavage, and a snug waist to accentuate her perfect hourglass. It was hardly scandalous or trashy, in fact it was classy as hell, but for Sarah it revealed far more flesh than she ever showed before. She gave me a twirl, allowing me the briefest of glimpses at her lacy black panties, then asked if she looked good. Good didn’t even come close to describing her radiance.
The evening was spent at a nice steak house where I wined and dined her as if I was courting her all over again. I felt like I was! With other men suddenly in her life I was yearning to prove to her like I had never had to before that I was still the best man for her. I always opened doors for her but last night I did it with extra panache. I also pulled out chairs, helped her with her shawl, and was generally the most gentlemanly I could be. She soaked every bit of it up with a great big smile.
In Sarah’s explorations without me I had realized just how much I had taken her for granted by assuming that she always be there for me and hold her own needs secondary to mine. What she wanted wasn’t unreasonable. They were good things, healthy things, natural things. All she wanted was more of my time and for us to start a family. I had been a fool to deny her. Her needs coming second was going to end once and for all. From that day forward I swore to myself to treat her like the queen she was and savor every minute we had together.
At the steak house we ate and drank and laughed until our sides hurt. And things were just getting warmed up. From there, on a whim, instead of grabbing a cab to head to the theater we followed the thumping beat of dance music and ended up at a club that was just down the street from the restaurant. Oh what fun we had!
Not at all our usual kind of place or usual kind of music we went in there as fish out of water and danced the night away. I was never much of a dancer and she was even worse yet we cut loose like a couple of happy maniacs. Knowing that all of the sexual tension we’d been building through the evening couldn’t find release in the normal way of a happily married couple we instead left it all out on the dance floor. It felt SO good to work up a sweat with her again.
And as we danced…I caught looks coming our way. Coming her way. With her body and that little black dress my wife was drawing a lot of attention from the men around us. They circled like sharks. But a proud Papa Bear kept his Mama Bear close. Seeing those men looking at her, lusting after her, made me feel like the luckiest guy in the club. And the more they wanted, the more I did as well. For her part she saw none of it as she only had eyes for me.
By the time we got home in the wee hours of the morning I was head over heels infatuated like it was the rush of first love all over again, despite it being with the woman who had shared my bed for the past five plus years. I had made love to her countless times yet I felt like she was the rarest and most unattainable treasure in the world.
I begged, BEGGED, her to let me eat her out. I figured as long as I wasn’t getting off it wouldn’t break the pact. But she refused to give me even that much before December. Oh how she enjoyed holding that over me and watching me beg.
We cleaned up and went to bed in each other arms, tired and joyful. The evening had been as good as one could be without sex. And better even than most with it.
What a day! What a night! And now I finally could read what had set it all off.
***
Dear David,
Oh my love! That tense moment! That kiss! That snuggle! That day! That night! You were a gentleman at dinner and an animal on the dance floor and I loved every single second of it. The way you looked at me, held me, protected me…you really made me feel like something special last night. You can’t imagine how close I was to tapping out last night and letting you have me. Or maybe you can. Ohhhh, David. It was magical! Thank you.
I’ve kept you on tender hooks long enough. I am sure you are dying to know what I did yesterday before coming home. Well read on my handsome cuckold and all will be revealed.
Before you made me feel like your queen Old Man Brown made me his dirty slut. That morning he deep throated your pretty little wife’s pretty little mouth then bent her over, flipped up her skirt, fucked her married pussy and took her anal cherry in his back yard before forcing her to her knees to take his hot seed all over her pretty little face and in her open mouth. How’s that for straight to the point? Ha! Are you hard already baby? He he he! I hope so.
Yeah, that all really happened. Yeah, I gave my anal virginity to the friendly old man from down the block. I can’t believe it myself and I was there.
When I went out for a morning walk I had been hoping to bump into him in the hopes of sneaking in a quick challenge in the morning so that it left the rest of my day open to spend with you. My plan was a simple ‘I’ll show you mine if you show me yours’ sort of thing. I thought that charming a respected older man to expose himself to me would count as something new to check off for Naughty November. Well, things did not go to plan. LOL When I heard him puttering around in his backyard I knocked on his fence on the pretense of looking for Mrs. Brown who I know is involved in the big charity drive for her church. I told him we had some things to donate, which is true, but he told me that she was at the church doing some organizing and that I could find her there or come back later. With naughty intentions I then asked him what he was tinkering on and with naughtier intentions he invited me back to see.
I tried to play it smooth as I worked up to the indecent proposal but before I knew it he had flipped the script and taken control. The pervy old man told me that the ‘BBC’ only comes out when there’s something worth coming out for. When I asked what he meant he laughed and said that he knew what was going on with my recent flashing and that he’d been expecting me to come ‘sniffing around’ one of these days. He had me back on my heels. Who was this guy? Where was kindly old Mr. Brown? And he’d been expecting me!? Did he really think I was that desperate? THEN he said that I wasn’t the first wife to come knocking over the years after their white hubby ‘couldn’t get it done’ at home. He said that sooner or later we all get a craving for ‘dark meat’.
I was aghast! Stuttering and blushing like it was November 1st again I tried to explain about Naughty November and that you were ‘getting it done’ just fine but he wasn’t interested in hearing it and things were moving so fast. So fast that I got swept along. Don’t get the wrong idea. I was not innocent by any stretch. I was a willing participant at every step. But it just all happened so fast!
Right away he took a ‘boner pill’ and told me that it wouldn’t take long and that it was worth the wait. In the meantime he pushed me against the house and unbuttoned my blouse then started playing with my breasts and pussy right there in the backyard. Thank God he has high fences! Nobody could see us except for his pooch who watched us from the doghouse, which was weird in its own kind of way.
He sure wasn’t wrong about that pill of his not taking long to work as before I knew it I could feel his erection growing against me. And what an erection! When he finally pulled it out I knew what I was in store for but still it left me speechless. The old man was about as thick as Mr. Purple but he was loooong! My goodness! He had to be ten inches or so with big bulging veins all up and down it. And I’d never seen a real black one before. It was such a lovely shade of brown. I giggled when I saw that his thick pubic hair was as white as the hair he had left on his bald head. I confess David that after being groped and played with and after seeing his big long cock and feeling it in my hand I was SO horny, and I knew you wouldn’t be able to do anything about it when I got home. And so I let things happen.
He got me on my knees, grabbed my hair and pushed his penis into my mouth. Unlike with you or Richard or Richie he challenged me to take him deeper and deeper. To my surprise and his delight I was able to take him quite deep! I choked and gagged here and there but as long as I was ready for it I was finding I could really take a lot. Way more than I ever thought I could. Heck, I think I might even be able to get ALL of you in my mouth. I can’t wait to try!
Oh my goodness, the things he said to me David. He called me a desperate slut and a cheating whore and way, way worse. I won’t even say what said about you. He used the N word and said all kinds of things I can’t repeat even now. He really made me feel like the slut that he was calling me. I’d felt naughty before but never as dirty, and it felt kind of exciting. Aren’t I terrible?
He then got me to my feet and bent me over against the wall to take me from behind. Well, you know how much I like it from behind. Those super long strokes in and out of my pussy had me quivering in no time flat. So deep! He said that my white pussy was so tight and wet and that he could tell that I needed a proper fucking. I came so good for him baby. It was SO hard not to cry out and call attention to us from any neighbors that might be in earshot. Then he surprised me by spitting on my butt hole and putting his tip against it. To his credit he gave me a chance to refuse him but I was too caught up at that point to slow things down. I had MEANT for my first anal with a real man to be a separate challenge, with James perhaps as his size isn’t intimidating, or to leave it for you but, as mentioned, I just let things happen. It’s hard in the heat of the moment to control things.
I can report that while I had to adjust to the feeling quickly I do indeed enjoy anal sex. He felt incredible! Again, those loooong deep strokes seemed to go on forever. I could feel him so far inside of me. I’m not sure I could ever orgasm from anal alone but good golly it does feel great. And he was clearly loving it as well! Ha ha ha! He groaned about how tight I was then just a minute later grunted that he was about to cum. He pushed me back on my knees and ordered me to look up at him with my mouth open and tongue out. I did as he said and was rewarded with a great big facial and a bunch of jizz milked onto my tongue. Right there under the open sky I was dripping in his mess and swallowing it down. It was all so nasty and filthy and amazing! AH! Once his load was blown he turned back into the friendly old chap that we all know and love.
And that’s where this spicy story turns a bit sour I’m afraid. Sorry baby, I know this isn’t the fantasy you want to hear but I’m just telling you what happened. I promised you the truth and I will always give it to you.
He helped get me to my feet and clean myself off. As he did so I could tell something had changed. I could see guilt in his dark brown eyes. God David, it all happened so fast…I didn’t even think about Mrs. Brown! It was clear in the way he was talking that he and his wife weren’t ‘cool’ like Tonia and James. I felt terrible! Without planning to I had just become the ‘other woman’. He told me that they’d been through some hard times before but that it been over 15 years since he fooled around on her and that he promised her that he wasn’t ever going to do it again. He said that I was so pretty and young that once I started coming onto him he felt the old sexual ego fire up again like it hadn’t in a long time. Full of regret he made me promise not to say anything. I swore myself to secrecy and so did he. And you have to as well David. The last thing I want is their broken marriage on my conscience.
He wasn’t the only one feeling guilty over their spouse either. As I walked home with my pussy and my bum feeling so dang good it struck me that we only ever get to experience a first time once in our lives. And I’d just shared my first anal with an acquaintance from down the street. Sure I’d done it with Mr. Purple already but a toy doesn’t count, not really. I wish I would have let the man I love have my ass first. All these years we could have done it and I was too repressed to even consider something so lewd. We can have all the anal we want now but it’ll never be the first time. And it would have been nice to feel yours inside of me before I felt one that was so much longer. Yours will never touch me in the places that his did. Though you’re certainly welcome to try! He he he! (Sorry! I really am terrible.) I’m sure I’m making a mountain of a molehill though. I mean you’d had women before me and that was fine. How is this any different? It isn’t. But still, it’s not what I would have chosen if I had it to do again.
Lessons were learned yesterday. Sometimes sex isn’t just sex, not for me at least. I’ll be more careful going forward. In the mood I was in I was SO happy and thankful to see you when I got home yesterday. In your arms you made me feel right again.
Okay, enough of the bad vibes. We’ve still got a few days to go and I’ve still got a couple wild oats left to sow before the end. Yesterday might not have been ideal but I still enjoyed it greatly. For an old fella Mr. Brown and his ‘BBC’ can still hang with the young bucks! Ha ha ha! Whoo! And as another married man took me I had this strangely positive feeling wash over me. A feeling of sexiness and pride at being yours even as he ravished me. Like I was representing you or something. Like ‘you can borrow my body but you can only dream of having a wife as good as David’s’. I’m not describing it well at all, but I don’t really understand it myself. Also, afterward I got this dirty little feeling that as he had cuckolded you I had cuckolded Mrs. Brown. It made me feel so desirable that I caused a man do that despite the risks. I think I understand the ego trip that people feel when in an affair now. I never understood it before. Don’t worry, I didn’t like it THAT much. LOL
Hey! I know this is getting long, but before I let you go something dawned on me yesterday as we were dancing. You told me that you’d had three partners before meeting me. He he he! Well I’ve now had you, Richard, Casey, Bradley, Richie, and now Mr. Brown. The score is now 4-6! Ha ha ha ha! Can you believe that? In just a month I’m now more experienced than you are! Craaaazy.
Finally, I’m not sure if you realized it or not, but you would have been tasting some of Old Man Brown’s semen in my kiss yesterday! I can see your face now! Ewwww! HA HA HA! Sorry, not sorry. He he he!
As you read this I am right now out on my latest adventure. But that’s a story for another day. Have a good night at work, cuck!
Always learning,
Sarah
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        What a humbling night I’d had! A night where I learned that there was a price to be paid for the heady highs of being a cuckold. It was easy when it was between me and my intimate partner while my blood was up. But then there was the rest of the world and the rest of the time. I learned that to be the husband of a hotwife you sometimes had to man up and face the consequences.
It all started early in the night when I got a call from a number I didn’t recognize. Answering it there comes a voice that was vaguely familiar. Only a split second before he said who he was I realized that it was James, Tonia’s husband. In a flash all I could see is my wife sitting around the poker table with the other women in various states of undress watching him pleasure himself as part of his losing bet. In his hand, Sarah’s eyes watching intently, he stroked his dick. She’d described it as ‘around 5 inches or so and skinnier than yours’. And as he spoke, try as I might, that scene was all I could think about.
He had called me in order to make sure that everything was on the up and up with Sarah screwing around with him and his wife. He said that it wasn’t that he didn’t trust her just that wanted to make double sure, man to man. He said that he didn’t want a ‘big bastard’ like me coming at him in a fit of jealousy. My cheeks burned as I spoke with him. My words were difficult to come by. Though some part of me knew stuff like this was inevitable suddenly having to confront the effects of my adventurous wife’s actions left me reeling. This guy that I barely knew was asking me permission to have sex with my wife! A month ago I would have found him and torn his head from his shoulders. Tonight…I swallowed the jagged pill of jealousy and meekly told him that Sarah was free to do as she wished. He was happy, needless to say, and told me that they were all hoping that I’d join them soon. It was a very surreal call.
Only after we hang up, with my cheeks still warm, did that familiar cuckold thrill hit me as I wondered what she was doing with him.
A couple of hours later came another call, this one from my old buddy Bradley. The number had barely come up on the screen when my imagination took flight again. ‘His was quite short, no longer than James, but probably as thick as Richard if not a bit more…It was kind fat and stubby looking with a humongous mushroom head. And the wildest thing to me, it had a slight curve to the right.’ It hit me then that I would never be able to see, hear or think about these men Sarah had been with without their manhoods popping into focus so that I could compare them to mine. Fuck! A heartbeat later all I could see is my friend pounding into my bound wife’s pussy and making her cum for him on our bed with his fat, curved cock. Fuuuuck!
I seriously considered refusing the call and blocking the number, but knowing I would not be able to run from it forever I bite the bullet and answer the call. It was humiliating! From the very first word I could hear a new cockiness in his gruff tone. He knew that I knew and he was reveling in it. He never brought up what happened directly as we chatted about the usual stuff, but it was all there in his attitude and tone of voice. In his eyes he’d gone up a peg and I’d gone down one. He was the bull and I was the cuckold. And in his gloating tone you would have thought that he was God’s sexual gift to women. He hadn’t a clue just how low of an opinion Sarah had of him and his lack of stamina and technique. But what could I say? He actually had fucked my wife to orgasm with his thicker cock. For that one night, he really was my bull.
I left that call feeling humbled and not knowing what the future held for our friendship. Though again, as the minutes passed, I found my desire for Sarah peaking once more. It always came back to Sarah and the wild lust I had for her. This shit was one hell of a ride!
My final humiliation came just minutes ago when Old Man Brown, dog in tow, walked up on me after I had just parked and was getting out of my truck to head into the house. I suspect he’d been walking up and down our block waiting for me. As a retiree I guess he had nothing better to do with his time. When I turned around and suddenly found myself face to face with him, boom! The picture painted by Sarah’s words snap into focus in my mind, ‘…about as thick as Mr. Purple…ten inches or so with big bulging veins all up and down it.’ I could not only see his long, black monster but my pale six incher along side it. I then saw it drilling into my wife’s pussy and previously virgin asshole. ‘Yours will never touch me in the places that his did.’
With me off guard and stuttering like an idiot he got right to the point. He had dropped by to ensure that I never tempted him with my Sarah’s tight little ‘honey-hole’ again. He told me that he knew it was me who sent her and that he’d met other husbands like me before. He told me in no uncertain terms that those years were behind him that he wasn’t about to risk his happy golden years for some ‘white motherfucker’s’ fetish. Once I could talk again I told him that it was a one time thing and that Sarah had no intention on seeking him out again. He laughed and said, ‘She’s tasted the dark meat now, might not be as easy as you think. She’s been ruined for boys like you. You just keep your bitch on a leash and outta my yard.’. To add emphasis he jingled the leash in his hand as if she were no more to him than the canine at his heel. As I stood there speechless he glanced down to my crotch, scoffed, then took a step back and gave me that amiable old man smile I was accustomed to. With that he bid me a good morning before heading off home.
JESUS!
Now here I sat in my kitchen, my head still spinning from that emasculating night, staring at Sarah’s latest letter as echoing in my ears were my Mr. Brown’s words of warning. ‘She’s been ruined for boys like you.’ Ruined?
***
Dear David,
Hello my handsome, perfect man. I hope your night went smoothly and you weren’t too distracted thinking about anything. He he he!
Do you remember what yesterday was? Hm? I bet you do. That’s right. It’s been two weeks since that charity strip show and there was another last night. I’m glad that you’re paying attention.
This time Tonia and I dragged Maria and Casey along and we had just as much fun as the first time. More so! This time we really cut loose with the whooping and yelling and carrying on. Me, Tonia and Maria were a bunch of wild girls! Ha ha ha! The show itself wasn’t any better, it was nearly identical to the last one, but we had an absolute blast ogling all of the pretty men and screaming like smitten teenyboppers. Casey on the other hand was HILARIOUS as she kept sitting there with her arms crossed saying things to the dancers like like, ‘meh, I’ve seen better’ and ‘is that all you got?’. Ha ha ha! She was a savage. It was so fun.
This time however there was one BIG difference. With a few drinks in them by the end of the evening Tonia, Maria, and Casey all chipped in to start bidding on the lederhosen guy’s private show. You know, the REALLY big guy. I laughed along and even threw in a few bucks, not knowing that they were bidding on MY behalf the whole time! And we won! When we were called up to follow the performer into the back rooms I was confused when I stood up and everybody else started getting ready to leave.
Blushing and sputtering as I do I tried to pull them along with me but Tonia said, ‘Oh no, he’s all yours.’. Little did I know that the three of them had hatched this scheme before we even showed up at the venue. Casey said that it was a special gift from them to me for my Naughty November almost being over. With the whole room watching and the dancer waiting I couldn’t just stand there, so off I went to the giggles of my sneaky girlfriends. The stinkers! As I went I thought that, on the bright side, a private show from a male stripper would definitely count as my challenge for the day complete.
To the cheers and hoots of all the ladies I followed the guy back behind the curtains. It was all so strange. The moment we got back there everyone had dropped their stage personas and suddenly it was all business. With nobody to accompany us the dancer brought to one of the karaoke rooms that they used for private shows on these nights. I was a bit intimidated to go in with this naked stranger with the humongous ding-dong but I followed along anyway.
Once inside he turned to me and introduced himself as Maximilian. Unlike his goofy character he was really chill and had this cool Austrian accent. It was so hard talking to him like a normal person with his dick hanging out! Ha ha ha! With his laid back professionalism he told me that I had nothing to worry about and that he’d done this all a hundred times before. Knowing that I was in the hands of a professional set my mind at ease.
Once we were both comfortable he asked me what I wanted. I asked him what the options were. He laughed and told me that for someone as hot as me the sky was the limit as long as I able to keep a secret, but that I needed to decide quick as he had another show later that night. When I asked him he meant he laughed again and said that he could dance for me again but that I had him for a half an hour in any way I wanted him. We talked in circles like this for a little before he finally just came out and told me directly that the performers generally had sex with the women back here! It was something of an open secret among the regulars. But, he said, that I had to ask him in plain language so there were no accusations of funny business later. He did however kindly jest the he recommended the ‘suck and fuck’ combo deal. That made me laugh.
A little tipsy, a lot horny, super curious, and admittedly a little bit scared I told him that I would take one suck and fuck please.
All business again we set to it with the time we had left. Before we started he handed me this little sampler tube of lubricant and suggested that I start warming my pussy up if we were going to do this in a reasonable amount of time. Slipping out of my panties and skirt I sat down, squirted it on my hand and started to rub myself. He was already pumped up from the performance and had only softened a little in the meantime so he was near full size when he stepped in so I could give him the ‘suck’.
OH MY GOD!
David, he was HUGE! Gigantic! Enormous! The words fail me. Length, girth, balls, you name it, he dwarfed them all. And so HEAVY! Up close it was so much more impressive than even during the show. He was a foot long, I swear. Twice as long as you for sure. And dear Lord, he was as thick my forearm. I actually put my arm along side it to compare and it was bigger! AH! I didn’t even know men could get this big!
Needless to say I wasn’t deep throating THAT monster. I could barely even fit him in my mouth! I did the best I could though, mostly just sucking and licking his big knob as I stroked him with both hands. When he did get to full arousal I was having serious second thoughts. Would this thing even fit into a human vagina!? Ha ha ha! Yeah, I actually thought that. But then I remembered that it was designed to allow a whole baby pass through so it could handle a mere penis, no matter the dimensions. And with all the rubbing and sucking and fingering my body was aching to at least give it a try!
I laid back in the curved booth and spread my legs for him and sort of squeaked ‘be gentle!’.
And he was, at first. He put on this crazy big condom then rubbed his huge thing against my slit, clubbing against my clit every so often, then he put his tip against my wet, slippery entrance and started to penetrate. He took it slow and had me breath in a special way to relax. Slowly, little by little, he pushed manhood inside. I could not believe my eyes when his knob disappeared inside of me. He fit!
David, again I know this isn’t part of your whole cuckold thing, but…I hated it! I absolutely hated it!
Oh God. Don’t let anybody tell you otherwise baby, but there is such a thing as too big!
His big penis ached as it stretched me so wide. He stretched me out so much I felt like I was going to be torn in two. And then once I got warmed up and we really got going he started going so deep that he was hitting my cervix! I did not like that. Not one little bit. It hurt! He was hurting me! Crazy fast he did make me orgasm really, really, REALLY super hard but even that was too much. I was so stretched out I couldn’t bear down on him like I like and he kept banging away and hitting my limit. And just how it happened, it was like he didn’t bring me climax but he FORCED me into one then another then another right on top of each other. I couldn’t even enjoy one before the next had me quivering and whimpering in this strange sort of ecstatic agony. They were so powerful that I wasn’t enjoying them, I was enduring them. He wasn’t making love to me, he was violating me. I had no control yet I couldn’t stop cumming in this strange place for this strange man. It was a nightmare! I WANTED MY PAPA BEAR!
When I could finally tell him to stop he pulled out right away. God! It was terrible. I felt as hollow as that Thanksgiving turkey. I was so overwhelmed that I cried a little. He gave me a little comfort then told me that I wasn’t the first not to like it. He then left me to get dressed. And that was it. With a sore coochie I got a cab home, got into bed and hugged your pillow all night long. Pitiful, I know, but it really helped.
I’m okay now. Looking back at it I was really happy that I tried it. I learned something about myself and experienced something I never would have before. And I am actually quite touched about the girls giving me that gift for my Naughty November too. But I’m not doing that again. Not even if you ask me. I’m sorry, David. I hope I didn’t spoil your fantasy. But I just don’t think I’m built for those really big ones.
Okay, enough of that. It was another less than ideal ending but I’m committed to see this through. I’ve got some really fun stuff planned for my final few days. It’s going to be great. And then we FINALLY get December 1st together! AAAAHHH!!! I didn’t think it would ever get here! With every lover I’m with I just want you more and more and more! I’m so excited!!! I can’t wait for you to have the new me! EEEEE!!!
I LOVE YOUUUU!!!
Sorer but wiser,
Sarah
***
She cried? She cried!? She fucking cried!? Setting down the letter I don’t even need to think about it. I get my ass up out of the chair then drive straight down to the daycare. In my work clothes and with iron resolve in my eyes I get some scared looks from the kids in the playground as I stride for my wife who was down on one knee helping one of the little ones with a shoe.
“Sarah.” Tonia says to call attention to me.
My gorgeous wife stands up and turns my way just as I am arriving. “Oh! David! What are you…?” Wrapping my arms around her I pull her into a tight, all-encompassing hug. “Ohhh David!”
“I love you too.” I whisper before planting a hard kiss on her sweet, full lips.
Around us the children all squealed and giggled and cheered at the gaudy show of affection.
Nov. 28th
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        Dear David,
Oh David. When I turned around and saw you standing there in the playground my little heart nearly burst. It felt like I was in a real life romcom! Ha ha ha! The other girls were VERY jealous that you’d come all that way just to give me a kiss. I simply don’t have the language to tell you what that meant to me. I fell in love with you all over again.
And that talk we had afterward, thank you. I know we sort of talked around things but I think I got your message loud and clear. I promise to be more careful with strangers and to keep my challenges inside of my ‘cool’ circle for these last few days. I can’t believe Bradley would disrespect you like that. With his weird kinks you would think he wouldn’t throw stones at glass houses. And I thought we could trust him! But I know that it was my fault in the end, and I am sorry. And with Mr. Brown too, all my fault. In my enthusiasm I let this challenge get away from me. You gave me total freedom and I feel like I betrayed your trust. Again, I’m sorry. Hurting you is the last thing I would ever want to do.
Okay, cuck, enough of the mushy stuff. Your hotwife has more naughtiness to tell you about. He he he!
Betcha never had a threesome before, have you? Well I have! Ha! It’s okay though, a man of your limited experience I can’t say that I’m surprised. He he he!
The threesome was with Tonia and James. We’ve been talking about doing it for awhile now. I guess Casey had been teasing James that she got me before he did and it was driving him kookie. Those two are so funny. Once he got the all clear from you he started nagging Tonia about it terribly. LOL I hadn’t realized that he’d even talked with you! That was really cool, baby. I liked that. I liked it a lot actually and not just because you finally got to be involved. Hearing that I had permission made me feel like I was your personal little sex slave that you were sharing out. Ooops! Did I actually write that? He he he he! I’ve become so naughty!
The three of us had a BLAST! Those two are so different! Remember how I said that Tonia made sex with her hubby sound like playtime, well she wasn’t kidding. They are so fun! After yesterday they were just what I needed. Where do I even begin? I suppose the beginning is as good a place as any.
When I got to their place things couldn’t have been more normal. They invited me and we had a drink and we just chatted for a bit. But they didn’t stay normal for long. The moment the drinks were done James blurted out that we should go to the bedroom. Tonia and I had a good laugh. He was trying to play it cool but his impatience couldn’t have been more obvious. After giving each other a look we teased him for a time before we each took one of his hands and lead him upstairs. The big smile on his face was so silly.
We got him on the bed and then Tonia surprised me by taking me in her arms and making out with me! I’d gone all month without letting anybody kiss me on the lips but then Tonia hits me with a big old smooch from out of the blue! Ha ha ha! Since we were already kissing and since it wasn’t a man I went with it. Just know that I tried to save my kisses for you.
James sat there quietly as his wife and I made out in front of him and slowly took each others clothes off. It was really sexy. Tonia wasn’t like Casey at all. She didn’t take charge and lead things. She was more like me, like we were equal partners. Everything was so soft and sensual and feminine. I prefer a masculine partner but whoo baby! Let’s just say that I can understand now why you guys like smooching us ladies so much. It was niiiice!
Once we undressed each other we turned and looked at James. I had to stop myself from laughing the way he gawked at us with big eyes and a bump in his pants. Working as a team we then undressed him. That was really sexy too. Working together with someone like Tonia felt easy and natural.
With all of us naked the games began! Ha ha ha!
We started on James, holding him down as we kissed and sucked him and stroked him all over his body. I followed Tonia’s lead in pushing his hands back down every time he tried to touch us. Eventually he was forced to give up and just lay there and take the pleasure. The man was in heaven! Ha ha ha! You should have seen the look of pure bliss on his face when Tonia and I each nibbled at one of his nipples as we played with his manhood. After a little Tonia asked if I wanted to ride him and I was so worked up by then I said yes right away. As I continued to make him feel good she slipped a condom on him and I climbed on top.
Oh my goodness! He he he he! The poor guy. He was so excited by this point that he came super fast! I didn’t even realize he had cum until he looked up with this hangdog face and said sorry! Ohhhh, he looked so pitiful and adorable! Ha ha ha! Please, please, please, please don’t ever breath a word of this to anybody, but part of the reason I didn’t realize that he was cumming is because his penis is so small. It was even skinnier than I realized the first time. I really had to grip down on him to feel him properly. Don’t get me wrong. He feels great inside of me, definitely better than Maximilian, but it’s sort of a low resolution kind of great if that makes any sense.
Tonia just laughed and patted his chest and said, ‘That’s my baby, fastest shot in the West.’. Ha ha ha! She didn’t say it in a mean way at all and James was such a great sport laughing along with her and saying, ‘When the holster’s THIS good yer bound to misfire once or twice.’. LOL Trying to make James feel better I told them that even you were quick with me sometimes and James was like, ‘See!’. They were so funny! The laughs just never stopped with those guys.
After that we turned our attention onto Tonia and that was certainly interesting. She’s got this sexual fetish about having food eaten off of her body and so while I sucked on her titties James ran down to grab some food. We laid her out like a big banquet platter and place little slices of strawberries and kiwis here and there then topped them each off with a little dollop of whipped cream. She looked like a dessert buffet! Ha ha ha! She sure was happy though and James was happy too. Seeing those two together really made me appreciate how perfect a man and woman could be for each other. In their own way the are just like you and me. Once she was all ready James and I dug in. Remind me never to be with Tonia while I’m on a diet! Ha ha ha! By the time we were done I was FULL!
The final morsel was the one on her pussy. This one James invited me to eat, and I did. I sucked off the strawberry and whipped cream then just kept eating as I ate her pussy out. I’d never put my mouth on a vagina before. It was different. It was nice. While her hubby sucked more cream from her tits I did my best for her, remembering how you and Richie and Casey ate me out then added some things I thought would feel nice. And you know what? I made her orgasm! I did! It was beautiful. Different than making a man cum, yet somehow the same too. God how I love seeing that moment of surrender in a person.
Then it was my turn and ohhhhh my goodness did it feel good. Two mouths, two bodies, and four hands explored every inch of my flesh. There was nowhere they didn’t touch. They grabbed me and licked me and sucked me, both together sometimes and other times each off on their own exploration. At one point Tonia was eating my cooch as James tongued and fingered my butt! That was niiiice. And so was the orgasm they gave me. They teased me a little, telling me that I came really easy just like Casey said. I said that I didn’t but then they asked if I’d ever been with anybody who didn’t make me cum. He he he! They had me there! Literally everybody I’ve been with this month gave me at least one orgasm. Evidently that’s not usually the case with a lot of ladies. I guess your wife is an easy cummer. Who knew?
From there it was a free for all and I can’t even remember half the stuff we did. We played naughty games. We made naughty jokes. James fucked me as I ate out Tonia. He fucked Tonia as she ate me out. He gave me anal as his wife and I fingered each other. Then Tonia gave him anal with her fingers while I stroked him with my hand and sucked on his nipples! Oh my goodness! He came so fast and hard it was crazy. It made me think that might be something I want to try with you someday. What do you think of that? Would you let me give you anal? If I said pretty please? He he he. We’ll talk next month.
We finished up with what Tonia called scissoring, it’s where two ladies rub their naughty bits together. James pulled up a chair to watch us and played with himself as he did so. We made a little bet as to who was going to cum last. Tonia won, hands down. Ha ha ha! James popped pretty quick even though it was his third time and I wasn’t far behind him as seeing him bust on himself set me off. Tonia laughed and laughed and called us the ‘quick draw duo’. James quipped that we were just ‘efficient’. Ha ha ha! As the winner we had to serve Tonia for the rest of the night, which pretty much just meant we kept doing what we were doing just with her as the focus.
Oh, David. I had FUN! We had fun! So much fun. I wouldn’t want it like that all the time, it did get a little silly for me here and there, but if we could lighten up and get silly like that sometimes I would really love that. My only regret was that you weren’t there to share the fun with me, or at least to watch me have it. Would you like to watch me, David? I would very much like to perform for you someday. These guys seem really understanding about kinks and stuff. They could probably cuckold you in person if you want them to. I can maybe ask Richard if you need it to be with a man bigger than you.
And you know what? Fair is fair. While I think it would be really difficult to see you with another woman, after seeing Tonia and James so happy and committed to each other…I think I could probably handle it now. I’d need a lot of coddling and assurances, but if you want to be with another woman I…might…think about it? Eeek! As long as my Papa Bear comes home with me in the end I think I could be brave.
The cool gang are still all really excited about your chastity almost being over and are REALLY hoping that you’ll join in next month. After your romantic arrival in the playground Tonia confessed that SHE was ready to drop to her knees suck your cock. Ha ha ha! I told them though that you getting involved wasn’t a part of our deal and that you and I would have to talk about it. And I told them that even if we were interested that they would have to get in line as you were going to be ALL mine for awhile.
So that’s Maximilian, Tonia and James. Three more for me. The score is 4-9. I’m up double on you and my lead is growing. Sounds about right for a dirty cuckold and his slutty hotwife. He he he!
Your fun lovin wifey,
Sarah
***
Sitting back I shake my head and laugh. What a kinky little minx my wife had become! It sounds like it was some kind of sexual three ring circus over there last night with her right there in the center of the spotlight. Wild!
That was certainly a better letter than the last one and that made me feel good. Though that jealous lust still burned inside of me at others having their fun with my beloved spouse instead of me, for the first time I actually felt…happy. Not necessarily for myself, but for her. I was happy that Sarah had gotten to experience something so fresh and different. I was happy that she’d been able to partake in pleasures that I alone could never provide for her. I was happy that she had had so much fun, both last night and throughout the month. And most of all…I was happy because she was happy. With me, with us, and with her sexual awakening.
For so long this month my fetish had kept me quiet for my own selfish, if confused, pleasure. Now I stayed silent for hers.
Just a couple more days now. You go have your fun, darlin. Papa Bear will be waiting.
Nov. 29th
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        The whole night I’d been fantasizing about what Sarah’s next letter would contain. Unlike previous nights I was in a far better headspace so I could allow my horny imagination to wander and wonder without so much shame and guilt.
Reflecting on it the source of my newfound peace of mind I found it to be sixfold. First, while I’d been reluctant to admit it, I was enjoying the fact that my wife was having sex with others. It gave me a thrill like few other things did. I wouldn’t be shouting it from the rooftops, but I was a cuckold. A part-time one at least. It wasn’t a permanent lifestyle I would choose but this month had given me enough fuel for my libido to last a lifetime. Second, Sarah had found her limits and was having fun with her last few days of freedom. She was enjoying her challenge and it had ended up doing exactly what we had hoped it would do for her. FAR more than I ever thought it would, but a roaring success by the standards of the initial goals I’d set. Third, and most importantly, despite all of the crazy sex she’d had with all her different partners the woman was still as in love with me as ever. I knew that to be true to the deepest depths of my heart. Nobody could steal her away, no matter how good they fucked. Fifth was the giddy excitement of December 1st being so close now. I couldn’t wait to have her in my arms again, to make her mine again, and experience the ‘new Sarah’ for the first time. I already knew that I would seriously have to up my game in the sack and I was eager for that challenge. And finally, I knew that the worst was behind us. During this month my wife had slept with friends, given her anal cherry, learned to deep-throat, had threesomes and monster cocks. What more could she really do? She admitted herself she was having trouble coming up with new stuff and I knew that she simply could not keep topping her previous exploit as she had been. Like any good story Naughty November had peaked and now we coast down through the final few pages and back into normal life.
My confidence in that final point began to wane however when I saw over-stuffed envelope nearly bursting from the fat stack of papers crammed into it. Settling into my chair I knew that I was in for a long read!
***
Dear David,
Wow! What an extraordinary month this has been! I can’t believe that this is my second to last letter. As with the first letter we never discussed how the final two days with one letter was supposed to go. I guess I’ll figure that all out tomorrow. For now, I have one heck of a story to tell you!
Have you ever had a bisexual foursome? Have you ever participated in BDSM? Have you ever made love with an audience? Have you ever had sex with a total mystery partner? No? No? No? No? Well I can now check all of those boxes and so many more and by golly it was an experience that I will never forget.
So with my Naughty November almost over and after having been with the rest of the Cool gang Javi and Maria were hoping to have their turn with me before the end. Maria approached me about it saying they had a sitter lined up and everything and I told her that I was willing to make them my challenge for the day but I insisted that we had to do something different than a simple threesome. I knew that I was in trouble by the way she smiled and the way that Casey and Tonia laughed. She assured me that they would come up with something special for me then gave me a time and an address. I knew I was in even deeper trouble when Casey asked me if she could act as my chaperone for the evening. I was confused. Chaperone? I then asked if Tonia and James would be there and Tonia immediately said no. She that she and James preferred hosting Maria and Javi and rarely the other way around, saying the couple’s hospitality as hosts was ‘a bit much’ for them. They evaded my other questions, assuring me that it was funner to experience than to hear about. My curiosity piqued, I agreed to at least visit them that night.
Not long after you left Casey rolled up to drive me to Javi and Maria’s house. She wasn’t just my chaperone but my designated driver as well. Along the way I tried to pry more information from her but her lips were sealed. She just kept insisting that I was in good hands. It was all so mysterious and dramatic.
Everything seemed normal as we arrived. They live in a nice neighborhood in a nice two-story house with a nice, clean modern design. Their place stood out due to the high hedges all around the property but otherwise it was like any other house in the neighborhood. Taking Casey’s arm I let her lead me from their driveway to the front door. She rang the bell, we waited, the door opened, and that’s the moment when I left the normal world behind.
Answering the door was a strange man in dog collar and a weird leather mask that covered his whole head except for his eyes. Besides it being leather the mask looked like a ski mask a robber might wear except there were two little holes at his nostrils to allow him to breathe and a closed zipper across the mouth area. Now David, when I say the man greeting us wore a dog collar and a mask, I mean he was ONLY wearing a dog collar and a mask! He was completely naked otherwise! As if that weren’t shocking enough it was as plain as day that this man was not Javi. He was shorter and far skinnier than Javi and his pale, doughy and completely hairless body was as white as mine. Who was he? Though I tried not to stare at him I couldn’t help but notice his soft penis was quite a fat one. It reminded me of Bradley’s just without the bend and none of bush.
While I was reeling Casey greeted the man as casual as anything. ‘Hello Gimp.’ She said. He nodded in acknowledgment but said nothing. He motioned for us to enter which we did. He closed the door behind and waited for us to take off our jackets and shoes then lead the way deeper into the house. It was so weird being ushered by this naked masked mystery man through the super normal house. Along the way I whispered to Casey, asking about the man, and she answered, ‘He is Javi’s gimp’. I’d heard of a simp before but never a gimp.
He lead us down into the basement. At the bottom of the stair was the usual stuff; washer, dryer, water heater and the like. But it on the opposite wall from the stairs was solid looking door with a place to put a padlock just above the door handle. I gave Casey a look but she just smiled and patted my hand. Gimp lead through the door and oh my goodness! What a sight it was! It was no ordinary room. The whole rest of the basement had been turned into a crazy bdsm dungeon! It was one big open space except for a full bathroom just beside the entrance. The walls were brick and lined with hanging whips and paddles and cuffs and chains and all sorts of kinky things. The floor was hard wood and the ceiling had exposed beam from which hung steel hoops here and there. The furniture was like nothing I’d seen before. There were benches, swings, stools, a pillory that looked like it belonged in medieval times and a big wooden X with cuffs affixed to the ends. Everything in there was of the same black and red color scheme. It was all fully lit though the lights were dimmer than a normal room and had a red hue. I felt like I’d walked into hell. And there was Satan waiting to strike a bargain for my impure soul.
Across the room from us sat Javi on a throne of dark wood and leather. A literal throne! He had on a black leather vest with matching leather pants. His black hair was all slicked back, his goatee trimmed, and he had on the most serious expression. I’d never seen the normally laid back and jovial Javi look so menacing! Kneeling beside his throne to his left was Maria, completely nude except for a dog collar that matched the one on Gimp. The collar was attached to the throne by a shiny steel chain. She looked really pretty with make up on and her hair worn loose. I tried to wave at her but she had her head down with her hands on her thighs in a strict position of submission. She looked very sexy! As Casey and I walked to the center of the room the naked man left us to kneel at Javi’s other side in the same position as Maria. Before addressing us Javi attached another chain leash to Gimp’s collar to match his wife’s.
Well! Needless to say I was overwhelmed by it all. Thankfully Casey was there to guide the way.
She turned to me and quietly explained that Maria and Javi were heavily into BDSM. She told me that there was no shame in turning around right then or at any time that I was feeling uncomfortable. She said that honesty and consent were crucial at all times. She also said that after her and I’s fun together that she sensed that I had a natural submissive streak in me and that it was her suggestion to surprise me like this. And then she went through some basic P’s and Q’s of Javi’s dungeon, the most important besides the safety and consent ones being that I was to not to break the fantasy until the scene was over. Once she was sure I had taken it all in she asked if I wanted to proceed, reminding me that I could end everything at any point I wanted. Seeing the trio waiting for us I simply had to see what this was all about and so I nodded to proceed.
Stepping forward she bowed to Javi and called him ‘Master Xavier’. He called her ‘Mistress Cassandra’ and asked who it was that she had brought with her. She said ‘a lovely little submissive seeking an experience’. That was me! Everything was so formal and ritualized. These characters they were playing were so unlike the folks that I knew so well out in the world. But right away I realized that part of the fun was the make-believe so I played my part as best I could. I curtsied to his highness and thanked him for allowing me into his dungeon. He liked that. We were off to a good start.
Acting like some king granting an audience to a lowly peasant Javi asked questions. So many questions! I felt like it was a naughty job interview or something. Ha ha ha!
He asked me who I belonged to. I proudly told him, ‘I belong to David.’ He asked me if I had my Master’s permission to be here. I say that I did and that you wanted to me to become more sexually experienced. He asked me for your title. I didn’t want to say Papa Bear as it didn’t really fit the whole mood going on so…he he he he!…I called you my ‘Daddy’! Ha ha ha! I really did! It just sorta popped right out of my mouth. Sorry if you think that’s weird or I embarrassed you with that. I just thought it was sexy is all. For what it’s worth three of the four didn’t even bat an eye. In fact I think they liked it. I think Maria REALLY liked it by her little gasp and the way she looked up at me with big eyes when I said it. She got in trouble for that look by her Master and had to enter a lower position with her head way down on the floor are her bum up higher for the rest of my screening. Maria is normally a pretty feisty woman so it was really strange for me seeing her so unquestioningly obedient. In the process I learned that her name here was ‘Muffin’! Ha ha ha! I thought that was so adorable and perfect for her somehow.
Continuing he asked me my title. It took me a second but I came up with ‘Bunny’. Isn’t that cute? I liked it. He then asked me if I gave consent for Mistress Cassandra to be me my chaperone. Turns out that they like to have somebody separate from the action to watch over things, especially when a new ‘play thing’ was being introduced. Casey would watch from the side and her whole job was to ensure that I was having a good time and not going past my comfort zone. I felt quite flattered that she would do that for me as well as comforted by having somebody looking out for me. I said that she had my consent to be chaperone.
And speaking of consent, oh my goodness. The next part was all about do you consent to this and this and this. I understand why they wanted everything out in the open but golly it kind of killed the whole spontaneity of things. But I appreciated it all being laid out as responsibly as it was. Wanting to take advantage of the opportunity for a full bdsm experience I told him that I would be willing to participate in most of the stuff he went through, within limits of course. But I didn’t agree to everything. Among the things I refused were extreme humiliation, unprotected sex, fisting (ew!), hard spanking, ‘water sports’ (EW!) and anything that would hurt me in any way. I told him that my powerful Daddy would get very angry if anybody caused his soft little Bunny any pain. OHHHH David! My pussy got wet just saying that. And when I saw the look of respect in Master’s eyes for my big strong Daddy, well, I was one proud little Bunny I can tell you. I also caught Maria peeking again. I think she was becoming a fan of this protective Daddy that she was hearing about. He he he!
Then we got to the topic of Gimp. Master Xavier told me that his preference was for his gimp to be involved in our scene but that I had to agree to it on the condition that I would not learn of the man’s true identity. He told me that in the outside world Gimp was a ‘nerdy cubical slave’ and a ‘total fucking loser’ who was so ‘worthless and inconsequential’ that he was as invisible without the mask on as with it. Simply put, Gimp did not matter. He was less than human. I wasn’t a fan of that kind of talk but if Gimp took offense at the insults he showed no signs of it, not that I could really tell through his mask. I was uneasy being with this total stranger but also curious. The mystery of him was quite exciting. Remembering our incidents with Bradley and Mr. Brown I made sure that Gimp didn’t know us in the real world. He was given permission to speak and told me that he did not recognize me. I didn’t know his nasally voice either. Master Xavier then said that what happened in his dungeon stayed in his dungeon. I was curious, I was horny, and it was still Naughty November so I agreed to allow Gimp to participate in our scene. I thanked Gimp and received my first verbal reprimand. I was told that Gimp never received praise, thanks, or appreciation. Ever! I felt for the poor fellow, but he wouldn’t be doing it if he didn’t like it, right?
Then finally I was told about the stoplight safe word system they used and that if I found myself needed to use one while gagged I was to either snap my fingers or look at Casey who would step in on my behalf. I was only supposed to look at her directly if I needed her. With all the leather and chains and floggers and stuff I was very intimidated but knowing that I had a chaperone looking out for me really helped me a lot. Casey then gave me a little kiss on my cheek and said to have fun then faded off to sit in a chair at the side of the room.
AT LAST the ‘scene’ could start. God! So much talking. LOL
Unclasping both Muffin and Gimp at once he sent them at me like was releasing the hounds. He told them to strip me naked and they sure did that. It wasn’t sensual or sexy, they just quietly and efficiently took all of my clothes off. It was surreal and embarrassing standing there looking at a blank faced Javi as he watched me become undressed. I quickly realized that if I was going to enjoy this without laughing or saying something wrong I had to get the real world out of my head as quick as possible. It wasn’t the jovial Javi watching me, it was Master Xavier and he was the dominant lord of this realm with me but a lowly submissive girl. And that made all the difference. By the time my that Muffin was pulling my panties off the pair of them stepped away from me to leave me totally exposed in the center of the room I had accepted my submissive identity in this strange world.
Once I was nude Gimp and Muffin returned to their Master’s side to kneel and watch. Totally emotionless Master Xavier’s dark eyes panned up and down my body, taking in every little detail of my flesh. Being under his commanding gaze made my skin tingle. My instinct was to cover up. While I did blush and squirm I stood there, arms at my sides, as bravely as I could to let him see all of me. I’ve never even let YOU look at me for so long in full light completely nude like that. Without him even doing anything my body was starting to respond, my face was flush, my pussy warm and my nipples had gotten all firm and perky. He had me turn around and while facing away I could still feel his eyes all over me, as well of those of the others.
After an excruciatingly tense couple of minutes he has me turn back around then orders me to kneel, which I did. Then he told me to go on all fours, I did this too. Then he told me kneel again, then back on my feet, then bend over so he could see my breasts hang, then kneel again. And so it went. He was toying with me but also testing me so I followed every command without question. It was actually a lot of fun following a master’s orders, sort of like an adult version Simon Says. It wasn’t long though until the orders started becoming more naughty.
He had me touch my body and grab my breasts. He had me spread my legs and pull my pussy lips apart. He pointed out to everybody how wet I already was and congratulated me on being such a good slut. A good slut! He even had me bend over and spread my cheeks to show everyone my butt hole and had me stay that way for awhile! I felt so dirty and so ashamed to be debasing myself like that in front of all of them, yet I couldn’t deny how arousing it all was to have all of their eyes on me. Finally he had me sit down with my legs wide and play with my pussy for his entertainment. Again I obeyed. The more I obeyed the easier it became. Master, Muffin and Gimp all watched in silence as I masturbated right there out in the open on the hard wood floor. AHHH! It was so embarrassing! It was so thrilling! Ha ha ha! After a little while he told me to stop and said that he was satisfied with my obedience and extended his respect to my Daddy for training me so well. Thank you, Daddy! He he he!
Master Xavier then asked, since it was my first time in his dungeon, if I had any requests. I kept it simple by answering ‘bondage and sex’. He said it was a predictable answer for someone who was so clearly an insatiable slut but that he would grant my request on the condition that I could only orgasm with his permission. I agreed, both with his condition as well as the fact that Bunny was an insatiable slut. I kinda liked having an alter ego. Bunny could be things and say things that Sarah could not. I was sinking deeper into their world more by the minute.
With a wave of his hand he once more he released his minions to do his bidding. While Muffin pulled me to the side Gimp went to the heavy wooden pillory and dragged it out into the center of the room. It was about five foot tall and built as one piece with the platform under it. The design was interesting in that the board with the holes for the neck and wrists was set into a groove between two stout pillars such that it looked like it could be adjusted up and down as desired. I’m not sure if the master had seen me eying it up, but I’d been quietly hoping he’d use it on me. It just looked so ancient and intimidating.
While Gimp was busying himself in setting up the equipment Muffin was putting these slender velcro cuffs on my wrists and whispering to me. She was asking me to tell my Daddy that she was a good girl and that she liked big rugged men like ‘Daddy David’. Ha ha ha! She called you Daddy David! She was being so CUTE! But ohhhh boy did she pay for it. Master Xavier was not impressed with his sub asking about another’s master in his dungeon. I’m not sure what she was thinking whispering like she was. Her master was sure to here her in the quiet room. I suspect that she got into trouble on purpose. The brat!
Well that just stopped everything. In an angry voice Master Xavier ordered Muffin to crawl back to him. Her head down like a scolded puppy that was exactly what she did. She begged for mercy but her pleas fell on deaf ears. Right there in front of everyone he put her over his knee and spanked her! Like not light little playful spanks like you give me, I mean full man strong spanks on her big bare bottom. The claps were so loud as they echoed through the room. Maria whimpered and moaned as she received her punishment, but I could tell by the noises and the look on her face…that she liked it! She enjoyed being spanked. And it left me curious. In the end he chastised her for being so selfish and disobedient and told her that it was only because he had a new guest that he wouldn’t be using the cane on her. With her bum all pink she grovelled at his feet like I had never seen a person do before, she even kissed his feet, and thanked him for his mercy. He waved her away like she was nothing but a nuisance and she crawled back to me, a poorly hidden smile on her flushed face.
I was still a bit shocked from that when he commanded his submissives to place me in the pillory. One on each arm they lifted me from the floor and lead me toward the instrument of bondage. The board had been split in two allowing them to lay my neck and wrists into indentations. I was bent forward, my head and arms positioned just so, then they brought the top half down to trap my neck and limbs between them. In an instant I realized what the snug cuffs had been for. They were to ensure that was impossible for me to pull my hands back through the holes. As I heard a latch click it hit me that I was truly trapped! It was so scary yet so incredibly exciting all at once. They weren’t done with me yet though. I couldn’t see them but I could hear them moving around behind me. The next thing I knew I felt cuffs going on around my ankles. When I tried to move it became clear that the ankle restraints were attached to the platform in some way such that I could move my feet forward and back by a couple of feet yet lifting them or bringing them together was impossible. I wasn’t simply bound like I’d been with Bradley, I was completely helpless in every way. Naked, bend over, and restrained by the pillory like some condemned witch in olden times I was at their mercy!
As Gimp and Muffin receded back toward their master Casey moved her chair to get a better look at my face. I’d been so caught up in everything else I’d forgotten she was even there. She asked, ‘How you doin, Bunny?’ and I told her that I was fine. Sure I was a bit freaked out but mostly I was eager to see what happened next.
Only now that I was completely bound and helpless did the master finally rise from his throne. With his submissives crawling like well heeled dogs at his sides he approached me with the most smug and superior look on his face. He walked straight up to me, so close his belly nearly touched my nose. Reaching to either side he hit some buttons that freed the board to slide up and down. Pulling me higher, forcing my feet to shuffle forward, he brings me to nearly standing then released the buttons to stick me in the new position.
Without a word he starts to feel up my breasts, grabbing them and groping them rough and hard while staring down into my eyes. I whimpered and squirmed but I took the groping like a good girl. He slipped his fingers into my mouth and opened it up wide, then leaned down to take a close look at my lips and mouth. I’d never been touched like this before, not even by Old Man Brown. And the way he looked at me made me feel so small and powerless and made him seem so mighty and powerful. Keeping still I didn’t put up a fuss. He nodded his approval then slowly walked around to where I couldn’t see him. Goodness! Over the next few minutes he gripped my inner thighs and pulled my tits and spread my legs and smacked and grabbed my ass and overall mauled your wife’s soft little body like I was a ball of pizza dough. I remained as still and silent as I could for him though he did make me squeak when he slid two fingers into my wet coochie. Twisting his fingers inside of me he said that I was tight and told Muffin that I was as tight as she used to be. She bowed and apologized for her ‘wrecked cunt’.
Out of the corner of my eye I could see Casey watching me closely and I was so thankful for her. I was enjoying myself and incredibly aroused but I understood now the value of my chaperone as well as Tonia and James’ reluctance to enter this dungeon. These three were used to swimming in very deep and dark waters. For them we were still splashing around in the wading pool. For me the water was neck deep and threatening to rise.
As Bunny I endured his inspection of my body and I won’t deny that I enjoyed his rough treatment of me. Bunny enjoyed it quite a bit as a matter of fact, being treated like some object, though I couldn’t tell you why. He never once hurt me but my God the man knew exactly where the line between discomfort and pain was. At one point I heard him whisper that it was a shame that this Bunny was such a tender thing as he could work wonders on flesh as soft and responsive as mine. Muffin was only too happy to remind him that I was under my Daddy’s protection and that Daddy David was very large and stronger than him and Gimp put together. I thought for sure she was going to get the spanking of a lifetime, instead he grumbled his displeasure at her impudence but did not punish her again.
He finally came strolling back around to the front and announced, ‘Your slut body is acceptable.’ Not knowing how else to respond I thanked him. He liked that and his approval made me feel strangely proud. Pressing the buttons again he lowered me right down so that my face was staring right at his leather clad crotch. Stepping back he summoned Gimp and commanded me to ‘Suck this worthless piece of meat so he can loosen you up for me.’ Opening my mouth I accepted the masked man’s flaccid cock into it and started to suck him. Snapping his fingers he commanded Muffin to ‘Warm this slut up.’ She said, ‘Yes Master’ and I heard her scurry away.
It was strange giving head while bound like I was. I had zero control beyond a tiny bit of neck motion so all I could really do is suck and tongue him as he moved as he pleased. Both hands on my head he slowly and silently thrust in and out of my mouth while I got him hard. At the angle I was at I couldn’t see his face or even much of his body. It struck me again how I didn’t know anything about this man whose dick I was sucking. The one thing I did know is that he had a nice fat cock. It started thick and flaccid and ended thicker and rock hard. He really was about Bradley’s girth, a bit thinner maybe but probably an inch longer. About your length I’d say.
Had I not been bound to the platform I swear I would have leaped so high I hit the ceiling. Without any warning whatsoever Muffin had pressed something blunt, hard and plastic against my coochie then a second later hit me with CRAZY powerful vibration! It made Mr. Purple’s top vibe setting feel like a butterfly kiss by comparison. Even the deep powerful sound it made, BRRRRMMMM, it sounded closer to heavy machinery than a sex toy. Ha ha ha! This was some kinda industrial strength vibrator. And the feeling? OH MY GOD! It was a high voltage bolt of erotic electricity coursing from my clitoris straight up into the base of my brain!
Gimp pulled his penis out of my mouth to allow me to cry out. I have a vague recollection of Casey reminding me about the stop lights but that buzz, that intense almost painfully blissful buzz, had me a quivering idiot. It was so much that my body instinctively tried to pull away but oh no. Muffin, acting on her master’s orders, was having none of that. Centered squarely on my clit Muffin held the vibrator hard against me no matter how I twisted and squirmed, and bound to the platform as I little room wiggle room to begin with. All I could do is take the pussy melting vibes full force.
Stroking his dick Gimp faded away replaced by Master Xavier’s piercing stare. Staring into my eyes he studied me closely as the vibrator worked its magic. I told him that I was about to climax and he reminded me that I needed permission to do that. I asked him nicely if I could, and he said no! He said that I had to hold it in. Oh my God, David. I’d never had to try told back an orgasm before. I whined and pleaded with him as my lust filled body rebelled against my obedient mind. Still he denied me, grinning at my agony. And then, when I could take no more, he had Muffin pull the toy away all at once to leave me quaking on the very verge of release. After a moment for my body to cool down they started again, this time at a lower intensity. Again I was denied and again the toy was pulled away at the last second. After a break the started again, this time at a higher intensity. Oh Lord David, he had your boring little wifey begging like a starving dog. I was out of my mind with the need to climax. The last time I warned him a instant too late that I was about to orgasm and that second was all it took. Unable to hold it back I came, but ohhhh what torture it was as the vibrator was taken away after I’d barely begun my release. I fought the restraints, trying to find some way to touch my pussy so I could take myself through my orgasm but I was powerless against my bondage.
In the quiet of the dungeon I gasped and strained and pitifully bucked against stimulation that was no longer there. Though I could see nothing I could feel my pussy juice streamed down my legs and I knew that it dripped down onto the platform between my spread legs. I must have been quite a sight. I don’t think I’ll ever forget that unsatisfied ache of an orgasm begun but not taken to fruition.
You’ll have to excuse me as the old memory starts to get foggy around this point.
Master Xavier was disappointed in me for climaxing without permission. He said that he expected better from a slut like me. I tried to plead my case but he was hearing none of it. He asked me, ‘So you like orgasms, hm?’ and I told him that I did. He smiled and said, ‘Very well, slut. Cum as you wish.’ then with a nod of his head Gimp pushed his cock into my dripping pussy! As wet and excited as I was his thickness slipped into me as easy a knife through warm butt. It felt SOOOOO good! And then, as if that wasn’t enough, Muffin pressed the vibrator back onto my poor little clitty!
Held in inescapable bondage I was fucked into oblivion. I yowled, I wailed, I pleaded, I grunted like a beast, and I lost myself so completely at one point that I just let my mouth hang open and drooled. I can’t even say how many times I orgasmed. I just…I can’t. It all became a blur. My dad once told me when he was kid he was caught having a cigarette and was forced to smoke so many that he felt ill as a lesson to stay away from them. Well, in a similar vein that is what Master Xavier did with me. Gimp’s stamina was super human. No flair or style, but endurance second to none. He just fucked and fucked and fucked and fucked all while the vibes relentlessly destroyed my clit. I later learned that Gimp literally could not cum until permission was given to him. Isn’t that wild! A man that only cums when you want him to? I’m thinking a lot of ladies would give their right tit to have a man like that. Ha ha ha! If you wanted to be cucked baby, well, Gimp certainly did that! Sure he had some mechanical aid, but DAMN! Long story short, where once I was begging the master to let me climax I was at this point begging for him to let me stop. I thought about a safe word, but brave little Bunny was determined to hold out until the end.
When at last Master Xavier mercifully brought it to an end he stood over me as I trembled, laughed and asked me if I was going to cum without permission again. With a whimper I told him that I learned my lesson and that I would obey him. He patted my head and called me a good Bunny. After all that a kind word from this man who held all of the power here felt like a reward better than diamonds. I felt like I’d really done something to be proud of. I know it was all fantasy but that moment of mercy and praise coming from this controlling master just hit different after going through such a pleasure filled yet challenging ordeal. It touched something deep inside of me.
My legs had long since gone, I’d only been held up by Gimp holding my waist as he pounded my pussy, so he continued to support me until I could get my shaky legs under me again. Muffin came crawling around to look up at me with a big excited smile saying things like ‘Isn’t Master wonderful?’ and stuff like that. I agreed with her. He hadn’t touched me through that sex fest yet everybody in the room knew that it was him who deserved the credit. Gimp then came around to stand next to his master, his hard, tireless, latex sheathed manhood dripping with my juices. Master commanded that I be released. As Muffin and Gimp removed me from my bondage he began to get undressed. He said that I was ready for him now, unless I couldn’t go on. Though I was tired and my pussy numbed by the nonstop pleasure it had endured but I told him that I would be honored to be taken by him.
I confess that I was surprised when he removed his leather pants to reveal his erection. Somehow I just assumed it would be large. Bigger than his gimp at the very least. But he was an average six inches with an average girth, a near match to yours just ramrod straight and a lovely tan color. The surprise only lasted a moment however as such minor details were swept aside by his dungeon filling aura. He wasn’t as big as Gimp, certainly not as thick, but it was his awesome presence that made his cock superior in every way.
‘Look at the mess you made.’, he said to me, pointing back at the platform. Looking back I saw a big puddle of my juices glimmering on the wood. It was so much! I apologized to Master for making a mess. He told me that he’d let me off since it was my first time then ordered Muffin to clean my puddle.
Gimp and Muffin pulled the equipment away leaving me alone Master Xavier. I stared up at him in awe as he loomed over me. He commanded me to put my arms behind my back and I obeyed without question. Though he didn’t actually bind my wrists he might as well have. I was completely under his spell. He commanded that I open my ‘fuck hole’. Again I obeyed, opening my mouth wide. He slid his cock through my lips, grabbed my head, and began to fuck my mouth and throat. David! I cannot tell you how proud I was in that moment when Master realized that Bunny could deep throat him right to the base. He he he! Going balls deep he told Muffin that she could learn a thing or two from ‘this little cock slut’. It felt great giving him a blowjob. I felt like I was doing something really good in pleasuring the Master. I would have stayed like that for a long time but it only lasted a few minutes before we were on the move.
He took me to a padded bench where he laid me out and bound my arms, neck and legs like I was frog on its back. Then he fucked me. It was such a surreal experience. After Gimp’s fat dick and the relentless vibrator his penis felt good, but not like it normally would. I could tell that I was looser than normal though I tried my best to grip down on him to make myself tighter. As he had sex with me he stared down into my eyes, into my very soul! He was fucking me with his dark eyes and dominant will as much as was with his hard cock. It hit me then that he didn’t give a damn whether I would get off on this or not, it was ALL about HIS pleasure. I was simply the vessel for it.
It was so arousing in the weirdest way. His lovemaking wasn’t particularly hard or long lasting or really notable in anyway beyond the bondage, yet I was captivated. After a few minutes when I could sense that his passion was rising I asked him if I could cum for him. He told me to wait, so I did. And then just as he reached his climax he commanded me to orgasm, so I did. No joke David, he made me cum with his mind! It was…indescribable.
Once he was done he pulled out, pulled off the rubber and let it fall to the ground, then stretched and wandered back to his throne. He told the others offhandedly to ‘Get what you want from her if she’s still willing.’ Bunny was pooped but willing for one last hoorah.
As a trio us three submissive went and put on a show for the Master. Everything was still about him and his approval. As he watched Muffin and I 69’ed each other while Gimp had my ass then we switched around so Gimp was fucking Muffin while I rode her face. Then we finished with Muffin and I on our knees laughing and giggling while Gimp blasted our faces with his hot seed, with his Master’s permission of course.
And then everyone sort of looked at each other…and Master told us the scene was over. Just like that he sat back and let out that good old Javi laugh and the rest all joined him. Casey cheered as Gimp, Maria and I gave each other a final celebratory hug. Though we were naked, sweaty, and messy with juices and semen suddenly we were all ourselves again! Ha ha ha! WEIRD! The gear shift out of the fantasy left me in a daze.
They were all SO NICE to me after that. They praised me and told me how amazing I was and how beautiful I was then, after we all cleaned up, we retired upstairs where I was wrapped up in a big fuzzy blanket and given hot chocolate with marshmallows and showed so much care and kindness. You know how soft I get after sex, well after that I was desperately needed all of that TLC. They weren’t my Papa Bear but they gave me what I needed. After all we’d been through it was so odd seeing Maria back to her strong sassy self and Javi back to his laid back norm. While everybody was back to how I knew them there was this undercurrent between us now that would always remain. With Javi in particular, I don’t think I will ever look at him the same way again knowing that Master Xavier is lurking somewhere behind that kindly smile.
Even Gimp, while the mask remained, kicked back and reverted to the man he was in the outside world. I found out his real name is Chris but beyond that he remained a mystery. He said that he preferred that only his Master know his true identity. So weird to think about though, huh? There’s some nerdy cubical guy named Chris out there who cuckolded you. We could bump into him someday and we’d never know, though he would. Ha ha ha! Craaazy!
We chatted awhile about what happened and they asked me if I enjoyed myself and what I would have changed if I could go back. Then they regaled me with tales of some of the trio’s other adventures in kink. I discover that my previous instinct was correct in that what we’d done that night was tame compared to the places they could go. And I was glad for it! What we’d done was MORE than enough for this happily married woman. They said that they didn’t do the BDSM stuff all that often, the more relaxed gatherings with Tonia and James’ being far more common, but that it was a much needed escape for them when they could. They were really happy I’d gotten to share it with them, and so was I.
My mind buzzing, my body humming, my pussy still tingling, I left their house floating on a cloud. Casey took me out for a bite to eat. She was still acting as my chaperone. She asked if I needed somebody to stay with me, I said that I didn’t, and she said that if I experienced a sudden drop in mood that it was normal and that I should call her no matter how late. I was fine though, I just wanted my bed! Ha ha ha!
As I look back on it all I am left with so many conflicting emotions. I enjoyed myself, oh my GOD did I enjoy myself, yet…it was a lot. I can feel it weighing on me even as it lifts me. The dungeon, the rigid power dynamics, the fantasy, the losing myself, the Master, the slutty freedom as Bunny, the bondage, the slavish service, just everything…it’s a lot to process. I think it’s going to take me weeks to really work through my emotions about last night. I am so glad I got to experience that but honestly, I am not sure I will want to do it again. At least, not without Bunny’s Daddy there to keep her grounded and reminding her of her place. I am SO glad this month is almost over, baby. I need to be yours again before I lose myself for real.
So, body count: 4-12 for hot wifey. I’m up by three times. And not just by quantity, but quality and variety. I bet you never experienced anything like THAT before! Ha ha ha!
Whew! What a novel that turned out to be. I sure hope you are enjoying these because my writing hand is as sore as my cunny after Maximillian! Ha ha ha!
Your Daddy lovin Bunny,
Sarah
Nov. 30th, Morning




    
        Post "30 Days: Nov. 30th, Morning" by "grimbous" from Patreon

        Last day. The last day of Naughty November. Thank God!
I’d endured it all. And endure was precisely the right word for it. I enjoyed it too, a part of me did at least, but oh yes it did take endurance. My jealousy, my pride, my ego, and my incandescent libido had endured a month long thrashing beyond anything else I’d ever experienced. I’d been enthralled, I’d been aroused, I’d been humbled and I’d been awakened. My journey had followed in the footstep’s of Sarah’s, with her forging the way and doing all of the hard trailblazing, but it had been no less arduous. I might not have made it through the No Nut challenge that I set for myself, though I’d been denying myself for the week since I accidentally nutted against her hip, but the challenge I ended up accepting had been far more a test than mere chastity could ever be. In all I felt it had been a journey worth taking. To watch and read about my wife’s sexual blooming had been a once in a lifetime adventure, but every adventure had its end. And it was time for this one to end. It was time to come back together and discover our new normal. She’d said it better than I ever could in yesterday’s letter. If this went on for much longer I may end up losing myself completely.
By this time tomorrow Naughty November would be in the rear view mirror and I couldn’t have been happier.
Stepping into the kitchen I look for what might end up being the final envelope. Instead I find an adorable pink plastic bunny with a short length of twine on one end that attached a fancy looking tag which read, ‘David’. Picking up the object with growing curiosity I turn it over in my fingers to inspect it closely. It was just a tiny rabbit.
“What the…?”
Just then I catch a little seam running across the neck. Pulling the head from the body reveals a USB connection. It was a thumb drive. What was my naughty Bunny up to this time?
Two minutes later I am sitting at my desktop staring at the single file that the drive contained. A video file. 38 minutes long. Moving on its own my hand shifts the mouse and opens the file.
***
“Dear David.” My wife says before a bout of giggling stops her. The video had started with Sarah centered in the frame standing in a living room that I did not recognize. She looked radiant in her white embroidered skirt, floral embroidery that I had watched her stitch herself as we watched television, and a green short sleeved blouse. Rubbing her hands on her skirt and taking a deep breath she looks just off camera and says. “Can we start it again?”
“Go ahead.” Says a man’s voice. Who the hell was that!?
She gives a nod, straightens up, and starts again. “Dear David. For today’s challenge I have decided to make a sex tape. The gals down at the adult boutique suggested it when I told them that I was trying to spice things up.” She takes another deep breath and unconsciously wipes her hands again, I could feel her nervous energy coming through the screen. “This video is for your eyes only. A memento of our Naughty November and a record for just how far I’ve come. Keep it private. This is for you and you alone, David.” She giggles and shakes her fists adorably. “I don’t know if I’ll ever have the nerve to watch it! EEK!”
I notice that as she spoke Sarah kept looking off just to the left in a telltale way that told me that she could see herself being recorded. There must have been a screen just behind the camera. Another thing I note was the incredibly high quality of both the video and audio of the recording. It was in such perfect definition that I could make out the individual links of the necklace she wore.
“Maybe you can consider this as an audition tape for a movie you and I might make someday?” She gives me a cheese wink and a grin. “Luckily for me I had a willing a costar for my film debut.” Looking to the right she waves in whoever was standing there. Into frame walks a tall, fit dark haired man with gray-blue eyes. He was also young, I could see it in his face and by the casual patterned board shorts and snug sleeveless top combination you didn’t see a lot of older men wear. I knew who it was before she even introduced him. “So this is The Nest and THIS is Richie Junior.” She holds out her hands like a model displaying some new product. “Isn’t he handsome?” The picture zooms out a little to fit his much taller figure into frame making me wonder if they had a camera person in the room with them, until I notice the slender black remote in Richie’s right hand.
“Hey Davey-boy.” The dashing nineteen year old nods to the camera while my wife titters. “Heard a lot about you.”
Just like that I had a face, a voice and a body to go with the character I’d only read about until now. Like time bomb a burst of realization explodes inside my mind. I bring a hand to my mouth as it only now fully hits me as to what I was about to witness. “Oh my God!” I whisper. Quickly grabbing the headphones I switch the sound over.
Touching him with a disturbing familiarity Sarah prods at the young man’s firm belly. “See. He’s real. Flesh and blood and everything.” Lifting his shirt she goes a step further and runs her hand up and down his six pack abs. “Not bad, eh?”
“Heh.” He grins and tightens his abs for her.
“Richie has made a few of these in the past.” Sarah says as she drops his shirt. “So don’t you go accusing me of corrupting the youth or anything. I’m newer at this stuff than he is.”
“Glad to be of service.” He says brightly. “Just a shame this will be our last time.”
“Probably be our last time.” Sarah corrects him. “So…um…” There’s an awkward pause before she says with a laugh. “Let’s do this I guess.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
What happens next rocks my world and hardens my cock. Without any hesitation nor shame this woman who once upon a time preferred to change her clothes in the dark so as not expose herself unbuttons her blouse and slips out of it in front of this other man in a fully lit room. As she does that Richie peels out of his shirt showing off his lean, chiseled body. He was in incredible shape! What I thought was a bracelet turns out to be a cord attached to remote allowing him to free his hand as it hangs from his wrist. Sarah turns toward him as she fiddles with the clasp at the back of her bra, her big excited blue eyes already glued on his crotch.
“Since Richie’s already cum inside of me we’re not going to use condoms.” She says with a guilty glance my way. “Figured there’s no harm in it now. Right?”
“Ohhh my God!” I gasp as my rock hard dick strains to escape my pants. I was as shocked as I was aroused. First of all was my previously clean mouthed wife so easily saying ‘cum inside of me’ without a hitch or a blush but also by the complete inappropriateness of informing her husband that she was about fuck another man raw. JESUS! And the best and worst part of it? This all happened last night. It was playing out in front of me but there wasn’t a god damned thing I could do about anything that happened now. If it ended right now it would be the greatest porno I’d ever watched, but this video was just getting started.
As casual as could be she strips out of her bra and tosses it to the sofa behind them, her full, heavy breasts sway into view. It lasts no more than a second but I catch Richie’s long fingered hand give her closer tit a gentle grope as she moved. She then looks up into his eyes and slowly lowers herself to her knees. Stepping forward he looms over her. Holy fucking shit. My wife was on her knees in front of this tall, lean, good looking man! I could have read about it a hundred times and still I wouldn’t have been prepared for the brute visceral impact of that moment.
With growing eagerness Sarah grabs the waistband of Richie’s shorts and pulls them down a few inches to reveal his dark pubes. With a giggle she looks up at him. “Fresh trim?”
“Gotta look my best for the camera.” He winks.
“He he he! You’re so silly.” She looks at me, breaking the fourth wall. “Didn’t I tell you about this guy?”
Her eyes quickly return to his shorts which she continues pulling down his muscular legs. Not wanting to do it twice she had pulled his underwear along with them and as she reached his mid-thigh his long semi-flaccid cock flops free just inches from her smiling face. Her eyes flare and she lets out a jolly laugh as she watches his meat swing free.
I hear an ever so subtle whir as the camera angle shifts slightly down while also zooming in at the same time. It wasn’t just the camera responding to that remote but the gimbal it sat upon. Their set-up was far fancier than simply propping up a phone somewhere. It steadies on a perfect shot with her head on the right side of the screen, Richie’s leg, hip and belly on the left side, and his waiting penis hovering in between.
With her face and his cock centered Sarah glances up at him then looks over to me. Taking a hold of his shaft she lifts it as it to show his dick to the camera. Holding my gaze in hers she opens her mouth and wraps her plump, pink lips tightly around his manhood.
“Mmmmmm.” She moans with transparent lust.
“Fuuuck.” I sigh.
Through the headphones comes Richie’s echoed groan. “Rrrmmmm.”
Looking back his way so that she could give him her complete attention my wife begins to give the lad a most enthusiastic blowjob. The change in Sarah was extraordinary. Those times I’d been able to convince her to go down on me she’d always been so hesitant and inhibited. Her sexual self unlocked she now sucked Richie’s cock with long, confident, hungry strokes. Soon his dick shone with her spit. The gleam in her eyes, shown so well through the zoomed in close up, let her joy and desire shine through. She was magnificent! A natural born cock sucker if I’d ever seen one.
“Fuck, baby.” I whisper, in awe of what she had become.
Though it had been obvious from the beginning, the more Richie’s penis grew and stiffened the more it became evident that he was bigger than me. I could see it by how it looked against her face and by the wider angle of her jaw as she bobbed forward and back. Being the strapping young buck that he was it does not take long until Richie stood at full mast. God damn was I jealous of his cock. Almost as jealous as I was of him as my beloved gave him head.
His whispered words to her drive me wild. “You just can’t resist this dick, can ya Sarah?”
“Hmmm.” She hums happily.
“Fuuuck that’s such a good mouth you’ve got there.” She pets her long blond hair. “David’s one lucky guy.”
“Hmmmm!”
Spurred on by his encouragement she bobs forward and back, quicker than before, then slips off to let her tongue dance over his ruddy knob. Easy as could be she slips back on and bob, bob, bobs aways before sliding her face down the front of his dick. She pats his hefty member against one of her cheeks then turns her head and slide her lips back to the top she twists her head back and forth while nibbling at his glans with her lips. This was a woman at play! She was having a blast going down on him and it was coming through in everything that she did. What a transformation from those tepid blowies of years gone by. I had THAT to look forward to come midnight? David really was a lucky guy!
After sucking him a bit longer Sarah slips off of his tip and rubs his knob back and forth across her lips. She kisses him, she licks him, and runs her lips down one side and then the other corn on the cob style. That fact that it was her, that it her sweet familiar face on the screen with that big dick, made that scene with the aristocrat and the maid seem like a bland instructional video by comparison.
When she takes him in again she strains her eyes to left to look at me as she gives him another long suck. Letting him POP from her sucking lips she titters and shoots me a naughty wink. GAH! It was too much! I WANTED HER SO BAD I WANTED TO SCREAM! But, mercilessly, my sweet Sarah was just getting warmed up.
Slipping off of his schlong and smacking her lips Sarah turns and disappears from the shot for a moment as she leaned back and away.
“Why did you bring that?” Richie ask as the camera zooms out just a little.
“You’ll see.” She says with impish glee.
Looking squarely at Richie’s hard, impressive member she ever so deliberately takes a grip of the end of his dick. She subtly shifts her hand just slightly so that his very tip lined up with the edge of her grip. It was hard not to notice the gap between her the tips of her slender fingers and thumb, a gap that was not there when she held my erection like that. Then with her left hand she takes a hold of his shaft and slides it up so that both hands were tight together fist over fist. Keeping her left hand gripped firmly she lets go with the right and reaches down.
Into the shot comes the most random and out of place item I could have imagined. It was a green washable Crayola marker, the kind used for children’s coloring. Probably brought with her from the daycare. What the hell? She then very precisely runs the tip around Richie’s shaft right where her grip ended.
Richie gives voice to my question. “What is this about?”
“This.” She announces boldly as she finishes the line and pulls her hand away. “Is precisely how long my husband’s penis is.”
It takes me a second to comprehend what she’d just said but as her hand pulls away to reveal Richie’s thick cock with the green line encircling it the meaning hits me like bullet. From the tip of his dick down to the line was where my length started and stopped. Everything extra below that line…I just didn’t have.
No. No way. No! NO! She did NOT just do that! She could NOT have just done that! But she did! She just did that! My little angel was the devil herself! A surge of precum wets my already slick underwear.
By her grip I already knew how much thicker he was than me, but with that line drawn he and I could now both see EXACTLY how much longer the silver spooned teen was compared to me! At a glance it was somewhere between an inch and a half and two inches. Never had an inch an a half to two inches looked so long.
Richie’s howling laughter rings in my ears. “No way! HA HA HA! Seriously? You are wild, Sarah! Wild!”
“Don’t laugh!” She giggles and pinches his belly. “I want to show him how good I can deep throat now. Don’t worry. It’s nontoxic. And with soap and water it will wash off eventually.” Trying to contain her own giggles but caught up in his contagious laughter she takes his dick and slaps it against his tight abs. “I don’t know what’s so funny. Quit laughing or I’m not going to suck it.”
“Oh, I think you will.” He gasps between guffaws.
After a moment she smirks. “Yeah, you’re right.”
With her lover still chuckling Sarah wraps her lips back around his cock and starts going down on him once more. For about a dozen strokes she sucks him as she had been doing but soon she begins to push a bit further on each slow, steady stroke. It does not take long for her wet, tightly sealed lips to reach the David line. On the very next stroke I watch that line disappear through her lips as she goes as deep as she could
“Glrgh!” She heaves, nearly gagging, as she reaches her limit just a short way from taking him to the hilt. A tear forms at he corner of her eye as she cheats and stretches her lips forward to just brush against his fuzzy pubes. I am in awe. With him buried deeper in her throat than I could reach, she holds him for a ten count. Then, all once, pulls back and lets out a great gasping breath, streamers of spittle stretching from her open lips. “Hahh!” She swallows hard and wipes her mouth as she looks into the camera. “Did you see baby? Did you see how deep I can go? He he he! Yours will be easy!”
It was dagger to my ego and a shot of nitrous to my revving lust. It wasn’t simply what she’d said, but the naivete with which she’d said it. By the smile on her face I could see that she was genuinely so proud to show her husband how deep she could take it. If she knew just what it meant to man to be told that his penis was small I could see no evidence of it in her baby blues. Even after this crazy kinky month there was still an innocence to Sarah that made it impossible to be upset with her.
“You did good baby.” I whisper and touch her beautiful face. “You did real good.”
Just as I feel like some sort of magical connection had been made through the screen she looks back up at Richie. “Doggy?”
“Nah.” He says. “On the sofa first.”
“Yes, Sir!”
For a moment both of them disappear from view as I hear things being shifted around. When the camera zooms out again Sarah was fully naked and sitting at the right end of the sofa that had thus far provided the backdrop. Richie’s bare ass eclipses her for a moment as he shifts an ottoman footrest to abut the front of the sofa directly in front of Sarah. Taking her left leg he places her foot on the floor alongside the ottoman, her right leg he has her bend but keep pressed tight to the backrest. He then darts back out of frame to reveal my spouse nude with her butt pushed back into the corner of the sofa and with her legs spread wide. “Don’t move.” I only see it for a second as suddenly the whole world is shaking around as he moved the camera a bit closer. Coming back into frame, his big, proudly standing spit shined rod gleaming in the lights, he takes a moment to adjust things with the remote.
My screen is filled with a super tight close up Sarah’s smiling face. Her eyes widen as she too sees herself in the screen they had set up. A cute blush rises in her cheeks. “Richie!”
I hear the quiet whir as the camera tracks slowly down Sarah’s soft, gorgeous naked flesh. Chest, breasts, her squishy tummy, it was heaven on the eyes. I’d had that exquisite nubile body all to myself for years. Never had I appreciated it so much as I was right now. Even the few ‘flaws’ she had only made her more perfect to me. She was the most beautiful woman in the world, and there wasn’t a close second.
With a sudden swoop her the peachy folds of her labia and glistening pink slit fills the screen. Damn she was wet!
“Richie!” She protests, though the close up only zooms closer. So close that you could see the texture of her skin. “Oh my God!” She laughs. “Nobody wants to see a coochie that close up! Ha ha ha! Stop.”
He chuckles and zooms out. Once he was at a spot that framed the pair of them just right he lets the remote go to dangle from his wrist. “That’ll do.”
With a silly grin Sarah waves at me. “Hi baby!”
Richie rolls his and shakes his head at her cutesy gesture. Getting down to kneel in front of her between her legs he leans in, grabbing one of her breasts in one hand and latching onto the nipple of the other with his mouth. In an instant she forgets all about the camera. He runs his fingers through his thick hair as he sucks and slurps at her soft breast.
“Ohhhh Richie!”
Her breath of passion whispering another man’s name nearly sends me over the edge. God! This was more than I could bear. But bear it I do.
“OHHHH!” Her lilting voice rises as his other hand disappears behind his body, clearly to finger her pussy. I can just make out the far elbow thrusting forward and back as he finger fucked her while continuing to kiss and nibble and grope her perfect titties. “Ohhhhh God, yessss!” Her eyes hazy with lust she looks to the camera, to me, and moans. “Ohhhhh!
Frozen in my chair I watch the handsome stud have his way with my wife’s responsive body. By the time he kissed down her belly to bring his mouth to her cunny she was well on her way. It takes barely a minute for him to bring an orgasm out of her. Her eyes intense and staring down into his as she grips the back of his head Sarah shudders and groans her way through the most beautiful climax ever. The Sarah that I knew would cum in muffled peeps and tiny trembles, ashamed to let her pleasure to heard and seen, but the Sarah on the screen now moaned freely as her body writhed to the waves of good feelings coursing through her.
“Ohhhhh Richie! YES!”
Every time she cried out his name it was another deliciously stinging lash across my cuckold’s heart.
Not satisfied with one Richie eats her out for another. All I could see his is head twisting this way and that. All I could hear over her moans is wet sucking and slurping. Whatever he was doing, she liked it. She liked it enough to cum to his mouth quicker than I’d ever been able to do.
Popping up after her orgasm he licks his lips and smacks me them loudly belches. “Yum!”
Flushed faced and laughing she slaps at his shoulder. “Gross!”
He chuckles as he crawls up onto her. He kneels, one knee on the sofa and the other on the footstool, and looms over her. She spreads her legs wider to accommodate him. Filling a hand with one of her big breasts he takes his dick with the other and starts to slap against her shiny, wet pussy. “David likes to watch, does he?”
“I sure hope so!” She titters, then closes her eyes as the pleasure of his slapping against her clit takes hold. “Ohhh, mmmm.”
The moment her eyes are closed he looks over to the camera and his boyish smile fades. His gray-blue stare punches through time and space and straight into my balls. “You like this big dick, don’t you baby?” He says to her, though his eyes stay focused on me in THAT way that every man knew. That way when you know you’ve got the upper hand and there wasn’t a fuckin thing the guy could do about it. Even his body language had changed, chest out and shoulders back like a strutting peacock. Mother fucker! HE was giving ME that look? That smug, cocky, smarmy, scrawny little…
“Ohhh, yessss.” My wife croons for him. “I doooo. It’s such a nice dick.”
“Is it?”
“Mmm.” She nods obediently. “So long and thick and hard. SO HARD! It’s amazing how hard you get.”
“Long and strong.”
“And hard!”
“You love it, don’t you Sarah?”
“Yesss Richie.” She writhes and wriggles. “I looove your big dick.”
“What do you love about it? Mmmm?”
“It’s so….mmmm…satisfying.” She says in a hypnotic drone. “Fuck me, Richie.”
When she opens her eyes his head snaps back to look down at her and his charming smile returns. With a nod toward the camera he says in an innocent tone. “Tell your husband how much you love it.”
“Ohhh David.” She tilts her hips, trying to initiate penetration on her own though he keeps her bay. His big spongy tip rubs up and down her slit. “I love his big dick.”
“You love it as much as your husband’s dick?”
She titters and covers her face. “Richie!”
“Tell me. Tell him.”
“No!” She says. “Nobody’s dick is as good my Papa Bear’s. Not in the way it really counts.” She pinches his arm. “Bigger doesn’t mean better. Nobody’s better than David.” She’d spoken her truth. Emotionally I was her one and only and my dick was the ‘best’. Physically though? Well, that might be another truth all together. “I think you’re being a naughty boy, Richie.”
“Maybe a little.” He looks at me again with an ever growing swagger, both he and I knowing that any guy would take objectively bigger over emotionally ‘better’ most days of the week. In that kindly, clean cut tone of his he says. “You’re such a lucky man, Davey-boy. Such a sweet little wife.” Again with the Davey-boy!
“Mmmmm.” Sarah smiles, blissfully ignorant of 90 percent of the quiet man-to-man cues being sent the camera’s way.
“You think he’s enjoying this?”
“Mmm, yessss.” Again she tries to push onto him, again he pulls away though keeps in contact. “Mmmm!” She mewls with rising frustration, desperate to feel him inside of her. “Yesss, I’m his hot wife this month. He wants me to be with other men.”
“Oh yeah.” He slaps, no…clubs, his big cock against her sex. Clubs in a hard dominating way. “You think he’s playing with himself while he watches us?”
“Not this month he isn’t.” She giggles. “But he does watch pornography. Maybe if he’s watching this in the future…” Turning her head she looks at me. “Am I your porn star, baby? Are you playing with yourself? He he he! You rubbing your cock for me, Papa Bear? You gonna cum for me?”
“Fuuuck.” Richie sneers, scoffing at my masturbation habits. “If I had a hot piece of tail like Sarah at home I wouldn’t ever resort to fuckin my hand again.”
“He he he! Richie!”
“Just sayin.” He says with a too innocent shrug. “Seems kinda…beta.”
“You quit teasing you big bully.” Sarah says playfully, as playful as she believed he was being. “David’s my alpha wolf, and he always will be.”
“If you say so.” With that he shoots me a wink as if he and I were sharing a private joke
She might not be able to see it or hear it, but I was catching his signals loud and clear. This had moved beyond wife watching to true cuckolding. He might be a nice guy, but there was a competitive fire burning inside of that man. And getting to fuck another man’s wife as he watched helplessly from behind a screen was fueling that fire. He was cucking another man, an older man, a married man, a larger man, and he was enjoying it. I think about myself at 19, immature, fearless, bold, bursting with cum and energy and vigor and still figuring out my place in the world, I might be doing exactly what he was doing now had I been in his position…and had been equipped with his big cock. God damn it! That just ain’t fair. But fuck if it didn’t get my cum boiling.
Gripping his shaft he centers his tip at my wife’s drooling entrance. “You’re so fuckin wet.”
“Wet for you Richie.” She whispers.
“I know it.” He says with a cocksure smirk. “You want me to fuck you, Sarah?”
“Yes!” She says, loud and unabashed.
“You reeeally want it?”
“Yes! Yes!” She pleads up at him, her petite hands clawing down his bare chest. “Fuck me, Richie! Fuck me good!” With that he leans his weight forward and lets his long cock enter her married pussy. “Nnnnngh!” Sarah groans as her face lights up in a look of pure ecstasy. As her eyes roll back Richie looks my way once more to stare me eye to eye as he fills my wife.
Without warning the shot zooms in on Sarah’s blissful expression then back out again to center more on just her than the pair of them, far enough to see her from butt to eyebrows but close enough to make out every little detail. It dawns on me as I watch his thicker cock slooowwwwly disappear inside of her that he had positioned her and the camera in such a way to give me the most unobstructed possible view.
Mouth gaped open, eyes glazed, her supple titty smooshing through his wide gripping fingers, her tight pussy stretched taut around his advancing and unsheathed manhood, my wife’s warbling moan rises in pitch and volume. “Ohhhhhh God!”
Just then it zoom in again, another close up of her cunny, just as that smudgy green line glides into her. That hadn’t been by accident, he purposely focused on it. He took it extra slow to let me wallow in the exact moment when he pushed into her deeper than I would or could ever go. A place inside of Sarah that he, his father, Maximillian, and Old Man Brown had touched, but never me. Never me.
“OHHHHHH!” Sarah’s moan fills my ears as the virile young stud fills her pussy better than her husband ever had. “OHHHH GOD YOU’RE DEEP!”
Her pussy disappears as his hip occludes the angle. There is a pause as Sarah whimpers and he zooms out and re centers the action for both of them. Slipping the remote from his wrist he sets it on the end table the proceeds to pay me no more mind as he ravishes my lust crazed beloved.
He fucks her slow and deep for the first minute, eliciting a delighted moan each time he delved balls deep. Gradually, stroke by stroke, he starts to speed up.
“Ohh! Ohhhh! Ohhh God!” Sarah purrs as her soft body writhes in time with his. “Yes, baby. That’s it. Fuck me.” Reaching up she combs her fingers through his hair and gazes into his eyes. A gaze I knew well from our love making. God how I wished those beautiful blue eyes were gazing into mine! But she wasn’t even glancing my way anymore. She was far too possessed, body and mind, by the euphoria of a really damn good cock to even notice me anymore.
Faster he goes…and faster…until the fleshy clap of body against body beats steadily in my ears. Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Mesmerized I watch that green line appear and disappear again and again and again as he goes deeper than hubby on every stroke until it becomes nothing but a blur. Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!
“Ohhhh fuck! OHHHH FUCK!” Sarah’s cries rise as her flesh begins to quake. She couldn’t be. Not this quickly. My trapped cock flexes for all it was worth to escape its cloth confines. “OHHHH GOD! That’s good! That’s so fucking good! RICHIEEE! MMMMM!”
“Rmm! Rmm! Rmm!” Richie starts to grunt as his long, lithe frame goes faster…and faster…and faster then my beefy physique could ever go. I was built for power, not speed. Though with those flexing, heaving muscles young Richie was no slouch in the strength department either. “RM! RM! RM!” His hair jolts as her body ripples to his furious pounding.
“OHHH! OHHHHHH!! OHHHHHH!!!”
Sarah’s wails were driving me crazy. They were searing into my memory. They were sending erotic throbs from my balls and up through my dick. They were drilling down into my very soul. Wails of pleasure. Wails of ecstasy. Wails of orgasm!
“HHAAAOOHHHHHHH!!!”
In disbelief I hear the woman I love cum for a man nearly a decade my junior faster, harder, and better than I’d made her cum in all our years together. I didn’t a letter to tell me that. I could see it all play out on her face and flesh. It was too much. When she cums for him…so do I.
“GNNNNGHHHH!” With a white knuckled grip into the arms of my chair my untouched pecker spits its hot load into my shorts.
Even in the throes of climax their voices pierce through the blissful haze.
“Yes! Yes! Yes Richie!” Sarah yowls. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK MEEEE! YES!!!”
“Rm! Rm! Rm! Rm! Rm!” His steady grunts in time with the loud plap, plap, plap of their fucking. “Cum for me Sarah! Show that husband of yours how good you can cum!”
“OHHHHH!!!”
Throwing my head back I sit and shudder as I cum SO FUCKING HARD! “FUUUUCKNNGGGGHHHH!!!”
And when I was done, my passion spend and my load spilled, still I hear them going strong.
“Yes! Yes!” Sarah continues to sing as her powerful orgasm stretches out much further than mine. “Hnnngh! YES! FUCK!”
“RR! RR! RR! RRR!” Grunting and thrusting Richie keeps on fucking my wife as my spent, messy organ begins to soften.
“Hohhhhh…” My race run I slump in my chair breathing heavy and watch the better man continue to make love to my wailing wife. Humbled, humiliated, and bettered in every way all I could do is hold my hands up and admit defeat to the superior lover. My husband’s pride was, for the moment, shattered. But ohhhhh, what a fucking orgasm. Sitting red-faced with my shameful nut oozing down over my balls I watch in silence as the sex tape plays out.
After pounding her to another bucking climax he pulls out, his cock as hard and big as ever, and helps her to her feet. Bringing her closer to the camera he gets her a chair to lean on, bends her over so that she staring straight into the lens and starts to fuck her all over again.
Her big tits swinging and bouncing to his hard impacts, her long hair swaying to the rhythm, Sarah’s flushed and flustered face stares through the screen. I just focus on Sarah. Just on Sarah. Look how happy she was. Look at how much she was enjoying herself. Look at that ecstasy painted across her face. I wished it was me giving it to her, but I was glad she was getting it either way. I loved her with all of my heart and soul.
“Ohhhh!” She mewls. “Ohhh fuck baby! He’s good!” A fresh wave of bliss washes across her overwhelmed features. I knew that look. She was about to cum. And this time it was my eyes she stared into. “He’s soooo good…baby! MMMM!”
“You love it from behind.” I whisper.
“God…fuck…ohhhhh fuck!”
“It’s okay.” I smile and pet her soft, beautiful cheek. “I love you.”
“I love youuuuu!” She trills. How did she know!? An instant later her jaw drops and her eyes widen and holds there a second. Plap! Plap! Plap! His body bounces off of her big beautiful butt. An instant after that her whole body trembles and her features contorts into an almost humorous O face. “I’M…CUMMINGGGG!!!”
As she gets her rocks off again, this time I am cheering her on. “Get it baby! You get it!”
Not long after turns her to fuck her in the same position but in profile. Sarah puts her head down and rams back into him just as hard as he rams into her. “Gngh! Gngh! Gngh!”
“Ha ha ha! That’s it. Fuck him, baby.” I clap.
I watch them fuck, impressed by Richie’s stamina. They’d been going at it awhile now. I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to match this on my best day. Not to say I wouldn’t try!
It wasn’t too much longer that I sense Richie was near his end. It was in his groans and the way his muscles flexed and the way his thrusts got harder and more urgent. My eyes glued on his big cock appearing and disappearing through Sarah’s wet cunny I wait for big finale, my own dick resurgent and hard enough to pound nails.
It happens quickly. All of a sudden Richie slams into Sarah as hard and as deep as he could as every sinewy muscle goes taut. “GGGNNGGHHHH!!!” He lets out a deep, guttural roar as he floods Sarah’s insides with his hot cum.
“OHHHHHHH!!!” She sings for him one last time.
Though I couldn’t actually see it I could just imagine the way his big balls and shaft were throbbing as he pumped his seed deep inside.
He ends with a hard spank to her ass. “Whoooeeee! Now that’s what I call a sex tape!”
“He he he!” Sarah giggles in delight. “Ohhhhhhhh.” She mewls as he pulls his long, shiny, juice and cum covered meat from her quivering cunny. I nearly swoon as I watch the rush of fresh jizz dribble from her snatch. Richie plops his knob against her freshly fucked hole making the lewdest sounds imaginable before stepping back to give the camera one good full view of his ooey-gooey creampie. Once he was out she wobbles on her feet a bit before turning to the camera. She blows me a kiss. “That’s my sex tape, baby. I hope you liked it. Whoooo. I know I did.” Getting serious a moment she leans in and looks straight into me. “I love you baby. I love you so much.”
“I love you too.” I blow a kiss back.
She smiles and stands and comes in close. “How do you shut this off?”
“I got it.” Richie steps in, his big dripping tool swaying in front of the camera like it was in a 3-D matinee. Son of a bitch. He was still hard! “Hey, you wanna go again?”
“Mmm, I can’t.” Sarah says. “That was my challenge.”
“Come on, Sarah.” He says. “I was thinking this time…”
The video clips off there as he ends the recording. I sit, stunned and staring. She'd done nothing different than she'd done in her letters, yet actually seeing it play out in front of my eyes...indescribable. A moment later Sarah’s face fills the screen once more. She was dressed again but looked frazzled, flushed, but oh so satisfied. Pointing at the screen she says in a firm voice. “Hey! You’ve had your cucky fun now get to bed, mister! I want you well rested by tonight! And you better not have masturbated! We got business you and me come midnight.”
I look down at the big wet spot in my pants. I hadn’t technically masturbated but…whoops.
In the background from another room, the washroom probably, I can hear Richie griping. “Saraaah. Come on. Just once more.”
She rolls her eyes as she would at one of her daycare toddlers and giggles. “I said no, ya spoiled brat!” Shaking her head she quips. “Men! Give’em an inch and they’ll take a mile.” She focuses back on me and lowers her voice. “Okay. I gotta go. Love ya!”
She sticks out her tongue and gives me the cutest scrunch of her nose, and it is on that image the video ends.
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        Dear David,
Rise and shine, sleepy head. Did you enjoy your special movie this morning? Yesterday’s challenge was fun, hm? He he he! Even now I can’t believe I actually made it! The thought that there’s a video out there with THAT on it? AAAHHH! Ha ha ha! Guard that little bunny with your life!
This is my last letter but Naughty November is not over yet! We’ve still got a few more hours and I have one final challenge to go. What is it? I’m not spoiling the surprise. Besides, you’ll find out soon enough. So instead of a story today I have instructions. And you better obey me! Or else I’ll, well, I’ll be really miffed at you and probably pout.
First instruction, use the safe word if you need to. It’s ‘Platypus’ in case you’ve forgotten. The reclusive egg laying mammal. No matter what happens tonight I consider Naughty November a success. I think this last challenge will be a fun one but if it’s too much for you just say the word and we’ll call it there. Anytime that you need it, USE IT!
Second instruction, remember the rules! The month’s not over yet. DO NOT talk about my challenge or anything to do with sex as it relates to me until midnight. Not one word. Seriously, when it comes to the naughty stuff button those lips, cucky.
Third instruction, you are grounded to our room until 8 pm. That’s right. I don’t want you to set a foot outside that door or even open it until 8.
Fourth instruction, get dressed to go out before leaving the room. Some nice jeans and that new black collared shirt I got you last month would be perfect.
Fifth instruction, have fun!
So this is it. I bet you thought that I’d never do it. I bet you thought I would chicken out. But I didn’t. I did it baby! I took your 30 day challenge and I did it! I hope you’re proud of me because I’m pretty proud of myself. I’ve so enjoyed writing these naughty letters for you. I’ve cherished having you as my confidante during this month of discovery. Every time I wrote one it was with a smile on my face imagining you reading my words. I hope that you were smiling too. I wouldn’t have done it with anybody else. I love you more than I could ever possibly express through pen, paper, and ink.
I love you, David.
Your devoted wife,
Sarah
***
“What are you up to now, darlin?” I croak through a dry mouth.
After that video I didn’t think sleep was going to be possible, but somehow I’d actually managed to grab some shut eye in the end. The letter I’d discovered on first opening my eyes and seeing it waiting for me on Sarah’s pillow. Rubbing my eyes I turn my head to see my alarm clock reading nearly 7:30. I’d slept way longer than I thought I had. It was only a half an hour until 8.
As I sit up I notice the low din of voices coming from downstairs. Who was here? Tonight was supposed to be our night! Although…to be fair, I didn’t actually get her until 12. Naughty November still had a few hours to go. Oh Lord have mercy! What did my demonic angel of a wife have in store for me tonight?
Getting out of bed I pad across to the door and press my ear against it. No use. The voices were no more than distant murmurs. Purposely kept low? I couldn’t tell. Glancing back at the final letter, a strange sort of nostalgia washing over me as I realized I wouldn’t have them to look forward to anymore, I shrug my shoulders.
“Alright, Sarah.” I mutter. “Do your worst.”
I head into the washroom to shower, trim and get done up for the evening. When putting on cologne I spare a dab for down below as I knew that, AT LAST, I would be getting laid when the bell struck midnight. YES!
I slip into a snug pair of jeans, pull on my nicest belt, and wear the shirt that Sarah had suggested in the note. Back in the washroom I check myself out. I was looking good. Or, as good as this burly trucker could ever get. I run over my list of rules once more, prepare myself as best I could, and as the clock blinks to 8 pm I am at the door ready to go. I take a long, deep breath. “Be strong, David. Just 4 more hours.”
I step out into the hall and tentatively make my way down the stairs. Without the door hindering me I could now hear the chatting and laughter and recognized them as the daycare crew or, as Sarah now referred to them, the ‘Cool Gang’.
As I reach the bottom of the stairs I step into view of the living room where the group had gathered. Maria is the first to spot me.
“Here he is!” She up and off of the loveseat in a flash and the next thing I knew I had her attached to my left arm. She was a thickly built woman but she with a nice big butt, wide hips, and large bosom she wore her extra pounds beautifully. Right away I could see that innate sexiness that Sarah had described in her. It was hard to put your finger on but it was just in the confident way that she carried herself, this was a woman comfortable in her own skin. As I look down at the buxom Latina in her loose yellow blouse and stretchy jeans and all I can see is a naked and sweaty Muffin 69ing with my wife or mercilessly holding the vibrating wand to Sarah’s clit under her master’s orders. Smiling up at me like we were long time friends she asks. “Can I get you a beer, David?”
“Oh no. No alcohol for him.” Come’s Sarah’s voice from around the corner. “I want my baby sharp tonight.”
I wait with bated breath for my wife to round that corner. The last time I saw her had been in that video and I had fiery need to see my baby in the flesh again. And in the flesh is exactly what I see!
I damn near faint as I catch sight of my wife swishing into view. She wore a diaphanous white dress that showed far more skin than it covered. Slender strips went over each shoulder then widened to cover the breasts as they went down her front to leave her arms, shoulders, and flanks completely bare. The plunging neckline went halfway to her belly button! The feather light fabric draped over her womanly hips then proceeded down only to the mid thigh leaving her bare legs and feet exposed. The gossamer material left little to the imagination as the shape of her nipples could be seen right through it. It wasn’t quite see through but all it would have taken is a fine mist to turn it as transparent as glass. If there was any less of it it wouldn’t have even been there at all. Beyond that scant garment I could see nothing else. No socks, sandals, bra, or even jewelry beyond her wedding ring. It was the thinnest, flimsiest dress I’d ever seen. Especially on her! Somehow it made her seem more naked than naked!
At Halloween she would have been ashamed to even show an inch of cleavage. One month on, this!? Although, as I thought about it, what was there to hide? Everybody in this house had seen all she had to show. Nevertheless, seeing my once shy wife flaunting her hot, nubile body off like this in front of everyone, a body that until recently had been mine alone to look at, left me agog. I wanted her so bad I could taste her.
“There’s my sleepy Papa Bear.” Sarah glides up to me. With her index finger she pushes on my chin to close my gaping mouth. Rising to her toes she gives me a kiss. “Hello handsome.”
“Uh…wow.” I gasp when I could speak again.
She giggles and gives me a twirl. As she does so I see that her entire back was exposed down to the. I also catch a glimpse of bare ass! She wasn’t even wearing panties! “You like my new dress?” She says in a breezy tone as if it were just another dress. “I just got it today.”
“Uhhh, yeah.”
“We have punch.” Maria tugs at my arm. “Or a coffee? May I bring you a coffee?”
“Huh?” I look at her again and try to regain my bearings. “Uh, yeah. Coffee would be great.”
She beams a bright smile then hurries off toward the kitchen.
Shaking his head at his wife’s overeager hospitality the man I knew must be Javi steps up with an easy smile and an extended hand. “Nice to finally meet you. Sarah’s told us so much.”
Still reeling I reach out and take his hand for a shake. This was dude was the fearsome Master Xavier!? Javi was as average a looking guy as you could get. Not particularly tall or short or wide or slender or handsome or ugly. He was clean shaven with a basic side parted haircut in slacks and a green striped short sleeved collared shirt. If you looked up ‘average Latino man’ on wikipedia I swear it would have been Javi’s face that popped up. These characters had taken on a life of their own in my imagination but here they were now in front of me. Just people. Just regular folks. It was so surreal shaking this man’s hand. I didn’t even know Javi and Maria, and yet I also knew them so intimately. I knew their secret, and they knew mine. GAH! This was weird!
Like with Maria as I greet him for the first time all my mind was picturing was him groping my shackled wife, of her literally begging him to cum as he watched her from his throne, and of him having her bound and under his dominant spell as he fucked her and commanded her to orgasm for him. And now here I was shaking this guy’s hand like I didn’t know what he’d done. God help me, but I feel a little stir in my pants.
“Ahem.” I clear my throat and pull away from the too long handshake. “Erm, welcome to our place.”
“Hey David.” Tonia and James come strolling out all smiles. Tonia was in white slacks and a mustard blouse while her husband wore gray pants and the tackiest Hawaiian shirt in the world. As with the others images flash of James jerking off in front of my wife, of Sarah and Tonia whooping it up at the male strip show, of Sarah and James eating strawberries off of Tonia’s naked body, and of him taking my partner Doggy style as she ate his wife’s pussy. I could practically hear the laughter of that playtime orgy.
“Hey.” I say, lost as to how I was supposed to be reacting right now.
“Hey bro.” James gives me a fist bump. “Catch that last Bucs game?”
“Huh?”
“I think they got a got a chance this year.”
“Er, nah, I think it’s Kansas City’s year.”
“Kansas? No way, dude. Don’t fall for the hype.”
“Booooring!” And finally out strolls Casey looking just the way I knew her. She wasn’t done up like a dominatrix or exuding the energy of a ‘Mistress Cassandra’. Her hair worn natural, without makeup, in a pale tan slacks and blazer and a white t shirt that hid every curve of her slender frame she looked as bland and boring as ever. Now, however, I knew what kind of woman hid beneath that plain exterior. Now I could picture her eating out my wife’s pussy better than any man and ravishing her with the ‘perfect’ sized strap on dildo from among her arsenal and making Sarah moan things to her that would make a humbled husband blush. I’d had to read between the lines but I definitely got the sense that Casey had verbally cucked me far harder than Richie ever did, just without the video evidence to prove it.
Looking around I realized that it was only Sarah among us that was dressed out of the ordinary. And not one of them seemed to notice but me.
“Come on.” Sarah takes my arm and gives it a squeeze before leading into the living room.
The curtains were closed and the place had been rearranged a bit. On my right was our sofa in its usual spot, in front of me the coffee table, on my left the loveseat and recliner positioned to face directly across to the sofa. From one end to the other the coffee table was lined with bowls and plates snacks as well as half finished drinks. At the far end was one of our foldout tables with a square box full of cards, a notepad and pen, two whiteboards, and some dry erase markers. Weird. As I catch the green marker among the rest another little twitch happens in my shorts. I don’t think I’d ever look at a green marker the same again. On the left board a line was drawn straight down the middle. At the top of each column was a heading. The left read ‘Team Bear’, the right ‘Team Bunny’. What the hell was this about?
It was only as I turned my head to ask Sarah what this was all for that I catch another table set up just beside where we entered. Laid out on top of it just like the snacks on the coffee table were a serving bowl full of condoms, a pump bottle of sexual lubricant, Mr. Purple, Mr. Sticky, and a little glass butt plug I’d never seen before. Whaaaat!?
The others stroll right past the table as if it was invisible. With an impish twinkle in her eye Sarah does her best to hide a grin as she pats my belly. “The chair is yours.” With that she slips from arm to go sit across from the recliner on the sofa. Tonia and Javi join her.
Meanwhile James motions me to go first. “After you big man.”
I pan my eyes back and forth among them feeling very much like a fly caught in their web. No, not their web. Sarah’s. After all those letters I would have bet the house that this was all her naughty scheme, they were just playing their roles. That little minx! I glance back toward the table beside me then back at them again. The group of them were chatting and carrying on as if nothing whatsoever was amiss. I wanted to ask, ohhh how I wanted to ask, but that would be against the rules.
“Right.” I mutter as I move to take my seat. James sits dead center of the loveseat, rather rudely as there were still two ladies who needed a seat. Casey however walks by all of us to stand beside the table at the end of the room, just to my left, to start looking over a few things in that box.
“How’s work going?” Casey asks me, as casual as anything. Just like everybody else.
“Oh, uh, great.”
“Sarah tells me you’ll be getting two days off again soon?”
“Yeah.” I say. “Pretty soon. One day just wasn’t enough to have life.”
“I bet.”
Why was everybody acting so normal? Why were we just sitting around sharing small talk? What was going on? And why was Sarah dressed like that? Fuuuck. It was next to impossible to take my eyes off of her. Every so often she would catch me checking her out and flash me her beautiful smile before returning to her conversation with Javi and Tonia.
Through the entrance with a serving tray in her hands Maria returns. With impressive balance she weaves past James with ease while keeping the tray perfectly level. She comes to my side and kneels on the floor beside my feet.
“Uhhh.”
Setting the tray on the small table between the recliner and loveseat I see that it was laid out with a serving dish of sugar, a little creamer, a spoon, a napkin and cup of hot steaming black coffee dead center. The coffee! I’d completely forgotten about it. I’d been seriously distracted when I’d agreed to let her get me one.
“Oh. You didn’t have do all this, Maria.” I say. “Sorry. I should have gotten my own coffee. Where are my manners, having guests serve me?”
“Some guests enjoy serving.” She says with a tranquil smile. “Cream?”
“Oh, um.” I look around to see if anybody was noticing this. They weren’t. “A bit, sure.”
With the precision of a Japanese tea ceremony Maria pours a dab of cream into my coffee. “Sugar?”
“A spoon.” I say. “But you really don’t…”
Ignoring my protest she scoops a spoon full of sugar into the hot drink then daintily stirs it. Taking the mug by the handle and carefully along the opposite lip with finger and thumb she lifts the mug and holds it out to me. Keeping her chin very slightly bowed downward she looks up at me, her dark eyes delving deeply into mine. Oh shit. I think Maria’s Daddy kink had just found its target! Ah, what the fuck. When in Rome.
Taking the mug I take a sip of the freshly brewed cuppa. “Mmm. Perfect.” While nobody was looking I shoot her a wink and whisper. “Good girl.”
Her dark eyes flare wide before a big grin brightens her lovely face. Taking a paper plate she waves a hand across the snacks on the coffee table. “What is your pleasure?”
“Mmm.” I scratch my beard. “Some of them wings would be nice. Chips.”
“Vegetables!” Sarah interjects. She was always looking out for my health that woman.
I chuckle. “Some veg. But with some of that dip.”
Pleased as punch Maria obediently collects my plate of goodies and sets it on the tray beside my coffee. It was very strange being waited upon like this by this woman I barely knew in my own house. Strange, but not unpleasant. All the while her husband sat across from us seemingly oblivious to his wife’s service to another man. With a bow of her head Maria settles in at my knee, it appeared that she had no intention on taking a seat. From the corner of my eye I thought I catch Sarah looking my way. When I glance over she startles and quickly turns to talk to Tonia, pretending that she’d never been looking in the first place. Was that a bit of jealousy I saw in her eyes?
“Alright folks.” Casey turns to face the room. “Let’s get this game night started shall we?”
“We’re starting?” Asks James excitedly.
“Calm your tits, Jimmy.” She says. “I mean lets go over the evening.”
“Right.” He laughs as across from him his wife rolls her eyes and shakes her head while covering a smile. Sitting back he adjusts his pants. Had James popped a tent? I wasn’t going to stare, but I think he had. Hard not to with Sarah looking like she was. Every time she moved it looked some something was going to come spilling out, though it never did. My suspicion for the source of his wood is confirmed when I catch him slyly checking her out a second later. That horny bugger! Seeing another man lust after my woman left me jealously stewing, but also lusting after her twice as intensely than I already had been. I feel a rush of blood beginning to lift my own tent. While I was annoyed at my pecker I was hardly surprised.
Casey had just taken a breath to begin when the chime of the doorbell cuts her off. Now what? I note the wary glances back and forth among the others and the look of panic on Sarah’s face as she unconsciously tries to cover herself up. This was not a part of the plan. For a moment everyone just sits there wondering how to deal with this when I rise to the rescue.
“I’ll get rid of them.” I say as I make my way across the room. Sarah shoots me a thankful smile. Opening the door I am greeted by an unfamiliar middle aged man nearly as tall as I was though far leaner. “Can I help you?”
“I am guessing that you are David.” He says, just as his identity hits me. If his age, debonair good looks, suave fashion, and the similar shade of gray-blue eyes as his son weren’t clues enough the gleaming Jag parked out on the street was a dead giveaway.
I see him flirting with her, charming her, wooing her, then making hot, passionate, skillful love with her in ways that left her a changed woman. And I see his copious load splattered all across her beautiful face and tits. With the others my jealousy tinted flashbacks had been physical and sexual. With this man there came an emotional dimension as well. For a short period of time I had worried that this well to do business might just steal the love of my life away from me, which made his cuckolding of me pierce that much deeper. This was the second ever man Sarah had been with, her first big dick, and her introduction to what sex could be with a skilled and experienced lover. Handsomer, wealthier, more sophisticated, with a bigger cock, better stamina, and superior technique than me I only had Sarah’s true heart to thank for her not pursuing him and leaving my cuck ass behind.
“Richard?” Sarah says from the living room before rushing around the corner slip in beside me. Wrapping her arms tightly around my midsection she greets our new guest. His only reaction to her skimpy attire was a slight raising of his left brow. “Richard! You said you couldn’t make it.”
“I can’t.” He says. “I’m only here for a minute.”
“Oh.” Sarah wasn’t sure what to make of that. “Well, um, David this is Richard. Richard, this is David.” She says, then quickly adds. “Isn’t he handsome?”
I look down at her and her cheeky question, and see that the question hadn’t been directed at me.
“I’ll take your word for it.” Richard quips.
“Come in!” She waves him in. “Just stay for a little. We’re just starting. You haven’t missed a thing.” Looking up at me she asks oh so sweetly. “David, why don’t you go get Richard a beer?”
I nearly go do it until it hits me just what she was asking. She wanted me to go fetch a drink for the first man to cuckold me? She wanted me to serve her big dicked lover in my own house? She’d made it sound like it was a harmless little offer but the impish twinkle in her otherwise innocent blue eyes told me that she knew exactly what she was doing. That little troublemaker! Evil incarnate! God how I loved her.
Thankfully before I am forced to make the decision whether to stay at the door to welcome him in like the man of the house or scurry away to fetch him a drink like a shameless cuck he raises a hand to tell me not to bother.
“No.” He insists. “I’m…not one for games.”
“Awww.” Sarah giggles and squeezes me extra tight, proud as could be to demonstrate her love for me. I felt as if she were showing me off to him, as if a man like him would be impressed by a brute like me. “That’s too bad. It’s gonna be fun.”
“I hope it is.” He says with an older man’s calm. “I actually just stopped by to talk with David here.”
“Oh?”
Looking to Sarah he says, a natural authority coming through his smooth, deep voice. “If you’ll excuse us, my dear.”
“Oh! Um.” She looks up at me, genuinely perplexed. “Sure. Of course. Uh…yeah. Just boring man talk or something?”
“Something like that.” His eyes flit up and down her curvaceous body. “It was good seeing you again, Sarah.”
“You too.” She says. “I won’t be in tomorrow, took the day off, probably see you the next day.”
“I look forward to it.”
With that Sarah scampers back to the living room. Before it has a chance to get awkward Richard gets right to the point.
“I understand that I’m not allowed to say much.”
“Sarah’s rules?”
“Indeed.” He chuckles, then looks me eye to eye. “You and I are good? No hard feelings? No drama?”
I sigh. “No hard feelings. I was informed.”
“Good.” He says with a nod. “I don’t like loose ends. Especially when it comes to boyfriends and husbands.”
“This is all tied off as far I’m concerned.” I say. “Although if it happens again…without me knowing…”
“Message received.” He says. Glancing off in the direction Sarah disappeared he says. “She’s an odd one, that Sarah. One of a kind.”
“You have no idea.”
He smirks then offers his hand. As I take it and we shake he looks back to me, studies me a moment, then says. “Hang on to that one, young man. She really loves you. I mean truly and completely. Take it from an old player, that is damned hard to find. Don’t ever take it for granted.”
“I won’t.” I say, feeling touched yet really fucking weird taking life lessons from my first bull.
Our shake parts and as he turns to leave he says. “Enjoy your games, David.”
“Yeah…I’ll try!”
I close and lock the door then return to my seat, Maria right back at my knee the moment I was seated.
“What was that about?” Sarah asks.
“I’ll tell ya tomorrow.”
“Ah.” She smiles. “Okay.”
“Alright then. Time’s a wasting.” Casey claps her hands to bring attention back to her.
“Yes! Time’s a wastin!” James echoes. “Tell’em Case.”
“Shaddup!” There’s a smatter of laughter at the pair’s natural banter. “So, as I was saying, tonight is game night. As you can see we’ve already broken into two teams. Team Bear.” She motions to my side of the room. “And Team Bunny.” She waves to the sofa side. Then pointing at the whiteboard she says. “Points will be tallied through the evening with bonus points added at the host’s discretion.” Patting her chest she adds. “I’m the host. Everyone good so far?”
A round of ‘yeps’ go around the room, mine being the last. I was still waiting for the shoe to drop.
“Great.” She continues. “The first round will be trivia. Each right answer will gain your team a point. With each wrong answer the other team will be given the chance to steal that point. The trivia round will end at 10 pm with a fifteen minute break afterward. The second round will be pictionary, I’m assuming everybody knows how to play that.” Nodding heads all around. “This time you will get two points for each correct answer. Again the other team can steal if you guess wrong. Round 2 will end at 11 pm with another fifteen minute break after. And finally we round out the evening with that old classic charades. For this round each correct guess will get your team three points and once more…”
“The other team can steal.”
“Very good, Jimmy! Gold star.” Casey praises him like she would a child to more chuckles. For his part James was eating it up like a natural class clown. “Round 3 will end at 11:45. Points will be tallied and the winner declared. In the event of a draw the winner will be decided by two out of three rock-paper-scissors.”
“And what do we win, Casey?” James asks in a cheesy game show host voice.
“Glad you asked, Jimmy.” She says. “The team captain of the losing side will owe the team captain of the winning side anything that their heart desires.”
As one the whole group goes. “Awwww.”
“David, you are captain of Team Bear.”
“Go Bears!” James hoots while Maria claps.
“Sarah, you will are captain of Team Bunny.”
“Bunny! Bunny! Bunny!” Tonia chants.
“We will destroy you.” Javi brags.
“In your dreams!” His wife calls back to him. “Bears eat bunnies for breakfast.”
“And lunch and dinner when they can get it.”
Sarah elbows Javi for the quip as the rest of us laugh.
“Alright, alright. Settle down you rowdies” Casey brings order to the room. “Round 1, Trivia.”
“So we’ve started?” Asks James.
“James!” Casey barks. “At least let me get the first question out.”
“Oh, right. Heh heh heh. Sorry.”
Without any call of who was heads and who was tails she flips a coin and points to me. “Bear goes first.” She places her phone on the table and opens an app. “Two minutes on the timer.” Pulling the first trivia card from the box she brings it up to her face and reads it aloud. “Besides the Echidna this reclusive monotreme is the only other mammal known to lay eggs.” With that she hits the timer.
I look across to Sarah who was staring back at me intently. The sneaky girl. She slipped our safeword right into the game. I look to my teammates who pretend to ponder what it could be. Two minutes pass with a lot of shrugs and playing dumb.
“Times up.” Casey says. “One minute to steal.” She starts the timer again and points to the other team. Again nobody puts forward a guess. “Times up.” She looks at the card and scratches her head. “Mmm. Maybe that was too difficult.” Placing the card beside the box she give is a pat. “Let’s just leave that one an open question. Bonus point if anybody wants to answer it later.”
I cover my mouth to hide my smile. They were all such terrible actors. But bless their hearts they were playing their roles as best they could. And bless that crazy, naughty wife of mine for making my emergency brake button a part of the game. I could hit that button anytime I wished without even interrupting the flow of the game. Clever Bunny! Although as I stared at the card I was a bit perplexed. Beyond Sarah’s outfit nothing had even happened so far that would make me want to…
The very instant that Casey pulls the second card from the box James was on his feet. “Hey Sarah.” He says, making his way to the exit. “You wanted to show me that thing.”
“Hm?” She looks up at him. Seeing him on his feet she immediately gets to hers and follows him. “Oh yes. That thing in the spare bedroom.”
I nearly tip my coffee when James grabs one of the condoms from out of the bowl as he waits to let Sarah lead him up the stairs, which she does without hesitation! Caught up in the flow of things I’d almost forgotten about that table. I watch stunned as, with a bounce in his step, James follows my wife up our stairs, even lifting the back of her swaying dress to take a peek at her bare ass as they go. Was he…? Was she…? Were they…? Here…? Now…? SERIOUSLY!? I mean, it shouldn’t have been shocking. The challenge, the cool gang, the table of toys and rubbers. But even so…oh my God! The lift in my jeans becomes a full on tee pee.
“Careful David.” Maria says as she attentively shifts my mug away from my hand. “You nearly spilled your drink.”
Casey and the rest carry on as if nothing had happened, as if James and Sarah hadn’t even left the room. Casual as could be Casey says. “Two minutes to Team Bunny. What is the world’s fastest growing plant?” As Tonia and Javi begin to brainstorm Casey looks my way and reminds me. “The bonus question is always there. You could answer it now while they’re thinking.”
“Huh?” I look to her. “Uhhh…um…no…it’s okay.”
Casey smiles and gives me a strangely assuring nod. “It’s a tough one, I know. No hurry.” Turning her attention back to the other team she waits as the timer ticks down.
Meanwhile I’m looking at the empty loveseat beside me. No wonder James had been so eager for the games to begin. He’d been waiting to bang my wife! What were they up to up there?
“Is it wheat?” Tonia guesses, clearly not sure of their answer.
“No.” Casey says. “Team Bear, one minute to steal.”
“Huh?” I say, more distracted than I’d ever been. “Oh, uh, I think it’s bamboo.”
Casey’s brows raise. “That’s right!”
“Ha ha!” Maria cheers. “In your faces, Bunny bitches!” Tonia laughs as Javi shoots daggers back her way. Play daggers, but daggers nonetheless. Pressing tight to my leg Maria grins back at her husband in fearless defiance. “David’s too smart for you.” I was being used as some kind of pawn in that couple’s kinky dynamic, perhaps Javi enjoyed a variation of the lust fueling jealousy that I was feeling, but right now all I could concentrate on is the vacant spot on the sofa where Sarah once sat. What was she doing now?
Casey marks our stolen point in green on the board. “Team Bear, back to you, two minutes. Who was the first person to win two Nobel prizes?”
“Marie Curie.” As Maria looks up to me I realize I hadn’t even conferred with her on the answer. “One for physics and one for chemistry.” I explain to her to show her that I knew what I was talking about.
“Uh.” Casey reads the card. “That’s right! Ha! I hadn’t even started the timer.”
“Oh great.” Javi sulks. “We’ve got a trivia geek.”
“You’re just jealous.” Maria beams.
“Two on the board for Bear.” Casey marks the point. “Alright Bunny, get ready.”
She reads the next question which really get the pair thinking. I sit and anxiously sip my coffee while my imagination runs wild. Right at the end of their two minutes they get their first answer right and get a green tick for themselves.
“Back to Bear.” Our host grabs another card with a flourish. “Two minutes, if you need it. Which Chilean leader lead a successful coup d’etat in September of 1973?”
“Aw, come on.” Maria protests. “Theirs was easy!”
“The questions are random.” Casey assures her. “It’ll all work out in the end. Your time is running.”
The room goes quiet to give a Maria and I a chance to ponder. Just then… Clunk! Clunk! Clunk! Clunk! …there comes the drumming of headboard against wall from our spare bedroom that sat directly above this room. A heat rushes to my face and limbs as my boner quivers with pent up power. Jesus fucking Christ! They were really doing it! As if to confirm that realization the muffled grunts from James and moans from Sarah filter down to join the thumping.
“…oh, oh, oh, oh…”
“…mm mm mrm mm…”
Sitting back I grip the arms of my chair near enough to tear the upholstery from the frame. Both by the rules of the evening and my own embarrassment I felt powerless to react on the outside, while on the inside I was going insane. I glance at the ‘bonus’ card set aside but I do not avail myself of it. Jealousy sears through my veins like molten magma. To say that I was horny would be like saying Hiroshima was a firecracker. GAH!
Across from me Tonia watches me, her face neutral but her gaze twinkling with amusement as she watches me squirm from the fact that her husband was right this very second fucking my wife. Just above our heads her husband was cucking me, my wife was cucking her, all while we sat down here playing games and pretending not to hear. It was wild! I’d been cuckolded many times over the course of this month, but always my awareness of it had been after the fact. Having it happening in the moment brought it home to me more than any letter or even a video ever could as it forced me to be complicit in my own cuckolding I see a similar twinkle in Javi, Maria, and Casey’s eyes as well. They weren’t saying anything but they were loving every second of my exquisite torture.
“Time’s almost up. Do you have an answer Team Bear?”
“Huh?” I startle as the tense silence is broken. I swallow hard. “Um…Pinochet?”
“Give the man a cigar.” She strokes our point.
Clunk! Clunk! CLUNK! “…gnnnghhh!” “…ohhhhhh!” And the thumping comes to a sudden stop as James busts his nut.
Lord have mercy!
“Team Bunny, two minutes. Who invented the battery?”
“Edison!” Tonia says after some thought. With a nod from Javi she confirms their answer. “Thomas Edison.”
“Afraid not.” She looks to Maria and I. “A minute to steal.”
“Alessandro Volta.” I mutter, my mind and body a bit numb from what had just happened.
“He’s right!”
“Ha ha ha!” Maria claps. “Whose your Daddy, little bunnies?” Turning to me she grins, a bit too excitedly. “David’s the Daddy.” Grabbing my quarter full mug she informs me, without being asked. “I’ll get you a nice, hot, fresh cup, David. Just be a minute.”
“That’s 4 to 1 for Team Bear.” Casey says. On her way out Maria passes Sarah and James who come strolling back into the room, both a bit flushed. While there had been a proud pup tent in James’ trousers on the way out of the room it was flat as a sail coming back in. The dude looked pretty damned pleased with himself as I sits back down on the loveseat and stretches out. My eyes are locked on Sarah and her sexy, barely covered body as hers were on me. With a little nibble of her plump bottom lip and a stifled giggle she takes her seat on the sofa as innocent as could be. On Sarah sitting down Casey picks up the red marker. “To keep it interesting, bonus point for Team Bunny.” With that she ticks them a point, the red standing out in contrast among the green.
“Bonus point?” I ask.
“Yeah.” Casey shrugs. “Host’s discretion.”
I smile and shake my head. Sarah had just earned her team a point by having sex. Unbelievable!
As Sarah settles in Javi says. “Your husband’s kicking our asses.”
“I’m not surprised.” She says. “He listens to all those podcasts and stuff when he’s driving. Science and culture and all sorts of smarty pants stuff.” As she goes to reach for a nacho her hand is intercepted by Tonia’s. “Hm?”
Without a word Tonia gets up and pulls my wife along with her toward the exit. Sarah follows along without an ounce of resistance. Stopping at the table Tonia looks it over a moment then scoops up the lube and butt plug before leading out. Up the stairs they go as Maria walks back in carefully carrying my fresh coffee. Kneeling she sets the mug on the tray and puts the perfect amount of cream and sugar into it before stirring.
Without a hitch Casey carries on. “Team Bear, two minutes. What is added to bread to make it rise?”
“Aw, come on! Too easy.” Javi groans. “Geez!”
I would have answered but I was too busy side-eying James who was licking his fingers from the chicken wing he’d just downed. Looks like he worked up an appetite. GRRR! He catches me peeking and shoots me a grin which sets my cheeks to burning all over.
“May I answer, David?” Maria whispers.
“Oh, you don’t have to ask me.”
“But you’re the team captain.” She says as her eyes look my big frame up and down hungrily. “Command me to answer and I will.” Her face goes suddenly serious. “Command me, David.”
“Y’all are too much.” I mutter through a chuckle. “Jesus.”
“What do you mean, David?” Maria bats her big dark eyes.
“Go ahead.” I say. “Answer.”
She gives me a slight bow of her head before turning to Casey. “Yeast!”
“Point Team Bear.”
It’s back to Team Bunny, which at the moment meant Javi as he sat alone on the sofa while Tonia and Sarah were up to God only knows what. A couple of rounds go by with my team’s lead steadily growing before we hear Sarah’s breathy sigh from above. The wife had just joined her hubby on the ‘make Sarah orgasm’ list. I suspected she wouldn’t be the last on it.
When the pair of them come back down as smiles and giggles I notice that Sarah was carrying a bathroom towel over her arm. I also notice that she was walking a bit more stiffly than before and the butt plug was nowhere to be seen. It didn’t take Sherlock Holmes to figure out where it was. Fuuuuck. My curiosity about the towel is answered as Sarah folds it into a square and lays it down over her seat on the sofa. Was she really that wet? She wouldn’t have brought it if she didn’t need it. Fuuuuuuuuck!
Again, the moment Sarah takes her seat Casey grabs the red marker to make a dash in their column. “That’s 10-4 for Bear.”
“Ten? Goodness.” Sarah fans herself as she takes a drink with the other. “They’re really building up a lead, huh?”
“The night is young.” Javi says as he plucks the drink from Sarah’s hand. With a wave of his hand he motions her toward the entry. She lets out a huff and obeys without question.
Unless I was mistaken it appeared that Sarah was the Cool Gang’s free use plaything for the evening. Her skimpy outfit hadn’t just been worn to titillate, but also for easy access. Naughty November was going out with a bang, a gang bang. I couldn’t believe this was happening. The radical dichotomy between our wholesome game night downstairs and what was happening upstairs made it all the more surreal. It was Sarah’s kinky letters freed from the page to run amok. Our peaceful home had become a den of deviant debauchery. If Sarah’s ultra religious parents could see us now it would surely send them to meet their savior decades early.
A couple rounds go by, this time the three in Team Bear against just the one Team Bunny, but Tonia holds her own against us and doesn’t loose any more ground.
Casey had just turned to us and hit us with a particularly obscure question when from down the stairs comes a rising… Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! …of flesh impacting flesh
“Ohhh…ohhhh fuuuck…ohhhh God!” Sarah’s clear moans come drifting down as well. They had the fucking door open!
“Rm! Rm! Yeah! Hrm!” Javi’s growling grunts come in time with the beat of their bodies. In my mind’s eye all I can see is Javi’s tan six inch cock, same size as mine but straighter according to Sarah, pounding into her as her soft body jiggled to his impacts.
“Fuuuck! Ohhhh GOD!” My wife’s voice rises.
“Answer?” Casey asks.
“Huh?” My voice cracks to a squeak.
“Damned if I know.” James says.
“Time’s up.” Casey says. “Team Bunny, one minute to steal.”
“Ooo, that’s a tough one.”
“God I’m cumminnnngggg!” Sarah wails. FUUUUCK! Under our roof another man had fucked my beautiful wife to climax! I wanted to tear my skin off I was so humbled and frustrated and HORNY!
“Would you like a cold drink?” Maria asks. “You’re looking a bit warm, David.”
“Yeah.” I gasp and nod. “Ice…punch…yeah.”
“Yes Sir.” She whisks away with the coffee tray in her hands.
Another two rounds go by with Javi and Sarah’s mind-breaking lovemaking providing the soundtrack before it quiet upstairs for a few moments before the guttural groan of a man in release can just be heard. “…hnnnnghhh.” A couple of minutes Javi comes sauntering down the stairs with a relaxed swagger. He takes his seat, has a long drink of beer, then sits back and slaps his thighs. “What’s the damage?”
“19 to 12.”
Shuffling into the room come Sarah with her hair mussed up, her lips wet, and three creamy white stains down the front of her dress. It was three drops of cum, no doubt, and based on where they were it looked like they’d dripped down from her chin. When she smacks her lips and takes a swift gulp of her fruity punch before sitting down I knew that she’d swallowed Javi’s load. That would explain her silence near the end.
“Make that 19 to 13.” Casey puts down a third red bonus point for Team Bunny.
“Host’s discretion?” I say.
“What else.”
As she settles in Sarah looks at me with a fire burning in her eyes to match my own. She wanted me. I wanted her. But a couple of hours still stood between now and midnight. In the meantime all I could do is harness all of my pent up lust to unleash it when she was mine again. After this crazy party though I just hoped she had some energy left to spare for me. Based on how she was looking now, it didn’t appear that would be an issue.
“Maria.” Casey says. “Would you mind hosting for a round or two?”
“May I?” Maria looks back at me.
Sarah giggles as I roll my eyes and give permission. “Yes, you may.”
“Thank you!” I could just hear in her voice that she wanted to add ‘Daddy’ at the end of every sentence. She had a fetish, no doubt, but who the hell was I to talk?
Maria gets up take Casey’s spot while Casey weaves past the table. With a snap of her fingers she beckons my wife. Sarah takes another very quick drink and is on her feet again. Casey’s hand hovers briefly over Mr. Purple before snatching the much bigger Mr. Sticky instead. Twirling the dildo like an old west gunfighter she pinches Sarah’s ass as she passes by and follows her up the stairs.
We weren’t even into the second round since they left when a low yet feminine growl catches my ear. A few seconds later comes louder, lustier moan. “Ohhhhhh!” I didn’t know if it was Casey’s superior cunnilingus, the beefy size of the phallus, or both combined but whatever Casey was doing it was working and it was working fast. “OHHHH!” Sarah mewls. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”
I sit there as tight as drum, my shorts wet with precum, as I can only listen to Sarah’s bliss.
“Don’t stop! Don’t stop! Don’t stop! Fast and deep, fast and deep, fast and…DEEEEEP!” A great gasp is released followed by a cry that could wake the neighbors. “OHHHHHHH!!!” The only time I’d heard Sarah cum that hard was on that video this morning. I could practically see her legs trembling.
Whether it woke the neighbors or not would remain a mystery, all I knew was that down stairs nobody batted an eye. Though I did note another bulge had appeared in James’ pants.
A couple minutes later the pair come down with a wobbly Sarah leaning on Casey, the smile of a drunk on her woozy face. On her way bay Casey SLAPS the dildo onto the wall to let it hang there by its suction cup base glistening with Sarah’s sweet nectar. She guides Sarah into her seat then retakes control of the game.
“Thank you Maria.” She says as she marks yet another red bonus point for Team Bunny. “Let’s see. 23-14? Team Bunny, you better pick it up.”
“We’re trying!” Sarah puffs. “God, how we’re trying!”
This elicits a chuckle from the room.
“Excuse me.” Maria slips by me and instead of gluing herself to my leg she continues on past. Taking Mr. Purple she skips on up the stairs, her voluptuous body bouncing as she goes. Sarah takes a deep breath and rocks to her feet and follows along.
Maria’s bout with Sarah is the quietest, giving no clue as to what the pair were up to until an orgasmic duet rings out through the house.
“Ohhhhh!”
“Daddyyyyyy!”
When they come back down they are hand in hand, Maria’s other hand holding the purple vibrator and Sarah’s holding the butt plug. Unlike the dildo these items had been cleaned before coming down. The toys are returned to the table and a red tick is added to the opposing team. Six red dashes, six times cucked. And we still had two hours to go! Maria, her hair frizzier, her cheeks darkened and her expression proud, returns to kneel at my side while across the room a winded Sarah slumps down on her towel covered cushion.
“35 to 19!” She exclaims as she sees the board. “Come on guys!”
“He’s a trivia beast.” Javi says. “We’re doing our best.”
“So am I!”
This bring another round of laughter, even I join in this time. Seeing me laugh, seeing me having fun, makes Sarah’s sweaty face light up. Positively glowing from her six rounds of sex she looked so…so…beautiful. She was nearly as radiant as on our wedding day, the happiest day of my life. I shine back my own warm smile and silently mouth the words, ‘I love you’.
I notice a subtle twitch at her brows then at the corners of her mouth. A moment later her smile slowly melts. She bravely reasserts the grin for a second, until it falls again as something inside of her…cracks. Her big blue eyes fill with tears and her bottom lip pouts and begins to tremble. The others, talking among themselves, hadn’t seen this. It was just between her and I.
“Sarah?” I whisper.
Not hearing me Casey claps her hands. “Alright gang, almost done Round 1. We’ll take a fifteen minute break after and then…”
“Casey.” Sarah says. The tremble in her sweet, fragile tone stops all other chatter in the room as every eye turns her way. Her eyes however were locked on me and me alone. “Casey…” She says again, her voice quavering. “…I’d…like to answer the bonus question please.”
“Oh!” Confusion fills the room, the others looking back and forth between themselves as that question had been left there for me. All at once the fantasy veneer covering this ‘game night’ between friends shatters. “There’s only two hours to go until December, sweetie.”
Trying to comfort her Tonia pats her knee and whispers. “You’re so close. We’ll stop with the extra points, okay?”
Gazing into my true love’s eyes my loving smile grows. I knew that look. I knew that voice. I knew my wife. Nothing they could ever say to her would stop what was coming next.
“I don’t care!” Sarah peeps. “Platypus! Platypus, platypus, platypus! PLATYPUS!” Holding her hands out to me she lets out the most pitiful and forlorn wail. “I WANT MY PAPA BEAR!!!”
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        I was needed and I was needed right now. I hurry around the table. Sarah rises to meet me with a huge teary smile. Clutching my shirt tightly she hides her face between my pecs as she shrinks small inside of my big encompassing embrace. My arms wrapped around my baby I nuzzle her hair and hold her close.
“I want my Papa Bear.” She whispers again.
“I’m right here, Sarah girl.” I say with a squeeze. “I’m right here.”
Around the room the men were smiling and the gals were misting up at our unabashed display of love. The night was over early, but with a happy ending for everybody. Sarah tapping out hadn’t been out of guilt, shame, or moral breakdown. No, she’d said our safe word after I mouthed those three little words because she was in her soft post-coital feelings and needed a loving cuddle from her man. Even though she’d made it right to the finish line feeling my arms around her in this moment was more important than any mere game or month long challenge. That was the face I saw just before she said ‘Platypus’.
“Okay gang.” Casey says as she ticks the final point from the bonus question. “I think we’ll call it there for tonight. 35-20 for Team Bear.”
“Woo!” James hoots and pumps his fist. “Team Bear!”
Packing up the trivia box and other game bits Casey adds. “Well played to both teams.”
“I’m sorry.” Sarah whimpers from inside my chest.
The others were already on their feet and getting ready to leave. They didn’t need to be told that Sarah wanted some alone time with her husband. The feeling was MORE than mutual. Maria, her service submissive role gone, drifts over to receive her own hug from her husband. Meanwhile beside us Tonia was was trying to peek through my arms to see Sarah.
“You okay, Sarah.” Tonia asks in a gentle voice.
“Mm hm.” My wife nods and looks up at me, her face aglow with love. “I’m more than okay, Tonia.” Leaning down I kiss her sweet lips, causing her to go all swoony. “Ohhhhh.” As she sighs I catch the whiff of semen on her breath, an aroma left behind by another man who stood just an arm’s length away fro us. My dick twitches at the unexpected reminder.
Tonia chuckles and reports to the others. “She’s okay.”
Turning to face her friends Sarah wraps her arms around my body and squeezes in as tight as she could to my side. My arm around her I squeeze right back. Nobody could peel her away from me now. “Thank you everybody. You were all wonderful.” She does a sort of happy giggle-sob. “Thank you for making this night and this month so special. And thank you all for fucking me so good. You were just amazing.”
A warm blush rises in my cheeks at that last brazen statement. Just hearing her drop the F bomb was strange enough, to say nothing of how she just used it. The new Sarah was here.
“You were amazing too, Sarah.” Maria says warmly, then adds with a wink. “You weren’t so bad yourself, big Daddy.” With an amused grin Javi rolls his eyes.
“I’m just glad I got to ya first.” James says with a glance to the large, recently used dildo still stuck to the wall, Sarah’s juices having dried enough to make the surface visibly tacky. “Before that big bastard. Eesh!”
“You were the appetizer before the main course.” Teases Casey.
“Who doesn’t love a nice appie?” He quips right back. “At least mine is certified organic.” The pair share a good natured laugh. “I’m still glad I went first.” He pats my arms in sympathy. “Good luck to ya, Dave.”
“You were both incredible.” Sarah assures them. “You are all such incredible lovers. I feel blessed to have had you.”
To that James and Casey share a celebratory fist bump. I felt like I was in some other world standing here listening to my wife and these two acquaintances casually talk and banter about having sex. Before this month it would have been completely out of the realm of possibilities, both for Sarah doing it as well as me putting up with it. During this month we’d been in this strange zone of silence that shielded me from having to face things directly. But now with the challenge over there was nothing to hold Sarah’s tongue anymore, or anyone else’s. There was no more cover for me and my husbandly pride to hide behind. Everything was about to be laid bare. This was the bed we’d been setting all month long, I could hardly complain now about having to lay in it.
Seeing my blush gets Casey laughing. “You’re as adorable as she is!”
“You need help cleaning up?” Tonia asks as the other chuckle.
“Nah.” I say, just wanting to be alone with my wife. “We’ll get to it.”
“Eventually.” Sarah grins.
The group gathers their things and soon they are on their way. The instant the door closes Sarah clicks the deadbolt in one hand as she grabs the chest of my shirt with the other. She pulls me along behind her and leads back to the nearest seat, which happened to be her towel clad cushion on the sofa. Turning me around to face her she looks up at me…then SHOVES me hard in the chest. The difference in our weights results in her pushing herself back more than budging me any but I go with the flow and plop down onto the sofa where she wanted me.
Looking up at her I say. “Well hello to you too.”
“Shut up and fuck me!” She hisses with a fiery lust burning in her pure blue eyes. New Sarah indeed! My formerly sexually passive wife straddles my thighs ands sits her weight down on them. With impatient hands she tugs at my belt, unfastens the button of my jeans, zips down the fly, then reaches a hand into my underwear to grab my rock hard manhood. “Mmm.” She grins as she feels my arousal and the wet precum smeared inside my shorts. “Someone’s excited.”
“Look who’s talkin.”
She giggles. Pulling my cock free her eyes widen as her hand grips my hardness tight. “God I need you inside of me.” She breathes. Frantically she tugs and yanks at my jeans to pull them out of the way. I lift my ass and help lower my pants. She was only patient enough to let me get them down just past my balls before she scooches forward to straddle my hips. Hand between her legs to guide my dick she sinks down on top of me as I sink six inches deep inside of her hot, wet, tight pussy. “Ohhhhh God, yessss!” She moans as her eyes roll back. “There it is. There’s that cock I’ve been craving.”
“Ohhhh fuuuuck!” I am moaning at the same time she is. Even after a month of driving myself mad thinking about this feeling it was so much BETTER than even my most erotic fantasies! Her tight little snatch felt both intimately familiar yet so very different. I’d never been able to enter her without her needing a little foreplay to warm her up beforehand. But tonight she was hot, ready and her sweet cunny already pre-fucked. Effortlessly she opens up to me and my penis glides into her pussy smoother and easier than ever before. Used pussy felt soooo fuckin good! “Fuck baby! God I missed you.”
“I missed you toooo!” She mewls while simultaneously gripping my cock with her pussy. Grabbing my wrists with a boldness she’d never shown before she slips my hands up under her barely there dress to fill them with her full, supple breasts. As I gently squeeze she lets out a long sigh. “Ohhhhh. Those hands. I’ve been dreaming about those big, strong hands. Mmmm.”
Warm and soft on top of me her voluptuous body felt like heaven on Earth. After a lingering moment where we simply savor each other Sarah begins to lightly rock her hips forward and back, riding me while keeping my penis as deep as possible at all times. Fuck! Her slick, tightly gripping pussy felt beyond incredible.
“I’m not gonna last long.” I huff the moment she starts moving. I wanted to last long for her, but right now? No fucking way.
“That’s okay.” She smiles as she gazes deeply into my eyes. Laying her petite hands on my bearded cheeks her gaze plunges through every mental and emotional barrier and into my very soul. “It’s okay, baby, it’s okay.”
I try to fight it, I really do, but as she rode me all I could think about was James fucking her, Javi fucking her, Casey fucking her with the big, fat dildo that I could see just around her right shoulder still stuck to the wall, and of course that video of her and Richie from this morning. All of them had had their way with my wife’s curvy, nubile body before me. How was I feeling to her now? How did I compare? Where did I rank in her list of a dozen lovers? The more those thoughts invade the fast my nut rises. Every fiber of my manly pride wanted to outlast them all! But not even a minute in and I am about to blow like a two-pump chump. As she sees me struggle against the inevitable Sarah’s smile grows while her pussy tightens and she starts to ride fast.
“Fuck.” I grunt and grimace against the growing pressure, my as body taut as a snare drum. Still with that intense soul gaze Sarah continues to ride me. I was right at the edge while my ‘easy cumming’ wife was nowhere near her climax yet. We’d waited all month for this moment. I just couldn’t let myself climax yet! “Fuck!”
I maybe could have lasted another thirty seconds had Sarah not let out the sweetest, most adorable giggle ever. “He he he he!”
BOOM!
“GGGNNNNGHHHHHH!!!” My whole body stiffens and trembles as I bust the mother of all nuts! Triggered by her titter left me unprepared. All I can do is groan and writhe in premature ecstasy. The embarrassment of just how fast I’d cum just makes me cum all the harder. I’d had some of my most intense orgasms over this past month but this one put them all to shame. “FUUUCCKKKMMMMMM!!!”
Still holding my face, captivated by my powerful moment of release, she doesn’t allow me to look away. Still gazing, with my ejaculation pumping away inside of her, Sarah whispers softly and lovingly. “Yesssss! God, yesssss! Ohhh David!”
“Hnnnnghhh!” I grip her soft tits as hard as I dare and surrender to my bliss. “Ohhhhhhnngh!” I wish it could have lasted forever but too soon my virile passion had been spent. “Hohhhhh.” I sigh as I glide down the other side of ecstasy.
With me panting and Sarah smiling there is a brief moment of silence before…we hear the deep V8 growl of Javi’s jeep starting up out on the street. Our guests weren’t even gone yet! Fuck!
“Wow!” Sarah gasps before kissing me hard on the lips. “God, baby. You were incredible.”
“Ohhhh.” I moan as my body relaxes, my arms flopping to my sides. “Sorry. I couldn’t…stop it.”
Positively beaming Sarah tenderly pets my flushed face. “After so long without cumming I’m not surprised.”
“Well…not that long actually.”
“Oh?” She blinks then gives me the cutest scowl. “Have you been cheating on your challenge?” She playfully slaps my broad chest. “Ya big cheater!”
I let out a breathy chuckle. “Baby, I never stood a chance. I might not have nutted often, but No Nut November was a big L for me.”
“I don’t feel so bad then. We both fell a bit short, hm?” She laughs. “How long since your last one?”
“Ha! I dunno, fifteen hours maybe.”
“Hours?” She giggles. “Hours!? You DID jerk off to the video! I was your porn star!”
“You were definitely that.” I say sheepishly. “But I didn’t jerk off.”
“But you…”
I take a deep breath and confess. “I watched it. I watched you…with him and I got so excited that…things just kind of happened on their own.”
“You came without even touching yourself?” She says in amazement.
“Baby, I can’t even describe what this stuff does to me.” I say. “You nearly drove me mad this month.”
“Little ol’ me?” She says innocently, batting her big blue eyes.
“Ha!” I pinch her nip through her sheer dress. “Yes, little ol’ you! GAH!”
We share a laugh. Unbuttoning my shirt she softly rubs her hands up and down my hairy chest and belly. With my softening manhood still snugly inside of her we talk. We talk about all of the things we’d been holding back. Since I’d at least had the letters to follow while Sarah had been in the dark I was the first to go.
I tell her EVERYTHING. From the torture her kinky letters caused me, especially through the middle days, to the wild lust they evoked I let the tale of my own journey of awakening come flowing freely. I tell her about the constant distraction, the aching obsession, the arousing yet humbling humiliation, the masturbating to the first porno she watched, the sleepless nights she caused me, and everything else. I tell her about all of the doubts I had, how close I’d come to using the safe word only to be held back by my kink, and how I sometimes felt like less of a man for allowing her to roam from my arms. I confess about how, when I gave her the challenge, that it was more meant as a prodding jest to get her to challenge her limitations and that I never imagined in my wildest dreams that she might actually have sex with another partner. To this she was mortified and began to stammer apologies. I quickly stop her and assure her that I blamed her for nothing. Not only that, but I was really proud of her for smashing through my expectations as well as the cage of her repression. The blushing smile she gives me when I told her I was proud of her makes me fall even deeper in love, if that was even possible. And I do tell her how, while it never got easy, I was actually enjoying myself by the end and that, if I’m really honest with myself, I’d been enjoying myself for the entire month.
I was ashamed of something things I admit to Sarah but they were the truth and after what she’d done and shared with me this past month I refused to feed my woman any lies, even if they were more comfortable than the facts. I confess to her about how before November I dabbled with hot wife and cuckold porn and erotica but that it was a secret I’d assumed I would take to my grave. I also confess how the fetish had sunk its talons deep into me over the course of the month leading to some of the most incredible orgasms of my life. The cuckold stuff she takes in stride, it was hardly a surprise to her at this point, but the better orgasms bit she takes mild offense to since she wasn’t there for them. She feels a lot better though when I tell her that while she wasn’t present for them she was their inspiration.
Once I’d gotten through my month long account we sit looking at each other for a long, quiet moment. The longer the silence went the more self conscious I was becoming. Perhaps I shared too much.
“Wow.” She says softly. “Here I thought you were the liberated one. I had no idea what I was putting you through.”
“Hey, I asked for it.”
“Mmm.” She hums. “But you did enjoy it? The stories? The letters? The…cuckolding?”
Just hearing her say that filthy word made my insides stir. “Yes.” I whisper. “Did you?”
“I enjoyed the sex!” She says with a laugh. “It was tough you not being there, but I did enjoy it. A lot. I’ve discovered that I’m quite a fan of sex.”
“I got that sense.”
“They weren’t my David though.” She strokes her hands down my thick body. “You’re the one for me Papa Bear.”
Well damned if that didn’t feel good! “And you are my one true love.”
We share a long tender kiss.
“Mmmmm.” She sighs. “As for the cuckold stuff, when Casey and Tonia told me about what it meant I didn’t believe them at first. And boy was that some interesting reading once I looked into it. When I was having sex with others I never really thought about it as ‘cucking’ you, I was just having fun. It’s an interesting fetish. I never would have expected that from you, though it did explain some things.”
“Such as?”
“Such as how you would want to make love to me any night after you caught another man looking at me. I’m not sure you even knew you were doing it.”
“Caught red-handed. The jealousy, it just…takes a hold of me. And the more reason I have to be jealous, the tighter it grips.” I sigh. “It’s weird, huh?”
“It’s not weird. It’s different. And surprisingly common.” She says, before adding. “Although you’re talking to a woman who cuffed herself to a bed hoping a house guest would find her, so I might not be the best judge of weird.”
We laugh.
“I’m not sure I fully understand it.” Cupping my cheeks again she leans in and kisses my forehead. “But I sure as heck don’t think it makes you any less of a man.”
“Really?”
“Really.” She smiles and pushes her hands back up my chest, her slender fingers playing among the hairs. “It’s cute. It’s quirky. It makes you…kinky! He he he! And, as you’ve read, I like kinky.”
We fall quiet a moment, just grinning at each other, as my still buried dick is hardening again.
“You are one hell of a letter writer, I’ll say that.”
“Ha! Yeah. Those were fun.”
“Shame I won’t get one for tonight.” I say. “I’m a bit curious where Round 2 and 3 of our game night was going to go.”
She giggles again. “For Round 2 they were going start taking me two at a time. First Javi and James then Casey and Tonia.”
“You had it all planned out, huh?”
“Yep.” Lifting the hem of her skimpy dress she lets it waft back down. “In Round 3 I lost the dress and teased you by playing with myself.”
“That dress drove me wild by the way. Ngh!”
“He he he! Glad you liked it.” With an impish twinkle she teases. “Although maybe it’s good I didn’t tease you more, now that I’ve learned that you’re cumming in your pants just from…”
“It happened once!” I protest with a light swat to her tush.
“He he he! Just sayin that maybe we dodged a bullet. Or a big mess at the very least.”
“Brat.” I pinch her plump booty. Being able to tease and talk like this with my formerly bashful wife was FUN! It really felt like our relationship had gone to a new level.
“He he he!” She looks down my bare torso, desire in her eyes, then slowly back up again. “Would you like to try it?”
“It?”
“Cuckolding.” She says oh so sweetly.
“Now?”
“Mmm.” She nods. “Just you and me. I’ve got an idea.”
“Oh Lord! You and your ideas!? Eeek!”
“Ya big chicken.” She laughs. “Come on, cucky. Let’s have some fun.” She rises up and slips off of my wet, cum streaked cock. She pauses a moment to let a little dribble of my seed blob down onto my balls with the weensiest of pussy farts. With an adorable cringe and a blush at her unladylike crudeness she pushes her finger to my lips and warns. “Not one word.”
With my dick swinging free and holding my pants up with one hand I follow Sarah’s luscious behind. I’d follow that ass to hell and back. On her way out of the living room she grabs the big dildo and with a giant POP she pulls it from off the wall. Our bull for the evening had been found. Oh wow, was I ready for this? My dick certainly was. It was so wild watching Sarah take control like this.
Up the stairs I follow that hot married ass and into our bedroom. She plops the dildo down on the dresser then says to me. “Get outta those clothes, sexy man.” With a hem lifting twirl she dances back toward the door.
“Where are you going?” I ask as I peel out of my shirt.
“You have some unfinished business I believe?” She says, disappearing down the hall.
“Unfinished business?” I mutter. “What is that girl up to?”
I do as she says and strip down to nothing. I look at my near erect dick then I look at the big cock standing tall on the dress. James’ words echo in my ears, ‘Good luck to ya, Dave’. Competing against that big bastard? I was gonna need it! Even as I think about it my dick swells a little harder. How many times had I thought about Sarah using it? Tonight I would finally get to see it.
Sashaying back into room like a carefree pixie Sarah has my laptop under one arm and the little projector that we used on camping trips and backyard movie nights in her opposite hand.
“What is all this?”
“I’m giving you a chance to avoid your cucking.” She states as she places the lap top down beside the dildo. “Whether you get cuckolded tonight is entirely up to you, my love.” Hooking up the projector she straightens it toward the wall opposite the bed then opens up the laptop. “Recognize this?”
As she says that the projector casts the image on the screen onto our wall and what I see is familiar indeed. It was that master-maid porno Sarah enjoyed so much from early in the month. The one that I had twice nutted to as I imagined the maid as her.
“You’re a stinker, ya know.” She says. “He he he! I didn’t know you were going to snoop my history. I thought that was private!”
“Erm, yeah. Kind of a bitch move.” I admit. “But I was so curious.”
“That’s okay.” She says brightly. “I’m glad you saw.”
“So…”
“So you told me that you tried twice to make it to the end of the video.” She giggles. “Third time’s the charm?”
“What?”
“It’s simple. We’re going to play out the scene just like them.” She says. “If you make it to the end, you’re a super stud. If you don’t, Lord Bentley gets to fuck your wife.”
“Lord Bentley?”
“Him!” She points the actor on the screen and then to the dildo modeled off of his junk. “You’ve watched this at least twice and you didn’t know the character’s name?”
“Er…I was focused on other things.”
“He he he!” She throws her arms around me and kisses my cheek. “I love you!”
I kiss her back and shake my head. “You thought of this just now?”
“Uh huh.” She nods. “I thought it only fair to give you a fighting chance. You’re not just going to let him have your woman, are you baby? Will you fight for your fair maiden my knight in shining armor?”
“Uh boy!”
“He he he!”
“If it gets weird or anything, you’ll let me know?”
“Too late for that.”
“HA!” She snorts and pinches my belly. “You know what I mean!”
I chuckle. “Yeah. I’ll tap out if I have to.”
“Good. This is for fun, don’t you forget that.” Pulling her dress up and off she tosses it over her shoulder and prances back to the computer. Her nude flesh looked even better than I remembered, and it jiggled delightfully as she moved. I absolutely loved how free and comfortable she felt being naked in front of me. Another welcome facet of the new Sarah. “Alright. Once I hit play we follow along with them. You ready?”
“Yes Ma’am!” I salute, both with my hand and my boner, then state boldly. “He won’t lay a hand on you.”
“I hope so!” She titters, tosses the phallus onto the bed, starts the video, then rushes to the foot of the bed to join me. She looks at the wall to find where the maid was then rushes into my arms to mimic the porn actress.
Giving myself over to her silly game I pull her naked body into mine and begin to grope and kiss just the actors in the video. Feeling her softness against me my lust grows. The volume was on low, enough to hear to the louder groans but quiet enough that we couldn’t make out their conversation, which was perfect as it allowed us to listen to each other’s hot breaths and gentle moans. We don’t follow their making out move for move but we maintain the spirit of the scene by kissing and groping in the same general way. It was fuckin weird, but it was a hell of a lot of fun too. Part fantasy and part reality it was hard to discern one from the other.
“God, I love you.” Sarah sighs between deep, passionate kisses. The kind of kisses lovers only shared before making love.
“I love you too.” I whisper back as I squeeze her ass and press my arousal against her.
“OHHH!”
Too soon, far too soon, the video moves to the next phase. Making out didn’t have the same effect on screen as in the flesh and so they ratchet things up to the spicier stuff as quickly as the could.
As the woman on the screen lowers to her knees so to does Sarah. As the woman’s hands claw down the actor’s chiseled chest and abs so to do Sarah’s soft hands glide down my thick torso. As the woman settles to her knees and grabs her master’s hard cock so does my wife. Her blue eyes widen and she licks her plump lips as she stares worshipfully at my rigid manhood. Looking up at me she blesses me with the sweetest smile…then engulfs my hard cock in hot, wet mouth!
“OH FUCK!” I gasp as in one fell swoop Sarah had taken me right to the base!
“Hrmmm.” She hums in lewd satisfaction at the feeling of my manhood flexing hard inside of her maw. Already with my whole six inches inside of her she presses her face hard into me, burying her nose deep into my dark pubes, to get every bit of me and show me that she could handle more. Balls deep she holds me with ease, all the while her proud blue eyes gaze up. “Hmmmm!”
“Ohhh fuck, baby!” I groan at my first true deep throat experience. Her throat tightens around my knob and her mouth suckles my shaft. “Ohhhh God!”
“Hmmm!” Her blues twinkle with delight.
At this point she diverts from the movie. On the wall the suave, dominant man had his maid’s head in his hands as she blew his cock while in our room Sarah gently pushes my hands around to behind my butt. My wrists crossed one over the other Sarah holds both of my hands in hers as she gives me head without the aid of hands. It was not lost on me how it was the man who was in control in that scene and the woman in this one.
“Mmm, mmm, mmm.” Wet lips sealed tight around my shaft she starts to bob and suck.
“Oh Jesus!”
“Hmm! Mmm, mmm, mmm.” She slurps off the tip and batters my tip with a furious flicking tongue before swallowing me whole once more. This time as she bobs she makes it wet, loud and sloppy. “Shrm, slrp, scchlllrrmmm!”
“Ohhh fuck!” I gasp at her incredible head.
To say that she’d gotten better at sucking cock would have been the understatement of the decade. Before I’d have to convince her, now she looked to be in her glory. Before they’d always been timid and tentative, now she went at my dick like a hungry dog with a bone! And that fact that she could handle my six inches without a problem gave her complete freedom in how fast, deep, and hard she could do it. Simply put it was the best fucking blowjob of my life.
“Hrm! Hrm! Hrm!” She bobs fast and hard, face fucking herself with my cock.
“Hmmm!”
Slipping off my shiny tip she huffs with a huge grin then licks and slobbers over my manhood. “I love your cock baby! HMMM!”
“Ohhh!”
Already I feel the pressure rising, acutely aware that the blowjob being cast onto the wall beside me was still just getting warmed up. Concentrating my focus on holding my nut I watch my woman work. Her blond hair bounces as she gobbles me down again and again.
On the screen the blonde pops off the man’s fat knob and starts stroking with her hand. In the room Sarah does the same, her copious spit providing plenty of lube for her tight grip to glide up and down my rod. She looks at the handjob on the screen then back to the one she was giving.
“He’s got a big dick, huh?”
“Huh?”
“His penis is really big, don’t you think?”
I look to the wall to see the woman stroking his fat hog. With her hand as comparison, a similar size to Sarah’s, his superior thickness and length painfully evident at even a glance. “Hrm!”
“His cock is big, huh?” She says again.
I look down at her staring back up at me with a devilish grin. “Yeah.” I huff.
“Do you think it’s bigger than yours, baby?”
Why was she asking me something so obvious. “Mmm!”
“Say it.” She whispers. “Is his cock bigger, David?”
“Yes, his cock is bigger than mine. He’s got a…hhmm…big fuckin cock.” The pressure rises! “Hohhhh!”
“Yeah. I think so too.” Just then the maid mouths her lover’s big dick, her mouth having have to strain far wider than Sarah’s as she wraps her lips around me once more and SUCKS!
“HNNNGHHH!!!” Grabbing Sarah’s head I stagger and nearly topple backward as I buck forward and blast my hot seed down her sucking throat.
“Mmph!” She squeaks, her eyes flaring wide, as she feels my semen burst inside. After a moment’s surprise she coos softly and does something she’d never done before. Eyes locked on mine she goes balls deep and proceeds to swallow my cummy load! “Hmmmm.”
“NNNNGHH!” Her hair in my grip my whole body trembles as I am wracked with another crazy hard orgasm. In my peripheral vision, wall to my left and laptop screen to my right, I can see Lord Bentley still gearing as I crashed and burned. Round three between he and I was another KO. It only made the already incredible climax that much better. “HMMMMM!!!”
“Glp! Glm! Mmmm.” She swallows ever last pulsing shot then continue to suckle to draw out anything I had left. When my load was shot she slips off of me, gives my penis a tender kiss, and giggles. “He he he! Ooopsie.”
“Ohhhhh, fuck baby.” I slump, my face flushed from spent passion and husbandly embarrassment. I’d cum so fast, again! “Holy shit!”
“You liked it?” Face alight with love she bats her eyes and tucks her bangs behind her ears in that cute self-conscious way she had when fishing for a compliment. “Did I do good?”
“Liked it!? GOOD!?” I laugh. “Oh my GOD!”
“He he he!” She titters and sits back. “I guess you really wanted to get cucked, huh?” Without waiting for an answer she gets up onto the edge of our bed. Grabbing the dildo, the perfect match to the cock being sucked on the video, she begins to kiss and lick it’s hefty length. “Mmm, he is a big one!” Spreading he legs she slaps her wet, pink pussy. “Get me ready for him?” With that she opens her mouth wide and, her gleaming eyes still meeting mine, she slips the big cock through her lips. Her jaw widens, her eyes bulge, and as she presses it she is forced to stop merely half way down. “Mmmm!”
“Oh my fuckin God.” I growl.
In an instant I am on my knees and burying my face into her hot cooch. I’d cum inside here back in the living room but I didn’t give a fuck. Another time it would have given me pause, but not tonight. I lick and suck at her sweet pussy like a man starving. I don’t simply lap at it I stab deep then curl my tongue back in big hungry slurps. I don’t simply kiss, I suck at her lips and her whole desperate to draw out every drop she had to give. I taste her succulent nectar, a flavor that I knew well, and right away pick up the pungent tang of what must be cum coating my tongue. I don’t think about it as my cum though. I think about it as James’ and Javi’s and Richard’s and Lord Bentley’s and most of all Richie’s, who I had watched actually cum inside of my hot wife on video filmed just yesterday.
“HRRMMM!” Possessed by a lust unblunted by even my recent orgasm I eat my baby’s pussy as best as this cuckold husband could.
Pulling the fake phallus from her lips Sarah lets out a loud gasp and grabs onto my hair with her free hand. “OOHHHH GOD! DAVID!”
“RRRMMMM!!!” Her cry of passion spurs me to eat her cunny more furiously. My mustache and beard was wet with her, my nostrils permeated with her essence, and my mouth filled with her flavor and more. “MMMM!!!”
“Fuck! Fuck! Ohhhh God!” Her lilting voice rises as her grip gets tighter and her hips begin to rock. “David! David! OHHHH GOD!”
Her thighs clench tight around my head and her pussy floods my slurping mouth. Faster than she’d ever cum from oral before I take my beloved to heaven. “Hllnmmmm!” As she bucks and shudders in bliss I stare up her curvy womanly flesh and savor every inch of it.
“Ohhhh…mmmm…hohhhhh!” She moans as the waves of ecstasy course through her, all the while I continue making love to her with my mouth. “Hmmm.” She sighs as she relaxes out of her climax. She smiles a pretty smile, cheeks a lovely pink, then pulls my head in while also thrusting her super wet slit harder into my mouth! “Don’t stop, baby.” Holding the dildo by the big balls she slides it back into her mouth and picks up blowing it right where she left off. “Mmm!”
Fuck! Old Sarah would have paused at least. We would have made a moment of her orgasm with some smooches and sweet talk. New Sarah wanted more. The video wasn’t over and she was still committed to seeing it through. Even after having all of the cool gang and me, new Sarah wasn’t even close to finished. My wife was a sex goddess! And I was her willing acolyte. My every physical sense addicted to her body I continue to eat the finest meal a cuck could have.
With images of Richie’s unprotected cock dumping his load inside of her the fantasy that this was actually another man’s load drives me WILD. The fires of masculine competition rage as all I could think about was sucking his seed out so that I could replace it with my own. The thought of Richie’s, or any other man’s, potent seed inside of my wife’s womb filled me with a crazed need to fuck her better than any of them ever could. But I could do nothing now except eat her out, and so I pour all of the passion into that.
After a couple of more minutes the hung lord brings his maid to her feet then lifts her up onto the counter where he begins to tap and slap his stiff, veiny schlong against her pink slit.
“Here it comes, baby.” Sarah says as she brings the dildo down toward her sex. “Get ready to be cucked.”
“Uh uh.” I rise, beard soaked, shaking my head.
“No?”
“Mm mm.” I shake my head again as I rise to reveal my resurrected erection
“Oh!” She peeps happily as her eyes lock on my rock hard cock. “He he he! Already?”
“Mm hm.” I nod with a proud grin.
“Goodness! You got hard again fast.” Then after a heartbeat’s pause she adds. “Almost as fast as Richie can.” A very subtle but unmissable emphasis was put on the word ‘almost’. GAH! The woman was driving nuts.
I chuckle at her gentle teasing and start to slap my pecker against her cunny just like the stud on the screen. “You thought I’d let him have you that easy?”
“Ohhhh David!” She lets the dildo slip from hand.
Just like the actor I rub and tease and drive Sarah wild by denying her penetration. “God, you’re so wet!”
“Wet for you, David.” She croons. I don’t think she even realized it but she’d said exactly those words in exactly that way on the video I watched this morning, but instead of David she’d said Richie. My jealousy flares hot as the sun.
“Ohhh! Ohhh David! Fuck meeee.” She begs for me, but I deny her just the man on the screen. “Nnnngh!” She writhes and whimpers so sexily as my teasing lights her flesh on fire. “Ohhhh pleeease!”
When at last the man enters his maid, I enter my lust crazed wife.
“Ohhhhhh.” Sarah and I moan together.
Her honeypot was as slick and liquid silk and as warm as fresh apple pie. The moment I was inside of her she grips down onto me as if to pull me deeper. Fuck did she feel good!
In the same tall, powerful pose I begin to fuck my nubile wifey with all of the pomp and confidence of the porn star. My strokes might be shorter but they were no less spirited.
“Ohhh…ohhhh!” Sarah moans as we begin making mirrored love with the scene flickering beside us. Similar feminine groans rise out of the speakers.
Ohhh this felt fantastic! I felt so raw and manly and virile. I felt like a lord myself. And yet, as I see her turn her head to watch the scene, something inside of me cannot help but to sign my own death warrant.
I glance over to see the other pair banging away, the camera zoomed in on that long, thick cock fucking sliding in and out of that pussy, then back to my wife whose eyes twinkled as she watched it.
“You like that?” I whisper. “You like those big cocks, baby?”
“Mmmm.” She hums lustily. “They are…ohhh…quite lovely.”
“Yeah?” I grunt my body picks up the pace all on its own. Clap! Clap! Clap! Flesh strikes flesh ever faster.
“Mmmmm, yesss.” She sighs in a way not as loud nor vibrant as the same sighs I heard Richie get out of her. As her tits bounce to my rhythm she croons dreamily. “I won’t lie to you, David. Big cocks are…ohhhh…very…very…nice. They make me cum really hard.”
“Ohhhh.”
“They get…ohhh…sooo deep. Mmmm! They stretch my little pussy…ohhhh…sooo good!”
“Ohhhh!” I groan. “You like that big cock baby? HM!?”
“His cock?” Her voice rises, her eyes locked on another man’s big dick as her body rocks my frantic thrusts. “Oh yes, David. His big cock makes me cum every time!”
“Is he…mmm…better than…nngh…!”
Sarah turns to look up at me reddening face. “David?”
“GNNNNNGHHHH!!!”
“OH!” She exclaims as I bust prematurely for the third fucking time tonight!
“MMMMMM!!!” Just as powerful as the last two I shoot my wad.
As I helplessly hump and heave on top of her Sarah gazes up at me smiling as she strokes my face and beard. “That’s it, baby. Yesss. Give it to me.”
And give it to her I do. I drain my balls inside of her until they ache.
Panting heavy I am filled with that same kinky shame as the steady plap, plap, plap and the maid’s warbling cries of ecstasy continue unabated.
Sarah lets out a bubbly giggle. “My goodness! It’s like an instant cum button. He he he! And they said I cum easy!”
“Hrm!” I laugh even as I shudder through the last of my climax. “You’re killin me here, baby!”
“He he he! Does a bigger cock really excite you that much?”
“Nngh!” My cock twitches hard to spurt out one last little dreg.
“I guess so.” Grabbing my face she leans up and smooches me. “You are too precious!”
“Ohhhhhh, fuuuuck!” I sigh. “Did you cum at least?”
“Mm mm.” She shakes her head, answering honestly. “Close.” The imp returning to her expression she shoots her eyes over toward the dildo beside us. “That’s okay though. I know somebody who can finish the job.”
“Ohhh no!”
“Ohhh yes!” She pinches my nipple and prods. “Come on, cuckold. A deal is a deal. You had your chance.”
“Ohhh, you’ll be the death of me woman.”
While I protest I was hardly upset. Some part of me wanted this, and she knew that too. I pull my softening cock from her creamy coochie just in time for her to push her dildo into my hand. I knew from her letters she didn’t like the distraction of having to hold a toy herself so she was letting me do the honors. Taking the heavy silicone phallus I bring to her freshly fucked cunt…and push the fat head through her lips. As it enters to fill her tunnel some of the creamy load I’d just deposited comes oozing out the other way.
“OHHHH!” She moans loudly, her hand snapping out to grip my other arm tightly. Damned if I ever got THAT reaction when I entered her. Her hand scrambles down my arm to find mine. Taking my hand in hers she holds it firmly and stares up at me, waiting to be fucked like she deserved.
My big hand gives me a good grip around the suction cup and balls of the thing and soon I am working Lord Bentley’s schlong in and out of my wife’s married pussy. I marvel at how easily she took it, at how smoothly it glided, and how her small body could swallow all 8 of its beefy ‘insertable’ inches. I’d just seem my own manhood penetrating her, no nearly so deep or so wide.
“Ohhhh! Ohhhhh God! David! YESSS!” Bigger and better the toy was getting Sarah there fast. Her body writhes to the pace I was setting, her face a mask of pure bliss. Dear Lord she was beautiful! “Oh fuck!” She gasps, eyes and mouth flare wide. “OHHHHH GNNGHHH!!!” Just like that she cums HARD, echoed a few seconds later by the maid’s high cries. Lord Bentley had just made two sweet maidens cum at once with his big unit. Lucky bastard. “OHH! HOHHH! OHHHHH!!!” Sarah cums hard and she cums long, her fair body seized by wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure. She’d never cum that hard for me, nor would she. That sharp sting of jealousy pierces me again to inject it’s euphoric venom. “OHHHHHH!!!”
“That’s it, baby girl.” I whisper. “Cum! Cum on his big cock. Cum on that big fuckin cock!”
“OHHHH GOD! DAVIIIID!!!”
With my hand as his avatar Lord Bentley fucks two more orgasms from my wailing wife better than I ever could. My fetish had been well and truly quenched with that last orgasm. Now I just bask in her pleasure, happy I could be here to provide it. She was magnificent!
As he busts his nut onto the maid I pull the dildo from her very satisfied pussy and she lets out an adorable peep at the sudden emptiness. Sarah is waving at the laptop. “Ohhhh, shut it off baby. I don’t want to see anymore.”
I slide from the bed. I place the dildo beside the laptop as I shut its screen then turn off the projector. Swiftly I am back in bed to do my most important job of the night.
“Mmmm.” Sarah mewls softly as she turns to shrink down into a cuddly little ball in my arms. Her face aglow she tenderly strokes my chest and coos over and over. “Ohhh, David. Ohhhh, David. Ohhhhhhh.”
I kiss her head and wrap her up in a big Papa Bear snuggle. “You were incredible.”
“Mmmmm.” She buzzes in post-coital glee. “Ohhh my love. Ohhh…mmm?” Her roaming hands had found my fourth erection of the evening. “What’s this?”
I chuckle and kiss her head again. “It’s okay.”
Looking up into my eyes her smile melts away as raw, unfiltered love pours out of her. “Make love to me David.”
“Baby…”
“No videos.” She whispers. “No games. No Naughty November.” She pleads. “Make love to me like you used to do?”
“You’re not too tired?”
“I think I’ve got one more left in me.” She smiles tiredly. “Only for my Papa Bear.”
Well, who could say no to that? Besides, despite all we’d done I wanted her more than anything. Not as cuckold, but as her husband. Until I performed as I knew that I could and actually felt cum on my dick I wouldn’t consider her pussy truly mine. Until I did that a part of me would consider a part of her theirs. Richard’s, Richie’s, Javi and all the rest. Before the sun came up on December I would reclaim my wife.
Eyes locked, souls mingling, our bodies move as one. I get on top of her, she wraps her legs around me, and I enter her hot, slick pussy one more time. After that toy I had never felt my wife so loose and holy fuck did she feel great. While not at all like the attention arresting stuffing of Mr. Sticky my cock does the trick for her as well.
“Yessss.” She closes her eyes as smile of relief brightens her pretty face. “Ohhh, yessss.”
As man and woman, as husband and wife, as two people passionately in love with each other, we make love. We make sweet, sweaty, hot, romantic love. Do I reclaim her? Oh yes. Three times as a matter of fact. But after the first I realized that I had never lost anything that needed reclaiming. She was mine, is mine, and would always be mine until the day they put me six feet under.
Do I last ALL night long like some porn star or trained gimp? No. But I do my manhood no shame either. Do I make her explode like a Fourth of July sky? Like Richie did? No. But her orgasms for me have something that no hung super stud could match. Genuine love. We make love the old way. No. Better than the old way. She was no longer a passenger, but an equal partner in sex. She guides me, directs me, and encourages me how and where and when to touch her. And she reads my needs as well, unafraid to give of herself for my pleasure and hers. Simply put, it was the greatest bout of love making we’d ever had. And we both knew it would only get better from here.
When it was over we lay holding each other and gazing deeply into each other’s eyes. November was behind us. And out before us, the rest of our lives.
“I love you, Sarah.”
“I love you, David.” She strokes my face. “I love youuuu.”
“Any regrets?”
“Mmm.” She shakes her head. “Only that we didn’t do it sooner. I think about how I was before… God. Thank you for staying with me.”
I smile. “Baby. Whether you did your challenge or not, you’re stuck with me until the end. Till death do we part, remember?”
She beams. “How could I ever forget?”
“Whooo.” I sigh. “So? Same time next year?”
“David!” She laughs and slaps my arm.
I chuckle. “One more try and I’m sure I could do No Nut November.”
“Yeah right.” She giggles. “Mr. Cheaty pants. Locktober however…hmmm?”
“Lock…to…ber? Oh God!”
We laugh and cuddle closer, smooching each other like we were newlyweds again. That same fresh feeling of infinite possibilities filled the air.
“So now what?” She asks once the giggles abated.
“Mm?”
“Our love life?” She says. “Do we…um…?”
I hug her tight and kiss her soft lips. “One day at time.”
“Mmm.” She smiles. “One day at a time.”
“In the meantime, I was thinking.”
“Mm?”
“Maybe you could…stop taking those pills?”
“Pills?” Her eyes widen. “You mean…?”
“We’re not gettin any younger.” I say. “And you’re so good with kids, seems a shame don’t it?”
“Are you…?”
“I mean, what’s the point of working so hard for a roof over the head if you ain’t a got family to put under it.”
“Oh…David!” Tears of joy fill her cornflower blue eyes. “Ohhh David!”
“Assuming you agree of course.”
“Agree? Agree!?” She wraps her arms around my neck and pulls me into a long, hard smooch. “YES! YES!”
“I thought you might say that.” I let out a great hearty laugh and hold my woman tight. “AHHHHH! I LOVE YOUUUU!”
We snuggle and smooch and bask in our happy moment. The past 30 days month had been hell and it had been heaven but with faith in each other and unshakable love we had forged our way through to this new bright future. Through all the chapters and all the stories and all the hand written letters we’d finally found our happily ever after.
As we smooch I notice that Sarah was beginning to slide lower and lower. As she reaches my chest I look down and ask. “And where do you think you’re going?”
She bats her big eyes and squeezes my noodle limp penis. “We’re making a baby, aren’t we?”
“You’re still on the pill.”
“Well…” She thinks. “…after a month apart we could use the practice. Lots and LOTS of practice.”
“Baby…I’m not even sure I can get it up right now.”
“He he he. I know some guys can go five times.” She giggles as she slides lower to kiss my belly. “I’d sure like to try.”
Turning to lay on my back I stare at the ceiling as I feel my wife’s wonderful mouth wraps around my flaccid penis. “Lord, give me strength.” I say as my dick, miraculously, begins to swell under Sarah’s oral attentions. “I’m gonna need it!”
The End
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