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Be Careful What You Wish For

Kate Granger


Chapter One

Seismic Change

◆◆◆

I had tiptoed around my husband for weeks before summoning the courage to talk to him. In my mid-thirties, I had become a typical soccer Mom, often called Yummy Mommy, desired by many men around my age, even though I felt drained, bloated, or drab most of the time.

A slight paunch on my stomach was all that remained from birthing three daughters, and even that last vestige of my pregnancies didn’t wholly obscure an attractive six-pack forged in the gym daily. My husband thought it cute, frequently kissing the visible remnants of his fertility as he had when I was growing our family inside.

I loved my husband wholeheartedly, but when he asked me to grant him a Hall Pass for a weekend, I felt shocked and distraught.

It took me a while to understand what was wrong between us. For Justin, our married life had become a drudgery, and now, he needed a spark to light his path ahead.

When I sat at our breakfast table on a Saturday morning, the sun streamed through our kitchen windows, brightening my favorite room. Our daughters, aged nine, eight, and six, slept soundly, so the house was silent.

I sipped tea and stared at my husband, knowing by his tortured expression that our usual conversation was about to begin.

“Tell me honestly, Emma, don’t you crave the excitement of a first date, the chase, the first kiss, or the first time you made love to someone?”

“I have happy memories of all three, and you are right there with me on all those important milestones.”

“But there must be more to our lives than domestic drudgery. I’m bored to tears. I feel like a personal shopper and taxi driver.”

“I enjoy our daughters and love working my part-time job while being a full-time Mom. It sounds to me like you need to fly your kite for more than a weekend, Justin.”

“I do want more than a Hall Pass. But I want you to enjoy the same sexual freedom that I want, too.”

“Why don’t you rent an apartment in the city, have a few mistresses over, and return when you are done?”

“That sounds like a separation, honey.”

“When you step out on your marriage, it is a disconnection from me… an end to us until we reconnect.”

We were not on the same page and seeing things very differently. What seemed like infidelity to me was a vacation from our marriage for my husband. Justin eyed me carefully, and I could see the rampant desire in his eyes that wreaked havoc through his soul.

“Justin… we make love less these days because we have three wonderful daughters. I am too tired for date nights from homework, parent-teacher meetings, playdates, ballet lessons, violin tutoring across town, and book club, which is my only hobby. You golf on Saturday afternoons and work hard all week.”

“It’s not about you and me, sweetheart… I need more.”

“Not a Hall pass for one weekend anymore, then?”

“An open marriage works for me.”

“It doesn’t work for me, Justin.”

“You could have great fun with an off-piste romance from time to time, Em - you’re still a beautiful woman.”

I stared at him, blindsided by my husband’s request for permanent consent to sleep with whomever he wished. The callous manner of his behavior struck me as obscenely cruel, especially the offhanded compliment about my beauty, which felt meaningless by his delivery of it. 

“The availability of lovers to me is not a consideration, Justin.”

“What is relevant then? Tell me what you want?”

“Happiness, Justin… I want both of us to be happy.”

“Well, I’m unhappy and can’t see that changing anytime soon.”

“I understand. Divorce is a possible remedy to our problem. Why not consider going our separate ways?”

The tension around our breakfast table instantly peaked because Justin did not want a legal separation, a division of our assets, or a custody battle. I instantly regretted suggesting divorce because it would only lead us into a quarrel, and it was an absolute last resort.

I waved my hand while choking back tears.

“Forget I said that, Justin.”

“Okay… because I don’t want a divorce, honey.”

“I know… you want to sleep with other women and for me to be okay with it, right?”

“Yes… and for you to do the same with guys you like.”

“Where would we do this? Please don’t suggest in our home because if-.”

“No, it wouldn’t be like that at all. Nothing would happen in our home because of the girls.”

“Where would you fuck these other women then?”

“I like the idea of an apartment for me. I could easily rent one in the city, stay a few nights each week, and come home when I am done.”

“Okay.”

“What do you mean, okay, Emma?”

“Okay… go ahead, let’s do it.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah… but I don’t want you sharing details with me about who, what, where, or anything like that, and if we make love together, you are wearing a condom from now on. I don’t want to share your sexual partners.”

“Umm… okay.”

Justin seemed less sure of himself. I’d given him what he wanted and opened the floodgates to a reality that suited him. I was pretty sure my husband had a couple of bimbos lined up, and maybe he even already fucked them, but now, with precisely the sexual freedom he wanted, his eyes were wild with excitement.

When Justin left to golf, I took our daughters to a woodland park, where we cycled with around twenty other parents and kids. It was a playdate organized by a parental support group I was a member of, where my daughters thrived in a tiny community of wonderful parents and kids, making friends.

Justin said he would meet with a leasing agent over drinks after his golf round because he wanted to get a jump on things and move forward.

On a sunny day in lush parkland in June with a light breeze, my kids and best friend Bree almost made up for the melancholy my husband had caused. Halfway around the park, we all stopped, laid out small blankets on a grassed area, and shared sandwiches and juice.

After eating, our kids played in the woods, leaving moms and dads alone to rest and talk.

Bree lay her head on my stomach, and we stared at an azure, cloudless sky, as it had been between us since we were six.

“Something is wrong with you today, Emma… I know you so well. Did you get your period?”

“No.”

“It’s a problem at home then.”

“Yes.”

“In which case, it’s a problem with my asshole brother, Justin.”

“Yes… it is.”

“What’s the issue with him now?”

“This time, it’s something you and I probably shouldn’t discuss.”

“Is he fucking a slut, Em? Tell me, and I’ll grass that fucker to Mom and Dad - they will tear him apart because our parents much prefer you to their biological son.”

“Your brother wants an open marriage.”

“Oh fuck!”

I stared at the blue sky above with tears welling in my eyes. Marriage was supposed to be forever, even to the extent of being buried together, and now, mine was damaged goods. I wondered if my husband was already fucking a lover at the golf clubhouse bedroom suites while my kids played with friends and his sister’s head lay on my stomach.

“You know I don’t approve of Justin, Emma… we never got along, but I’ll say this as your oldest friend: You have two choices.”

“Divorce is one… what else do you have?”

“Do as he does and enjoy a series of lovers.”

“I can’t do either. I am caught up in a marriage I don’t want to end, and I don’t want to join a dating app so I can eat dinner with a stranger, then fuck him.”

“Can I ask you something, Em?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

“Do you and my brother fuck a lot?”

I twirled her blonde hair with one finger, making lovely drop curls that would cascade down her back once she stood up. I looked around at the dozen or so parents similarly resting and noticed some paired up, almost looking romantically inclined.

“We make love a couple of times a week. I told him this morning that condoms will now be required if he wishes to fuck me ever again.”

“I don’t blame you. I hope he doesn’t fuck hookers, Emma.”

“Or my friends.”

“Oh fuck. I hadn’t considered that.”

I cried, so Bree rolled off me, crawled up alongside, and cuddled me tightly, stifling my sobs in her chest. I felt bereft and as though my love for Justin was slipping away. I was less worried about him enjoying other sexual partners and more bothered about losing the man who fathered my daughters.

It dawned on me that Justin was moving away, evolving sexually, and leaving from a relationship perspective.

I saw Grant coming towards us and dried my eyes, not wishing to reveal my tragic life. He was the founder and organizer of our group, making sure every mom and dad got notified of playdates, other kids’ birthday celebrations, and days like this, an outing that my husband should have joined instead of playing golf.

He sat beside me, smiling warmly, while Bree cuddled me.

“Do we have another broken-winged bird in our group, Emma?”

“What do you mean?”

“I heard you crying from where I sat, honey. That sort of heartbroken sobbing is when a marriage is falling apart.”

“You got all that from a few tears?”

“I’ve shed the same tears, Emma. Have you not noticed how every one of our outings has only one parent from each family?”

I glanced around and saw he was right. It surprised me that I had never noticed it before.

“Is everyone here a broken wing, Grant?”

“Yes.”

“I thought your marriage was sound.”

“Only if Sienna is allowed to roam with other guys and fuck whomever she pleases, whenever she wants.”

“Roam, as in you have agreed upon an open marriage?”

“Yup. She’s with her boyfriend right now… fucking him all weekend while I babysit for our kids.”

“What about divorce… surely you can’t live with Sienna cheating on you constantly.”

“You’d think so, but I can’t stand the idea of being separated from my kids. Sienna would have the court’s sympathy, and I couldn’t cope with working and raising them alone. If I want to enjoy a family life, I must bite the bullet.”

“So what do you do? Suffer the humiliation of Sienna cheating and suck it up, taking what you can from her when she wishes to give it?”

“There is another way.”

I stared at Grant, intrigued by what he said. The handsome man was the best father I knew, but now, the fact he let his wife fuck other men flabbergasted me. I wasn’t sure what to say, whether to ask questions or just let the whole thing ride into a dumpster of it being none of my business.

He sat on the grass with both palms planted firmly behind him. When Grant opened his knees wide, I saw a massive package between them with a hose-like, semi-hard cock that was bigger than any that had ever fucked me. Bree held me comfortingly as a big spoon to my small, less as a friend, almost as a lover, even to the extent she secretly cupped my ass with one hand and squeezed gently.

“Okay - I’ll buy an answer, Grant. What is the other way?”

“Our support group can help you.”

I looked around the group, which had split into twos and threes, pockmarking a freshly mown area the size of a basketball court, close to a stream and the woodland where our kids played hide-and-seek. I noticed a familiarity between people that seemed more than friendship and a shared interest in our kids.

My heart pounded harder, trying to tear a hole through my rib cage while my blood pressure ached through both temples.

“Do you mean? Oh my, what do you mean, Grant?”

“You joined our parenting group at level one to entertain the kids and provide mutual parenting support, babysitting, and the like.”

“Yes. Are you saying there is more to our group?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Well, tell me, for fuck’s sake, Grant.”

I was getting fed up with his hints that our group was something more than great parenting, and a mild panic inside me rose to fever pitch on the thoughts that something was going on I knew nothing about.

“Among other things, we fuck together.”

“Whoa… fucking what now?”

I was on my feet, dusting my jeans off, with panic gripping me. He smiled and remained sat down, as did Bree, who stared up curiously.

“Don’t panic.”

“Don’t panic, Grant. We are way past that stage… what the fuck?”

“We hook up discretely, and our sexual activities come from a place of love as well as fair exchange. None of us cheated first.”

“Whoa… what do you mean, fair exchange?”

“Babysitting services can be paid for in-kind, rather than using cash or swaps.”

“Oh fuck… I didn’t know that. I’ve been paying.”

“Well… now you know how to save a few bucks.”

I spun with my eyes out on stalks and glanced in all directions, seeing what looked like romantic couples. They didn’t touch because our kids were nearby, but the way each person smiled and gazed affectionately at the other made it clear that romance, sex, and possibly love were in the air.

Grant stood up and dusted himself down, reassuringly, almost lovingly touching my shoulder.

“If you decide to join, we will all support you, Emma, and to that end, please consider me first in line.”

“In line for what?”

“To make love to you, of course.”

“Oh my fucking god, Grant. Our kids are a hundred meters away.”

“I didn’t mean right here and now. A woman as beautiful as you deserves to be marveled and romanced first.”

Grant smiled and left, wolf-whistling and pointing at our bikes. It was a rallying call for everyone to leave, and the kids raced each other from the woods and across the grass, screaming joyfully to mount up and let loose back to the cars.

I was fortunate that Bree rode beside me in a private bubble while Grant led the kids on a meandering route, working them hard but not getting far away. I stared at my best friend and sister-in-law in total shock, and she threw her head back, laughing.

“Does it surprise you that much, Emma?”

“That you are all fucking each other? Yeah… it really does.”

“I wanted love and companionship and wasn’t getting it at home.”

“So you cheat on Sam?”

“He cheated first, honey. My husband cheated several times before I joined tier two of our support group and started getting some action myself.”

“Have you fucked some of the people on this ride?”

She looked around as though taking names and ticking each off her list. Bree was serious when she glanced back at me, pedaling faster to catch up with the tail of our peloton. 

“I have fucked all of the adults here, Emma.”

“Fuck! Even the girls?”

“Especially the girls. My favorite hook-up is a three-way, with at least one guy, because I need a great deal of cock. Tongueing another girl before scissors fucking her with my pussy full of semen has been the best sexual adventure of my life.”

“Oh… my… fucking… god.”

“What’s wrong with that? You dated girls too…  before marrying Justin.“

“I never had a sleazy threeway. You are definitely a slut, babes, but I get it, and I won’t judge.”

“You haven’t lived until you try a threesome.

I laughed and pedaled harder. The thought that I rode among married men and women who were fucking one another felt oddly exhilarating. Other people were in the same boat as me, suffering spousal abandonment, and they had created a community to fight back and enjoy life to the fullest extent.

Bree followed me home, where our kids sat watching a movie in front of the TV while I frazzled caramel popcorn in the microwave. Once I catered for our children, my best friend sat beside me on a romantic swing seat in the garden, uncorking a bottle of chardonnay while I held our glasses.

I was intrigued by the whole tier system they had going on in our parenting support group, especially the part where a whole lot of fucking was being enjoyed without my knowledge. As I sipped chilled Chardonnay, enjoying the company of my best friend, I giggled, and my mood lifted. Bree noticed and nudged me gently, also laughing.

“Are you turned on by what I told you, Emma?”

“Honestly? Yeah. I had no idea any of this was happening.”

“I entered the program two years ago after Sam admitted to cheating on me. I fuck Grant every month at least once, and I prefer having him than my husband. He is a fantastic lover and is not even slightly deterred when I get my period.”

“But what about you and Sam?”

“He never fucked me during my period.”

‘You know what I fucking meant - stop playing with me, Bree.”

“Sam and I have never been happier. He has playmates, and so do I, with no strings or questions asked. The kids know nothing because we cover for one another, and I am taking birth control, although I am discussing having a child with Grant.”

“Jesus… that’s seismic. Do you love Grant?”

“In a manner of speaking… yes, but I don’t need a husband in this community. I can have a different person in my bed every night, no muss - no fuss or quarreling. We even have babysitting rota for when I want to go on a date or need some me time.”

“And what does Sam say about you having another baby with Grant?”

“He wants Grant to pay his way and help raise any child, which is not a problem since Sienna has refused to have children. I think Sam and I will divorce amicably once our kids get to college, but we enjoy raising them together for now.” 

“It can’t be that simple, Bree.”

“Trust me, it is. We are adults, behaving like adults and not trampling over each other to get what we want. My brother would never fit in because he is too selfish.”

“Okay… umm, but could I-.”

My question was muted when the front door opened, and Justin walked into our house, dropping his golf bag in the hallway. My daughters, his niece, and nephew ran to my husband, piling on, delighted to see that Daddy and Uncle were home.

My sister pointed at the joyous welcome.

“Divorce means bringing an end to scenes like this, Emma. Our parental support group means never having to do that. You’ll have romance, love, maybe, but definitely lots of fucking, kinky or otherwise.”

“Yes. I understand, Bree. Please don’t say a word to Justin about any of this.”

“Mum’s the word, honey.”

“Yes… in this case, it really is.”

My husband had a spring in his step but looked embarrassed, almost ashamed, when he kissed me on the cheek. I knew right away he had dipped his cock inside another woman, and I choked back my tears, excusing myself to the toilet where I could dry my eyes.

After fifteen minutes, when I came back outside, Justin was regaling his golf swing and eighteen holes he had sunk in the afternoon, but I knew another hole had crowned his day. He took a nap in the late afternoon while our kids enjoyed the pool, and Bree ordered pizza for dinner.

As I enjoyed our bottle of wine, I felt a melancholy slowly lift because a transformation occurred in me. My marriage was changing, but even in my depraved thinking about joining the next tier up in our support group, I knew co-parenting was essential for the full development of our daughters.

It was getting late, and our kids had showered, dressed for bed, and parked themselves in their upstairs bedrooms watching TV.

I stood up, drained my wine glass, and nodded at Bree.

“I want to speak with Justin for a while. Would you mind looking after the children, Bree?”

“Of course not. They will all be asleep within the hour, anyhow. Do you mind if I shower and change in your spare room? I know I left clothes there from the last time I stayed over.”

“Go right ahead and make yourself at home.”

“Don’t become a doormat for my cheating asshole brother, Emma.”

“He hasn’t cheated because I gave him permission to step out of our marriage. Now, I need to understand what happens next.”

“You need to fuck Grant, sweetie. He has nine inches of glorious cock, a ripped physique, and he’s as loving as a newborn kitten.”

I joined Justin, lying on our bed instead of getting inside it, keeping on the sweatpants and t-shirt I had been wearing since the morning. A shower would follow later, but first, I wanted to confirm what my husband had been up to. I blew gently on his cheeks, knowing that would rouse him slowly.

Justin hadn’t been drinking, so I could safely assume he was fucking another woman and getting his city apartment love nest fixed up. When his eyes opened, my husband looked pleased to see me.

“Hey, Emma… sorry, I’m dog tired.”

“From playing golf?”

“Yeah.”

“And enjoying a fuck buddy?”

His eyes opened wider, and I saw a spark of fear. Justin knew in his heart my consent came from a place of reluctance, but, at the end of the day, consent it was.

“You agreed to this, Emma.”

“Yes, I did… I don’t want details, only confirmation that you slept with another woman today.”

“I did.”

“Okay… thank you for being honest.”

The starting pistol was fired, and the runners were away. I got out of bed and began undressing. I had no tears, only a slight pang of regret, but mostly, I turned a corner with a road in front rising to meet me. Justin fully woke, stretched, and sat up in our bed, looking like a startled rabbit, staring at my gorgeous curves, tight ass, and pussy with desire writ large on his face.

I smiled and waved, pulling on my bottom lip for good measure, stressing him sexually.

“Where are you going, Emma?”

“To shower.”

“And after that?”

“It sounds like you are worn out, Justin.”

“I am, but-.”

“Okay.”

I walked seductively to the shower, enjoying how my husband’s eyes feasted on me. It almost felt like his fucking another woman had reinvigorated an interest in me. I saw he held a hard cock in his hand, smiled and nodded.

“You seem ready for more fucking, husband.”

“I am, Emma. I told you this would be fun.”

I took my time showering, lathering, and soaping every inch of my body, enjoying myself with nothing to rush for. I used the hand shower to blast my clitoris and pussy lips with my spare hand planted on the glass partition, holding me up, gasping when I edged closer to an orgasm. I stopped right on the precipice of ecstasy, making sure as I cooled down, I remained thoroughly aroused for what I was about to do.

When I stepped into my bedroom, Justin threw back the duvet and pointed at his six-inch solid cock, but all I could think about was Grant’s, which was reportedly half as long again and probably much thicker.

“Come to me, baby girl.”

“Oh, sorry honey, I’m fucking your sister tonight.”

Justin’s eyes bulged, and I saw a flash of anger ripple through his face with fire dancing in his eyes.  He choked, trembled like a leaf, and jumped out of our bed with an already semi-flaccid cock, confronting me.

“You can’t fuck Bree.”

“She’s not my sister, and long before you and I married, she was already my best friend. I can’t think of a safer, more adequate lover to start my sexual adventure off with.”

“What do you mean… your fucking adventure?”

I stroked his face lovingly because someplace in my heart, love for my husband would permanently reside, but only because we shared our DNA, creating three wonderful daughters.

“Did I put any conditions on our open marriage for you, Justin?”

“No… but-”

“Then, please don’t force any conditions on me either.”

“But this is… fuck… I don’t like this at all, Emma. I never expected you to fuck my sister.”

“You should have been more careful what you wished for, husband - because now you’ve got it.”

Justin wobbled unsteadily, and I glanced down, saw no erection, and knew he was having severe problems dealing with my first infidelity after twelve years of marriage. His eyes softened, and his voice rose two octaves as his nostrils flared and consequences stuck home.

“Don’t you care about how I feel, Emma?”

“Did you care about me when you went balls deep with your cock inside whoever she was?”

“We agreed to an open marriage.”

“Precisely my point, honey. Don’t wait up. I’ll see you at breakfast. Goodnight.”


Chapter Two

Moving On

◆◆◆

As I walked through our bedroom door, leaving my husband, something changed. Justin showed no spite, only a hint of regret in his tone, so I turned around and stared at him.

Eventually, he smiled back.

“I opened Pandora’s Box, didn’t I, Emma?”

“Yes, honey - things will never be the same between us, but we can stay married and be happy.”

“Happy how, sweetheart? I feel miserable right now.”

“Shall we discuss that in the morning, please, husband - I have a best friend to become better acquainted with.”

“Okay… I give in, Em. I got what I wanted earlier today, and now it only seems fair that you enjoy sexual freedom, too. It hurts, but I guess that’s not a bad thing if it binds us together.”

I nodded politely, not wishing to discuss our choices further until I enjoyed mine. Our bedroom door closed, and I heard a sniff and then a heartfelt sob before placing both my palms against it, tapping my forehead on the solid wood, and blowing a final farewell kiss to my marriage as it had existed so far.

My heart pounded, and I felt afraid yet excited, motivated in part by the knowledge my husband had sunk his cock deep inside another woman’s pussy, spraying his seed inside her where it now swam freely exploring his mistress’s womb.

Inside our marital bedroom, my husband was crying because he wanted both sides of his bread slice heavily buttered with a rich and varied sex life. I couldn’t blame him for that, but he was right. His request for an open marriage meant the winds of change blew in new directions for both of us - admittedly, more quickly than I expected.

I thought about my bike ride and how turned on I got when Bree gripped my ass cheeks, and Grant explained how the group supported one another.

“Why are you standing naked in the hallway?”

I spun around, catching my breath from a near-heart-stopping moment. Bree stood before me, clad in her nightie, looking stunning, relaxed, all-natural, and desirable. I covered my breasts with a forearm and cupped my moist pussy, realizing how vulnerable I was.

“Sorry, Bree.”

“Are you okay, honey?”

“I was coming to see you.”

“Naked?”

“Yes.”

“Oh my, Emma.”

My senses heightened, and my entire body tingled, warming, even in the chilly air-conditioned corridor. My nipples were rock hard like metal studs, and I felt a sticky residue coating the top of my thighs.

Bree was agog with wide eyes and her mouth open, speechless, drinking in every inch of me.

I moved my arms, resting both by my sides, leaving my best friend in no doubt why I was visiting her bedroom. My feminine aroma wafted to my nostrils, firing my libido to the moon, and I hoped she caught its decadent whiff.

“You’d better come in, Emma.”

When I closed her bedroom door, clicked the lock shut, and turned around, I gasped. Bree had slipped her nightie over her head, tossing it aside, and now, she stooped low, climbing out of her panties, also quickly and carelessly discarded.

She faced me, bathed gloriously naked in the moonlight from a bedroom window, looking vulnerable and ready to play. I saw her nipples pointing at me, bright red, chewed deliciously, undoubtedly by other lovers from the group.

“Do you still make love to your husband, Bree?”

“Rarely, and when we do, it’s basically to reconnect and maintain the basis of our marriage.”

“Does Sam still cum inside you?”

“Do you feel like that’s an issue, Emma?”

“I think men cumming inside me is something I like, but only when they want me - Justin doesn’t want me.”

Bree stepped closer, staring into my eyes with all the love of a best friend, who probably always wanted to date me as I had her. Her full lips pressed against mine with a marshmallow softness that melted my final resolve.

Vanilla-flavored breath complemented her sticky lips, raising my expectations of a full-on, genuine lovemaking session. The soft flicker of Bree’s electric tongue against mine was the same frequency at which my body trembled, and a gentle pair of hands encircled my waist before my lover slid her palms to cup both cheeks.

Our kiss detached, but our bodies melted closer, and her nipples caught mine as we both panted deeply, heaving our breasts, rasping one solid nub against another. I shimmered and shivered, almost buckling at the knee, like a virgin about to have her hymen shattered.

“Are you sure about doing this, Emma?”

“Oh yes - very sure.”

I never averted my eyes from Bree’s when I stroked her nipple before firmly rolling it between an index finger and thumb. She frowned, gasped, moaned, and grinned, enjoying a minor release of sexual tension as I tweaked her teat harder, then bowed my head and licked the tip, the same one her babies had breastfed on.

When I sucked, raising Bree’s nipple to its fullest, engorging her areola, she cupped my head in both hands, moaning deeply, almost ending her exhale with a growl. She kneaded my breasts, forced my head up, and kissed me again, this time far more urgently and with a passion that fired up my soul.

Bree stepped back, pulling me with her, and we fell onto the bed, where she opened her legs wide, letting my knee press hard against her wet, sticky pussy lips that were utterly hairless.

“Have you scissored before Emma?”

“I haven’t had any girl before, but I can’t think of a better place to start.”

“I wanted us to fuck the day you married my brother - you were such a beautiful bride.”

“Can you imagine the bride and her maid-of-honor in sexual clinches at the reception?”

Bree laughed and kissed me again, this time raking her fingernails across my ass cheeks, then tinkling them up my spine like a pianist, clearly a very experienced lesbian lover. I grappled with that sexual reality for a moment, excited to enter a world of bisexuality where new possibilities emerged. I kissed my lover more passionately, whimpering as she activated a sensory overload, stroking the base of my neck with one hand while softly rubbing my ear using the fingers from another.

“I want you, Bree.” 

“Let’s fuck, then lick each other. I wish I brought my strapon because fucking you with my latex vibrator would show you how little you need my brother.”

“Really?”

“Yeah honey… without your husband’s support, love, and tenderness, what use is he to you? You’ll find soon enough Justin will crave to have what isn’t freely and exclusively his anymore.”

“I hadn’t thought about that. Do you think my husband will want exclusivity again someday?”

“Trust me, Em, right now, my brother is lying in your marital bed, wanking himself furiously, thinking about his wife fucking his sister.”

“What are you saying, Bree?”

“I think you bedding me and a few others will be good for your marriage, honey.”

“Maybe, but a period of abstinence between Justin and me will help us gather and organize our thoughts. I don’t feel like letting my husband cum inside me when he is filling up other girls.”

“I think that’s a mistake, Emma. A new door has opened, and you can explore your sexuality without harming your marriage if you play this right. We can fuck now, but you should probably sleep with my brother afterward.”

“And if he wants to make love to me?”

“It’s up to you.”

Bree stopped me from speaking by planting her lips on mine. She also slid a hand across my washboard stomach, tickling as she went, while I eyeballed her fiery eyes, and she prised my swollen, damp pussy lips apart.

“Fuck Bree, that feels so good. It’s like I am fingering myself.”

“I’ve practiced for years on one of my own.”

I lay on my back, opened my legs wide, and enjoyed kissing my best friend while she fingered me. Bree lined up four digits of one hand and played my slit like it was guitar strings, gently brushing up and down the creamy furrow, rubbing my clitoris on the way past.

When she wedged three fingers together and slid them inside my hole, fucking me, I panted and groaned, close to an orgasm, easing down when she moved and sat upright, staring lovingly at me.

“Upright scissoring is a variation on the classic lesbian fucking position. I sit up and open my legs while you slide your hips forward to make contact between our pussies.”

“And then?”

“We rub our creamy slits together and cum massively.”

We slid together easily and when my wet pussy lips kissed Bree’s I felt an enormous lusty filled transference of our love and friendship. As the sitting partner, she had more control and stability than me, so I lay back and trusted my best friend to fuck me well.

Bree rode my pussy with hers as though rocking back and forth in a saddle, holding my calf while planting soft kisses along the shin. She frequently adjusted her body position to increase our pleasure until I gasped loudly and stared at her in amazement.

“I had no idea.”

“Cool, huh? Cock is nice, but pussy is great too.”

She stared at me, frowning lasciviously, grinding her pussy into mine harder, catching her solid clitoris against mine like planets sucked together by gravity and a copious, sticky mess of hormonal cream.

We completely messed up the bed when both of us squirted in an overwhelming orgasm, squelching through one of the best, lingering, shuddering climaxes I ever enjoyed. Between index fingers and thumbs, I tweaked my nipples past the point of ordinary pain, screaming so loudly that Justin must have heard me.

When Bree rode me gently down from the heady peak of cum mountain, I shimmered, as radiant and gentle-hearted as the day I got married. My soul basked in glorious sunlight, and somehow, my marital problems seemed cleaved away from my tortured soul - Justin’s request for an open marriage and his immediate enjoyment of it suddenly seemed unimportant.

We kissed and cuddled for hours, occasionally dining on one another’s pussies, talking about fun times we’d had and more yet to come. Bree was rejuvenating me in a way I wished she always had. As we held each other closely, my new lover moved a few errant locks away from my face.

“Would you like to join tier two in our parenting group, Emma?”

“Yes, please. What does that entail?”

“A few interviews and a public sexual event - Your initiation takes place in the woods not far from where we were today, and all of the group are invited to watch you.”

“Watch me do what?”

“Your initiation is to select a guy to fuck you. The act of him filling your womb with his seed is a ritual confirmation that your marriage is changing, and you are taking support from the group.”

“One guy, one time, and he cums inside me?”

“It doesn’t have to be one guy - you can fuck as many as you like, and the girls can help clean you up afterward, but semen inside you is important.”

“Are you fucking serious - that’s a gangbang.”

“Yeah - I did it, and honestly, it was the most empowering sexual experience of my life. Having all those guys who smiled and were so polite while fucking me was such fun.”

“And they all came inside you?”

“All six decanted every drop inside me, and I knew it was there for days afterward because it leaked out into my gusset or dribbled when I peed.”

“You had six guys fuck you? Greedy bitch.”

We laughed, and I enjoyed the time we basked as lovers together, but there was a pensiveness about Bree, and I knew she wanted me to return to her brother. I was recuperated, resurgent, and her advice was well meant, so I kissed my lover a longing goodbye and returned to my husband.

When I slipped under the duvet and spooned close into Justin, he was shocked, turning around to stare at me.

“I heard you and Bree fucking like newlyweds.”

“I told you we would, honey - you got yours, and now I got mine, but I came back. That’s not nothing.”

“I lasted an hour with my fuck buddy, then came home - you’ve fucked my sister for three goddamn hours.”

“Girls make love to other girls much differently, Justin.”

“Was she better than me?”

“I’m not answering that question, sweetheart. Our marriage is intact, although it is taking a fresh direction.”

“What if I don’t want that new direction?”

I studied my husband carefully. I knew everything about his expressions and body language, and right now, he suffered; I pulled him closer, kissing his lips gently, conveying whatever love I had left for him and our marriage as best I could.

“There are no u-turns on this road. We have both stepped out on our marriage vows and, therefore, are equal sinners in the eyes of god. I will make my peace, as you should yours, but I am not for turning back.”

“What if one or both of us gets out of control, Emma?”

“I won’t tell you what happens in my relationships, and I don’t wish to know about yours. If we decouple entirely over time, then that’s what is meant to be.”

“Is divorce what you want?”

“No - which is why I came back in here to sleep with you after making love to your sister.”

“Will we still make love?”

“Why don’t we negotiate that in a few days, behaving like adults? You shocked me today by ripping the band-aid off our broken marriage so quickly, but I feel good now.”

He suddenly looked at reality the way I did and knew this was what he drove us so hard towards for so long. Justin smiled, admittedly weakly, but at least he saw our situation for what it was.

“I know I asked for this, Emma.”

“Think of it as sharing ourselves with others and living our best lives, honey.”

We fell asleep in one another’s arms, and I have not slept better in months. My husband held me tightly as if I was precious and someone he didn’t want to let go of. My conflict of keeping him felt less intense because Justin had eroded my love over months of constant nagging to do what we both finally did today.

When I woke, he had slept in, so I slipped out of bed, dressed in shorts and a T-shirt, leaving my husband so I could prepare a family Sunday brunch. Bree was already in the kitchen whipping pancake batter, and she pointed at the swimming pool where our kids were playing wildly.

Out of their sight, I wrapped my arms around Bree, giggled, and kissed her passionately, momentarily pausing the progress of our children’s pancakes.

“What was that for?”

“Honestly? I think you saved my marriage last night while giving me the best night of steamy sex in years.”

“Glad to be of service, sister.”

I grinned and let her go, blowing one final kiss before inspecting her progress in the kitchen.

“I’ll slice some fruit to help you.”

“And we need grilled bacon too, Emma.”

We were sister lovers, admittedly in-laws, but our closeness as friends seemed stronger while our love blossomed in a swimming lane next to my marriage. When Justin joined us, he looked sheepish, so I strolled over to the door, where he teetered.

I kissed him, pulling my husband into the room, trying hard to make our family whole. Bree smiled at her brother, joined us in the weirdest group hug, and kissed his cheek.

Justin’s face suggested he could go either way, and I was glad when he smiled and nodded his acceptance of Bree and me as lovers. When he placed his phone on our kitchen table, I saw its screen flash with a message.

I loved our time together yesterday - when can we go again, Justin? - love Rachel xoxo.

Justin’s face filled with terror as I watched his color drain when he glanced at me. I smiled, pointed at the phone, wrapped my other arm around his sister, and looked him squarely in the eyes.

“You should call Rachel and don’t keep her waiting - do it now before our girls come from the swimming pool to eat. I will look after things here while you have fun whenever you need a time out.”

“And I will do the same for you - Is that how this works, Em?”

“It seems fair.”

“Yes, it does.”


Chapter Three

Tawdry Interview

◆◆◆

Bree smiled at me excitedly when her brother kissed her goodbye. I figured that having made love to me the previous night, she wanted to talk through moving me up a tier in our parenting group, and with my husband gone, we had the opportunity.

I also wanted to discuss her and me because my first lesbian lovemaking session was far more enjoyable than I ever imagined it might be.

I was already aroused when Justin kissed me goodbye too, longingly holding my hand as though not wishing to let me go, but deep inside, I guessed he knew that to enjoy what he had pursued, my sexual freedom was necessary.

I felt relieved when Justin left the house to fuck Rachel, although a slight pang of hurt stabbed deep in my heart because I was less important to him today than yesterday. Whoever my husband’s lover was didn’t threaten my marriage, which already looked like a deconstructed Shepherd’s Pie.

My vastly changed attitude toward marriage, love, and extra-marital affairs was evident when I nonchalantly poured Bree more coffee and giggled as she eyed me accusingly, wanting to know what was on my mind.

I stopped pouring and stared at my lover, noticing many signs of her deep-rooted desire for me.

“What is it, Bree?”

“The way you handled Justin just now - it’s like you don’t care about him and you anymore.”

“Oh, I care a great deal about Justin. He fathered my children, and I don’t want us to end in a divorce, but I won’t become a lame duck in my life or marriage. There will be no turning back now until my journey is complete.”

“What if my brother’s journey ends if he realizes this wasn’t what he wants?”

“Like any two-way traffic, Bree. If one side stops, it doesn’t mean the other will follow.”

Bree processed. My husband being her brother and she and I informally being lovers sounded more complicated than it was. When feelings were taken into account, romantic love was almost absent, but what remained, in all cases, was a familial bond, and that mattered.

But it needn’t be a roadblock to any possibilities, however bizarre.

“What does that mean for you and me, Emma?’

“What would you like it to mean, honey?”

While the kids splashed in the pool or ran around the lawn enjoying the sun, I stared at my best friend, sister-in-law, and new lesbian crush. Making love to Bree had unleashed something new in me, not a desire to become soulmates, but an acceptance my life was changing.

I would explore other women.

“I want more, Emma, but you might find that difficult given your husband is my brother, and it was clear from how he stared at you before he left that the man hasn’t entirely let go.”

“An open marriage is not about letting go of something. It’s about acquiring new things as well. His girlfriend will satisfy Justin while you and I play.”

“And what about our parenting group?”

“I’d like to get started on that right away. How do I apply?”

“Today?”

“Do you think your Mom and Dad will take all of their grandchildren, leaving us with time to talk and a sleepover?”

“I am sure they would love to.”

When she called them, Bree’s parents were delighted to enjoy taking responsibility for the kids. After a long, enjoyable breakfast, they dropped by, collected all five excited children with their overnight bags, and left us alone, staring blankly at each other.

After the messy devastation of our children’s breakfast and playtime, Bree and I tidied my home together amid a heady, lust-filled, industrious silence. We shot seedy, suggestive glances at each other, and I was increasingly aroused.

When we were done, as Moms always should, we checked to ensure nothing was amiss, then met in the downstairs hallway.

“What happens now, Bree?”

“Grant is already on his way. Tracey is too… you know her, right?”

“Yeah, from the group - but I thought my initiation was in the woods?”

“It will be. These two won’t fuck you - at least not today because, for now, they just want to interview you.”

“Do you want to shower with me, Bree?”

“Are you kidding? Of course I do. Grant will be here in two hours, so we have time.”

We skipped up the stairs, taking them two at a time, excited to spend another loving moment together. It dawned on me that I had become a bisexual woman, and at some point, my children would discover the new life I intended to lead.

Bree was an experienced lesbian lover and took the lead, helping me out of my sweats, licking, then sucking my nipples in turn before I dragged her into my bathroom and under the shower.

I carefully soaped Bree from head to toe, kissing her lips, face, neck, and breasts before moving lower as I cleaned, enjoying how immersed she was in me. My loneliness was gone, but much love for Justin remained—evolving into something new, a powerful friendship galvanized around a shared past.

When I stood and wrapped my arms around Bree’s neck, she kissed me deeply, then stared into my eyes while pulling lewdly on her bottom lip.

“The guys will cum inside you, Emma - it’s the only way you can be branded; sorry for the uncouth expression.”

“It’s okay. I am prepared for some sexy and fun rituals… in fact, that is what I want.”

“Have you discussed what you intend to do with Justin?”

“Not the specifics, but I am pretty sure he isn’t wearing a condom right now. I don’t want any of this to be about shared sexual experiences or any teasing. What each of us does from now on is a private matter.”

“You can’t tell my brother about the parenting group. It’s a closely guarded secret, which is why admission to it is so strictly controlled.”

“I won’t explain to Justin where my lovers come from, but I will disclose what I am doing so he can make choices to suit himself. If other guys will cum inside me, Justin must know that.”

“In case he wants to go down on you?”

“Exactly - If we make love, it’s only fair to know one another’s sexual history.”

“Will you make love to Justin?”

“Maybe - I don’t know. Last night, I said we could discuss it in a few days. I know it sounds sleazy, but I would prefer doing that with a belly full of another man’s seed inside me.”

“Fuck! That’s going to focus his mind - will you tell him when you’ve been fucked?”

“Yes - one hundred percent I will.”

She seemed shocked, and I figured the whole sibling and honor thing occurred to her. I felt a little annoyed because my husband was the instigator of our extra-marital sexual affairs. It was different for Bree because she was torn between a brother she loved and a best friend who became her lover. 

“How did my brother react to me and you last night, Emma?”

“When I returned to our bed, Justin was understandably shaken, and I think he momentarily regretted opening this open marriage door, but that too shall pass after he fucks a few more girlfriends.”

“He took little encouragement to chase down Rachel this morning.”

“Yes - which leaves me free to enjoy his sister before Grant arrives.”

“If I were negotiating the terms of an open marriage with Sam, I would want several men’s semen swimming inside me. I would feel more confident, especially knowing he had dipped his wick.”

Bree leaned back against the slate-tiled wall of my wet room, spreading her legs wide apart. Her hair-free pussy looked beautiful, concaving in on itself, like a perfect camel toe with a dimple at the top of her slit, where a tiny pink nub smiled at me.

I leaned forward, taking the deluge from our shower on my back so I could lick Bree’s clitoris in clear air, enjoying the sticky, sweet flavor that persisted deliciously on my tongue.

Amid a heady intoxication of my hormones and a heart beating like thunder rolling, I peeled her swollen labia aside. I studied Bree’s pussy carefully, enjoying how not even an errant wisp of hair clung to the tiny pores that looked so pretty in their uniformity and her lovely flesh tones. I smelled Bree’s hormones, enjoying the musky sweetness leaking from her glands.

As I was poised to give her head, Bree purred like a pleasured kitten while gently rifling her fingers through my hair, encouraging my head tighter into her crotch.

“I could get used to this, Emma.”

“I hope we both can honey.”

When I plowed my tongue up and down her bright pink creamy furrow, Bree gasped loudly, held my head with one hand cupped around the back, and slammed the other against the wall, holding herself upright while writhing in ecstasy on the spot.

I forced one thigh over my shoulder to open her crotch wider so I could more easily lick her slit. Bree shut off the water, but it felt warm and steamy in my wet room as I went down on my sister-in-law, getting her off.

When she orgasmed hard, I puckered my lips, covered her pee hole, and prepared to fill my cheeks with her nectar. I was used to pussy squirting in my shower while masturbating, being of that persuasion on occasion, so I knew a drenching was imminent since we were in the perfect place for Bree to let go and enjoy her unrestrained orgasm.

I dragged Bree’s sticky, swollen, solid clitoris from side to side using the flat of my thumb, activating her stream of orgasmic pee. When she shuddered, slumped over me, and screamed while panting, I was ready for the first powerful jet of pee that rolled like sweet cream across my tongue and splashed against the back of my throat, drenching my tonsils before filling my mouth.

To her credit and my delight, Bree controlled her love stream, squirting consistent jets into my mouth - enough that I could awkwardly gulp and swallow every time my cheeks puffed out to the point my lips might leak. I knew what I was drinking, and it tasted nice, considering I was high on lust and didn’t care because I was caught up in the moment.

Her orgasm quaked like the ground around a train as it flew past, exciting me. When I was done servicing my girlfriend, I turned the shower back on, drenching us in warmth while she wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me deeply.

“Nobody did that for me before, Emma.”

“I liked it very much. I have a few kinks left to go, but the dam has burst. Has Sam never swallowed you while squirting an orgasm?”

“Nope - he doesn’t even enjoy licking my pussy.”

“Well, I love it, Bree.”

“I can’t reciprocate just now, sweetheart. Grant likes to interview candidates when they are highly aroused - he says the truth is more easily out when a guy has an erection or a lady is leaking into her panties.”

“Does he fuck all the girls?”

“Not all - he likes to date without wooing other men’s wives.”

“I keep forgetting that everyone in the group is married and with kids - are most cheating?”

“Around half are cheating because they are being cheated upon - not sure how that brands them. The rest are in open relationships like you and me.”

“How do people become paired off to fuck?”

“If the group accepts you, Grant will give you access to a website with everyone’s profiles. There is a Telegram chat group where you can chat, flirt, or enter a private lobby and make arrangements to hook up.”

“Is there a minimum number of times you must hook up?”

“You have to fuck a guy every week unless you are on your period. It will be easier to find the time because Justin has agreed. That means you are not hiding, and you can fuck guys or girls in your own home, with another member babysitting your kids.”

“I want you and me to hook up regularly, Bree. I want to be your long-term lover.”

“I want that too, babe.”

I saw a look of longing sparkling in her eyes and through the softness of Bree’s smile. That was a spark to a flame, albeit a sexually motivated rather than romantic one.

While drying off and dressing, we talked plenty more, and I learned specific points of etiquette about the group. For those cheating on spouses, a greater level of discretion was needed, and it was a given that nobody questioned anyone else about the relationship problems that drove each member into the group.

When she kissed me shortly before I slipped into a pair of sensible white cotton panties, Bree elevated my libido, gently kneading my breasts and tweaking my nipples before sliding her fingers into my slit and fingering me.

“That’s not fucking fair, Bree.”

“Sorry, honey - Grant asked me to do it.”

When Grant arrived with Tracey, they both looked excited—seeming to be more than friends but less than soulmates. After I closed the front door, both kissed me on the lips and with tongues, a greeting style I later discovered was normal among members.

I was already being auditioned.

My guests sat in the living room, on the same sofa nest my husband and I had shared many times, watching TV, enjoying a snack, or making love. Grant’s eyes sparkled, and I noticed he had the hots for me, as he did for Bree.

At first, Tracey was more sober and kicked off our discussion.

“I always think starting these chats with a little context is best. I’m married with kids aged ten and six - my husband has repeatedly cheated on me, so I joined tier two of our parenting group about three years ago. My preference is for women, and, one day, I will be fully lesbian, but the rules of our group dictate I must fuck male members weekly.”

“I see. Does the same go for guys who fuck guys?”

“Same-sex relationships are optional in the group, and that seems to take care of itself.”

”Do gay guys fuck the girls too?”

“Like I say - it takes care of itself. There are far more men looking for frequent hookups with the girls - mostly, the girls fuck their chosen dates once or twice a week. Some guys want sex every day.”

“And what if I become inundated with requests?”

“It’s entirely up to you how to deal with that. Just make sure you fuck at least one guy a week and try to offer a rotation so that, eventually, everyone gets a turn. We don’t allow love affairs - I mean, new romances.”

“Only cheating is allowed?”

“Technically, it’s not cheat-.”

“Sorry. I was being flippant.”

“I understand, Emma. Ours is an unusual circle, and while love might strike hard, we ask members to be honest and remove themselves from the group when that happens. We are a collective of people who are primarily unhappy or unfulfilled in our current partnerships.”

“That’s very clear.”

Tracey was a beautiful woman, and I hoped we could hook up. Her shapely legs were inadequately covered by a pair of black leather fuck me boots reaching to her knee and a navy blue skin-tight dress that ended mid-thigh. A tiny white triangle of fabric barely covered what looked like a dark, hairy pubic bush.

When she parted her knees slightly, clearly giving me a better view, I was drawn to Tracey’s face, enjoying how her eyes drilled me precisely the way I wanted Grant’s cock to. Her jet-black, long, straight hair sort of confirmed my theory about a thick, soft rug covering her slit, but I wouldn’t know until one glorious day when my kids were not anywhere near, and the Cleopatra-like goddess would gently sit her sweet, creamy pussy lips on my face.

“Are you turned on right now, Emma?”

“You know I am Grant - Your instruction to my sister for her to finger me in the shower was well implemented.”

“Good. These meetings are always more honest when the applicant is aroused.”

“I could fuck you right now, Grant.”

“We are not allowed to, sweetheart.”

“I know - but you want to fuck me, right?”

He stared at me poker-faced until Grant could not resist my soft, womanly charm and beautiful body.

“Yes, I do, Emma, but only after a few dates once we get to know each other. I prefer a lovemaking experience to a jarring fuck buddy date.”

“I look forward to it. I will enjoy having a cock your size inside me because I haven’t had that since I was single, and now, with my first lesbian encounters in the bag with my sister, I shall look forward to enjoying Tracey if she would like that.”

With a single raised eyebrow and a wry smile, I saw that Tracey would enjoy slipping under the duvet with me. Grant snorted loudly, and his nostrils flared like a dragon breathing fire. I knew he was heavily aroused by the way he shifted awkwardly on my sofa with a solid cock making his life very uncomfortable.

I had turned the tables on them.

“Are there any sexual kinks you consider forbidden?”

“Such as? Can you please be more specific, Grant?”

“Do you swallow semen when fellating a man?”

“Yes, always - I love the salty flavor.”

“And girls? I think you already confirmed you are bisexual, but for the sake of officialdom - do you fuck girls?”

“I do now.”

“What about period sex?”

“Never done it, but I would love to try.”

“Okay - And what about threesomes?”

“I want to try that too, and I hear it’s part of my initiation.”

“It is, but specifically, would you like to be spit-roasted or double-penetrated?”

Suddenly, I fully understood the reason for my interview. Great care was taken to match people in the parenting group - especially at tier two. I wondered if other tiers might secretly exist, but I decided against probing since I wasn’t in tier two yet.

They went quiet, studying me carefully amid such sexual tension as I had never known. Tracey smiled just enough to let me know she was eager to fuck me, leaning back on my broad sofa, planting both her hands on the leather seat cushion while lifting her ass high, uncrossing, and recrossing her legs to offer me an eyeful.

“I’ll try both ways, please, Grant.”

“Oh my - which means you do anal.”

“Not yet.”

“Oh.”

“But I will.”

Bree sniggered, incandescent with desire, almost quaking in her chair, desperate to dive between my legs with her expert tongue and lips.

“One more question, please, Emma.”

“You want to know whether I am up for a gangbang or not?”

“Yes.”

“Yes - I am, and with as many guys as I can comfortably take.”

“Will they all be permitted to cum inside you, Emma?”

“Definitely… that’s crucial for me.’

“Wow!”

“What’s wrong, Grant?”

Grant licked his lips and did not attempt to cover over his cock, obviously encouraging me to stare as much as I wished. I wanted him to fuck me right away, mainly because the next time I saw my husband, I would enjoy a belly full of another man’s seed swilling inside me. What was good for the goose was good for this gander, and I cursed that my initiation must come first.

“When would you like to be initiated, Emma?’

“How soon can that happen? I get my period next week, so before that, it will be less messy for the guys.”

I checked myself, realizing my aroused state had removed all normal inhibitions. Grant’s checklist of my sluttiness didn’t curb matters either because I was having an out-of-body experience with no care for my reputation inside the parenting group. Sexual honesty mattered - nothing else.

“This Saturday at the earliest. It will be late at night, so you need a babysitter and care package.”

“What is a care package, Grant?”

“Anal lube, moist wipes for clean up, especially of your anus if you go that way, and spare panties - I’m sure Bree can help you with that. In the meantime, I’ll help you log in to the website and show you around. You’ll need to select your initiation team, and I will reach out to book them.”

“I’ll look forward to it.”

I was in a frisson of excitement and desperately needed to be fucked. As Grant and Tracey left, my husband strolled through the door, eying them suspiciously and with a heavy desire for the latter.

After they were gone, Bree gave Justin and me space downstairs, but I had to be quick because I didn’t want him to know how turned on I was. My husband casually thumbed at the front door where my guests had left.

“Who were they?”

“New friends.”

“Oh fuck off, Emma- they were fuck buddies if ever I saw them.”

“If you brought Rachel here to fuck her when the kids are out, do you think I would care… or even ask questions about her?”

“Probably not, but only because you seem to be adjusting to this lifestyle extraordinarily well.”

“Isn’t that a good thing, Justin?”

“Yes, but-.”

“But you want to fuck me and your girlfriends.”

The dilemma I knew that was hiding skin deep popped out fully in the form of his shame, red cheeks, and trembling hands. Justin couldn’t disguise his anger or jealousy, and right now, both were eating him up.

He closed his eyes, counted to ten, and did breathing exercises to calm himself. When he looked at me again, it was with a calmer disposition.

“I sound selfish, Emma.”

“Yes… you do.”

“Is there a way to put this genie back in the bottle?”

“Not until we have both exhausted every avenue of pleasure and only then if we make it back to each other wanting love.”

“That sounds depressingly like divorce.”

“That was and remains a possibility, Justin, but the way I feel right now is that our happiness is close by, and we can shape this open marriage any way we wish.”

“Can we make love now, Em?”

“Thank you, but no. I have a lover in the spare bedroom waiting for me, and I will sleep with her tonight. Since the kids are at your parents why not invite Rachel over, fuck her in our bed all night, and sleep with her.”

“Are you kidding me?’

“Not in the slightest.”

Whether Justin would call his lover or not didn’t interest me. As I turned and walked toward the staircase with certain enjoyment waiting there in the form of a pair of lips that would soon get me off, I knew our decoupling was underway.

Each step toward Bree sent me further away from my husband. 


Chapter Four

Brutal Honesty

◆◆◆

Knowing I was staying with Bree the whole night, making love made for a different experience than our first-time quickie. We took our time, each exploring the other’s body with tongues, fingertips, and soft lips, caressing, tasting, and rejoicing.

We kept fucking each other until midnight, unhindered by the need for post-orgasmic recovery, consuming each other until both of us were exhausted. I was amazed at how Bree kept going, as though some demon inside her needed to be sated before being slammed back into its prison cell.

At 2 a.m. or thereabouts, I rolled out of bed and went downstairs to fetch chilled water for both of us. After our extended, energetic lovemaking, rehydration was crucial to avoid a morning sluggish headache.

As I rounded the hallway corner, I saw shadows in our kitchen and panicked.

“Who’s there?”

“Sorry… sorry. It’s me.”

“Who the fuck is me?”

“Rachel.”

“Oh fuck!”

“Sorry.”

When I switched on the lights, I saw a woman wearing my husband’s t-shirt holding the fridge door wide open. At first, I panicked and then felt angry, but that passed quickly, and curiosity enveloped me. She was attractive, much younger than me, but no tighter in the legs and ass, which I could see, barely covered in white cotton briefs.

Her long, curly, fiery auburn hair was a mess from making love to my husband, but she was still beautiful, and I could see why Justin enjoyed her.

“I’m Emma.”

“I guessed from your husband’s description of you.”

“My husband… right.”

“Yes. Justin.”

She shook a strawberry yogurt as though asking for permission. I nodded, then pointed at a drawer, which she opened and lifted a teaspoon.

“It sounds odd hearing you say my husband and his name.”

“Sorry, Emma.”

“It’s fine, honestly.”

“Justin said I could stay over, but if it’s awkward, I can leave.”

I studied her expression and body language carefully. Rachel wasn’t bluffing - her intention to leave my home, if I asked, seemed absolutely genuine. She ripped the yogurt top off and licked the underside, just like I did, almost scaring the life out of me.

“Why would you leave in the dead of the night, Rachel?”

“Because this is your home.”

“I suggested my husband invite you over, knowing that you two would make love.”

She eased her tight, glorious ass cheeks onto one of my kitchen stools. My animosity toward her, ill-founded, had vanished. She looked awkward, spooning yogurt into her mouth, savoring it so she wouldn’t have to speak.

“Why did you suggest I was invited, Emma?’

“Hmm, I don’t have a minute-long answer to that question. Would you like tea? It will give me time to think of the best answer, and you can enjoy my yogurt.”

“I saw you have Chamomile.”

“Sit right there, and I will make a small pot we can share.”

We can share? What the fuck am I saying? 

“Are you sure it isn’t too weird, Emma?”

“Do you feel weird about us being here, in a semi-dark kitchen, after you fucked my husband and stole my yogurt?”

“It’s a nice yogurt Emma.”

“I love the biscuit at the bottom.”

“Me too. To answer your question, though, yes, honestly… I feel weird, but not about stealing your yogurt because they are for sharing - husband’s, not so much.”

“Then let’s fix that problem first.”

I boiled our temperature-regulated kettle to eighty degrees Celsius and soaked two chamomile teabags in a teapot. As I stirred the brew, frequently glancing at Rachel, I tried to find reasons to dislike her but couldn’t. She was a normal woman, looking decidedly awkward.

I set the teapot between us and sat opposite her, similarly scantily dressed.

“Enjoying herbal tea after midnight with my husband’s lover is not how I thought my night would pass.”

“Do you see what I mean? This is just plain wrong.”

Rachel bolted off her stool, but I gripped her wrist gently and ushered her back into the seat.

“Sorry, I was breaking the ice. It was a poor attempt at humor.”

“I didn’t want to come here, Emma.”

“Why not?”

“Oh, come on - are you serious?”

“What has my husband told you about him and me?”

“That you have an open marriage.”

“Did he tell you I am fucking his sister?”

“What? No! Holy fuck!”

“Yeah, she’s upstairs right now waiting for some chilled water and a strawberry yogurt.”

“Umm.”

“I’m joking about the yogurt.”

Rachel blinked and wordlessly opened and closed her mouth a few times. She looked stunned. While procrastinating over how to deal with me, I poured our tea and slid hers across the granite breakfast bar surface, smiling warmly to disarm her.

“Do you love your husband, Emma?”

“Yes, but we are having a complicated situation these days.”

“Complicated how?”

“In a nutshell, my husband prefers to make love to you, not me.”

“Justin told me you turned him down tonight. He called me and suggested I come over.”

“Does that bother you, Rachel?”

“Being Justin’s second choice to fuck? No.”

“Why not?”

“I have other lovers too, Emma. Girls as well, and I sleep with a couple every few weeks. Justin is part of my complex sex life. I like him very much, but, well…”

“Go on, please - finish what you were saying.”

She raised both eyebrows, gathering her thoughts. When Rachel uncrossed her legs, I saw a damp patch on her panty gusset, a sure sign my husband had cum inside her. She pursed her lips while I stared at her stomach, knowing somewhere inside there, Justin’s semen swam, exploring her. Since he and I hadn’t made love in a while, Rachel had more of him inside her than I did.

“My sex life is transactional, Emma.”

“So you don’t love Justin?”

“Fuck no!”

I laughed; such was her explosive and vehement denial of love. It lightened an otherwise tense atmosphere. She smiled, frowned, and caught a laugh by clasping a hand over her mouth.

“Why are you so ardent about not loving my husband, Rachel?”

“I’m not in love or exclusive with anyone right now, and I sure wouldn’t fall for a guy who would cheat on me, or you for that matter.’

“What do you mean?”

“It’s obvious, Emma - you’re beautiful, clearly intelligent, and emotionally evolved to the extent you can have a calm conversation with your husband’s mistress in your kitchen while I am raiding the fridge and stealing yogurt.”

“What are you saying?“

“If you can’t keep Justin, I won’t try. Sorry if it sounds harsh.”

“Maybe we’re just transitioning… evolving, so to speak.”

“That’s not meant to happen within the concept of marriage, Emma.”

“True.”

“Don’t get me wrong - I’m not judging, and I like Justin very much, but-”

Rachel seemed like a woman who might say more than she wanted to or perhaps should. Our situation was unique, and she was finding her way as much as I was. She intrigued me, including the aspect of her relationship with my husband, which was clearly not as I initially understood it to be.

“But what, Rachel?”

“I probably shouldn’t say anything more. My mouth gets me into a lot of trouble.”

“I won’t force you to answer.”

Rachel desperately wanted to say more, but it would be unfair of me to coerce anything from her. In any event, doing so might send me in a direction I never wanted.

In the end, though - she couldn’t hold herself back.

“Okay… here’s the thing, Emma. Justin is a great lover, not the best, but he’s a seven and a bit, a six and a half if you focus only on oral sex. I use him for when I want a steady Eddie.”

“Fucking hell!”

I rocked on my chair and spat a mouthful of tea over the granite surface. Rachel grabbed tissues and wiped up my mess, laughing. She didn’t give a fuck what she said, as I just found out. As I wiped my mouth and set down my cup, she stared at me, unsure what I might say next.

“He thinks you love him, Rachel.”

“If Justin told you that, he likely said it to rile you.”

“He didn’t use those words, so maybe I misunderstood, but my advice… don’t tell him he’s a seven.”

“And a bit.”

“Yes, quite.”

“Please don’t tell your husband he’s not great at cunnilingus.”

“I won’t, but I know what you mean.”

“Justin is impatient when giving tongue, and he thinks the clitoris is a silver bullet to a guaranteed orgasm.”

“Yes. Wiggle it enough like flicking a switch on and off, and it’ll spark right up.”

We both giggled, much to my disbelief. I liked Rachel’s grounded honesty in sex, love, and romance. I could see us becoming friends, but I doubted Justin would be pleased if that happened. I sipped my tea, enjoying its calming effects, which were quite real but only psychosomatic in my directly feeling them.

The flavor was good.

“Emma, if you don’t mind my asking, who chose the open marriage option first, or should I say, who pushed it?”

“Justin did - constantly, I might add. I think he wanted you real bad, and this was a way to get that.”

“He said the same. Did I contribute to wrecking your marriage?”

I thought about her question for a moment. Although there had been moments, days even, of profound sadness in our home, in the end, it seemed what was wrinkled in our lives became ironed out. I could have taken a cheap shot and made Rachel feel bad, but there seemed little point in spite because my husband was no longer a prize I wanted to win.

“No… you didn’t cause us any damage, Rachel. My husband opened a door of opportunity with his own sexual needs in mind, but honestly, I wasn’t far behind him once that happened. My concern is our children and their relationship with us. I hope Justin doesn’t walk away from them.”

“Oh, I doubt that will happen. He’s crazy about your kids.”

“Just not about me.”

“I wouldn’t say that, Emma. In fact- oh, nothing, sorry.”

She winced, and I got another look of a woman who thought she’d said too much. Rachel glanced away from me, half covering her face with a palm propped up by an elbow on the granite worktop.

“You have to finish that sentence, Rachel.”

“Oh, Christ. I shouldn’t say this.”

“Please tell me.”

“Justin seems to think that at some point in the future, after a lengthy vacation from exclusivity, you two will find your way back to each other.”

I shook my head and she shot me a knowing look. I had considered the option and even mentioned it to Bree, but when Rachel said it, it struck me deeply. 

“I don’t think that’s how this will go, Rachel. It’s possible but highly unlikely.”

“I warned Justin before we first made love.”

“Warned him how?”

“I said that you would initially feel cheated on. Justin asking you for an open marriage was enough for that to happen without the actual act of sex. After you came to terms with his choice, the next step was for you to consider your options. I’m guessing you have at least one male lover lined up, then you’ll take another, and in the end-‘

“Justin is a seven.”

“And a bit, Emma - the bit is important, but with the sort of guys lining up to take you off the market, he hasn’t got the tongue to compete.”

“Why did you say Justin is a steady Eddie?”

“He sleeps like an ancient pharaoh. Your husband doesn’t snore, twitch, roll, or move, and after making love, if you want to wake up beside a lover, that’s to be treasured. He gives me a belly full of semen and a great night’s sleep.”

I couldn’t stop laughing; such was her natural comedic nature. Every word Rachel spoke rang true. When I finished my tea, I washed our cups, and she waited, looking much more relaxed.

“Please come and go here as you and Justin wish.”

“I won’t come when your children are here, Emma.”

“Thank you.”

“No… thank you.”

“What for?”

“Being prepared to share your husband.”

It was the weirdest feeling to lead Rachel back upstairs, hug her, and wave goodnight when she slipped into my bedroom, probably to fuck my husband again. When I rejoined Bree, she was sitting upright in bed, reading her Kindle. I poured a glass of water and handed it to my girlfriend.

“Sorry, honey. I met someone in my kitchen and got delayed.”

“I snuck down and saw Rachel, so I left you to it.”

“I just had the most incredible conversation with her.”

“Is she nice, Emma?”

“I like her so much.”

I sat with a broad grin, chuckled, and then leaned in on Bree, who set aside her Kindle and cradled me into her naked chest, warming me.

“You don’t need therapy, Emma - that’s for sure.”

“Why do you say that?”

“You just made friends with your husband’s lover. That’s fucking grounded.”

“Maybe I am weird, Bree.”

“Nah - you understand the world and your place in it as it truly is, not as you wish it to be in a fantasy.”

Bree went back to her reading while I lay, snuggled closely into her, enjoying my lover’s naked flesh and her soft, warm vibrancy. Most of all, though, I enjoyed knowing that in all the beds in the world, my girlfriend wanted to be in mine the most.

I considered my encounter with Rachel and her assessment of my husband as a lover. I would score him a little higher as an overall package because Justin was an excellent father and husband, too, if he wanted to be. He was also kind, unlike many lovers.

But she was right about his cunnilingus technique. I would probably score his tongue as a six or a five compared to his sister, who was an easy ten.

“Bree.”

“Yes, sweetheart?”

“Do I give you good head?”

“Oh wow… the best honey. If you’d like me to score you out of ten, why not go down there now while I read.”

“I think I will.”

“Oh, goodie.” 


Chapter Five

My Inaugural Gangbang

◆◆◆

The flickering sun splashed warmly across my face through poorly drawn curtains. I felt happy that I woke to a bright morning, more so because Bree was close by. As I faced away from her, I felt my lover’s body heat radiating across our bed, even though we had rolled apart during the night, each hunting for a cold spot.

At times, our lovemaking seemed frantic as I embraced a new lesbian-loving relationship with Bree while dulling a long-term, hard-wired connection to my children’s father. I wasn’t in love with Justin, but I wasn’t completely free of it either.

My lover stroked a fingernail gently down my spine, electrifying me while giggling noisily at her mischief, so I rolled and stared at her eyes, which were wide open, sparkling brightly, and full of fun. Bree smiled at me and gently touched the tip of my nose with a finger.

“I was reading again this morning while you slept, Em. You purr so beautifully when you are at peace.”

“I felt so comfortable knowing you were close.”

“How are you, sweetheart?”

“I feel wonderful, but with a twinge of sadness.”

“Sadness, why?”

“I don’t think Justin will get what he wants from Rachel.”

“And you still care about him… why?”

“Don’t you care, Bree? He is your brother, after all.”

“I love Justin very much, honey, but he has always been the architect of every success and failure in his life. He chose this path to walk away from you and must travel it alone. He didn’t want you enough to be exclusive.”

“I know, but I want this open relationship to work for my husband.”

“Why?”

Bree propped herself up in the bed, leaning on one elbow, staring at me in surprise. Without makeup and with fully relaxed facial muscles, my girlfriend looked magnificent, beautiful, and soft. Her breasts were heavy, and her nipples were rock solid, making an invitation I could not accept.  

“I want Justin to be happy so I can be too.”

“You mean so that you can continue sleeping with me?”

“Among other freedoms, yes. I wouldn’t want to lose what we have, Bree.”

“No hun… neither would I.”

Bree looked reflective, and I knew her thoughts centered around an inner conflict about being my lover and what that meant to her relationship with a much-loved brother. My husband was close by, lying in our marital bed with a new, casual girlfriend I rather liked. If we could both be happy, the usual acrimony of divorce might be avoided.

Our lives were becoming bizarre. Bree regarded me seriously, then symbolically cupped my belly with both hands.

“A stranger will cum inside you this evening, Emma. Another man’s seed will roam these hallowed halls and corridors of your reproductive system.”

“I know - it feels so exciting. I have decided to go with three men for my inauguration into tier two.”

“Fucking three? It’s usually two.”

“Yeah.”

“Okay - would you care to explain?”

“I want plenty of cock to suck because I like it and don’t get enough, and I want more than one man’s semen inside my pussy. Also, never having done anal… I may like to try that. I’ve been messaging Grant back and forth, and I’ve chosen my guys for tonight who all want a shot inside me.”

“And what about Justin?”

“He’s always wanted us to try anal, and I feel that giving something special to another guy closes the door between me and my husband. I actually considered whether to make my inauguration a gangbang.”

“It sounds a little spiteful.”

“It’s not intended to be, Bree. Honestly, I have two minds about this. Part of me wants to save my anal v-card for a new someone special, and the other, kinky side of me wants to be gangbanged or give up my anal virginity.”

“Wow - are you contemplating divorce?”

“No, but in an open relationship, I can seek what I want, right?”

“What do you want, Emma?”

“I definitely want you, but I need a man too, possibly more than one, at least in the short term.”

“You are describing Rachel.”

“I would rather not live like she does without having someone who loves me. She has fun but no soulmate.”

I showered, dressed, and went downstairs to make breakfast while Bree got ready. Realizing my kids weren’t at home, I was caught in a moment of indecision because, usually, I would make a breakfast buffet.

Shuffling feet behind me drew my attention, and I saw Rachel standing in the doorway looking awkward again.

“Hi, Emma.”

“Hello, Rachel. Would you like breakfast? I’m making a buffet - you can help me if you’d like.”

The invitation was out of my mouth before I could consider what I was saying, and my cheeks flushed. Rachel looked surprised and even more awkward. She was dressed and seemed about ready to leave. When she slipped her shoulder bag off and hung it on a wall hook behind my kitchen door, I saw a friendly smile before she squinted at me.

“Are you sure this isn’t too weird, Emma?’

“It’s bizarre, but if we don’t learn how to behave around each other now, it will be more awkward in the future. If you intend to hook up with Justin frequently, our kids will get to know you, and I prefer that doesn’t become weird.”

“I told Justin the same thing after we talked last night.”

“What did he say?”

“He was speechless about how we got on so well, but I didn’t press the matter. He’ll be down in a few minutes after talking with your kids by video call. We’ll see if Justin freaks out or not when he sees us making pancakes together.”

When Bree strolled in, she looked almost as shocked as I had been when I met Rachel by the fridge’s light the previous night. She stopped in her tracks and stared while Justin’s new girlfriend held a mixing bowl in the crook of her arm, whipping batter vigorously while halfway through a conversation with me about wearing four versus six-inch heels.

Rachel stopped beating the mix when she saw Bree standing open-mouthed at the door.

“Oh dear - are you the sister and lover? I’m Rachel.”

“I guessed who you were. I’m Bree.”

“Is this cool with you?”

Rachel nodded around a half-assembled breakfast buffet, still ready to leave politely if anyone objected to her being there.

“Umm, yeah, it’s all cool with me, Rachel… fucking wow, but yeah. We are the sisterhood of well-adjusted slutty girls.”

“It feels like that.”

The ice was broken, and another step toward restoring complete harmony in my home was taken. Open marriage meant changes within the whole family, and I was a quick learner. Justin and I couldn’t pretend to be in love now that it seemed we were not.

I pointed at a fruit bowl with yogurt pots beside it and a stack of plates with knives, forks, and spoons.

“Help lay the table, please, Bree. Justin will be along in a moment.”

“Your timings have been moved up to early evening, Emma.”

As Bree said it, my husband walked into the kitchen, halted like a crash test dummy hitting the windscreen, and gawped at the three of us as though we had gone utterly mad. The mention of my sexual inauguration to our parenting group wasn’t specific, but I saw Rachel knew something was going on, and Justin suspected he had heard something important.

“What’s going on, Emma?”

“Breakfast, honey. Are you hungry?”

“Yes, but-.”

“No buts, Justin. It’s only weird if you make it so.”

“I don’t want weird either.”

“Then sit down and eat. Let’s be civilized and become friends.”

“I heard you and Rachel already did.”

We sat around the dining table, passing food from one to another in silence. I could tell Rachel felt uncomfortable, as did Justin, and his condition was made worse by his sister’s constant giggling about our bizarre situation. In the end, my husband’s curiosity got the better of him.

“What did Bree mean when she said your timings were moved up, Emma?”

“I have a date tonight that is now happening earlier than planned.”

“Oh - will he be coming back here?”

“No. Well, maybe… I don’t know.”

“Okay, so what’s going on this evening?”

Our silence returned as I considered answering my husband’s question without opening a wound and pouring in salt. My private life was now none of his business, and I wasn’t going to announce I had turned my threesome tier two inauguration into a possible four, maybe even a gangbang.

Bizarrely, it was Rachel who rescued me.

“You have no business asking Emma that question, honey.”

“She’s my wife.”

“You took me into her bed last night. I think you are way past declaring a right to know her business based on a moral bond. I tried explaining this to you last night.”

“Oh fucking hell, Rachel - just because you and my wife have become friends, it doesn’t mean I can’t ask for an explanation about what she’s doing tonight.”

“You already know what she’s doing - we all do. Your wife is going to fuck another man; maybe more would be my guess. Let her enjoy the same privileges you do, and stop torturing yourself over it.”

“Fuck!”

“You started this journey between us, and when I agreed we could hook up, you said there would be no complications. Calm down, sweetie, and enjoy your watermelon, or I am out of here.”

Justin looked upset but not angry. It seemed my husband was having a far more significant issue with me being fucked by a guy than I had with him fucking Rachel. I knew he wasn’t done yet, so my nerves jangled as the minutes passed.

“Is Rachel right, Emma? Are you going to fuck a guy today?”

“Yes, and I’m doing it without a condom. Just like you did.”

“Oh my.”

“You must get past this sweetheart. You have Rachel now.”

“Not for tonight. She’s dating someone else.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah. We aren’t exclusive, and I am cool with that.”

I could tell he was okay with Rachel’s nonexclusivity to him, but Justin was far from being cool with me being fucked by another guy. Bree held my hand and eyeballed her brother, warning him not to go too far.

“I just-.”

“You just what, Justin? You thought it was okay for you to have everything you wanted and everyone else would fall in line - well, honey, all four people around this table, like it or not, are invested in each other; now eat your fucking pancakes and shut the fuck up.”

“Right… okay.”

I shook my head angrily, and, to his credit, Justin shut up as asked. When we finished breakfast, Rachel helped tidy up; then she hugged Bree and me before Justin led her to the front door. Unfortunately, or fortunately, depending on how you saw things, Bree and I heard every word of their conversation.

“You’re beginning to sound whiny, Justin. I agreed we could date and hook up as long as you weren’t cheating. You’re making this not a lot of fun for me. Your wife is lovely, and I don’t intend to upset her.”

“I wasn’t prepared for any of this.”

“By this, do you mean the fact some guy is going balls deep inside your wife tonight, probably cumming inside her?”

“Must you be so graphic, Rachel?”

“If I’m not descriptive enough, you will never confront the truth, making it difficult for us to continue our relationship. You have lost Emma because you got what you asked for - move on.”

“What is our relationship, Rachel?”

“We hook up and have fun when it’s convenient for both of us.”

“And can that ever become more?”

“You should be more like Emma. She’s civilized, probably for the sake of your children, because otherwise, I think she would divorce you. Your wife is exploring the spirit of your agreement without criticizing your choices.”

“Are you saying I should embrace that my wife will come home later with a belly full of another man’s semen?”

“You didn’t care about how she felt when shooting yours inside me last night.”

“Touche.”

“Bye, honey. See you next Tuesday. If you don’t change, that will be our last date.”

I felt sorry for Justin because he would spend the night sleeping alone unless he went out and found another date. With our kids at Bree and his parents’ home for another night, she and I planned to sleep together after my step up in the parenting group.

The timings for my group fucking changed because some parents couldn’t get late-night babysitters, and we had a full house of spectators wanting to watch me be defiled. When Bree had carefully shaven every hair off my pussy and helped me shower, I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled.

Bree came up behind me, admiring the view over my shoulder.

“Trust me, Emma, if three guys cum inside you, it’s better to be hairless than have all that sticky, crusty mess in your pubes.”

“I like it. Do you want to try me out with your tongue?”

“I think you should save every ounce of your energy for these guys, honey… they will plow you hard.”

“Good - it’s been a while since I was properly fucked.”

I took a final look in the mirror, swaying back and forth cutely, and liked what I saw. It had been some time since a cock graced the inside of my pussy, and now, with three suitors standing by, I was going to enjoy wanton sex in a way like never before.

I wore a designer-label floral cotton dress that billowed cutely from the waist to just above my knee with white cotton briefs underneath. I brought spares, some panty liners, and healing cream in case my pussy was chapped or got too sore.

I rummaged through my shoulder bag and found a tube of silicon gel that surprised me.

“Why do we need lube, Bree? My pussy gets wet enough to fuck Justin every time we do it. I’m damp just thinking about this evening. After the first guy cums inside me, won’t the others be lubed by him?”

“Overuse issues are a reason why lube becomes critical at a gangbang.”

“This isn’t a gangbang, honey.”

“Are you giving all three guys multiple shots inside your pussy?”

“Yeah. I think it’s only fair.”

“And are you still considering making this a gangbang?”

“Yes.”

“Minor sensitivity or allergy can become a massive problem during endurance sex play. You will be so distracted you probably won’t notice your body’s warning signs till it’s too late. Be safe and use plenty of high-quality lube, honey.”

“For three fucks?”

“They will roll around again and again with three guys, Emma. When the last one shoots his load inside you, the first guy will be ready to go again.”

“Fuck. I hadn’t considered that.”

“This is not my first rodeo, Emma.”

“I may want more than three guys.”

“Whose cock will you suck?”

“I don’t know how this will work.”

When I was ready to leave home, it struck me as odd that Bree, a new lover and old best friend, celebrated that I was about to be shared. We had briefly discussed our evening together, but she told me not to worry because she had a plan.

As I headed toward the front door, my husband stood, barring the way. He saw me wearing makeup and lipstick, carrying a designer shoulder bag that was filled with my post-fucking care package.

Justin knew I was dressed to thrill another man. He sighed and cringed but managed a thin, half smile.

“Enjoy yourself, Emma.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, Rachel is right - this is what I asked you for.”

“It is.”

“Have a great time.”

“Thank you, honey - I will.”

I kissed my husband on his cheek and thought I saw the dilemma of a man sharing his wife writ large in his rippling, highly emotional expression and damp eyes. He hadn’t tried to sabotage or attempt to guilt me, so I took that as a small win and quickly left.

Bree insisted on driving her car, which made me a little anxious because I had nothing to do on the way, and it felt ominous.

“Should I be worried about this?”

“No. I’m your overwatch, Emma. I will act as your eyes and hands to ensure things go how you want and quickly fix problems.”

“Okay, that sounds ominous.”

“The guys will go wild for you, Emma. I just want to make sure they fuck you nicely. I will take care of you, baby girl, so don’t worry.”

“Thank you. I feel so fucking excited, Bree - I really want to do this.”

I became a frisson of excitement, lifted, feeling more empowered and in control of my life than ever. Thoughts of Justin vanished the further I got away from him, and my pussy tingled more overwhelmingly as I neared my sexual adventure.

The woodland they chose for my fucking was far out of town, isolated, and one of the most beautiful spots I ever saw. We walked a few hundred meters from the car park through a deciduous forest to its prominent tree line and immense views beyond.

A wildflower meadow gently rolled down to an azure lake below, and views across the valley to more forest and hills were breathtaking. About fifty people had assembled to spectate my ascendency, all smiling affably. According to Grant, it was the largest crowd ever for an inauguration fucking.

As I admired the landscape, it struck me that I would be fucked in the most beautiful place I had been, almost romantic. My spectator crowd was quiet and respectful, and I saw three guys at the fore, completely naked and gorgeous.

Grant slipped his hand into mine, smiled, and led me to an enormous oak tree underneath which a king-sized bed had been assembled. Braided flowers adorned the wooden head and tail boards, and bright red rose petals carpeted the forest floor below.

“Do you like your bed, Emma?”

“It’s so beautiful here.”

“We usually do gang bangs and orgies right here with massive blankets covering the grass.”

“Why am I here for an inauguration?”

“Fucking three men in one sitting is getting close to a gang bang. We have more privacy and isolation here.”

“I want more cock, Grant.”

I blurted it, but being gang fucked had been on my mind all day, and now, my mind was made up. I wanted to rinse Justin out of my soul completely because a fresh start could follow for both of us. Only a railing by a large group of men could push me fully into the open marriage concept.

“You want more guys to fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“How many?”

“I don’t care. Until I say stop.”

“Are you sure, Emma? Gang bangs are not to be entered into lightly.”

“I am certain about this, and I am also withdrawing the anal sex option - it’s not for today. I’ll take as many guys as want to fuck me at one end or another.”

“There are twenty men here, but not all are into gang bangs. We have a particular protocol to make sure the female is safe and enjoys her multi-cock experience.”

“How many guys are there here who can fuck me?”

While Grant filtered through the membership, counting the number of gang bang specialists in his head, I trembled like a leaf, and goosebumps shimmered on my arms and legs despite the warm late afternoon sun.

A couple of women helped Bree undress me, unzipping my dress and folding it carefully after I stepped out. They kneeled and peeled off my panties, which were soaking wet, with a creamy gusset sticking to my newly shaven swollen labia, eventually peeling off like a banana skin. I felt deliciously ashamed and wondered why I was enjoying my debasement so much.

When I was fully naked, my nipples ached from being over-solid for hours, and I felt self-conscious about my shaven pussy. Plenty of admiring and confident glances at my body reassured me, as did a longing, arousing kiss from Bree.

“Grant has six guys to fuck you, Emma. They want to work you in a rotation.”

“What does that mean?’

“Three guys line up at each end of you. When each guy finishes inside your home, they join the line at the other end.”

“Oh fuck. Maybe I didn’t think this through.”

I panicked mildly and held on to her, doing the math in my head. I had never enjoyed more than one cock in a sitting, and the most I had ever ridden was two in one weekend while dating multiple guys in college.

“I think your pussy is about to be fucked nine or ten times at least, Emma.”

“Jesus Christ, what am I doing?”

“Getting my brother out of your system and filling yourself with man seed.”

I stared at the men who were either fully naked or well on their way. Every one of them was gorgeous, and all looked like decent guys, smiling and staring admiringly. There were no nine-inch cocks, so I wasn’t worried about accommodating oversized length or girth, but I felt concerned about my depravity.

“I’ve always wanted to be gangbanged, Bree.”

“Really - do you mean you’ve fantasized about it?”

“Yes. I never mentioned it to Justin, but I don’t care now.”

“Every girl here has been gangbanged, honey. Most more than once. The guys will be careful.”

“I know.”

I suddenly felt calm, as though my spectators’ good wishes had ushered me into a syrupy, taboo decadence. As I was, they were excited, experienced lovers who had somehow lost or renegotiated love. Justin’s desire for an open marriage was a harbinger of something else, and I took it to mean my transition to a new place was overdue.

The guys plumped up pillows, creating a hump for me to lie on doggy style, but instead, I lay beside it with my pussy on one edge of the bed and my neck dipping back off the other side.

“I want to be fucked at both ends, guys, but in my throat, you must slide your cocks out when I tap your legs.”

They smiled and nodded as though we bumped into each other at the supermarket. To my utter surprise, Bree opened my legs wide, slid her fingers up and down my creamy slit, dipped them inside my pussy, and tasted me.

“She doesn’t need any lube, you guys, but after each of you fills Emma with your seed, I will recheck her pussy before the next guy slides inside it.” 

I felt like an absolute slut, more so when Tracey sat on the bed beside me and smiled, gripping my hand.

“You can do this, Emma.”

“Are you sitting here throughout?”

“Yeah. Moral support and some kisses if you need them.”

“I could use one right now.”

Tracey’s face lit up with joy when she leaned in. Her lips brushed against mine, taking me to a more relaxing place. While her tongue explored my mouth, hands gripped my ankles, spreading my legs wide apart. I was sure they were female fingers that held me because sharp nails bit into my flesh when more leverage was used to open me up.

Palms cupped my ass cheeks, dragging me an inch further until my pussy lips draped over the edge of the bed.

“She’s ready for her first cock, Tracey.”

“I know - but Emma is so cute, I can’t stop kissing her.”

When Tracey pulled away and smiled, I felt calmer. Having been introduced to the pleasures of a woman in bed by Bree, I wasn’t turning back from eating pussy anytime soon, but it was time to get all the cock I had been missing for years while languishing in a failing marriage, even though it would be delivered in one session.

When a beautifully stiff, veiny, and creamy circumcized cock passed over my forehead, the guy who was about to have it sucked by me slid his balls like silk against my skin. When I licked and sucked, an intense salty tang ripped across my taste buds like a grass fire searing across the dry prairie. I was immediately whisked away by a light round of applause, moaning when the first new cock to grace the inside of my pussy since I met my husband slid inside.

My body trembled all over in utter ecstasy, and I knew right away that this wouldn’t be my last time taking more than one guy at once. My heart quickened, and I felt alive.

I was instantly in heaven, enjoying a tumult of heightened emotions sparked by a hormonal surge. I felt lust in its purest, most joyous sense while swallowing salty, sticky precum and wrapping my lips tightly around a throbbing cock head that pressed gently past my tonsils and into my throat.

The cock fucking me was bigger than my husband’s, but more than that, I felt like it desperately wanted to be inside me. The guy used his palms on my knees to lever me back and forth, piston-like, sliding my cunt up and down his shaft while my legs were held wide open.

I caught glimpses of my spectators drawing closer, but when my swain slid his cock past the entrance to my windpipe, any view of them was lost, and I focused on deep throating. I never tapped out on his legs and finally understood why Grant had mentioned that there were gangbang specialists in the crowd. I had six men lined up to fuck me at both ends, and that situation could quickly spiral out of control, but the two men servicing me now were doing it as respectable lovers, not brutes.

When the first cock exploded deep inside my pussy, I rejoiced that another man had helped me break my vows of fidelity. His seed planted inside me would relinquish any lasting hold Justin had over me. I orgasmed when the second cock slid out of my throat, streaming rope after hot rope of salty, sticky semen into my mouth.

I sucked his cock hard and confidently because the guy knew not to jettison his load while cramming my throat. Bizarrely, he cared, making me eager to swallow every drop of his seed before cleaning his cock.

When he slid his cock out, the one buried deep inside my fuck hole twitched vigorously, and the guy whose seed was swimming inside me, exploring my reproductive system, smiled beautifully.

“Thank you, Emma. It was a pleasure and honor being your first.”

“I felt it, too. I love having your semen inside me.”

“Good.”

“Will you have more for me later?”

“I would like that.”

“Me too.”

After each guy fucked me, Bree checked my gaping wide hole, licked me out a little, and swallowed any seed that leaked out. Even though I would prefer to retain all their semen inside me, I didn’t mind my girlfriend enjoying what would otherwise spill onto the bed.

Tracey kissed me urgently in between the guys fucking my mouth. She wanted their cum too, and I wondered if she would have licked my pussy had Bree been unavailable.

I orgasmed on every cock, even though as each man decanted his precious seed deep inside me, my pussy sheath became stickier and slicker. A strong pelvic floor and recent underuse offset my lack of internal friction. I tried hard to milk each man, enjoying their commitment to my pleasure, wanting to ensure they had a good time inside me.

When driven by my intense orgasms, I couldn’t clean some of the cocks after the men shot their salty load in my mouth; Tracey helped by sucking cocks I couldn’t, kissing me afterward. I saw in her kind expression and loving kisses that she was invested in my happiness, and it occurred to me that the same could be said for everyone in the group.

What was missing in each group member’s life was found in the collective, and now I was part of that loving community.

In roughly three hours, I was fucked thirteen times in each hole. I had a couple of hydration breaks where I was drawn to Chris, the first guy to fuck me. Bree liked him, too, being a regular in his bed, so she joined us in conversation. When he was the last man to seed my womb, I asked for him to fuck me alone, like a lover, missionary style.

His cum face was beautiful, and I couldn’t help what I said as his cock twitched deep inside me.

“Will you come home tonight with Bree and me, please?”

“I would love to.”

After Chris finished inside me, to my astonishment and delight, Tracey kneeled between my legs, bowed her head forward, and gently suckled and licked my red raw, swollen pussy lips. She feasted on me, taking the last few flutters of joy of a dying orgasm, fanning the flames and re-igniting me.

The ladies cleaned me up while Chris waited. When I was decent, he reached out a hand and walked me back to Bree’s car as though we were boyfriend and girlfriend.

“Are you sure it’s okay to come home with you, Emma?”

“I’m in an open marriage, not cheating.”

“Me too. My wife wanted a cuckold husband… she got me instead, so she enjoys herself, while-“

“You do you?”

“Something like that.”

“What do you do for a living, Chris?”

“I’m a Doctor. My wife is too. We both work at Mercy General.”

“Isn’t that awkward?”

“I struggled with her first date, considering it an infidelity, but then when I gave it a go myself and had a great time, Clara and I gradually decoupled, and now, we are best friends who share children and a home.”

“Is she in a full-time relationship with another guy?”

“I don’t ask much, but I know she sees three regular guys at least once a week. We usually make love midweek, but the rest of the time, we don’t share a bed.”

“Do either of you want a divorce?”

“Not at this time. Co-parenting in the same home seems a good solution.”

I couldn’t help but directly compare Chris’s marriage to mine. Like him, I wasn’t in a rush to divorce, but bringing him home and sleeping with a man who had just participated in my inaugural gangbang seemed an appropriate sign to give my husband that we had crossed the Rubicon.

Bree drove with Chris in the front seat while I rested behind. My pussy, womb, and reproductive organs felt sore, but in a highly pleasured way. I was full of semen and felt it seep out of my gaping wide, well fucked hole into a fresh set of panties with a liner layering their gusset.

I let my lovers in at my house, heading straight for the kitchen where a snack and coffee would be the order of the day. Outside, in our garden, I heard a man and a woman giggling, and I felt pleased my husband had found someone to spend time with.

When Justin heard me indoors, he rushed in and stared at my crotch and belly as though it might reveal what I had done, even though I was fully dressed. I smiled, enjoying that six men’s semen swam freely inside a body previously totally committed to one guy.

“You found a date, Justin.”

“Yes. It’s going well, but she will leave in a few hours. This girl is a longer burn.”

“Good for you both.”

“What about you, Emma?”

“I have Bree and Chris.”

“Chris?”

“Let’s not discuss it, husband.”

“Can I ask you one question, please?”

“Okay - go ahead.”

“Did Chris already cum inside you?”

“Yes.”

I saw fiery jealousy in my husband’s eyes as he stared at the belly that was full of Chris and his friend’s semen. It was as though Justin’s hallowed ground had been plowed and planted with another man’s seed. It profoundly affected him, and I saw tears welling in his eyes. I wiped away his tears with my thumbs and held my husband close, rifling my fingers through his hair while his forehead rested on my chest.

“This feeling will pass, Justin. I promise you that better days are ahead.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I felt the same way the first time you fucked Rachel, and look how well it’s turning out?”

“Do you feel no loss, Emma?”

“Go to your girlfriend and enjoy her, please.”


Chapter Six

Expanding My Options

◆◆◆

My husband watched me walk gingerly upstairs, taking my time, followed closely by Bree and Chris. I noticed a tortured look in Justin’s eyes as he glanced from me to the lover who had deposited semen inside me. I knew he made the link between the right through marriage to seed my womb and the loss our open relationship caused.

My sluggishness must have alerted Justin to something because he suddenly looked curious. Being fucked by one guy was very different from being the only girl in a well-attended gangbang. I was exhausted, and my pussy ached.

“Hey, Emma.”

“Yeah?”

“Was Chris the only guy you saw today?”

“You mean the only man I fucked today?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s none of your business, sweetheart - please drop this now.”

Justin looked shocked, and it surprised me that he’d become so possessive, considering recent conversations and agreements. His new date popped her head around the door. She looked barely legal, and I wondered how the two had met; then, I shook the thought from my head because it was none of my business.

The girl smiled embarrassingly at me, so I waved from halfway upstairs, grinning broadly, hoping to disarm her anxiety.

“Don’t mind me.”

“Are you sure?”

“You are here as Justin’s guest - feel free to stay over. It really doesn’t bother me.”

“You are his wife, right?”

“I’m sure my husband has or will explain everything.”

My laissez-faire attitude towards my marriage manifested in Justin’s angry glance. I eyeballed him dangerously because my patience was wearing thin. He got the message and strolled off to be with his date. I silently prayed she would stay over and relieve me of the pressure of our relationship, but I imagined being eighteen or thereabouts and in a similar position.

I would have run for my life.

Bree and Chris helped undress me, and I showered with both of them, noticing how much more semen dribbled from my aching pussy than when I had sex with one guy. They carefully soaped me, and Bree washed my pussy, jokingly licking her fingers like the cat who got the cream after sliding them inside me.

We snuggled together in bed, and although it felt unusual to be three naked souls together, we fell asleep quickly until I felt Chris’ solid cock pressing hard into my back. I craned my neck around, saw he was wide awake, and kissed him, looking apologetically at his erection.

“I’m still a bit sore, Chris, sorry.”

“I know - you turn me on a great deal, and I can’t help it. The pill I took was a weekender.”

“Perhaps you and Bree could make love?”

“You don’t mind?”

“I don’t mind at all - but you should ask Bree rather than let her wake up with your cock inside her.”

“Could you ask for me, please?”

“Of course, honey, and if she won’t fuck you, I will.”

“I would rather you recovered.”

I was struck by Chris’s care and decency toward me. I invited him home because I wanted more of him, possibly more sex, too, but as time passed since my gangbang, my reproductive organs increasingly ached.

I woke Bree with a light kiss and asked her to make love to Chris. Having had no sex all day, she was enthusiastic, so I swapped places in our bed with her and watched them play.

When Bree crawled on top of Chris into a perfect 69 and fed him her pussy, I wished it were me having my red raw slit licked. I tantalizingly stroked her ass with fingernails before leaning in and gripping both cheeks, opening my girlfriend wider, so my boyfriend could get better access with his tongue.

My boyfriend.

Did I just call Chris my boyfriend?

The concept of having Bree as my girlfriend was simple to understand. We had been friends since childhood, and now, with a basis of pre-existing love, being in a relationship with her seemed proper.

Chris was different from Bree in that I had known him for a few hours, and he’d been part of a bull squad that gave me my most fulfilling sexual experience. When he fucked me, I knew he’d seen the two parts of my soul, angelic and demonic, and by the expression he shot me, Chris liked both.

But he wasn’t my boyfriend.

When Bree held his solid cock out for me, I wriggled over and helped her suck it, clenching my lips tightly around his solid shaft, enjoying the feel of every gnarl and bloated vein on the way down until I kissed his pubic bush.

When Bree orgasmed on the end of his tongue, she stared at me in utter disbelief, with her face contorted by pleasure. I hadn’t expected Chris to shoot his load so soon, but for the third, perhaps fourth time in one day, his salty semen flooded my mouth, burning every taste bud.

I swallowed his hot, sticky seed, and Chris thrashed around the bed, shuddering vigorously in a tumult of orgasmic bliss. When Bree rolled off Chris, his cock was still hard, which I found very odd.

“Did you take a pill to aid stamina, Chris?”

“Sorry… yes.”

“Okay. You are still hard, though, honey.”

“I can’t make it go down, Emma.”

“Perhaps Bree can.”

Bree couldn’t wait to slide her pussy down Chris’s cock, scrabbling around our bed until she straddled him. I held our lover’s shaft steady and pointed it into my girlfriend’s hole, nodding at her so she knew when to impale herself.

My sister-in-law rode Chris’s cock hard, sliding up and down, pausing at the bottom every few strokes to rock back and forth, grinding her solid clitoris into his pubic bone. I lent a hand, or at least a few fingers, spreading Bree’s swollen pussy lips wide apart to fully expose her sticky pink pearl so she could get more friction on it.

As I watched them fuck, I felt comfortable, enjoying that we three shared a bed. It was then I knew the gangbang that so relaxed and empowered me would not be my last.

Bree orgasmed before Chris, but soon after, he shuddered vigorously, and whatever seed he had replenished was emptied inside her.  When she rolled off my boyfriend, looking completely satisfied, I gripped his cock, guided the creamy head into my mouth, and carefully cleaned it using my tongue and lips while he twitched and moaned.

Chris kissed me passionately, sharing Bree’s pussy sweetness in return for his salty cum. Devouring his semen didn’t phase him, and I was pleased about that because a new sexual being inside me was rising fast, and she was a slutty girl.

Once clean and content, he settled into a tight, warm embrace, facing me while Bree cuddled him from behind.

“Are you happy, Chris?”

“What man wouldn’t be when in a bed with both of you?”

His comment was the last thing I remember as I fell into a deep sleep. I never woke until the sun outside became so intense my body reacted and dragged me out of bed. While my lovers slept, I showered alone, taking better care of myself than I had for more than a year. I felt lifted to a happier place where I was more loved by Bree and wholly desired by Chris and others.

When I returned to the bedroom and sat on my chair, I watched Chris riding the hole off Bree doggy style. I still felt sore inside, but I hoped that with some lube and love, I would fuck him again later.

We breakfasted together for the final time because Justin’s parents would drop off our kids in the evening. My husband’s girlfriend had stayed overnight and fucked him, or at least that is what I assumed by the way they snuggled closely in the kitchen.

I smiled at Justin, pleased that he had found someone who made him happy because I knew it was unlikely I would ever do that for him again. Our decoupling was moving along at a rapid pace, and I wanted more of that distance in the same way that I wanted to enjoy more cock and lovers from the parenting group club.

We visited the park where my inauguration into the parenting club was supposed to have been and strolled together, with me intermittently holding hands with Bree and then Chris, but never both simultaneously and only in the loneliest areas. I wanted to avoid inviting unwanted attention and to retain the facade of my marriage being intact.

Chris was bursting with questions, so I drew him to a picnic table, followed closely by Bree. When he sat, I straddled across his lap, wishing I could ride his cock, but instead, I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, staring warmly into his eyes.

“What is it, Chris?”

“I would like to see you again.”

“See me how?”

“Date you.”

“That’s difficult because I have kids.”

“But it’s not impossible, right?”

“No… we can date, but I’m seeing Bree, and, full disclosure, I plan on fucking more guys from our parenting group.”

“I don’t mind, but surely there is room for some romance too, Emma?”

“Romantic fun and flirting, yes, but falling in love seems unlikely because of the sexual adventure we are all now on. I couldn’t hold on to love with my husband in this open-style marriage, so I doubt I could do it with you either, Chris.”

Bree held each of our hands, squeezing them tightly. I knew my truth was a blow to Chris, but I had to be honest. I wanted to see him again as my lover, perhaps even invite other guys to my bed next time so Bree and I could have plenty of playmates, but falling in love again was the furthest thing from my mind.

He stared with beseeching puppy dog eyes and a sad expression.

“I am drawn to you, Emma.”

“I understand that, but my situation is complicated. My kids come first, and while my marriage is transforming, I still don’t want to destroy my husband.”

“Destroy him how?”

“If I fall in love with another man, divorce will soon follow, and Justin is not ready for that.”

“He wouldn’t need to know that we were romantically inclined toward each other if that happened.”

“You already caught feelings for me, didn’t you?”

‘Yes.”

“An open marriage doesn’t work like that, Chris. If I fall in love with you or someone else, what Justin and I have is no longer an open marriage.”

“I guess so.”

After letting Chris down gently, once we reached home, he made polite excuses and left. I wanted to make love one more time before my kids returned, but preserving his emotional state seemed more important. Bree helped me tidy the house, and I gathered my thoughts and belongings for work the next day. While in my home study, Justin knocked on the door.

“I want to apologize, Emma.”

“It’s unnecessary, sweetheart. You are adapting to a new life, as am I.”

“You are coping with our open marriage far better than me.”

I sat in my office chair and pointed to the sofa. Justin needed to talk, and as long as he didn’t become mean-spirited or pry into my personal life, I didn’t mind.

“What’s bothering you, Justin?”

“In an open marriage, we should be honest with each other, and I don’t feel you are being that with me.”

“I’m sleeping with your sister and other men - how much more honest should I be?”

“I want details.”

“That’s snooping, honey. If there were anything you needed to know, I would tell you.”

“I know and feel ashamed about prying, but I can’t help myself.”

“Why not?”

My husband carefully considered my question for a full minute while staring at the floor. By now, I couldn’t tell whether he was happy, sad, or indifferent; such was the range of his emotions over the course of a few days.

When he looked up, doom and gloom dominated his expression.

“I feel like I am losing you, Emma.”

“That’s because you already did. When you asked for an open marriage and slept with Rachel, you effectively left our love bubble, at least in part, and after that, I stepped away, too.”

“You seem further out of the bubble than me.”

“That is an unintended consequence, but it frequently happens when you play games with love. You never asked me if we could swing or offer alternate solutions, which might have kept us closer.”

“I never wanted to share you, Emma.”

“Nor did I want to share you.”

He understood my point, and with nothing more to say in his defense or attack, Justin left the room and returned to his young lover.

Whoever she was, the girl left hours before our children returned home. Bree took her kids home shortly after a joyous reunion, exchanging promises with me for us to meet soon. Justin was buoyant, possibly happier with a house and family that seemed whole again, but the schism between us was evident to me.

While the kids rested before dinner, I used the parenting group app to browse and check out the guys available to me. A few caught my eye, and one in particular, Craig, who recently returned home from Afghanistan to find his wife was enjoying a lover.

I sent him a wave, an indication that I wanted to chat, and felt excited that the next chapter of my sexual journey was being drafted, albeit using a chat box on the phone.

Around midnight, I woke and noticed my phone screen flashing. It was Craig.

“Hi.”

“Is that Emma?”

“Yes.”

“Hi, I’m Craig. I’m sorry it’s so late, but I just saw your wave.”

“Thank you for calling.”

“I… umm, it’s a surprise that you waved.”

“Surprise, why?”

“I don’t know, really - I just joined the group.”

“Oh really?”

“Yeah, my inauguration was two weeks ago - a week after I joined the parenting group, they invited me to tier two.”

“How was your inauguration?”

“Well, you know - two girls and me, spectated by the group. I loved it, to be honest. It shook out a few cobwebs.”

“Your bio says your wife is cheating?”

“Yeah… well, she was cheating, but now we agreed to consensual nonmonogamy, so I must update my profile.”

“Is that the same as an open marriage, Craig?”

“Yes, but we have a deeper understanding of what it means. April wanted to see other guys - at first, I was furious, then, when I realized our love was changing, diminishing somewhat, I guess, we talked it through.”

“And what did you agree upon - if you don’t mind my asking?”

“We are both free to engage in romantic, intimate, and sexual relationships with multiple people.”

“I’m not looking for love, Craig - is that a problem?”

“I’m not either.”

“What are you looking for?”

“Fulfilment of a fantasy.”

The line went quiet, and it felt like a sexual taboo permeated through the phone into my bedroom. My next question was obvious, but I withheld it, pausing to build sexual tension between us. I sat upright in my bed, still using our spare room because I wanted to put a little distance between my husband and me.

“What is your fantasy, Craig?”

“A threesome.”

“I see.”

“Is that something you might consider, Emma?”

“Yes. I would like that very much.”

His heavy breathing punctuated more silence on the line. My pussy engorged and stung slightly because my lips were still raw. I wanted to fuck someone right away, but with Justin being the only man nearby, I licked my finger and slipped it straight into my panties and onto my sticky clitoris.

“Are you wanking yourself off, Craig?”

“Yes. Do you mind?”

“No, I’m pleased you are.”

“I’m staring at your profile picture on my phone.”

“Will you cum on my face, please?”

“Yes, of course. Are you-?”

“Yes, I am, but only with one finger. I was gangbanged two nights ago - absolutely railed, and I feel quite sore inside.”

“Gangbanged?”

“Yeah.”

“Did you enjoy it, Emma?”

“Yes. Why not picture me being fucked at both ends while you stroke your cock, Craig.”

“Jesus Christ, another guy said you were goddess status, and it’s true. You know what you want.”

“I want you right now, Craig. I am dragging my sticky, wet clitoris from side to side. I am still leaking semen from my gangbang, so I have no idea who is lubricating me right now.”

“Oh fuck, Emma!”

“Do you have oil, honey?“

“Yes.”

“And a foreskin?”

“Also, yes.”

“Okay, then please peel back your foreskin and slather on the oil all over your lovely, stiff cock.”

“Okay, Emma - then what?”

“I want you to think of me. Focus on your message window, and I’ll send you something.”

I turned on the bedroom lights, slipped out of my panties, and squatted, holding the camera lens of my phone close to my gaping wide fuck hole. I took a few snaps, enjoyed reviewing my raw, swollen, wet pussy, and sent them to Craig, who gasped as he saw them arrive.

From the app, I got his photo on my screen and read his bio, including physical dimensions.

“I’ve never had phone sex before, Craig.”

“Me neither - this is fucking awesome. I wish I were with you now. I would love to lick your pussy. I can see you’ve been well and truly fucked.”

“Yes, I have.”

“What shall I do next, Emma?”

“Stroke your solid nine-inch shaft using one hand and massage your cock head with the other palm, using a circular motion.”

“I don’t think I will last long.”

“Me neither, honey.”

I wanked myself while staring at Craig’s photograph. He was stripped to his waist, wearing combat trousers and boots and carrying a heavy machine gun across his bare chest. His dirty blonde hair, the sparse desert around him, and the immense, snow-capped mountains behind were exactly the sex aid I needed to get me off.

I knew when he came, too, because the slick pumping action of his hands working his cock squelched down the line. I belted out a muffled orgasm through clenched teeth, not wishing to disturb my family while trembling from head to foot.

When he turned on the video, I did, too, just in time to watch Craig licking his semen off his hand. I symbolically licked my fingers, enjoying the sweetness, and then I giggled.

“What’s funny, Emma?”

“Oh, nothing - I love a guy who cleans up his mess.”

“I always clean up, but I won’t be able to on our date.”

“Oh, why not?“

“Because our third person in the threesome is my twin brother.”


Chapter Seven

Office Surprise

◆◆◆

I fell asleep quickly, although Bree was greatly missed from my bed. Her comfort and presence had transformed my marriage into what Justin had asked me for in a much more straightforward manner than he or I expected.

I had an incredible lover, a girlfriend, a best friend, an aunt to my children, and a fantastic listener, all of which my husband and I should be to one another.

It would have been easy for me to join Justin in our marital bed, but that would be cruel since I had no immediate intention of reconciling our marriage. I knew my husband expected an open marriage to be simple - he would play and expect me to stay, perhaps date, maybe fool around generally, but in his mind, we would continue fucking.

The knock at my bedroom door could only be Justin’s because my kids would walk in.

“Come in.”

“Hi, Emma.”

“Hello - what’s up?”

“Wow… that’s cold.”

“If you came for an argument, please leave. We have work in the morning, and both of us could use a good night’s sleep.”

“I wanted to understand something, please, Em.”

“What is it?”

“I know this open marriage has blown far wider open than I expected, but I don’t understand why you won’t sleep with me.”

“Do you mean sleep or fuck?”

“Both, really.”

I stared at him indifferently, unable to summon a single kind or angry emotion. I had moved out of a room I had occupied with such speed and alacrity that I couldn’t entirely blame Justin for our current situation. It suddenly struck me that I had wished for an ending to our union but without being the one to curtail it.

It was a dark thought, and I wondered if I had gotten what I wished for without being the driver or engine along that journey.

“Justin, are you sure you’re ready for the painful truth?”

“Yes - I want to know.”

“I have better options than you, both as a bed partner for cuddling, conversation, sleeping with and as a lover to fuck.”

“You mean Bree?”

“Others, too. You opened up my options, and, well, I am desired by many who will work a damn sight harder to get inside me than you did. Marriage protected you from this.”

“And I peeled away that protection?”

“You didn’t do that alone, honey - I think I was sleepwalking in this direction too. I don’t blame you, but if you didn’t get what you want from our open marriage, you probably should take stock and ask why.”

He stared at me with a dreary, lackluster sadness in his colorless eyes. At least Justin wasn’t crying and seemed to accept what was happening.

“Do you think we are over, Emma?”

“We are, for now at least, as husband and wife or lovers, but we have great kids to co-parent, and there is always a chance our friendship will develop.”

“Are you angry with me?”

“Not angry - disappointed for sure. I have started a journey of self-discovery we might have been able to undertake together with better communication.”

“You’re talking about swinging again?”

“Other things, too. Threesomes with other girls and men might have worked well, but you went for the jugular vein, demanding autonomy - well, not so much demanding… you just took it, and to hell with me.”

“Yes, my mistake.”

“I accept I could have suggested alternatives, Justin, so I am not entirely blameless.”

“You didn’t want me enough, Em.”

“Maybe not - I am still unraveling everything, but I can say that today, I am far happier than I was a week ago.”

“I’m not.”

“I need to sleep, honey. I have a date tomorrow evening, so if you cover for me, I’ll return the favor Tuesday when you see Rachel.”

“Yes, of course - what will we tell the kids?”

“Nothing at all, Justin. They are too young for concepts of open relationships.”

“Okay.”

He left without attempting to kiss or say goodnight, consumed by his thoughts, which I knew would be of the future now that I had closed the door to our past. I felt pleased in the sense that some closure was made, but the deterioration of my marriage was still hugely disappointing, especially now that I questioned my part in its failure.

Before sleeping, I sent a goodnight message to Bree, then another to Craig, along with a snap of my raw pussy I had forgotten to send with all the others. Ten seconds later, a lovely stiff cock picture flashed onto my screen, and I imagined that with its twin spit roasting me.

I felt young again, in my early twenties emotionally and sexually, a decade more in maturity and experience. By morning, I was well rested, and mostly, my gangbanged reproductive organs were recovered, aside from a lingering aching that I rather liked.

I made breakfast for my children and Justin, who seemed grumpy when he reached the table, but at least he didn’t display that too much in front of our kids. It was my turn for the school run, so I wouldn’t have time to grab a coffee on my way to the investment bank where I worked.

Before I left, my husband leaned in for a kiss, but I politely declined, weaving out of his way without drawing attention to our almost estranged status. In the car, after buckling up, the inevitable question came.

“Mommy, why are you sleeping in the spare room?”

“Daddy and I need a good night’s sleep, is all honey.”

I would have to remedy that lie when my daughter was older because I didn’t want her to grow up thinking a married couple sleeping separately was the preferred option. As I drove through town after dropping my children off, I realized Justin and my arrangement would become problematic.

I walked through the main shared office to my corner suite feeling excited and free, nodding at my team, who also seemed in high spirits. I was lucky that my staff were the highest performers in the company.

When I arrived at my office, my personal assistant, Duncan, stood at my door, saluted me, and handed me coffee.

“Thank you, Duncan.”

“I knew you were on a school run today.”

“You know too much about me.”

“I know enough.”

“You are a sweet man.”

Duncan was a very effective personal assistant, but he was eye candy, too. While sipping my extra cream cappuccino with chocolate sprinkles, I admired his physique from my executive leather chair. His tight ass in well-tailored pants caught all the girls’ attention as they stared into my glass-walled office when Duncan leaned across my table, setting out files, explaining each project to me in terms of the current situation and subsequent actions.

“This is a lot of work, Duncan.”

“Shall I order lunch?”

“Yeah. I’ll cancel my date this evening, too.”

I cringed momentarily while staring down, hoping Duncan, probably the most observant man on the planet, hadn’t caught the true meaning behind what I’d said. He discretely closed the office door, which was expected when he and I discussed sensitive matters.

“I knew something was wrong, Emma.”

“Nothing is wrong.”

“You look like you’ve been climbing Mount Everest over the weekend.”

“I was active but not climbing.”

“Have you finally moved on from Justin?”

“That’s not an appropriate question, sweetie - give me half an hour alone with these files to brush up, and then we’ll start work. I want all of this cleared before leaving tonight.”

I called Bree, asking her to collect my children from school and babysit them until I reached home, then I canceled my fuck fest with Craig and his twin, promising to reschedule soon. He worked nearby and suggested to come over in the evening, so I agreed, not wishing to dissuade him continually.

As I stared out of the glass partition, I saw Duncan was devoured by an office full of married sluts, some of whom I guessed fucked him regularly. He kept relationship problems out of the workstream, although I was sure a few girls were serviced daily during break and lunchtime in the toilets or elsewhere.

But damn, that hot eye candy was effective at his job.

We shared a Caesar salad for lunch, having plowed through a good part of our workload. My department led a proposal to finance the refurbishment of our town shopping mall - a seventy-three-million-dollar loan deal that was far less simple than it sounded.

I pointed at our dreary lunch and scowled.

“This salad is what’s wrong with our mall, Duncan.”

“Limp, tasteless, and unexciting?”

“Yeah - exactly.”

“Like your husband?”

“Let’s stick to discussing the mall, honey.”

“Why don’t you tell the developers what you think, Emma.”

“The town needs better brands - once, we were bargain and sales racks, but with the tech hub opening more than fifty thousand new jobs in four years, people want more.”

“Again, options and upgrades are crucial - sounds like Justin.”

“Come on, Duncan - don’t push this, please.”

“So customers are spending elsewhere to get better deals and quality.”

“I know - I do the same.”

“Are you in an open marriage, Emma?”

We were dancing around the subject, and I couldn’t deny the comparison between our development project and my home life. I stared at him with the tip of a lettuce leaf dangling from my lips. Terror engulfed me because Duncan knew me better than my husband - even to the extent that my personal assistant carried spare tampons when he knew I was having my period.

“Oh fuck it!”

“I knew it.”

“Please do-.”

“I won’t say a word, Emma. I never do.”

“That’s true.”

“How did it happen?”

“Justin forced me into an open relationship just over a week ago, but I think it might be what I wanted anyway.”

“And?”

“And what, Duncan?”

“Are you seeing other guys?”

“Yes.”

“Oh my, naughty, naughty Emma.’

“You’re one to talk - you’ve fucked half the girls in our office.”

“Not half.”

Duncan shook his head, grinning like a sassy tomcat. I knew he was an excellent lover because I caught the gossip girls as I passed the water cooler or sat in a cubicle while they laughed and joked in the main toilet area.

“You fucked all of them?”

“Yes, but it’s not what you think, Emma.”

“Oh, really. You are regularly fucking twelve married women in our office - and it’s not what I think?”

“It keeps them happy.”

“Oh my, Duncan - you make my staff sound like horny teenagers.”

“People want to be loved and made love to, Emma. Some married guys who work for you are also unhappy.”

“Do they cheat?”

“I don’t know if they have permission from their wives besides two in open marriages like yours.”

“You don’t know how my open marriage works. What are you saying about the girls exactly?”

“Six are into consensual nonmonogamy.”

“Fucking half of them?”

“It’s becoming more common, Emma - people want more from a relationship than one partner can give.”

“Until recently, I would have thought you crazy to suggest it.”

He finished lunch early, excused himself, and left, nodding politely to Sarah, a senior project manager on my team. She was approaching forty, married, beautiful, and had four kids, but none of that bothered her when she discretely followed Duncan.

Maxine, one of the younger girls in the office, flashed me a cheeky grin, which I took to mean others knew I was becoming aware of sexual undertones in our workplace. After twenty minutes, Duncan returned, looking relaxed and wearing a big smile.

Sarah glowed, sat down, got naughty smiles from the other girls, and went about her work. I shook my head at Duncan, and we got back into the project files, working furiously. My mind raced, and suddenly, I noticed previously missed things: a guy in the office touching one of the girls affectionately, and she returned that with a smile, then two girls talking excitedly, one sitting, the other kneeling while stroking her friend’s thigh.

When Sarah stood and walked to Maxine, the older woman whispered something into the young girl’s ear, and both left the room. I tapped a pen on my desk, staring at Duncan.

“What’s up, Emma?”

“Has Sarah taken Maxine somewhere to clean your semen out of her pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Take me there.”

“Oh fuck no.”

“Now, Duncan - do it!”

When I strode through the office with a terrified personal assistant following in my wake, one of the girls tried running an intercept course to the emergency exit door. I pointed at her chair and shot a harsh glance, which she wasn’t ready to defy. I reached the door with Duncan yapping and panicking, but nothing would deter me. On the landing, I had three choices: up, down, or across the hall to what I believed was an empty office area that had nothing to do with our Bank.

I studied Duncan’s guilty look across the hall and marched over, throwing the door open and strolling inside. It was an empty office floor with twenty unused workstations in cubicles. I pointed into the distance and shouted.

“Keep going, Maxine.”

I saw Sarah lying on a desk; skirt hiked up around her waist with legs wide open. Maxine sat on a computer desk chair in front, pressing the older woman’s legs wide open while eating Duncan’s semen from the hole in which he fucked and deposited it.

Maxine’s momentary pause at giving head ended with my instruction, and she returned to filling her mouth with pussy. Sarah looked guilty, but she was too far gone on the road to orgasm to stop now while an expert pussy licker ate her.

I strode across the office space, wagging my finger at the senior woman.

“What the fuck is going on, Sarah?”

“Ask Duncan - he is in charge.”

“In charge of what?”

I spun and stared at Duncan wide-eyed, with my mouth bobbing open and closed uselessly. I was aghast because the inference of such decadence extending to others and this being an organized fuck club terrified me.

“We’re a fucking bank, Duncan.”

“Yeah, with people who spend more time here at the office than with their spouses.”

“What’s that got to do with anything?”

“People want to enjoy life, Emma - I make that happen so that work is a pleasant place to be.”

“Fucking hell - can’t we buy better coffee or give everyone a dress-down Friday?”

“You have the lowest sickness absence rate, with staff working longer hours than anyone else. Your staff love working here, and nobody has left your employ in five years.”

I glanced down at Maxine, who was plowing her tongue up and down Sarah’s cum filled slit. It was apparent Duncan had filled his lover with semen and even more so that the youngest intern in my office loved being on her knees.

“Are you saying this sexual activity promotes a better workplace, Duncan?”

“Of course it does.”

“And you are in charge of this club?”

“I hook people up, arrange overnight accommodation if needed, and act as a go-between to bring in bulls - we only have five guys and twelve pussies are a lot to satisfy.”

“Jesus Christ.”

“A lot of people are resorting to joining romance, love, and sex groups, Emma.”

His comment hit me hard because the similarities between what my staff were doing in a workplace group and my membership in a parenting group were not dissimilar. I calmed and considered Duncan’s logic, wondering how many workplaces had organized sexual circles.

“Sexual fraternization in the workplace is dangerous, Duncan.”

“Everyone signed a code of conduct. What happens outside the office has no bearing on work. If you don’t believe me, visit HR and ask who the top performing department in the company is.”

“I already know it’s ours.”

“Then join us, Emma.”

“Are you fucking mad?”

I stared at Duncan as though he had lost his marbles, which he had. At that moment, Sarah gripped my hand, wringing my fingers as she came hard into Maxine’s mouth. I heard the slurping dribbles of a squirted orgasm, accompanied by the lascivious moans of a satisfied woman, which turned me on.

I didn’t have the heart to pull away my hand.

When Sarah stood up, fixed her skirt and hair, and looked me in the eye with a calm, happy stare, I shook my head. She left, and as I waited to react, I recalled a therapist once telling me sex was mood-enhancing, essential for long-term mental health, and by far the most relaxing workplace fun you could have.

“I trust you, Duncan, but this worries the fuck out of me.”

“Why?”

“Because our chain of command matters.”

“Of course - you are the boss, and everyone knows that.”

“But if I fuck the staff, my credibility is lost.”

“It doesn’t work that way here. Your staff understand the benefits.”

“So you are saying that if you fucked me here right now, you would still respect me as your boss?”

“A dominatrix is respected by her clients.”

“Those clients are submissive.”

“So am I where you are concerned.”

“You’re a submissive man?”

“No, but I happily submit to you daily at work.”

“That’s different.”

“Do you want to try, Emma?”

My panties warmed, and I was sure Maxine smelled my arousal because she remained on her knees with flaring nostrils close to my pussy. My reproductive organs still ached from the multi-man railing I enjoyed, but a primal, possibly nymphomaniacal spirit inside me was desperate to be fucked by my personal assistant.

“I’ll submit absolutely to you, Emma, but to no other. I love working for and pleasing you.”

“Why?”

“You are my muse - the reason I come to work. You inspire me.”

“Are you in love with me?”

“Not in a romantic sense, no - I admire and respect you immensely.”

“And you want to fuck me, Duncan?”

“No - I want you to fuck me.”


Chapter Eight

A Thorough Fucking

◆◆◆

I stared at Duncan while Maxine kneeled, remaining unnaturally silent, like an obedient guardian, almost statuesque. I noticed her nostrils twitch as though an aroma occupied them, and she stared at my crotch, looking hungry.

My personal assistant looked similarly captivated by me, or at least engrossed by what I might say in response to their shocking revelation. A sex cult at work came as a huge surprise, and neither of its acolytes knew which way I would fall on it.

“How does this sex cult work, Duncan?”

“Can we call it a dating ring?”

“Okay - but I think we both know it’s much more than that.”

“Until now, I have been in charge of running this… umm, ah-”

“Shall we meet in the middle and call it a sex ring? Let’s call it what it is, sweetie.”

“Yes, okay - sex ring it is then.”

“And you want me to join the ring?”

“We’d be honored - you would replace me as the leader, of course.”

“I’d rather not be left with the responsibilities of organizing events.”

“I would do all of that, per your instructions.”

“I see.”

I was being offered unfettered access to another sex ring, which spun as quickly and precariously as my parenting group did. The unfathomable work, personal, romantic, and sexual layers to everyone’s lives made my head spin with possibilities for exploration.

But the risks of friction, workplace chaos, and wrecked homelives were terrifying.

“I am worried about our chain of command, Duncan - you know what I am going to say.”

“We would all bend the knee to you.”

“I’m not heading up a cult.”

“It won’t be like that, and in any case, we just agreed to call it a ring. Your staff just want a little brightness in their daily lives.”

“You imply that everyone is unhappy at home in marriages or significant other relationships.”

“Not unhappy, just not happy enough.”

I studied Maxine carefully while she stared hungrily at my legs. My young intern was a natural beauty, and at eighteen years old, her cherub innocence appealed to me. Her long, straw-blonde hair was as straight as any I’d seen, and I made a mental note to ask for her hair care regime. Her figure was teenager-taut and beautifully proportioned with excellent straight lines where they should be and perfectly proportioned bumps where any model would want them.

When Maxine realized I was staring at her, she looked up and focused her puppy dog eyes on me, almost pleading.

“What is it, honey?”

“I want to go down on you, Emma.”

“Really? Here… now?”

“Yes, please.”

“If I let you lick my pussy, will you still be a good girl afterward?”

“I promise.”

I leaned back onto the edge of a desk in half a mind to run away, but I was intoxicated by the idea I could fuck anyone I wanted in the office and as frequently as I wished without consequences. I opened my legs a tiny bit, letting Maxine see all the way to my panty triangle. My pussy dampened, and I was quickly becoming a sticky mess.

“Pull down my panties, Maxine.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Maxine’s fingers felt like warm rain, pattering up my silken thighs, tickling, preparing me for cunnilingus by furthering my wet, sticky arousal. When she gripped my panty waistband, I saw the moxy in my young intern, who grinned expectantly at me, pulling on her bottom lip while shooting me a bratty smile.

“I might have to do something about the naughty slut in you.”

“I hope so, Emma, because she is out of control.”

“Are you getting enough cock?”

“Is that even possible?”

“Okay… enough with the sass, Maxine, please get on with it. I can smell a distinct shift in your pheromone and hormone production.”

“I am very wet - but that’s because of you and due to my age.”

Maxine smiled up at me once more, then slipped into ultra slut mode, staring at her target while revealing it by slowly peeling down my panties. I knew my pussy was creamy and sticky, making for quite a meal for any budding cunnilingus worshiper.

With my panties off, Maxine slowly raised them to her nose, turning them inside out and stretching them so she could get her face inside. She sniffed my messy, damp gusset, burying her lips and kissing it as if worshiping my sticky veneer were a long-awaited moment. My pussy throbbed, wanting her attention, so I leaned further back and raised my feet.

“Open my legs wide, Duncan.”

“As you wish, boss.”

Duncan gripped my ankles gently, standing behind Maxine. He smiled appreciatively, as though I were doing him a huge favor, before stretching my legs wide, exposing a creamy, engorged camel-toe pussy that throbbed to be eaten.

Maxine licked her lips, leaned in, and thumbed my ass cheeks apart before settling her flattened tongue on my anal whorl, licking the ridges like a child with ice cream. She was an expert licker, using her fingers to claw open my anal sphincter before lapping my rectal side walls with a powerful tongue that slipped right inside.

I was being rimmed by an expert tongue who wasted no time eliciting my orgasm by thumbing a swollen, sticky clitoris from side to side. After a few minutes of anal attention, Maxine plowed her tongue along my perineum, up my creamy slit until she could gently suckle my swollen clitoris as though it might feed her some sweet nectar.

She hummed a gently sensual tune into my sensitive nub, raising my expectations of another great orgasm, but before Maxine finished me, I needed my cunt to be filled.

“Fuck me, Duncan.”

“What?”

“Fuck me, fill me with your seed, and then Maxine can clean my gaping hole.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

I knew Duncan must have a big cock because it tented his pants massively. He apparently also satisfied my staff, seemingly with help from the other guys. He raced to remove all of his clothes, desperate to fuck me, kicking and tossing garments away.

When he stood in front, I pointed at his cock in amazement.

“That’s fucking huge, Duncan.”

“It’s extra hard for you, Emma.”

“Wow.”

“May I?”

“Oh yes, you fucking may.”

I drooled as much for his cock as Duncan did to fuck my slit. Maxine moved aside while my personal assistant brought his enormous pencil to have it sharpened. I stared down at my hole, glanced nervously at his cock, then frowned lasciviously while biting my bottom lip.

“I’m not sure it will easily fit, but let’s try.”

Maxine gripped Duncan’s cock, and I guessed she was no stranger to it. She peeled his foreskin, stole all his precum in one big sucking mouthful, then guided a freshly cleaned, shiny glans between my swollen, trembling pussy lips.

Duncan was in love with me - I knew it the moment he slid his thick cock inside my pussy, and his expression softened to one of utter adoration. He huffed and puffed, screwed his face into contorted pleasure, and reached his hands around my back, gently sliding his palms down until he cupped my ass cheeks.

“Put me on it, Duncan.”

“With my utmost respect and pleasure.”

Duncan plowed his cock forward, filling my pussy so much that I bowed my head onto his chest in submission. I caught the faux pas quickly, lifted my eyes to level with his, and smiled.

“More cock, please.”

“How much, Emma?”

“All of it.”

My subordinate eyed me submissively while dominating my body with his enormous cock, letting me know everything he had was mine to take. My pussy stretched wide even while I squeezed back, doing my bit to make him feel at home inside me.

“I knew you would be tight, Emma.”

“I would be tighter, but for my sluttiness at the weekend.”

“Do tell.”

“Maybe soon - just hurry up and fuck me. We have work to finish.”

Duncan hauled my tight cunt along his thick, veiny shaft until it was impaled balls deep inside me. Even though he was inside me, technically in a very dominant position, he made sure by a gentle touch and loving, obedient expression that he accepted I was the boss.

I leaned in and kissed him, somewhat like a loving girlfriend might, much to his surprise. His cock twitched vigorously inside me, and his expression looked passionate and adoring. Duncan fucked me harder, stroking his thick shaft in and out of my fuck hole with strong hips that swayed metronomically back and forth, driving his cock hard.

Once my pussy stretched wide and was accustomed to his length and girth, enjoying Duncan’s cock became my new favorite thing. We kissed passionately, with emotional feelings passing back and forth. His passion for me was very evident, as was my gratitude for his loyalty and all those tampon runs he did without complaint.

I fucked Duncan like I would a familiar boyfriend exploring those parts of him previously denied to me. He gave me all of his cock, seemingly enjoying being deep inside me by the joyous look on his face, elevated breathing, and stiffness of his shaft.

I orgasmed like a Space X rocket, reaching escape velocity, burning, roaring, and jubilant as I hit the climax zone where my body was owned by ecstasy. I felt Duncan’s cock stiffen, fill me, and jerk uncontrollably.

I stared deeply into his eyes, grinning from ear to ear.

“You’re cumming inside me, Duncan.”

“At last.”

“Does it feel good?”

“You have no idea how much I’ve wanted this.”

“Good boy - fill me up, honey.”

Every twitch of his gorgeous cock spilled more of Duncan’s hot, potent seed deep inside my pussy. I absolutely loved staring into his eyes while my powerful muscles milked the essence of the man, capturing him to explore my body for days to come.

I was collecting men, having their cocks deep inside me until they came and then after, holding on to their vitality for as long as I could, losing it to the toilet, shower, or double cotton lined gusset of my sensible panties.

When Duncan stepped away from a job well done, Maxine shuffled between my legs, wasting no time puckering her lips, sealing my throbbing, gaping wide fuck hole, and sucking thick sticky wads of cum out.

I stared at my personal assistant while my intern went to work.

“You did good, Duncan.”

“It feels so nice to cum inside you.”

“For me too, honey - I feel much more relaxed now.”

“That’s why we do this, Emma.”

He glanced down proudly at Maxine, who clawed my sticky, messy cunt wide open while she licked me like a labrador on a raw bone. My clitoris was engorged and overly sensitized from an ongoing slow, delicious descent from an orgasmic high. The girl thoroughly cleaned me, sucking a milky, sticky veneer from my pink pearl and the plump pussy lips that had hugged Duncan’s cock minutes ago.

Maxine finished by rimming my anus, eating the semen that dribbled out of my hole, pooling there amid ridges and a tornado-like whorl that descended inside me. I was swept away into a hedonistic fervor, squirting jets of unicorn pee as I orgasmed one final time into the mouth of a beautiful, barely legal intern.

After cumming in the girl’s mouth, I saw her expression of deep contentment and knew I had satisfied something inside her much as she had in me.

We returned to the main office, and I saw appreciative glances offered without judgment or compromise for my position as their boss. In the afternoon, I sat through meetings with a belly full of Duncan’s seed while marveling at his continued respect for me. It was the same with Maxine, who couldn’t do enough for me.

Others joined, deferring to me in a more respectful way than ever before. I felt like a queen and enjoyed a coffee brought to me, delivered with a smile. Work assignments were handed in promptly, similarly accompanied by kind, loving expressions.

When alone with Duncan towards the end of the working day, I pointed at the seat in front of my desk.

“I don’t understand how what we did hasn’t become a gossip point, Duncan.”

“Your staff want to enjoy the workplace.”

“I have so many questions.”

“What is it you need to know?”

“You seem even more respectful toward me after we fucked. Sex is usually the path to over-familiarity.”

“I know that’s the norm, but I keep thinking about my semen swimming inside you. It makes me proud, and I feel special.”

“Just because of that?”

“No - also… you wanted me inside you, and my seed found a home in your womb, ovaries, and swimming around your uterus.”

“I was affected the same way, Duncan. When you came inside me, it felt spiritual.”

“I’ve always worshiped you.”

“I know, but I don’t want us to fall out now.”

“I promise we won’t, Emma.”

I held up a finger to take a call from Bree. The outer office gradually emptied except for Maxine, who sat alone at her workstation, looking a little bereft.

“Hi, Bree.”

“Mom and Dad want to collect all the kids and take them to McDonalds. Are you okay with that?”

“Yeah, of course.”

“They would be willing to have them for the night if you fancy getting together.”

“You and me at my place?”

“If you want, Emma.”

“Yeah, of course I do. Will you stay the night?”

“Yes, please.”

“Okay. You have house keys but most likely Justin will be home anyway. I’ll see you there.”

After I disconnected the call, I looked at Duncan and then at Maxine, who was alone in the outer office. I beckoned her to my office. She looked sad and lonely, which surprised me, and I felt I should find out why. When she entered my office, I pointed at the seat beside Duncan.

“What’s wrong, Maxine - you look sad.”

“Sorry.”

“Never mind, sorry - what’s wrong?”

“I wanted more. Although I’m not a pushover, I can be such a good girl. I will do anything for you, Emma.”

“Please explain what more you wanted, honey?”

“I want to make love.”

“Ahh, okay… well, I have a solution for that.”

“What?”

“Don’t be sulky, young lady.”

“Sorry, Emma.”

“How would both of you like to come home with me and spend the night? My sister-in-law will also be there.”

Duncan and Maxine looked excited, as if I had offered them an extraordinary gift. They leaped out of their chairs, hugged me, and then ran to their workstations, tidying up and collecting their things.

Duncan drove my car home, and we held hands across the center console on the way, more than colleagues and lovers, less than a married couple, but not by much. In my gusset, the remnants of his sticky seed that Maxine had not devoured left a cute, comforting reminder that he had ceremonially planted his essence inside me.

On reaching home, I saw Bree was already there because her car was parked in the driveway. Justin was home, too, which pleased me because I wanted him to see who I had brought home. My husband knew Duncan well.

When I turned my key in the front door lock, a starter pistol was fired, and both my husband and his sister raced through the house to greet me. Bree got to me first, unrestrainedly kissing me, staking her claim for the night. Justin looked jealous and irritated, so I took him by the hand and kissed his cheek.

“Maxine, please come and meet my husband, Justin.”

“Hi, Justin.”

“Hello, Maxine.”

I stared into my husband’s eyes with loving friendship, not romantic or sexualized. He knew Duncan and rightly assumed I had brought two fuck buddies home.

“Maxine.”

“Yes, Emma?”

“Will you be a good girl for me?”

“Of course.”

“I want you to fuck my husband all night like he is your favorite boyfriend. Is that okay?”

“Oh my - I would love to.”

Justin’s incredulous expression, accompanied by trembling fingers in mine and his flared nostrils as he panted heavily, was a sight indeed. He was lost for words but smiled gratefully, glancing lasciviously at the beautiful teenage girl I brought home to keep him company.

“She’s beautiful, Emma.”

“Please look after my intern, husband.”

“Thank you so much.”

“We can still be friends - and this gift proves how.”

“I know.”

Our estrangement had been brutal on Justin, mainly because it was unexpected. I hadn’t planned to leave him, but honestly, if I spent a night in bed with anyone, I wanted it to be Bree and as many other playmates as we needed.

That being said, my husband was the father of my children and the one-time love of my life. His choices led us here, but mine need not cruelly press upon him.

Maxine took my husband’s hand and headed for the stairs. Given the rampant nature of her youthful sex drive, I hoped she would fuck Justin to utter exhaustion. Maybe more would come out of their relationship because I knew my young intern would benefit from being with an older man, and my husband liked girls legally young.

As I led my two lovers into the kitchen for coffee and a chat, they wasted no time getting acquainted, with Bree passionately kissing Duncan.

“Did you fuck Emma already?”

“I can’t say.”

“I’ll take that as a yes and claim first dibs once we get into the bedroom.”


Chapter Nine

Romantic Interests

◆◆◆

My sister-in-law eyed me suspiciously. Perhaps that’s a little unfair, but she was definitely uncertain about my motives concerning Maxine. She studied me carefully, hoping for a sign, but I grinned and gave her nothing because I wanted the question on the tip of her tongue.

“Why did you bring a girl home to fuck your husband, Emma?”

“Why not?”

Bree French kissed me in our kitchen while Duncan watched us from a breakfast bar stool, enjoying the girl-on-girl show. She wanted to arouse her new toy to a fever pitch, preparing him to fuck her, and I saw that her ploy worked perfectly well as his eyes freely roamed both of us wantonly while his cock tented in his pants.

Amid an otherwise tawdry silence, the kettle clicked off, rescuing me from giving my girlfriend an immediate answer, but I dwelled heavily on what she asked, checking my motivations through a personal and critical audit. After I made everyone coffee, we sat together, simmering in a lewd tryst that was only beginning.

“Are you answering my question, Em?”

“About why I brought Maxine home?”

“Yes. Come on, it’s the only lingering question.”

“What is bad for Justin is bad for our kids, ergo-”

“It’s bad for you, too?”

“I was going to say something less selfish - that making Justin happy is essential for everyone around him. I want my kids to enjoy their great father. Maxine will help us with that.”

“Are you using Maxine for sex, then?”

“Hardly… ask Duncan about her sex drive. Maxine desperately needs a good fucking right now. She is young, very submissive, and an absolutely delightful girl. I think she will improve my husband’s current frame of mind and mental health no end.”

“Are you proposing her as girlfriend material for my brother?”

“Who knows? But if we all want to continue enjoying an interconnected sex life, Justin is an essential node in that network. If he collapses, we all suffer.”

Bree nodded and smiled pleasantly. She knew Justin couldn’t come out of this situation as the loser because, if that were the case, everyone enjoying our sexual adventure would be derailed. Our freedom to fuck was interdependent, and Maxine was the relationship trauma relief that I hoped would make my husband happy.

Amid squeals of delight and sounds of fucking already coming from my old bedroom, we ascended the stairs. I felt happy because a pivotal challenge to our collective happiness was being met, and my husband was being fucked by a young girl with plenty of energy to drain his balls, night and day.

Inside my bedroom, I headed to the bathroom, needing to shower, but Bree wouldn’t join me because she was desperate for Duncan’s cock. They undressed, and my personal assistant bent my sister-in-law over and slid his cock deep inside her dripping wet slit, gripping her ass cheeks and splaying her swollen labia wide open with his bulbous cock head.

It was clear my husband’s sister was turned on because the slick, smooth, gliding sound of a well-lubricated pussy being pounded while full of cock was only drowned out by the deluge of water that began when I turned on the shower.

By the time I finished bathing, my lovers were already in bed, firmly enjoying a meal for two by romantic candlelight Bree had lit. Duncan feasted on his semen, greedily swallowing wads of thick, white cream from the gaping wide hole he’d pumped it into. I smiled ironically as I watched him enjoy slurping his way through the same swollen-lipped treat between Bree’s legs that I had also enjoyed.

I sat beside my lovers and helped them, prising Bree’s pussy lips wider apart for Duncan to get his tongue deep inside her messy hole. I even scooped out a finger full for myself and licked, then sucked it, enjoying her sweetness and his salty burn, but I was distracted when my phone rang and cursed that I’d forgotten to silence it.

When I saw the caller ID, I changed my mind and mood, smiling when accepting the call.

“Hey, sweetie.”

“Hi Emma, did you forget about me?”

“Not in this lifetime - gorgeous fuck buddy, big cock, and with a twin, right? Did I miss anything out, Chris?”

“Yeah, that’s me. As it happens, Noah is with me right now.”

“Oh.”

I watched a perfectly executed 69 on my bed, feeling incredibly aroused. My hair was damp, and I hadn’t planned on going out, or entertaining lovers beyond Bree and Duncan, but Chris’s call was timely because our kids were safely out of the house, my husband’s cock was buried balls-deep in a beautiful nymph, and Bree was busy cleaning the cock that had just fucked her.

“Do you want to hook up, Chris?”

“We would love to.”

“Cool. Why don’t you drop by my home in an hour and stay the night? We still have another spare room.”

“See you soon, Emma.”

“I can’t wait - but, full disclosure - I already fucked a guy today and he came inside me.”

“That won’t stop me from going down on you.”

“Then we are all good. I’ll message you the address.”

“No need. I have it from the babysitting roster.”

While Bree fucked Duncan, I took myself and a hairdryer to our other spare room. I was pleased Justin and I had opted for such a large, executive-style home because we had space for a family to grow. How that might happen now, who would get me pregnant in the future, and how my husband and I could co-parent was entirely up in the air, but I would have more children; of that, I was confident.

When I finished styling my hair, I slipped on a sheer negligee with my wedding day lacy panties underneath. I felt deliciously disgraced and wasn’t wearing my hallowed underwear for any reason other than for my hedonistic pleasure. I doubted my husband would notice if he saw me.

Burning the vestiges of marriage without rubbing my husband’s nose in it felt good, but I was worried when he quietly slipped into my intended fuck bedroom wearing a bathrobe.

“Are you okay, Justin?”

“Yes, I’m fine - I heard noises inside this room and wondered what was happening.”

“I have two guys coming over.”

“Fucking two?”

“Please don’t start.”

My husband was goggle-eyed and rocking on his feet with knees that looked unsteady. I waited, giving him time to gather himself. Justin sat on the bed and sighed heavily, shaking his head.

“You’re fucking two guys at the same time?”

“I thought we agreed not to pry into each other’s lives, Justin.”

“I’m sorry honey - but I don’t understand.”

“Have you enjoyed Maxine?”

“Yes, of course. She’s amazing.”

“How many times did you guys fuck already?”

“Twice.”

“And does she want more sex?”

“Yes, but I can’t-“

“Take my advice; go down on her.”

“You know I don’t do that, Emma.”

“Then finger her or buy a dildo collection and use it to fuck her with until your cock recovers - do what you must because it is a simple biological fact that women can fuck longer and harder than guys. You need to innovate or invite more men into your bed.”

“Is this your wise advice?”

“I’m being honest, Justin. If you want to grow a relationship with Maxine, she will need a lot more fucking than your cock can give her, and… let’s face it, she flicked your switch, and you want to give her more than one night - I saw that when you met.”

“I like her a lot.”

“Then take her tomorrow night when you see Rachel.”

“Seriously?”

My husband stared at me, frowning and with his mouth wide open as though I were batshit crazy, and I could understand why, so I chuckled, lightening our mood. Nothing in our sex lives before Justin insisted on an open marriage suggested the kind of sluttiness I was indulging in.

“I’m sure Rachel will love fucking Maxine and you together - call and ask her if you don’t believe me. This will pique her interest, and you’ll see her more often if that’s what you want.”

“Doesn’t it bother you, Emma?”

“Be specific, honey?”

“Me fucking your staff and, well, maybe feeling like taking things further.”

“I’ve reached a stage in our separation where I want the best for you. I brought Maxine home because I knew she would enjoy an older man, and it’s clear that you like younger girls.”

“I do like her.”

“Then bed Maxine with Rachel tomorrow night at some discrete location while I have our kids here and see where it goes.”

Rather than annoy me, our conversation aroused the hell out of me. I was pretty sure my husband’s cock was coated with Maxine’s sticky pussy cream, and I knew that she had drained his balls. Justin went very quiet, thinking about our situation, when a knock came at the door.

“I guess the problem is that I also want you in my life, Emma. I can live with you having this extraordinary sex life - and it’s true, I am enjoying the variety, especially Maxine - but-.”

“But nothing. Pursue happiness with other women, and let’s be friends. I don’t want to lose you from my life because we made wonderful children together, so let’s focus on that.”

The knocking became more urgent, so I opened the door and saw Maxine wearing one of my husband’s T-shirts,  looking worried.

“Come in, Maxine.”

“Sorry, Emma - am I intruding?”

“Quite the opposite, honey. I want you to enjoy my husband to whatever extent you wish.”

“He ran away to find you.”

“Why?”

“Because I asked him out on a date. I even said I would pay for dinner because I like him a lot.”

“Justin has plenty of money.”

“Your husband fucked me really well, and, for the first time, I felt cared for. Actually, that’s not true… Justin didn’t fuck me at all - for the first time in my life, a guy made love to me, and it was fabulous.”

“Then go get him right now and take him to bed. He’s right here.”

When Maxine strode over to my husband with her arms wide open, I shrugged at him in the most expressive, ‘I told you so’ way of my life. Justin pulled his new girlfriend into his lap and wiped away the tears flowing down her cheeks. I couldn’t possibly know her psychology or whether Maxine had Daddy issues, but for sure, the girl was looking for a relationship and had taken a serious fancy to my husband.

Maxine kissed Justin deeply, and, for a moment, I thought about how she cleaned out Duncan’s seed from my pussy with the same lips and tongue my husband now enjoyed kissing.

The doorbell rang, startling me and ending my husband’s romantic moment. He stared into Maxine’s eyes with very evident puppy love, the sort that comes when you cum but can build into something more lasting with time and attention.

My heart fluttered while my pussy lips trembled, leaking my sticky shame into the wedding day panties that never expected to soak up semen from any man other than Justin.  My husband and his lover stared at me, and I shrugged, no longer willing to deny my happiness.

“My fuck buddies are at the door, and I would appreciate enjoying the night without any fuss. Can you do that for me, Justin?”

“Yes… of course. I haven’t handled this well and have no right to question your choices.”

“Then let’s move on and create a happier existence for all of us.”

I hugged him and Maxine, pushing them together in a sign that I wanted them to be happy. My front door opened, and I heard Bree greeting my lovers. It was too late to usher my husband from the bedroom and avoid a meeting, so I followed them to an inevitable awkward moment on the upstairs landing.

Bree knew Chris from our parenting group, but I didn’t think she had the pleasure of fucking him yet. As she brushed past me, whispering Twins, you naughty slut, I felt excited, more so by the solid cocks pressing sweat pants and a look of intended lust in both men’s eyes.

I couldn’t believe my husband shook their hands, introducing himself by name in a friendly manner. Noah and Chris were precisely alike, which caught him unawares, just as it did me. I had put some, but not much thought into threesome protocols, so after Chris held me close, kissing me deeply, I beckoned for his twin to do the same.

I was determined to satisfy both men in every sense, regardless of the time it took me to fuck them, how sore my pussy got, or how much semen I might swallow to drain their balls.

“It’s so nice to meet you finally, Emma.”

“Are you Chris?”

“Yep.”

“How will I tell you apart?”

“Noah has an inch less than me in the cock department.”

“That’s going to be very easy as long as you are both naked.”

“Shall we?”

In my spare room, I lit candles while the twins undressed. I saw the difference in their cock size, but the men were so gorgeous and of the best possible physique; I was mesmerized just thinking about what I was about to enjoy in my bed.

They sandwiched me from front and rear, Noah moving my long hair aside behind, kissing my shoulders and neck while reaching around my body, kneading my breasts, and taking my breath away. My heart pounded while Chris French kissed me most sensually, gently pressing his hot, soft lips against mine, probing my mouth with his tongue, electrifying me in every muscle and sinew.

He cupped my ass cheeks, holding them slightly open as though offering my ass to his twin.

Chris continued kissing me while his brother planted his soft kisses and gently licked down my spine until his tongue rested in the crack of my ass and he was on his knees. My back arched involuntarily, electrified in the most vibrant way I had ever enjoyed.

Chris and I kissed like girlfriend and boyfriend with such grace and intensity that I felt tiny, tickling ripples of pleasure explode in my womb - I was pre-orgasmic already. His was a breathtaking kiss, complimented when he gripped my ass cheeks more tightly and spread them wider open, definitely an offering to his twin.

Noah licked my anal whorl without hesitation, and I gasped in my lover’s face as overwhelming emotions flooded every part of my body. I trembled in Chris’s arms and stared deeply into his eyes.

“How is this happening, Chris?”

“I want you so much, Emma.”

“But why… we only just met.”

“We’ve met before.”

While Noah licked the ridges of my asshole like they were ice cream while prising my tiny pink sphincter wide open, I stared at my lover, feeling deeply confused. I studied Chris’s face carefully, gradually making sense of what seemed like an already mature infatuation between us.

“We met before I married, didn’t we?”

“That’s it, Emma. You were at a banking symposium at the same hotel I stayed in.”

“We met in Dubai at the Dusit Thani Hotel bar. It was my first work assignment - I was twenty-one.”

“I was twenty-five and preparing to be deployed in Iraq.”

“We had a drink together, then went for dinner in the rooftop restaurant. I remember it all so well, and you… yes, you, Chris. Oh my..”

Having a romantic moment with a former crush felt odd while his twin brother slid his tongue inside my back passage, licking the soft, sensitive tissues of my rectal walls as though worshiping me from the inside.

“I promised to be there for breakfast the next day, Chris - I am sorry.”

“It’s okay. You were busy, and by lunchtime, I was deployed.”

“We lost each other.”

“And now we found each other again, Emma.”

“I am so glad.”

When he kissed me this time, a more intense emotional storm swept through me than it had ever with my husband. It was like true love was being rekindled, but I was slightly confused by the tongue beautifully probing my back passage, making that fuck hole tremble with wanton desire.

Chris kissed my solid nipples, sucking each one until he distended both to their maximum size. They throbbed while my breasts heaved, and I shivered as my lover descended to his knees, kissing my stomach on the way.

I lifted his chin and stared deeply into his eyes.

“I have another man’s seed inside my pussy.”

“I don’t care, Emma… Since Dubai, I have wanted to kneel and pray at your sacred feminine altar. Giving you cunnilingus has been my nightly dream since Dubai.”

“That’s a long wait - how could I possibly decline.”

I quivered, and sticky pussy juices leaked from my hole onto both thighs when he parted my swollen lips and plowed his tongue along my creamy, pink groove. Having my ass devoured by one twin while the other gave me cunnilingus was the most pleasure I had felt in a lifetime of my sexual being.

I was being eaten by powerful lips that kissed or clenched tightly around my puckered hole or while sucking a swollen, creamy pussy lip. When Chris suckled on my sticky clitoris as he might suck on a baby pacifier, his brother clawed my sphincter wider open with talon-like powerful fingers, plunging his tongue as deep inside my back passage as he could reach.

“I’m cumming, guys. It’s never happened to me like this before.”

I half screamed, and half moaned, reaching and entwining my fingers toward the ceiling in a strange snake-like dance while I was suspended in a mist of decadence by two mouths I fed with my pleasure holes. How Chris managed to cover my gushing pee hole with his puckered lips, I will never know, but he sucked, swallowed, and whimpered, enjoying every drop of my squirted orgasm.

I shuddered violently as the twins wrung out every drop of my orgasm, enjoying my debasement as much as I did.

When Chris led me to the king size bed, his brother reluctantly stopped eating my ass momentarily. I crawled on top of my lover, kissing him, enjoying the salty, sweet pee and hormonal combination he had drunk from my fountain of passion.

“Noah enjoys the pleasures of my anal whorl, right?”

“Yes, Emma.”

“And I want to fuck you and watch your expression when you cum deep inside me, just like I wanted to in Dubai.”

“I wish we had gotten together then.”

“It’s never too late, sweetheart.”

“Can we date Emma - romantically, I mean?”

“Fuck yeah.”

I never mentioned it, but I knew Noah gripped his twin brother’s cock and guided its bulbous head inside my pussy while I sank on it. As he filled me, when I looked into Chris’s eyes, I saw true love and felt his absolute desire for me. It was a pivotal moment when I felt a soulmate had entered my life. His frown, the cute dimples that came and went as love and lust gripped his facial muscles, battling for supremacy.

I kissed my lover, holding both his hands tightly with our fingers entwined as true sweethearts do while his cock stretched my trembling cunt walls wide, perfectly lubricated by Duncan’s semen, another incredibly tawdry detail in my life’s perfect fantasy come true.

With his brother’s cock impaled balls deep inside me, and while I shuddered in an extended orgasm that had begun on two tongues, Noah licked my asshole again, only this time, he did it to lubricate rather than pleasure me.

I would be double-teamed by twins - a fantasy unfolding in ecstatic ripples that gripped every muscle and fiber in my body. It felt like making love to two guys, not in the least a mammoth, marathon-like fuck fest as my gangbang had been.

When Noah pressed his glans against my puckered hole, I relaxed, making love to the man I had wanted to enjoy more than a decade ago. That morning at the hotel, when we missed each other, probably only by a few minutes, had lingered sorrowfully with me ever since. Now, with my husband next door banging a girl I wanted him to fall in love with, the guy who would probably have been in his stead had I not been burdened by such a busy schedule one morning in Dubai, was stretching my pussy wide open with the loveliest cock I had ever fucked.

“Are you ready for Noah to fuck your back passage, Emma?”

“Yes, please, honey.”

“My brother won’t join us on our date, by the way.”

“Good, because I only want you in that regard.”

“He will be available from time to time, Emma.”

“That’s also gooooood! Oh my!”

My eyes bulged when Noah popped my sphincter seal wide open, plunging his warm, solid cock deep inside my back passage. I felt my tiny pink hole had torn somewhat, and the searing pain was uncomfortable momentarily until suddenly, there was only the utter, debauched physical and psychological pleasure of being filled by two cocks.

I kissed Chris again so lovingly that he couldn’t possibly mistake my romantic desire. I whimpered while his twin expertly worked my back passage, clawing my ass cheeks wide, filling me with his cock, reaching deeper, and stretching my rectal walls wider with each perfect stroke. 

Chris lifted and lowered me on and off his giant cock, gripping around my waist. The twins got their timing perfect, fucking me in perfect synchronicity, filling my guts with every stroke of their magnificent cocks.

They sped up when my orgasm came, sending me up and over each massive wave of pleasure that wreaked ecstasy through my entire body. I was being taken lovingly by twins who desperately wanted to fuck me, one seemingly in love, the other wanting to share his brothers’ woman.

“Chris, did you ever-?”

“Never before, Emma.”

“Not even with your wife?”

“No. I am sexually reborn at this moment because of you.”

I blasted into a gibbering, moaning, orgasmic wreck, arching upwards as I was railed deeply in the back passage by a cock perfectly sized while its bigger twin filled my cunt. Chris’s palms kneaded my breasts until I stared at him and begged for my nipples to be crushed.

Chris’s index fingers and thumbs rolled my solid, throbbing nipples while the men fucked me so lovingly, filling my holes to the extent that my orgasm became a blur of senses where every taste bud, nerve ending, my hearing, muscle fibers, and organs vibrated at the same frequency, melting my soul.

When the men’s cocks jerked violently, pressing solid flesh against my soft tissue walls and each other, they squirted their semen into both my fuck holes. An intense heat seared through me, but more than that, I felt loved and complete. As I slumped into a post-orgasmic panting session, recovering while still moaning in utter pleasure, their cocks twitched deep inside my body, decanting every last drop of their seed.

Eventually, Chris and Noah rolled off me and maneuvered into a cuddle, where one became my big spoon, and the other held me, gazing deep into my eyes.

“You are Chris.”

“How do you know?”

“Am I right?”

“Yes, but how did you know?”

“Because I caught feelings for you on the day we met, and I never lost those. You’ve always been inside my heart, and I don’t know why it stayed hidden.”

“Was that your husband we met on the stairs?”

“Yes.”

“Are you committed to each other in an open marriage?”

“No - let’s talk about our situations on our first date.  For tonight, I would like you and Noah to take a pill each, if that’s okay, and take turns all night fucking me. I can go for as long as you both need.”

“That would be nice, Emma.”

I wanted the guys to go home entirely satisfied. Chris was a romantic target for me, admittedly, the first since Justin, but his brother deserved to fuck me until he was done. The concept of an open marriage needed more than my husband could bring to a relationship, but I had good feelings about my new lover and how we might progress together after untangling our separate matrimonies.

While the men took turns fucking me through the night, I gave the best of myself to both, but each time Chris took a turn on me, I knew it was him, and my kisses were more loving. We slept, woke, and fucked until I lost count of the number of times they came inside me at double digits. My pussy was so full of semen I thought I might drown from the inside in that sticky mess.

I woke in the early hours, feeling my legs being gently prised open. It felt like a girl was palming my thighs apart, trying not to wake me. I glanced to either side and saw my lovers sleeping, so I pretended I hadn’t noticed my creampie-thieving guest.

She widened my pussy hole carefully, using soft fingertips to peel the sore, well fucked labia apart, and I felt semen seep out of my well fucked hole.

“Don’t let it drip and be wasted.”

“Oh god - sorry, Emma. I didn’t want to awaken you.”

“It’s okay, Maxine. Are you and Justin good?”

“Yes, more than that. He’s perfect but sleeping, and I lay awake thinking about your pussy full of cum, and I just-”

“You never have to explain if you want to make love to me. Just ask.”

“Oh god, can I really - please?”

“Of course.”

“Can I fuck Justin when I want to as well, please?”

“Yes, sweetheart. Please be quiet so you don’t wake the twins. Be a good girl and clean up our mess.”

“Thank you, Emma.”


Chapter Ten

Love's Twisting Path

◆◆◆

After cleaning two men’s multiple semen loads out of my pussy, Maxine crawled up the bed and kissed me goodnight before leaving the room. I assumed and hoped with a good heart that she would return to my husband’s bed, keeping him happy as long as it pleased her. I lay in bed, consumed by my thoughts, which were generally positive, but I couldn’t sleep because of them.

While sleeping, Noah pulled me close into his big spoon, sighing in a deeply satisfied way. I stared at Chris, who was just out of my reach while spooning backward into Noah’s warm curves and powerful arms. Having fucked my twin lovers several times before we fell asleep, I had a new perspective on outlier relationships.

I was growing feelings for one twin with an affinity for his brother, not amounting to a romantic desire.

But I wanted to fuck both men regularly.

Chris’s eyes opened, and I smiled at him.

“Is my brother sleeping?”

“Like a baby. I tried to reach out to you, but I don’t want to wake Noah.”

“Has tonight worked out how you wanted, Emma?”

“Perfectly. You guys are incredible lovers, and the taboo of sleeping with twins has lifted me to a new level of happiness.”

“Me too.”

His expression faltered slightly, and I knew what was on Chris’s mind. He wanted more from me, despite or because of his marriage. He shuffled closer so I could hold his hand while his twin cuddled me close with a semi-hard cock poking hard into me.

“I want more from my relationship with you, too, Chris, but not too much.”

“How did you know what I was thinking?”

“Was I right?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t ask how the magic works, honey; just take it and enjoy.”

“Can we enjoy each other beyond the bedroom, Emma?”

“I would like to, but without going too far.”

“Can you define what too far means, please?”

I feared disappointing Chris because he was very into me. In his mind, the seeds of love were firmly planted for whatever motivation he had, but I wasn’t running at his speed.

“I won’t be exclusive with anyone, Chris. Not even my husband, whatever happens between us.”

“I prefer that you aren’t tied entirely to me. I also could not be entirely monogamous either.”

“That’s good to know. We have that in common, so it’s a great place to start exploring.”

“But I want more than an occasional hookup, Emma. I seek a core, loving relationship with rules of openness and mutual respect of certain freedoms.”

“That open relationship saga got me into this bed with you and your twin, honey, so I think we are definitely on the same page. While my husband and I are drifting apart, I am drawn to Bree and you.”

“And what about Noah?”

“Sexually speaking, yes. I enjoyed sucking his cock while you fucked me.”

“But there is a difference in how you perceive him and me, right?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll come clean and say my marriage is over, Emma, and divorce rapidly beckons - I think it’s important we understand each other’s situations.”

“So is mine, and nothing currently replaces it regarding the factors around love.”

I felt aroused, even after the number of times I had been made love to and despite copious amounts of semen still swimming inside me. Judging from the look in his eyes, Chris also wanted to make love to me, so I tried gently disengaging from Noah so I could move closer.

As I moved an arm, Noah woke, snorted, looked around, saw us, and immediately released me as though shocked by how tightly he clung on.

“Sorry - if you guys need to fuck, go right ahead and don’t mind me, but I am done for the night. I’m thrilled with the sex, Emma, but I need sleep because I have a big day at work.”

“Should we go to another bedroom and leave you in peace, Noah?”

“No, I’ll do that. Where is it, please?”

“Turn left out of my bedroom door, and it’s two doors along on the left.”

Once again, I thanked our good judgment in buying a large house because now, I enjoyed the best of both worlds. I needed freedom to make love to Chris and discuss a possible romance properly. The broad smile on my lover’s face suggested he felt the same.

When the door closed, Chris rolled on top of me.

“Missionary?”

“I want to kiss you while we fuck, Emma.”

“You’re falling in love with me, honey.”

“I know, and I realize it’s not the same for you.”

“I like you a lot, but within a month from today, many other lovers will fuck me, and I will be gangbanged at least once. Bree will share my bed many times also.”

“I can live with that as long as you don’t mind me sleeping with other women.”

“Why don’t we go on an evening date before answering more questions? If that might be the romantic thing to do, we can test the water and see how we feel.”

“I’d love that, Emma.”

I didn’t ask Chris about his wife, kids, or anything else pertaining to his life because that would be dating, and he was in my bedroom ostensibly so we could fulfill each other’s sexual needs. I felt relaxed and was already sexually satisfied, but now we would ascend from raw, kinky sex in a threesome to more measured lovemaking as a couple.

Chris kissed me softly, lovingly, but with no less urgency than he had while sharing me. I moaned and opened my legs wide, casually wrapping them around his waist. His cock felt solid, with its swollen glans pressing hard against my creamy, gaping, wide pussy hole, but I wasn’t ready for penetration, and neither was he.

My lover gently kissed my cheeks, then neck, carefully crawling down my body, planting more soft kisses on the way. He paused to lick, nuzzle, and then suckle both nipples while whimpering as though drawing sustenance from them. I imagined what he might think: a life together, more children, and breastfeeding for them and him.

I knew Chris was worshiping me, which felt more like love than anything else I had done in my marriage for years and out of it for a few weeks. I wanted my lover in that moment, not just as a big cock to fuck me regularly, but as a man to hold hands with on life’s journey, or at least for part of it.

When Chris kissed along my stomach, tickling and raising flutters in my belly, I spread my legs wide open, and he used his palms against my inner thighs to prise me even wider open.

“I love giving a girl cunnilingus, Emma. I could do it for hours.”

“I love receiving it, honey, but it’s very messy down there.”

“I don’t care. I’m no cuckold, nor am I submissive, but I love worshipping a pussy, especially when it’s attached to such a great lady.”

“Even after the pussy has been fucked as many times as mine has?”

“For some reason, I can’t explain, especially then.”

He licked my cream-filled pussy, slurping up the spoils of our fucking. I was pleased Maxine had already cleaned me because I didn’t want Chris to have too big of a job. I wasn’t sure he could make me cum again, but he was damn well determined to give it his best shot.

As Chris nibbled on the wrinkled tips of my swollen pussy lips, I felt the difference between a lover and a fuck buddy. I needed both, regardless of how this night, a future date night, or any hookup night turned out.

Much to my delighted amazement, I orgasmed in Chris’s mouth, spilling copious juices across his slurping tongue. It was such a pleasant experience to make love to a guy who got me off on his tongue and lips before immediately sliding his immense cock balls deep inside my pussy.

Chris fucked me slowly, focused on my pleasure before his own. He was the most unselfish lover I had ever enjoyed, in contrast with my husband and the many fuck buddies I had enjoyed over weeks of sexual freedom. A few times, I caught a sparkle of love in his eyes and high emotions dancing in his expression, so I smiled back encouragingly, milking his cock with my powerful pelvic muscles.

When he orgasmed, I was already riding waves of joy, staring deep into his eyes, judging his happiness and strength of love versus mine. Having a fuck buddy bore little responsibility on me for the other person’s feelings, but now I had a lover, and our interaction needed more care and consideration, lest I leave a man brokenhearted.

I slept in Chris’s arms like I would a husband I loved dearly, waking shortly before him at 6 a.m. I showered alone, dressed for work, and woke my lover, who roused wearily. It pleased me that the twins enjoyed fucking me, but what lingered in my soul was the lovemaking that lay me entirely at ease, sending me into a deep sleep.

Breakfast was an odd affair. Bree had woken up first, and with Duncan helping her, they prepared an extensive buffet, practically emptying my fridge. Chris and his brother bid me a lingering goodbye and left without eating, but I knew my lovers needed to get to work, and so did I.

My biggest surprise was Justin and Maxine, who seemed utterly in love with each other, her sitting on his lap outside on a garden bench. My intern fed my husband sliced fruit, cutely kissing him after each morsel was eaten. I took coffee, some toast, and a small bowl of fruit, sitting alone in the living room with my thoughts.

When my phone buzzed, I ignored it at first, but then, on the third incessant vibration, I checked to see who desperately wanted to reach me.

It was Grant.

“Hi, Grant.”

“Hello, Emma.”

“Hi, sorry, it’s a work day, and I don’t have much time.”

“No, of course; sorry for disrupting your routine, Emma.”

“It’s okay, honey.”

He went quiet, and I could feel a strained disposition at the other end of my call. Grant had a personal problem and couldn’t find the words to describe it. I considered every possible issue he might have with me and came up short, so I cleared my throat.

“Please just say whatever you like, Grant. I never judge, and I have a kind ear.”

“I know you do.”

“Then spit it out, sweetheart.”

“It’s about Chris.”

My heart sank because instinctively, I reached for the jar in the cupboard labeled bad news. My throat dried suddenly, and I felt queasy. I searched my memories again, questioning what I had done with Chris, his brother, and others, but I came up short again.

“What about Chris?“

“He changed his online status half an hour ago.”

“Do you mean on the parenting group application?”

“Yes.”

I checked the application, went to Chris’s profile, and saw he had ticked a box indicating he was no longer seeking romance, love, or a long-term relationship. I knew immediately that change had been made since we had been together, but there was no indication on his profile or the app that his interests were linked to mine.

“I see he has ruled out romance, but I am not sure what that has to do with me, Grant.”

“His status change is obviously linked to his feelings towards you. The central register for our dating app shows you and he were together last night.”

“Okay, but his status change is not my business as long as he doesn’t publicly declare an interest in me, which I am sure he won’t. Also, Grant, please understand that I am not being incendiary, but why is Chris’s romantic status of concern to you?”

Grant whimpered in extreme frustration, and I could feel his frustration coming in waves. I was sure he felt annoyed that I wasn’t on his page, but I was at a loss because Chris’s feelings toward me were not entirely reciprocated, and I was definitely not about to change my hookup status.

“I want to date you, Emma.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Do you?”

“Yes, of course. You want to go out on a date to explore romantic and sexual opportunities between us.”

“Yes.”

“We can do that, Grant.”

“What about Chris?”

“What about Chris? Do you want him to come on our date?”

“No, of course not.”

“Okay, then decide when and where you want to meet; message me, and I will try to accommodate depending on my kids and whether Justin will cover for me at home.”

“You’re in a babysitting circle. Getting a sitter is easy, Emma.”

“Having a different person sitting for my kids every night is not my idea of good parenting, Grant. Just please do as I ask, and we’ll carve out some time to meet up.”

“Okay, sorry, Emma. I didn’t mean to sound desperate, but I don’t want to miss an opportunity.”

“Neither do I, honey.”

I giggled when placing the phone down. Being in demand sexually and for dating purposes felt life-affirming and uplifting, countering a growing feeling that I was becoming an incorrigible slut. I wanted to date Grant, but without upsetting Chris, mainly because I wasn’t sure what shape my next long-term relationship would take or with whom.

As I stared at my empty plate and cup on a marble coffee table, light footsteps behind startled me.

“Hi, Bree.”

“I know you must go to work soon, but can I grab a minute, please? Maxine and Duncan have already left, by the way. They wanted to avoid being late for work.”

“Huh… ironic, isn’t it?”

“The humor isn’t lost on me, Emma.”

“Me neither.”

She settled into my lap with her arms wrapped around my neck like girlfriend and girlfriend. When she kissed me, I smelled Duncan’s musky cock on her lips, but it didn’t gross me out. I let Bree think through what she wanted to say because rushing her would be folly.

“I want to discuss us, Emma.”

“You and me?”

“Yes - where do you see us going?”

“Hmm.”

My heart pounded faster even though I knew her far-reaching question was coming. I had formulated a response many times in my head, but given our current circumstances, it didn’t seem the right one to offer now. I closed my eyes, saw Bree in my life, and felt happy, so I breathed deeply, smiling within.

“That doesn’t seem good, Emma.”

“I am trying to find the right words, honey.”

“Still not good.”

“I want you in my life forever, Bree.”

“But?”

“I’m a bisexual woman. I think I always knew that, but because straight people and gays have an apparent preference one way or the other, my sexuality felt nebulous to the extent that I ignored it, and look where I ended up?”

“What does that mean?”

“Even in a long-term relationship with you, I will still need to fuck guys. Also, I have a developing penchant for threesomes, gangbangs, and all manner of slutty behavior.”

“Despite that, do you think we have a long-term future, Emma?”

“What do you think?”

Bree smiled confidently, although I saw tears in her eyes. She was also bisexual, and I assumed, like me, she was coming to terms with the fact that no one person could sexually satisfy her. I was further along that road, entirely convinced that love and committed relationship sex could be separated from fuck buddy sex, and I wanted both.

“Do you mean we can never fully have each other, Emma?”

“I’m not sure, honey. This whole open marriage thingy is a fucking minefield. I’m just starting to understand concepts of polyamory and consensual nonmonogamy previously unknown to me. Labels don’t help when my feelings are not aligned.”

“I feel equally confused as you are.”

“Just to be clear, Bree, I want you romantically - in other words, I think you and I have a chance at a long-term relationship, but developing that needs more time for everything to become clear for both of us.”

“I’m glad you think that too. I hoped we could date.”

“Yes, of course we can.”

It struck me hard that Bree was the third person I had committed to date in a few hours. Although no promises were made to any party, the implication of possible romance was evident in all three cases. I felt mildly disconcerted; having decoupled from my husband, it seemed that now I was launching myself into one or more relationships that transcended the sexual benefits of each.

“Let’s take it slow and steady, Bree.”

“We won’t ever be entirely exclusive, Em. I already know that, but some stability in love while enjoying fuck buddies together and separately might work, right?”

“Yes, sweetheart - it just might work out perfectly.” 


Chapter Eleven

Agreeing The Future

◆◆◆

Late on Monday evening, over coffee at a nearby cafe, Grant and I settled on a Wednesday night for our date. Being hump day, the best restaurants weren’t busy and would be glad of our business. After our brief, flirty and romantic conversation, I left the cafe feeling lifted, looking forward to seeing him, knowing that I wanted to be fucked by the man with such a big cock that all the girls craved.

I was also considering a future mate and figuring out how more children fit into my life plan. Having more kids with Justin would ensure my current children were entirely related, but I wanted to choose a more intelligent and physically capable male to parent with consensually. 

The fact Grant had caught feelings for me, both excited and worried because he was married and, well… because he was married.

Tuesday was a quiet day at work with my team, most of whom wondered how I would manage our workplace sex circle. I was too busy discussing my kids with Justin to explain any early thoughts to colleagues.

Justin came to my office for a meeting, exciting Maxine, who gushed a little too far in front of everyone, so I allowed her to take him to the abandoned office suite next door, where I saw her kneel and drop my husband’s pants before I closed the door behind them.

When he returned to my office, I smiled when Justin kissed my cheek and led him to a meeting room.

“Thanks for coming in to do this, Justin.”

“We could have discussed everything at home.”

“Not in front of our kids.”

“Okay - well, that sounds ominous, let’s have at it, please, Emma.”

“I created a bunch of definitions to begin with. I would like us to close in on a formal written agreement, signed by us, witnessed by lawyers.”

“Whoa, Em - this is sounding a lot like divorce.”

“It’s not divorce - please hear me out. A minority of couples are crafting new relationship styles to suit their personalities. I want you to read something and tell me which description most approximates your desired outcome.”

I handed my husband a typewritten document that set out the basic descriptions of several types of nonmonogamous relationships.  

Open relationship: We maintain a primary partnership but allow each other to have sexual relationships with other people.

Monogamish: We would be mostly monogamous but permit each other occasional sexual experiences with strangers.

Swinging: We would temporarily swap partners for an agreed period, then return to each other afterward.

Polyamory: We would have multiple romantic relationships simultaneously, with each other’s consent and knowledge. These relationships can vary in structure, from either of us having multiple partners to a group of people all being romantically involved with each other.

Nonconformative relationship: We reject traditional relationship hierarchies and norms, instead creating a unique relationship agreement based on your and my needs and desires.

Polygamy: Polygamy involves one person having multiple spouses.

He carefully read the document more than once, cringing at specific points, tapping the paper, and frowning at others. There was nothing pleasant in what I had written from Justin’s perspective. I knew his reading was hard going, and the finality of officialdom would displease him, but we needed a breakthrough moment, or divorce beckoned at some point soon.

In the end, Justin placed the document back on the table and sighed, staring out the window with more than a bit of sadness etched on his face.

“I wanted an open relationship, Emma, but my definition of it was selfish, and now it seems a distant prospect. I regret what I asked for, but undoubtedly, there is no way back to our marriage.”

“Which definition works for you?”

“There is only one option on this sheet of paper that will work other than divorce. It seems we are to be entirely separated one way or another while living in the same house.”

“A nonconformative relationship then?

“Yes.”

“What terms would you like, Justin? Our kids are most important; we must tell them why we are staying together yet living apart.”

“Can’t you tell me how this works, please? I gave little thought to the concept from the outset, and it seems you’ve done your homework.”

“We will see who we like when we wish, discretely bringing them home without damaging our kids. That’s not easy, but with Bree staying frequently and Maxine, too, we must not deceive or confuse.”

“Okay, that’s fine - It’s not hard to have that conversation if we still live together.”

“We can make love once a month after a date night - if you wish.”

“What did you just say?”

Justin stared at me in utter disbelief, his bottom lip trembling and his face etched with confusion. He couldn’t form his words correctly and mumbled instead.

“I said-”

“I heard what you said, Emma, but I don’t understand why?”

“Honey, to radically transform our lifestyle, we must offer one another some emotional support and discuss how to share responsibilities like household chores, cooking, and managing finances. Then, there is co-parenting and our shared lifestyle. We can’t do any of that if we quarrel endlessly.”

“You still want to date me?”

“And we can fuck if you would like - once a month for a whole night. We spend the day with each other, discussing and agreeing on those matters I just mentioned, and if we conclude successfully - we slip between the covers for one night.”

“What if we have significant others?”

“I’ll have more than one romantic lover, Justin - Bree is already one of those. If I ever want to remarry, you’ll be the first to know, but, and I am just putting it out there, in the future, polyamory suits me. I want to love more than one person who isn’t wholly reliant on me for their emotional support.”

“And you’ll have fuck buddies too?”

“Yes.”

“How many?”

“As many as I wish.”

“It’s none of my business then?”

“We have had that discussion too often already, honey - let’s not rake over the coals. It’s time to turn the page.”

“Okay. On the monthly fuck night - can Maxine join in with us as well?”

“Of course. I’d like that too because it keeps us tight. A family that fucks together stays together.”

After many more details were settled, my husband agreed to a no-divorce pact, which we would review annually on our wedding anniversary. If all went well, we would make love on a single day every month, thereby sealing a sustainable intimacy.

Separate bedrooms, a fully open marriage, and no denigrating one another seemed like wins, so we signed a heads-of-terms agreement, sent it to our lawyers by scanned email, and clinked our cups together by way of a congratulatory moment.

My husband almost chewed off his lip, staring at me longingly.

“What is it? Do I look like dinner?”

“Can we do it tonight, Emma?”

“Do you mean fuck?”

“It seems to me that when we signed our agreement just now, a perfect opportunity to be intimate for the first time was made.”

I stared at him, slightly astonished that I had missed the opportunity. I wanted to treat Justin well for the sake of harmony in our home, our sex lives, and the parenting benefit of our children. My husband had fucked me plenty while we shared a bed, and now, with my romantic feelings cast in other directions, it seemed possible we might both enjoy a night having lewd sex.

“What about Maxine?”

“I know she regularly licks your pussy, honey - I doubt she will refuse to join in or object to us fucking”

“Oh, she told you about the other night?”

“And she mentioned what happened here, at the office where Duncan fucked you, and she cleaned up - I’m not judging by the way, just saying.”

“I can do tonight, Justin, but I’d rather not sleep over.”

“What about us inviting Maxine, too?”

“That’s up to you and her.”

“She will join in for sure.”

When I stood to leave, Justin looked excited, even happy - more than I had seen since I left his bed. I knew Maxine would tilt his feelings away from him and that, eventually, fucking me once a month would become a novelty that might quickly become tedious for him.

Duncan told me that my intern had a little black book replete with names and contact details of sluts, couples, and bulls, so my whole strategy today was to achieve increased decoupling in our marriage while waiting for slutty Maxine to slide into my old shoes, giving my one-day ex-husband precisely what he wanted - an open marriage.

Conniving? Maybe, but I had a plan to help everyone and entered it with a kind heart and good intent.

I arrived home with my kids at the same time as Bree, who was now my regular girlfriend. A few hours of explaining was all Justin and I needed to tell the kids what they already knew - Mom and Dad were splitting up, but we would be around them constantly and live under the same roof.

Our children only really cared that we would live in the same house they did and that we didn’t quarrel. The fact that Auntie Bree and their cousins would visit more often and sleepover was great news to them.

After our children went to sleep, Bree and I lay on our bed cradled in each other’s arms, kissing romantically rather than with sexual intent. She pecked me on the cheek and checked her watch, much to my suspicion, as though she knew what was happening.

“Don’t tell me who you are fucking later, Emma, because I want us to make love when you come back to this bed.”

“Okay, sweetheart.”

“Is it okay for me to see Chris and Noah alone?”

“Of course, honey - you may hook up with whomever you wish.”

“I really want twins to fuck me like they did you.”

“I had a great time with both guys, which I will repeat. Full disclosure, babe: I am dating Chris soon, but… come to think of it, why don’t you join us?”

Bree’s lips felt like cherry blossoms falling onto mine, each sparkling and spreading a fresh, vibrant flavor of love into my mouth. I believed she knew I would fuck her brother soon, but in light of the fact condoms would not be used, my girlfriend would prefer I didn’t confirm it.

My sexual compass had veered me away from convention, judgment, and the rules of others. I enjoyed freedom defined by me, an erstwhile ill-treated wife who gripped the bull by the horns, redefining herself and saving a few shreds of her marriage - our offspring being most important among them.

Fucking Justin again, unhindered by our marital bitterness, would be fun, even though he was far from being my most proficient lover recently. We were becoming a sexually charged, interconnected community with needs and wants that must be met, love paramount among those. Without seeking and bringing compromise measures and seeing everything through a selfish lens, our structure would fall apart. If Justin and I failed to cling to one another in a mutually satisfactory way, acrimonious divorce, separation, financial hardship, and shared, dislocated parenting would follow.

I was making sure we each had our cake and ate it.

When Maxine knocked softly at the door and entered our bedroom, she looked excited to see me, nodding politely and knowingly at Bree, who released me from her arms. At some point, they would find each other and make love, as each person living in or visiting our home found their place, but that didn’t trouble me because sharing was essential.

In my old marital bedroom, Maxine helped undress me in front of my husband, which felt weird. His trembling, excited expression when hungrily and lovingly looking me up and down aroused me but confirmed Maxine had her work cut out for her.

I pulled on my bottom lip, splayed my pussy lips wide apart while Maxine hugged me from behind, plowing two fingers along my creamy furrow. When Justin’s lover tasted my pussy, I saw precum drool from the tiny eye on the reddish head of his bulging cock.

“I’ve missed you, Emma.”

“Let’s make this a good one, husband. Bury your cock inside me.”

“Can I cum inside you?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

“Thank you.”

I clambered onto the bed, placing a foot on either side of my husband’s waist. When I stared into his face, I saw his happiness from our early marriage years, and at that moment, I knew this lifestyle could work. Maxine worked my swollen, sticky clitoris from side to side with a thumb using one hand while her other gripped the base of Justin’s cock and pointed it at my hole.

Like a bridge between marital disharmony, Maxine slid her lips down my husband’s cock, deep-throating him noisily, gagging violently until saliva drooled down her chin onto my foot. She rubbed my sticky clitoris in a circular motion with care and diligence, bringing us both to a boiling point before declaring open season on my husband’s cock.

“Slide onto his cock now, Emma - take your husband.”

It felt ritualistic when I squatted and felt my husband’s swollen cock head part my quivering, soaking wet labia. When Justin was halfway inside me, I enjoyed him far more than I had in years, all because of a changed sexual lifestyle and some compromise.

As Justin’s gnarly shaft sunk deep inside my tight, slick pussy I grinned back at him, enjoying every inch of his solid flesh as I was impaled on it. It felt like we renewed a vital connection, the same as before but different. I clenched my soft tissue pussy walls tightly around his cock, milking my husband, reminded his was the precious seed that impregnated me.

I sighed deeply and stared lovingly into his eyes when my pussy bottomed out on his cock, grinding my trembling labia into his pubic bone while Maxine kept an even pressure and circular, rolling motion from a fingertip on my clitoris. When she mounted our bed and took position behind me, I wasn’t expecting such a beautiful kiss from a divinely wonderful and agreeable girl.

I felt Maxine wanted to help us and that she knew by fucking us this way, my husband might one day pull away from me and be hers in whatever relationship style they defined. As she planted soft kisses across my back, neck, and up to my earlobe, rubbing my slick, pink pearl with one hand, kneading a breast with the other, I shuddered in the throes of an orgasm such as I had not enjoyed with Justin in a long time.

“Milk every drop of your husband’s seed out, Emma - then take it to Bree and feed her.”

“Wh-what?”

“I know what you are doing, sweetie. I just wish I was feeding Justin’s cum to his sister tonight.”

“Argh!”

I climaxed hard, shuddering, staring at my husband with all the friendship I could muster without leaning heavily into love. My pussy trembled, and I felt hot semen splash deep inside, filling me with the salty load I would feed to another.

“Go on - leave now, Emma. I’ve got this. I’ll clean his cock - you run to your lover before Justin dribbles out.”

“Are you sure, Maxine?”

“I can turn your husband’s head. Please let me stay here with you, Bree, and him.”

“Of course you can.”


Chapter Twelve

New Horizons

◆◆◆

It was hump day, but this time I wasn’t feeling the drag of a week’s work tethering my soul to the desk with a heap of insurmountable problems. My constant sexcapade lifestyle and numerous sexual liaisons had lifted my self-esteem so high that no mountain of work seemed impossible to tackle.

It was also date night with Grant, and I had no idea what to expect, which further excited me. After work, when I left the office and saw Justin waiting outside in his car to collect Maxine, I stopped beside him, smiling disarmingly, and leaned on his window.

“Why don’t I bring your girlfriend home tomorrow while you do the school run? It will save you and Maxine a lot of trouble.”

“That’s kind of you, Emma, but isn’t it weird for you?”

“Do you think it’s weird for your partly estranged wife to bring your new girlfriend home?”

“I don’t, but I am sure the neighbors do.”

“Shall we ask them to bring Maxine home so she doesn’t struggle for hours on the bus, changing twice on days when the school run is your turn?”

“Point taken.”

“I’ll go one better, Justin. I’ll bring Maxine home every night, even when I am doing the school run. Enjoying girl talk while the kids play Nintendo Wii in the back of the car will be nice for a change.”

“You are too kind.”

“We must work together, honey. The whole point of our non-divorce pact is to give us both a better life. Sharing the commute burden seems like a sensible way to enact our agreement, right?”

“Yes.”

“By the way, you know I am going on a date tonight, right?”

“Will you be coming home afterward?”

“I don’t know.”

“Okay, Em, well, don’t worry about our kids - I’ve got this covered.”

Bree had some parent-teacher meetings going on, so I agonized over dress selection alone, trying almost everything in my closet before returning to the figure-hugging black dress I wore to my wedding reception.

To be naughty, I wore my wedding lingerie as well, although I wasn’t certain Grant would fuck me after dinner on our first date. Bree advised it was unlikely he and I would have sex because our parenting group leader preferred creating a romantic bubble within which to fornicate.

When I was dressed, mainly wearing my wedding evening outfit and pearls my husband bought for me, I spun and posed in our full-length mirror. I desperately needed an independent, objective opinion, so I knocked on Justin and Maxine’s bedroom door.

Maxine shouted come in, so I did, almost certainly catching her sitting on my husband’s cock. I was glad they covered up with a duvet because I was sufficiently aroused already.

“I am sorry to disturb you, Justin.”

“It’s no problem - you look beautiful if that’s why you came.”

“It is - I needed an opinion, sorry.”

“You look a million dollars, Emma, just like on our wedding night.”

“You noticed that?”

“Who wouldn’t?”

I smiled when the springs bounced on my old bed as I left their bedroom. Maxine’s long, passionate sigh, followed by a big groan, confirmed she was doing her bit to repair any emotional harm that befell my husband while we transitioned.

My kids knew Mom had a date night having no problems with it, so I kissed them goodnight and left by the front door when Grant showed up, bearing a gorgeous bunch of flowers. He was a perfect gentleman, opening my car door and helping me in with one hand.

He looked gorgeous, too, wearing yachtie clothes: bold, brilliant white trousers with starched creases down the front and back, a navy blue Polo shirt, and blue nubuck boat shoes.

“Where are we eating, Grant?”

“At the yacht club.”

“That makes sense based on your dress - are you a member there?”

“Yes.”

He grinned broadly, slipped his Porshe 911 into gear, and hit the gas hard, sending me backward into my seat with a giggle. I found him enigmatic, and I liked that masculine, powerful quality. Grant could have bragged about his apparent wealth, evident by his car, but he didn’t, and that was a significant plus for me.

I realized how understated he was when he parked at the yacht club. When he opened my door again and helped me out, I smiled and pointed to his parking sign.

“I see you aren’t just a member here, Grant. You are the club Chairman.”

“I am.”

“Why not say anything?”

“There was no reason to. I want you to like Grant, not the yacht club chairman.”

“What about the Porsche owner? Should I like him too?”

“It’s nice to impress you as Grant.”

“Honey, you watched a train of guys fuck me - no, actually, you organized each carriage on that train. We can skip a few stages and some sensitivities here, so why not show me who you are.”

“I intend to, but I want you to know that I am very keen on you, Emma.”

Grant held my hand with trembling fingers, surprising me that he was so anxious about our date. I knew he wanted me, but it seemed I had wrongly figured that being in charge of the parenting group meant he needed to fuck all the female members at least once. I remembered the day of my induction and how that quickly turned into my first gangbang, and how pleased my date was to organize that for me.

When we strolled past the yacht club entrance and onto the wooden slatted piers, a beautiful star-studded sky with a full moon greeted us. Slivers of silver shards sparkled on the almost still waters where hundreds of yachts were moored, each gently swaying.

Grant turned left, gripped my hand more tightly, and took me on a marina tour, pointing to relevant landmarks.

“Have you been yachting for long, Grant?”

“All my life since I was ten. Mom was also a yachtie.”

“What about Dad?”

“He died when I was five.”

“Oh my.”

“It was just me and Mom.”

“Is that why you are so respectful to me? Sorry for asking, but you seem very kind and gentle while still being masculine, no offense to your Dad.”

“I guess Mom played a big part. I enjoy respecting my female significant other, but not to the extent my wife takes it to. She’s quite cruel.”

“I’ve heard stories.”

“How about your situation at home, Emma?”

“It’s getting better. My husband and I recently signed a no-divorce pact, which puts us in a far better place - I even helped him find a new girlfriend who stays at our home. My kids know I am on a date night tonight with a new man, and I have no curfew.”

“That’s nice to know.”

“Is it, Grant?“

I stopped and grinned at him, judging his mood and state of arousal. Grant’s pupils were dilated, and his bottom lip trembled wildly. A deep smile brought out cute dimples in flushed red cheeks, and his fingertips vibrated while I held his in mine. I looked down, not hiding the reason, and the man reputed to have a nine-inch cock was definitely ready to use it.

“You have an erection, Grant.”

“It would be hard not to have a hard cock around you; such is your beauty.”

“Would you like me to help you with that large piece of wood?”

“I wanted us to talk first.”

“I hear you never fuck on first dates.”

“That’s not entirely true. There are circumstances I prefer to be in place before I sleep with any lady.”

“Such as?”

“A discussion about our lifestyles and an honest perspective about whether there is a future.”

“I am okay with doing that, sweetheart, but this is such a romantic spot; it’s a shame for us not to kiss.”

Under the moonlight and with water sloshing relaxingly against the underside of our boarded pier, Grant leaned in for our first kiss, and I was swept away. His lips seared against mine like lava overrunning a town, unexpectedly taking my breath away. Our tongues touched in an explosion of a million sparks that danced in my mouth like a fizzling effervescence.

My knees buckled, and Grant held me upright, gripping both my ass cheeks in his palms, drawing me closer. Our kiss lasted until the end of time, feeding me boundless energy that could consume a sun. I gasped when he broke off our kiss and stared at me with unbridled love.

“Oh fuck, Grant.”

“What is it?”

“That was the most amazing kiss of my life.”

“For me, too, Emma.”

My heart pounded like a cheetah’s chasing down a gazelle. I was overheating with hormones powering around my body, activating every fiber of my womanhood. I hadn’t expected to be so aroused or to have caught feelings that I wasn’t sure I had, but I had surely just been bowled over by a soulmate.

I tingled all over, warming, shimmering, prickly goosebumps on my bare arms and unclothed legs, more so where his body made flesh-to-flesh contact with mine. When Grant pulled me closer, gripping my ass cheeks tighter, I felt his enormous cock press hard into my dampening pussy, almost parting my labia.

“I want to make love to you, Emma.”

“On our first date?“

“No, I mean as a girlfriend. I want to make love to you - not just a one-off fuck.”

“What about your wife, Sienna?”

“We are almost divorced.”

“I see.”

Grant was in an elevated state, emotionally charged and sexually aroused, and I worried he might be moving too quickly, romantically speaking. I wanted to fuck him and enjoy seeing him more often, but I also wanted Bree as a permanent romantic partner in my life and maybe Chris too.

He kissed me again, and I knew then the first time was no emotional fluke as I reached down his washboard stomach with a palm, rubbing the hose-like cock tenting his pants. I wanted to fuck and then talk, maybe eat too, but most of all, I wanted the man naked so I could check him out and explore the body I felt rippling against mine.

To fuck him hard and leave without care would be unfair to Grant because he had caught feelings for me, but also, to pretend I could ever become exclusive to anyone would deny my own pleasure. I tipped my forehead against his, gathered my emotions, and prepared to speak the truth even if it hurt.

“I want to say up front that I can never be exclusive again, Grant. It’s a red flag for me.”

“For me, fidelity is a no-no, too. Consensual non-monogamy is the only way, but how you get there and manage multiple relationships simultaneously is important.”

“Don’t you have that regime with Sienna already?”

“No, she cuckolds me and cheats. I don’t want that. Sharing is great, but most of all, communication and honesty are crucial.”

“Okay - let’s talk over dinner. Shall we get back to the restaurant?”

“We’re having dinner here, Emma.”

“Where?”

“On my yacht.”

Grant pointed at a nearby massive catamaran lit up beautifully. I noticed a smartly dressed crew member standing beside a boarding passerelle waving, and I almost fainted.

“It’s enormous.”

“A one hundred foot long Sunreef Power catamaran”

“Okay, no shitting me, Grant. How much did this boat cost you?”

“Roughly fifteen million dollars, including upgrades.”

“Fuck!”

“This is what I feared most, Emma. Please don’t be swayed by my money because that’s what happened with Sienna.”

“I’m not swayed, honey; I just wasn’t expecting anything like this, to be honest.”

“Shall we board?”

“Yes, please.”

“After you, sweetheart.”

Grant was a gentleman, guiding me carefully along a gangplank where a cute sailor helped me across the end gap. I removed my heels and enjoyed scrunching my bare toes into the freshly lacquered teak deck of what felt like a superyacht.

“It’s not a superyacht, Emma.”

“It’s enormous and so luxurious.”

“You can easily travel around the world in it.”

Grant gave me a tour of his boat, passing our dining table on the aft deck. The relaxation area onboard the power catamaran’s main deck comprised a luxurious lounge space with a massive L-shaped cream leather sofa to portside, a drop-down 55’’ TV, and a custom-designed drinks bar to starboard.

Towards the bow part of the saloon, the yacht’s galley, where the chef was busy making dinner, had restaurant-quality amenities and access to a cold room below decks. The main deck also housed a state-of-the-art gym, looking out over the ocean and leading to a vast bow terrace with sun loungers and yoga mats.

With natural oak veneers, rose quartz, brass accents on wood rails, and custom-built cabinetry, the interior décor of the boat reflected a classic design. As he showed me the boat, I noticed homely interior styling continued in all the catamaran’s staterooms.

Twelve guests were accommodated in six large ensuite cabins. The master suite in the port hull featured a king-size bed and a private outdoor relaxation area. As I felt the silky high thread count bedding with my fingertips, I knew I would be fucked in it later.

The closet was immense and unexpected, easily fitting a hundred pairs of shoes and all bags, dresses, and other clothes to match. When I sat and bounced on the bed, smiling at Grant, I saw he stared along my thighs, so I opened them wider to offer a better view of what I had to offer.

“I am wearing my wedding day lingerie, Grant. In fact, everything I have on today is from the evening reception.”

“Why?“

“I want to unburden myself of my marriage entirely without disrespecting or hurting my husband or kids. That means retaining all my happy memories and moving past them with these protected symbols.”

“Are you saying that getting fucked in your reception dress sort of decommissions the garment to daily use?”

“There seems little point in never again wearing clothes I love because the man associated with them is no longer part of my romantic life.”

“That’s very deep, Emma.”

“You must be going through something similar with Sienna?”

“In a manner of speaking, yes, but in my case, it’s an acrimonious divorce. Having agreed on a financial settlement, we are now arguing over who owns my frozen sperm.”

“Oh my, that sounds a barrel of laughs.”

“Sienna wants my seed as a backup in case she cannot find a superior candidate to impregnate her. I want to grow a family somewhat differently.”

“With another wife?”

“In a polyamorous relationship with more than one wife.”

“I see. Would this harem have more than one male member?”

“Yes, of course.”

I never revealed my relief because a man wanting many women, excluding all other men from the group, sounded like Justin, perhaps worse, and I never wanted to go there again. I spread my knees wider, grinning at Grant while he stared at my lace-clad pussy that trembled like the steel railway line ahead of an oncoming locomotive running at full speed.

My nipples were solid and aching to be sucked, I definitely had caught some feelings for Grant, and I trembled while sitting on the bed in a state of unusual unrest. My pussy lips engorged, and I felt hot in the crotch, but I didn’t want to fuck him, at least not yet.

“I can smell your pussy, Emma.”

“So can I. Shall we eat dinner before this goes too far?“

“May I eat you first?”

“Can you be that disciplined not to fuck me once you taste my pussy, even if I beg you for that monster cock I know you have?”

“I can hold myself to a high standard of decency, yes, but I have a question, maybe two.”

“Go ahead, Grant.”

“If we can be in a relationship, hypothetically speaking - I know it’s a big if, but if we can - would you cuckold me or cheat?”

“Never, but I would sleep with other guys and girls, as mentioned earlier. We’d discuss everything, but I would not expect you to prohibit or control my sexual activities. You’d always know where I was, with whom, and what I was doing.”

“That sounds reasonable. And would the same rules of behavior apply to me?“

“Are we still speaking hypothetically?”

“Yes, Emma.”

“In a relationship with me, you could date and sleep with other women to the extent you wish. A lot would also depend on how Bree feels because she and I are discussing being in a relationship. I am also planning to date Chris.”

“So, if everyone were agreeable, could I also fuck Bree?”

“Of course, as far as I am concerned, but that would be between you and her. I would hope we could all fuck together, but I can’t speak for her.”

“But if it were just me and Bree, would you be informed beforehand?”

“I would not need to know about you and Bree if we were in a three-way relationship and living in the same house. Similarly, if Chris joined our… shall we call it quad polyamory?”

“Yes, that’s a good term to use, Emma.”

“Well, if Chris joined us, he would have the same romantic and sexual access to Bree and me as you would. I guess a shared calendar would be essential, denoting date nights as a four, couples, and any planned nights for sex together or with others.”

He considered my points carefully, as I did his. It was clear that a nuclear family wasn’t on either of our horizons, but I believed Grant wanted kids, hence his comment about an ongoing sperm war with his wife. I wanted more kids, too.

“So, you see yourself in a romantic relationship with other men and women, having a network of fuck buddies separate from that, Emma.”

“Yes. Complicated, isn’t it?”

“Not really - it’s more or less what I want too.”

“Hypothetically speaking, though, right?”

“Yes.”

Grant was on his knees while I had spread my legs wide open, enjoying his lusty, hungry gaze. I imagined my swollen slit was barely covered by the thong panties I wore on my wedding night. He looked starving, like a hungry lion drooling over recently slaughtered prey, biting his bottom lip hard like it would assuage his deep desire.

“Don’t draw blood on your lip, honey.”

“Sorry, Emma.”

“It’s okay. You look like you need to lick my pussy.”

“I do. It’s important to me.”

“Does your wife appreciate the attention of your tongue and the reasons why you need to kneel before her and lick her out?”

“No.”

“Neither does my husband.”

“Do you understand why it’s important to me, Emma?”

“Yes.”

“Can you explain as you understand it, please?”

“You want to be a real man, a provider, protector, husband, father, and lover. Part of that means you need women to be worthy, treasured, and special, even in the consensual non-monogamy roles we already discussed.”

“I want to please my women.”

“Like a King pleases his Queen?”

“Exactly. Not master and slave - a montage of equals, loving, supporting and-.”

“Worshipping each other?”

“Yes.”

“Is that what you’d like to do before dinner, Grant?”

“Yes. I want to go down on you.”

I rolled back on the bed, reached up my dress, and slid down my panties, handing them to Grant. He sniffed the thong reverently, lingering at a tiny sliver of gusset I could see was soaked in cream. I opened my legs wide, shunted my ass to the edge of his bed, and waited for Grant to enjoy me in any way he wished.

His soft kisses from my knees, along my silken thighs, made me tremble energetically as the final few rungs on my staircase to sleaze were covered quickly. He parted my pussy lips with both hands, then plowed a flattened tongue along my creamy crease, slurping copious sticky juices in his path.

“Oh wow, Emma.”

“What is it?”

“You are so fucking tasty.”

“My period is due in the coming days. We hit it lucky tonight.”

“Will you stay over, Emma?”

“What… here?”

“Yes.”

“Let’s have dinner and discuss what happens next, honey - for now, why don’t you enjoy what you need.”

He licked my pussy real good, just as any girl would wish for, repeatedly plowing his tongue along the entire length of my creamy slit, starting by riding across the ridges at my anal whorl, sucking my clitoris gently before going back down again. When he sucked the sweet veneer from my thin, wrinkled tips on both labia, I moaned and shuddered, rifling my fingers through his hair while he whimpered and purred in delightful pleasure.

When Grant forced my thighs back, fully exposing both my holes, he ate me like a child licks the leftover cream in a cake bowl. Waves of pleasure coursed through my body as my new lover, perhaps a boyfriend in the making, kissed, sucked, and licked my most private parts, nuzzling his nose against my sticky clitoris while forcing his tongue as deep inside my pussy as possible.

“Lie on the floor, Grant.”

“Will you mount me?”

“Yes, but what happens if I squirt?”

“I’ll treat it as my appetizer.”

“Are you sure?”

“Damn right, I am Emma.”

“Okay.”

Grant rolled back onto the floor as a gymnast might, and I stood quickly, stepping one foot across his body so he could watch dinner being served. I ruffled my dress high before sitting on his face, carefully but not as ceremoniously as I might have been were he at the start point of performing cunnilingus.

I gently rode Grant’s face, staring down into his eyes, noticing his love for me. His nostrils soon filled with my sticky cream, and I raised my lips from his often, allowing him to breathe easily.

The thought that the only thing Grant could see, smell, and taste was me or my creamy hormones got me onto a high like I had never enjoyed. Every other man I had fucked in the weeks since Justin released me from my marital vows had been purely for sexual pleasure, but Grant was so much more than all the others because he worshiped me, and later, I vowed to return the favor.

I wanted his semen inside my pussy, swimming to an egg that one day would be unprotected. I also wanted my tonsils coated with his salty semen, a sign I belonged to him but could still be loaned to others. I rocked back and forth, face fucking Grant, enjoying how hard his nose ground my throbbing clitoris and how deep inside my hole his tongue reached.

When I screamed, tossing my head wildly, Grant covered my bloated urethra with his lips, devouring every drop of unicorn pee I squirted. We were joined sexually and emotionally, and I had to confess it felt more overwhelming than the day I fell in love with my husband.

Grant sought relief, freedom, and spiritual fulfillment by using his tongue to play in every fleshy fold, hole, or pink nub he could lick or suck. As my orgasm developed, rose, and fell in waves, eventually dropping off, I kneaded my breasts through thin dress fabric, tweaking both solid nipples hard.

I staggered to my feet and offered a hand to Grant, which helped him up. I saw my sticky cream smeared across his face, coating his lips and blocking his nostrils, and I giggled, trying to step back into my pointless thong.

When he kissed me, I got a delicious slathering of my cream and savored that while his lips and tongue devoured me. I felt an intensity gather and sweep me into a hazy cloud as we shared my juices, carefully cleaning each other.

I stepped back, stunned and goggle-eyed, pointing at him while panting to catch my breath.

“I-I-I can’t believe it. You are the best pussy licker ever, Grant.”

“It’s because I want you so much.”

“Same, same.”

“When you catch your breath, shall we dine Emma?”

“Yes, please, honey - what are we eating?”

“Lobster.”

“Ohh, my favorite.”

“I know.”

“How do you know?“

“I met with your husband and told him how I feel about you. He gave me some hints and tips about likes and dislikes, then asked me to be kind and respectful with you.”

“Oh my. I had no idea.”


Chapter Thirteen

Powered Catamaran

◆◆◆

I stepped back into my panties, wriggling my ass alluringly for good effect. I wanted to seduce, entice, and hard-wire this beautiful, desirable man because I wanted him dearly. Grant had pleasantly surprised me in many ways. His wealth, although shocking, wasn’t an issue for me. I owned an executive-style home, had plenty of money in the bank, and a great job.

While my riches did not equal Grant’s, I had enough to be comfortable and happy.

I was surprised by how well-aligned we were in our perceived romantic futures. Grant sought polyamorous love, as did I, albeit mine had a separate standalone agreement with my husband to take care of our marriage.

When dressed, I followed Grant down a corridor and chased him upstairs, with us giggling like children. Hand in hand, we stumbled through a luxurious lounge, almost falling because I laughed so much. We were both out of breath when he finally pulled out my wooden dining table seat on the aft deck under moonlight.

I slumped in my seat, sighing, feeling more emotionally engaged than I had with any man or woman since my youth and pre-marriage dating. I smiled across the table at my lover, glanced around, and squealed excitedly, clapping my hands.

“We’re sailing, Grant.”

“We are under power, sweetheart - we have no sails. This is a power catamaran.”

“Oh, I see - but we are moving.”

“I thought we could dine while watching the lights on the coast as we slip past.”

“Where are we going?”

“To a small cove where we can safely anchor for the night, then return home in the morning.”

“Wow.”

It felt incredibly romantic watching the moonlit coastline slip by with occasional sparkling lights from homes and small communities, raking beams from car headlights clawing the skies above, and street lights that appeared and disappeared quickly. It all mesmerized me, not least because Grant had meticulously planned every detail of our evening.

I eyed him, feeling horny, needing his cock inside me and for us to make love, but first, I had questions, and we needed to talk about where all of this foreplay was going.

“Why did you speak with my husband?”

“Who knows you better than Justin?”

“That’s a good point, but I am more interested to understand your motivations. I don’t mind that you did, by the way.”

Grant looked uneasy, staring out to sea like a mariner far from home, worrying about what course to set. I rested and focused on the beautifully set table with highly polished pebbles scattered to spell my name in the center. Shards of fish netting, small, brightly colored toy boats, a red and white striped lighthouse, and an area of sandy beach created a flawless diorama on a table that was a tribute to me.

“Who created this table, Grant?”

“I did it for you.”

“Why?”

“For the same reason, I needed to know if Justin would allow me to do what I wanted with you.”

“What do you want from me, honey?”

He gasped and struggled for breath, nodding, smiling, and looking incredibly cute but extremely tense. When he composed himself, Grant was Mr. Darcy to my Elizabeth, and my chest swelled while a tumult of emotions roared through me.

“I love, love, love you, Emma.”

“And I love you too, Grant.”

Tears flowed down his cheeks, so I stood, circled the table, and sat in his lap, cradling his head into my chest. He sobbed with joy, releasing the pressure of a man who believed his love was unrequited, but it wasn’t, and he should know that by now - even though confirmation wasn’t given.

I wouldn’t claim to be as far down the road to commitment as Grant was, but I wasn’t far behind him, and essentially, the gap between us was a matter of relationship format and rules.

Two handsome, well-dressed servers brought steaming hot lobster, already shelled and arranged beautifully on white porcelain plates, bathed in a pink creamy sauce. I nodded at the servers, who speedily left us alone, and I cuddled Grant because the food no longer mattered.

“What did my husband say to you?”

“He told me we deserve to be together if we feel the same way about each other. Justin also said he has fallen in love with a girl from your office.”

“Her name is Maxine.”

“Yes. He said you guys worked things out and that he was happy.”

“Although we are still in the early days of our agreement, Justin and I have evolved and grown apart most sensibly.”

“He suggested I don’t ask you for an open relationship - apparently, that’s where it all went wrong between you and him.”

“Not necessarily. Justin was selfish, and I can’t live with that in a relationship again.”

“I am not selfish in that sense. I am happy to share and be flexible.”

While sitting in Grant’s lap, grinding my throbbing pussy against his solid cock, I accepted two glasses of champagne offered by a cute young server girl who also handed me a handkerchief to dry away tears. I daubed Grant’s eyes lovingly, smiling confidently, and gave him a glass of bubbly, taking mine.

I raised my glass, proposing a toast.

“To us, Grant.”

“To us.”

“And to this sailing boat.”

“It’s a powered catamaran.”

“To this powered catamaran.”

“You make me feel better about the world, Emma. I find myself wanting more and laughing with you.”

“I haven’t felt love like yours touch my heart in a long time, honey, if ever.”

“I have never been in love this deeply.”

“It changes things, Grant.”

“In what way?”

I kissed him softly, stood up, and moved back to my chair, pointing at our food to get that underway before it was too cold to eat. The coastal scenery flashing past us a few hundred meters to the port side was spectacular. Vertical granite cliffs were bathed in bright, silvery moonlight, creating highlights and shadows that presented the most impressive natural wonders.

Rhythm and Blues from Ray Charles and Toni Braxton oozed from the onboard music system, speakers of which seemed everywhere. I was lulled into complete relaxation as I stared at my lover, still pondering his question.

“You asked me in what way does this change things, Grant?”

“Yes, please explain to me how you see things.” 

“After I decoupled from Justin, I wanted no solid romantic ties. That meant having as many lovers as I wished - almost an open marriage, except it didn’t include my husband. Now it does. Perhaps he didn’t mention that he and I will sleep together once a month.”

“He said it would help with your family cohesion.”

“Yes.”

“I do not see how this changes anything between us or for you.”

“Well, I was happy to enjoy casual lovers and also girlfriends and boyfriends, the former being fuck buddies, the latter two being more romantically based - but I never saw this depth of feeling coming.”

“Am I in the latter category?”

“I don’t think Bree and Chris want to commit to me like you do. I feel you want to raise children with me someday.”

“I do. Bree and I discussed that.”

“Does my sister-in-law love you?”

“To some extent, yes, but not in the way I feel about you, Emma.”

“I also do my homework, Grant. Like you did with Justin, I visited Sienna to ask if you were available.”

“Oh my - what did she say?”

“Your wife was more interested in how she could arrange a date with me and have you forced to watch. She is a dominant, if you ask me, a cruel one.”

“That’s my wife for you.”

“When I declined to sleep with her, Sienna settled down and admitted everything bar the semen war was over between you two.”

“She won’t get my seed.”

When I took a mouthful of lobster, my mouth had an orgasm, and I grinned, nodding enthusiastically while Grant laughed at my joy. I could see myself marrying him and bearing his children, but I also saw myself romantically locked in with Bree forever and maybe Chris. I definitely didn’t want to be monogamous, and neither did Grant, but I didn’t want to cheat behind anyone’s back.

“About Bree, Emma.”

“We should talk about Bree with her present, honey.”

“That’s true.”

The best conversations happen in calm moments when we take time to consider our feelings and thoughts and convey them honestly. Grant and I were having such a wonderful conversation, and the more I thought about him and me together as core partners, and the more we agreed on our lifestyle dynamic, the more I fell deeply in love with him.

“Your wife won’t be a problem anymore.”

“Good. How do you know that?”

“She will find her semen elsewhere.”

“Why? How?”

“I told her that if I get pregnant with you, her children and mine would be half-siblings. She didn’t like the sound of that because her kids would spend time with you, me, and their half-siblings on occasion, whereas the opposite wouldn’t happen for our kids with her.”

“Oh wow - fuck me, Emma, that’s a genius move.”

“Shall I fuck you now or later?”

“Sorry, it was a figure of speech.”

“I know, but I am going to fuck you tonight.”

“About that-.”

Grant’s voice tailed off, and he looked amused, secretive, sleazy, and funny all at once. Something was going on that I couldn’t quite grasp, but I faked naivety and ignored the sleazy elephant in the room.

“I handpicked my crew for a reason, Emma. The men and women aboard are excellent sailors, but they are bulls and swingers, too. The girl who served us champagne is married to the man who delivered your lobster.”

“Oh my - that’s fucking naughty.”

“They are here available for mutual pleasure.”

“Do you mean like swapping partners?”

“Not tonight, but I know you like to fuck hard, so I figured we might invite a couple of guys to join us in bed. With three of us fucking you, a good night’s sleep is assured.”

“Is that how polyamory works for you, Grant? We get together as a couple, form a tight bond, and invite others into our bed?”

“Bree is the current exception, but we may share others on a regular basis, and agreed-upon rules can allow us to enjoy other casual liaisons - gangbangs included.”

“I like it, Grant, especially the rules.”

My panties were soaked before Grant licked my pussy. Now, my upper thighs were sticky as glue, and I could smell the tawdry, creamy mess oozing from my pussy that quite possibly would soak through my dress, staining the cushion on my wooden seat.

With an accelerating heart rate, I took Grant’s hand with only one secret left to reveal. My research into possible partners was more extensive than I had let on.

“It’s all about commitment, Grant. I realized early on that my phone’s parenting group software application shows each person’s dating and hookup history. I assume the data creates bubble maps that suggest compatibility.”

“That’s correct. It helps to create orgy and gangbang scenarios and participation based on who fucks who, fucks who, and so on.”

“I assume you paid for the software development?”

“Yes, I own all the intellectual property.”

“Good, but that’s a side issue. The last time you dated or hooked up was the day before we met.”

He looked shocked, like a rabbit caught in the headlights, his eyes searching everywhere for an escape. His vulnerability—call it love—seemed instant when we met, and I needed to understand that better.

“I err… umm, oh my, I-.”

“Did you fall in love with me at first sight, Grant?”

He sighed and stared at me with puppy dog eyes. Suddenly, the fear vanished, and only love remained.

“Yes, Emma. The moment I saw you, I fell in love.”

“Thank you for being honest.”

“I feel adrift now.”

“I already said I love you too - there is no reason for any confusion between us.”

“I still don’t understand where we are going.”

“Neither Bree nor Chris stopped dating and fucking others - the app tells me that. In fact, Chris has doubled down on his sexual activity, taking more partners since fucking me than he did beforehand. It suggests he is sexually interested in me, but the dating thing is probably a means to that end.”

“Do you love Chris?”

“No, but I have some romantic feelings for him - I thought we could have a romance.”

“What does it all mean, Emma?”

“It means you and I can be together, but we must figure out who else is in our circle, to what end, and how we travel this dangerous journey together.”

“Have you heard about the one-hundred-mile rule?”

“Yes. It applies to if we sleep with others without prior consent when one of us is traveling. It can include the rule of wearing condoms. Do you like that idea, Grant?”

“Yes, very much, but I also must have fully disclosed consensual non-monogamy. That’s why I didn’t attempt to hook up once we met. I wanted to work hard for you and see where that goes.”

“Okay. So when we are not separated by one hundred miles, we should fuck other partners together.”

“I would like that too, Emma.”

“If we are apart and one of us finds a partner we want to sleep with, we should seek consent first, but if that’s impossible, we must disclose what happened afterward.”

“Yes, and wear condoms.”

“There will be no cheating of any kind then, Grant?”

“None, ever.”

“I fully agree. Also, neither of us should ever take one for the team. If we want to fuck another couple, it must be on the basis that each of us likes the other partner.”

“I think we are on the same page, Emma.”

“I do, too.”

Polyamory wasn’t going to be easy because it was much more than simple consensual non-monogamy, although it was that, too. Having multiple tiers in relationships, sharing and managing romance, love, and the art of sex while maintaining integrity would not be easy, but it must begin with one core partner, adding others carefully, lovingly, and with the type of communication Grant was willing to have with me.

“I want us to date Bree soon, please, Grant. Let’s discover her mind on her husband, you, me, and whatever she wants to discuss.”

“I want that too.”

I reached across the table, clasping his fingers in mine, staring into his fiery eyes while I trembled with desire. It was time to set aside food, champagne, and small talk because all of that, plus everything else that happened so far, made me desperate to make love and move forward.

“If the two guys are invited into our bed, I want you to fuck me first, Grant.”

“Agreed.”

“When you recover from fucking me, I want to watch you and the server girl while her husband takes me.”

“Oh my, Emma. You are the perfect life partner for me.”

“Maybe we are soulmates - let’s find out.” 

He stood, took my hand, and we walked into the lounge together. Grant spoke briefly to the men who would help him fuck me and to the girl who smiled demurely at me, making her desire obvious.

It was the oddest first date, with five people undressing in the VIP cabin of a powered catamaran, but we were unconventional lovers, and this seemed like the first solid step toward a new future. I would enjoy making love to Grant, and for good measure, the two other guys would fuck me, fulfilling any carnal pleasure I needed.

My new lover would have that fulfillment also, fucking another man’s wife while I watched.

I kissed Grant amid the caressing, soft kisses planted across my buttocks, back, and shoulders by two men, David and Simon, who took me from behind. Gianna, the beautiful Italian woman married to David, kneeled beside us, caressing Grant and my thighs, kissing and licking from the waist to the knees, tantalizing.

I felt lewd and surged with happiness, trembling all over in a frisson of sexual excitement. I wanted cock, but most of all, I yearned to make things work, at least to the stage where Grant could be my steady, polyamorous boyfriend.

I gripped his cock at the trembling base, smiling into his eyes while shifting myself to one side. When I stared down at Gianna, she drooled, desperate to suck what I held tightly in my fist.

“Go ahead, Gianna. Something tells me you’ve sucked my boyfriend’s cock before.”

“I have.”

“Good girl - get him ready to fuck me, please.”

Being kissed and caressed by two men, one of whom kneeled, prised open my ass cheeks wide open, and licked my anal whorl, is a lewd act I recommend to all women everywhere. Holding my boyfriend’s cock for a slutty wife to suck is like the icing on the cake if there is anything of a voyeur in you. Gianna clenched her lips around his helmet and slurped greedily at Grant’s cock while her husband slid his tongue across the tightly packed ridges of my anus, rimming me beautifully while I shivered like a soaking wet doe on a snowy day.

Grant kissed me passionately, enjoying my gentle wanking strokes of his stiff, gnarly shaft while Gianna sucked him off noisily. His lips were aflame, his tongue electrifying while my hormones surged, tingling, warming, engorging every part of my body as I ascended to a new, happy place.

While Gianna dealt with Grant’s immense cock, almost dislocating her jaw, moaning and choking as she sucked halfway along his shaft, he gently tapped his forehead against mine.

“You called me your boyfriend just now, Emma.”

“I did.”

“Is that what I am?”

“Would you like to be my boyfriend?”

“Dearly and desperately, my love.”

“Then let’s do this, Grant.”


Chapter Fourteen

New Love

◆◆◆

Gianna continued sucking Grant’s cock, feasting on and slurping his precum until I forced him onto the bed. His immense cock stood proudly erect pointing at the ceiling as he lay back, presenting the most ripped, gorgeous, tanned body a woman could ever hope to fuck.

Grant was posing, flexing, and subtly peacocking, and so he should, being a beautiful man, forcing my hormones to beg me to fuck him.

My warm-up supporting pussy act shuffled onto the bed. Grant sat up, and Gianna wriggled behind him until he was seated between her wide-open thighs. David and Simon each reached for a hand, helping me onto the bed, but before I could squat on, lie down onto, or lean in to kiss my new boyfriend, the men kneeled and cradled me into a seated position, opening my knees wide apart.

“It looks like I am to be your dessert, Grant.”

“I adore eating pussy.”

“I prefer you to lie down, and I sit on your face. The guys feeding me to you might become awkward if you have staying power. They would be far better employed resting, with Gianna keeping them hard so each one can fuck me after you’ve cum inside my pussy.”

“Words to live by - I love your dirty talk, Emma.”

“I love the thoughts of three guys taking turns about fucking me all night - you have no idea how much I enjoyed my first gangbang.”

“I saw a wild performance, and that’s the sort of sexual freedom I can guarantee you without insecure emotions causing us to quarrel.”

“Oh, my - good. I’m looking forward to watching you fuck Gianna later. I have developed a voyeur penchant, especially when watching a lover I enjoy. Bree puts on a hell of a show.”

In a change of plan, Gianna wriggled out from under my boyfriend, but not before I caught the aromatic whiff of delicious wet pussy that soaked his back. I grinned at her as I was lowered into a seated position on the now horizontally inclined Grant’s mouth. My satisfaction was instant when his tongue plowed along my creamy pink furrow while I trembled energetically, and my womb sparked aflame like a kiln baking a precious artifact.

I groaned and leaked tawdry, sweet pussy juice into Grant’s mouth, feeling more aroused and in love than ever in my life - my emotions boiled and raged against inhibitions and restraint. I wobbled and gasped strenuously, rocking my crotch back and forth on his face, judging how much weight and pressure to apply while fucking my new true love’s lips.

I stared down between my legs, giggling joyfully while enjoying the sparkling wonder floating in my new significant other’s eyes. I cradled Grant’s head in both hands, holding him in the perfect feeding position so that he could eat my pussy and drink its bounty to his heart’s content.

I had developed a spiritual feeling about tongues and cocks going inside me, a completely different mental rationale from the one I have when playing with sex toys. I watched Grant’s tongue slide as deep inside my tight, sticky, pink hole as it could while his lips opened to suck mine inside his mouth. In my frisson of excitement, I felt deeply devoted to the man making love to me. It had been a long time since I felt that urgency in emotions, the quickening of my heart, a blood rush to the head, an all-over body tingling and euphoria in a bubble where nothing except Grant mattered.

As I rode his face, squelching, moaning, and while kneading my breasts so hard they ached, Grant slurped his meal disgracefully, purring, whining, and whimpering, entirely possessed by me as I was by him.

“I need your cock inside me, Grant.”

“Fuck me now, Emma.”

“I intend to.”

Our fuck buddies sensed a gravitas to the situation and knew my frantic crawling around Grant’s body was more than frantic movements to reposition a slutty hole to sink onto his cock. They understood our deep, meaningful passion when they saw it and kept out of our way while we made love for the first time.

Gianna kept my bulls entertained, down on her knees like a good girl, gripping one cock tightly around its base while sucking the other - alternating frequently. The slurping and popping of her working their cock heads hard echoed in my head like a tawdry chorus of my lovemaking.

I straddled Grant’s cock, allowing its top side to rest along my creamy, well-licked slit while I enveloped my beloved in long hair which draped around his face creating a cocoon. I stared into his excited face, reading every story he planned for our future, loving each animated flicker in his cheeks, the sparkles of devotion in his eyes and trembling lips confirming his heady arousal.

“I want your cock deep inside me, Grant.”

“May I cum inside you?”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“Are we starting a journey here, right now, at this moment, Emma?”

“I think our ship sailed already, honey, with both of us on it.”

“I love you.”

“I know, and I love you too, Grant.”

I lifted my ass a few inches, cupping Grant’s swollen glans with my swollen, wet pussy lips, kissing him with the entrance to my hole. I felt soaking wet and leaked cream onto his cock while watching how intensely my pussy’s effort to suck him off lit up his world.

“That feels amazing - how the fuck are you doing it, Emma?”

“I haven’t done this in years, but I want to give you something special. I have very powerful kegel muscles, but when I massage your cock like this, there is a downside later.”

“What downside?”

“My orgasm will be so intense, I’ll squirt uncontrollably and make a mess.”

“Sounds like nothing but upside to me.”

“Do you swallow lady cum, Grant?”

“Shouldn’t that be my line, substituting lady for man?”

“Funny - but yeah… I always swallow.”

“Me too, Emma.”

I compressed my pelvic floor, massaging his cock harder, releasing only so I could slide my pussy down and put myself on it. With three inches of hard cock buried inside me, I gasped and puffed repeatedly, stretched far wider than any man had before. My silken, sticky sheath was full of his cock, and I felt every gnarl and bloated vein on Grant’s shaft as they pressed a new owner’s signature into the soft tissue walls of my pussy.

I felt his cock stiffen as every muscle tensed and he strained. Grant’s contorted face conveyed his considerable physical effort. My cunt was being molded into my new boyfriend’s cock shape, and I couldn’t have been happier.

I took more of his cock deep inside me, sliding down Grant’s cock millimeters at a time, shuddering like a severe earthquake and screaming while tossing my head and hair around wildly. He was losing control of his emotions, pleading with me for more pussy, to the extent I craved him so much more than I had even wanted my husband when we dated.

Grant never moved, wanting me to control my descent onto his iron-stiff love rod. I felt my stomach full as I bottomed out on his cock, and that topping off of my pussy assuaged the overwhelming hormones that controlled me. I rested for a moment, rocking enough to enjoy a tight squeeze against my cervix, with both palms flat on his chest, gasping, grinning like a fool, and with a long trembling rod massaging deep inside me.

“Your cock is pressing hard against my cervix, Grant.”

“Does it hurt?”

“No, but it’s the first time this hard for me.”

“I’ll go easy.”

“I prefer to be fucked hard, please - especially this first time. It feels special for me.”

“You’re controlling our pace and depth, Emma - take all you want.”

“Good point.”

I fully leaned my weight onto Grant’s chest, lifted my ass, sliding my cunt off his cock. I frowned, stared with saucer-like eyes as though amazed, and groaned as his mighty shaft slid out of my quivering pussy. Making love to a wonderful man who loved me felt different because I was turbo-charged with hormones and floods of adrenaline that powered my muscles.

My head swirled full of thoughts about the future.

I slid my pussy back down Grant’s cock, gasping and wriggling to get it all crammed in while enjoying how much he filled me. I was wholly focused on wanting, needing, and enjoying having his cock buried deep inside my body and treating it well, so he and his shaft would wish to return soon and often.

My soft, sensitive, trembling tissues and taut muscles molded around his cock shape, and I closed my eyes, picturing his seed fertilizing my egg, loving how he twitched and moaned as I clenched tightly on and off, milking him with powerful muscles I had left unrestrained for a long time - too long.

Grant’s chest was solid, beautifully sculpted, offering the perfect launch pad for me to ride his cock hard. Never averting my eyes, I slid my pussy up and down slowly at first, creaming my hormones along the lengthy, gnarly shaft I would fuck repeatedly for decades to come. A slick sound like banana peeling suggested I left a sticky treat on my lover’s cock, and Grant frowned in disbelief, having a similar spiritual experience to mine.

I saw nothing but unconditional love in his eyes.

I fucked Grant harder, faster, grinding my solid, sticky clitoris into his pubic bush, enjoying how deep I took his cock, smashing an aching cervix that needed plenty of love.

When my orgasm came, Grant gripped my ass cheeks in talon-like, clawing fingers, opening my crack, using his bodybuilder-like biceps to curl me like a bar, sending my pussy up and down his cock at twice the speed I could manage. I reached up toward the ceiling, cascading my hair down my body, writhing through waves of joy like a pleasured goddess being taken by her earthly lover.

I was noisy, screaming, echoing around the boat like a siren, taking her lover on the ride of his life. He thrust his hips sharply, shimmered and shivered like a leaf on a moonlit wind, trembled like the ground around a volcano, and then he came deep inside me.

I felt every drop of Grant’s hot seed decant from his twitching cock as his body convulsed in ecstasy, and he filled me with his precious love. I gasped and screamed in his face, daring the gods to try my desire.

“I love you, Grant.”

“Oh god - I have no words.”

“You’re not supposed to while cumming inside me.”

“I love you so much, too.”

As his cock softened, we kissed until I knew my bulls were needed to service me. I slid my pussy off Grant’s cock, and crawled down the bed backward with my slit pointed high, back steeply arched until I could suck my boyfriend’s creamy cock.

My first bull needed no prompting, and I was glad he had a giant cock, albeit an inch shorter and thinner than Grant’s. I didn’t spill a drop of my boyfriend’s seed from my sloppy seconds pussy when my first alt lover slid his cock inside me, going balls deep in his first thrust. He moaned, wriggling his cock deep inside me, which felt good because I hadn’t been fucked enough. My ass cheeks were cleaved apart by two helping hands, and my lover pumped my fuck hole hard while I sucked my boyfriend’s cock.

My sweet hormonal flavor mixed with Grant’s salty semen, burning my tongue, a true delight. Another man energetically pumped me hard from behind, scuttling me as dogs do to one another at a bestial pace. He fucked me hard, frequently changing his style, with his feet on the floor one minute before mounting the bed, gripping the tailboard with his toes, and taking me deeper.

Being fucked by a stranger felt empowering. I was free and not at all desecrating the cock I was sucking or the seed it had deposited deep inside me.

When my first bull came inside me, I orgasmed again, just thinking about the sperm wars that ensued deep inside me. I imagined the race between two men to my protected egg, knowing my heart and money were on Grant to impregnate me - clearly not today, but whenever we chose.

My lover’s cock exhausted itself, twitching to its energetic end, and he stepped away, yielding to another bull with an equally sized solid shaft - it was Gianna’s husband, and I saw in her smile the cuckquean dilemma that many women love. I felt dribbling, sticky seed cascading out of my well fucked hole while I brought Grant’s cock back to an immense erection.

I pushed my boyfriend back from a half-leaning position until he lay flat, then beckoned Gianna to share.

“Ride my boyfriend’s face, please honey.”

“Do I get a turn on his cock?”

“Later. I want a second shot on Grant’s cock after your husband finishes inside me. You’ll fuck Grant hard… promise me?”

“I will do him as though he were my own.”

That lewd thought stuck with me while I licked a healthy, salty coating of sticky precum off Grant’s cock while Gianna mounted his face like a bicycle saddle. Her husband was an accomplished lover, slamming my hole with his considerable solid, meaty rod, getting traction despite my sloppy state. I orgasmed over and over, watching my boyfriend lick the slutty crew girl, enjoying how deep inside her pussy his tongue reached and how much harder serving her made his cock.

When Gianna’s husband screamed while I orgasmed hard, clenching his cock tightly, I felt more semen fill my already creamy, gaping wide cunt. I roared, groaned, and squealed while my emotions burned like the sun as I slid off my lover’s molten hot cock, aiming straight for Grant’s.

Grant had recovered his erection in twenty minutes while I was fucked hard by the bulls. My pussy ached delightfully, especially the cervix my boyfriend crushed when I rode his cock earlier. I was sloppy wet inside, but still, Grant’s cock hit the spot, stretching my soft tissue, creamy walls wide while he fed on Gianna’s slutty juices. He clawed her pussy wide open with trembling fingers in desperation while I fucked him harder and faster than I ever thought possible.

Grant was a consummate lover, easily able to fuck and satisfy two women, and I thought of sweet-tasting Bree and me taking turns to fuck him all night. My next orgasm soaked my boyfriend’s thighs as an earlier prediction of a wet, squirty ending came true. I didn’t care because Gianna kissed me deeply while I stuttered, gasping, incapable of coherent speech.

Grant came deep inside me, sending the fourth semen load to join the war, improving his odds, and I was exhausted, deeply sated, and in such a blissful, intoxicated state that I rolled off my boyfriend’s cock to watch from the side as Gianna descended into a perfect and beautiful 69, sucking Grant’s softening cock. She must have enjoyed my flavor because after she cleaned his cock, her tongue sought out every salty, sweet drop of my unicorn pee coating my boyfriend’s thighs and balls.

David was ready to go again, sliding between my legs to fuck me missionary style while I craned my neck and watched Grant licking Gianna’s dripping wet hole. I reached out and pulled her ass cheek wide, giving him better access and me an improved view.

She was an unselfish lover, insisting on me fucking the bulls and enjoying all of the cock. Sometime late after midnight, I got Grant’s cock solid and presented it to Gianna.

“Are you sure, Emma?”

“I want to watch you fuck my boyfriend. After all, I fucked your husband plenty.”

“Okay then - thank you.”

Grant was longer and thicker in cock size than Gianna’s husband, and he was the first this evening to puncture the seal on her tight pink hole. When he did, she gasped and writhed uncomfortably, then her pussy stretched as mine had, and she began fucking him properly, joyfully, and seriously noisily.

Bizarrely, I felt proud watching my boyfriend fucking another man’s wife, knowing I possessed the heart and soul of the most prime cock in our bedroom. I chose to share lovers like a sexually adventurous woman enjoying a unique relationship with her equally intrepid boyfriend. Grant stared lovingly at me when he shot his creamy load inside Gianna while she held her husband’s hand tightly, mumbling her marriage vows.

There was only one thing left to do when Grant finished cumming inside Gianna. She knew it too and crawled into a 69 position, lovingly spreading my messy, creamy hole between her index finger and thumb while I did the same, licking my boyfriend’s seed out of her swollen, pouting, well fucked hole.

In between Gianna and me giving each other excellent tongue, the men cycled through us, taking turns to fuck and squirt semen inside one hole or another. Our three bulls performed masterfully, each loaded up with Viagra, but we could have used more cock, something I might suggest in the future to Grant at an appropriate time.

Our three lovers left at 4 a.m., and I nestled in Grant’s arms, enjoying his warmth and the post-coitus joy that fizzles on like the never-ending ferocious toil of our sun. I stared deep into his eyes, seeing all the markers of true love shining back, those same signs I hoped to see in a true soulmate for years.

“Emma, I had a message from Justin a couple of hours ago.”

“You talk to my husband?”

“I think we can become friends. It’s important for your children, you, and him.”

“I’m shocked, is all - what did he say?”

“He told me you don’t need to rush home in the morning and that he and Maxine can get the kids ready, then do the school run.”

I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, laughing loudly while Grant looked quizzically at me. I checked my phone, too, and saw no messages from my husband, with only one from Bree.

I am enjoying fucking the twins and really like Chris - is he free to date? My divorce with Sam is pending. We agreed it was time, and I want our decoupling to go like yours.

Chris is free to date you, honey. XOXO

I was glad the twins had found a regular bed partner in Bree and that she was romantically interested in Chris. A pressure that had built in me all night was suddenly released, and I sighed with immense relief.

“You seem disturbed about something, Emma.”

“I am, but it’s not bad, although I feel very emotional. It seems Bree has caught feelings for Chris and wants to pursue that. He and his brother are in my bed fucking her right now, and according to Bree, it’s going very well - she’s divorcing her husband amicably.”

“Why are you close to crying then?”

“I made an awful miscalculation, Grant, and I feel relieved. I have fallen so deeply in love with you I can’t replicate this with anyone else, and I knew Chris was keen to date and romance me. I am pleased he and Bree found each other.”

“What does this mean for polyamory between us?”

“I still want it, but not to this intensity with anyone else. It would be good for us to create a solid relationship before we invite others romantically.”

“It’s hard to control our emotions, Emma. This is why I chased you so hard, in case I missed the boat.”

“And here we are, rocking from side to side on yours, Grant.”

“I shouldn’t let this worry you, honey. We can build strongly together and join with other people for fun using the tier system you mentioned at dinner - but we must be careful and always keep each other as the primary lover.”

“I know. I must be more careful what I wish for, Grant. I just might get it.” 
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