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Introduction


One of the best parts of being an erotica writer is all the little scenarios that build in your head along the way. Some of them become full-blown books, others become portions of a larger story. Still others exist in their own world, fully formed as an idea or scene all by themselves.

The website Medium.com provides an outlet for these shorter works to find life. Many erotica writers use this platform to express these shorter-form ideas. I do a couple of stories a week on this platform. Most are originals, though I do excerpts from my books as well.

This is my first collection of stories originally published on Medium. I have tried to group them by type of story, but as you will discover, each is unique in its own way, often defying simple categorization.

FIRST-TIME HOTWIFE

These tales are about wives who find themselves in situations that challenge their view of what proper behavior for a wife and mother should be. Many wives find the idea of going out to find men for experiencing sexual pleasure both repugnant and wrong. And it is, for them. Yet, for some…

Many husbands like this idea. We call them cuckolds, stags, or just perverted. These husbands encourage their wives to find this pleasure where they can.

These stories are about the wives that have found their own path to pleasure. One accepts an invitation to play from a well-endowed stranger at a resort. Another gives into the fantasy of her husband, finally making it her own. The last has been keeping her fantasies in a diary, eventually sharing that diary with her husband.

SUBMISSIVE WIVES

Fantasies of dominance and submission are common among many husbands and wives. Many see it as a longing for their partner to be stronger, more controlling. These partners simply want to feel the pleasure of letting go, giving into the demands of their lovers. Deep down, they want to feel the freedom to be ‘forced’ to do what they have always wanted to do.

These stories are about wives that have followed this pull to do something deeper, to give in to this impulse. One is a wife whose husband gives her what she deserves. Another about a wife who gets swept off her feet by a Dominant she met at a business conference. The last is about a husband who gets invited to a therapy session that reveals his wife’s deepest desires.

UNEXPECTED RESULTS

Now and then, our husbands and wives find these fantasies take them in unexpected directions. Some pleasant, some… not so much.

These stories look at how variety may not always be the proverbial spice of life. One finds a husband drawn to his hotwife differently. Another, where two retirees engage in harmless flirting with a young server. This flirting pulls them unexpectedly into a sensual situation that will change them. The last is a harder tale of a couple looking for a larger endowed partner for the wife. When she gets it, the mythical threesome of the husband’s dreams takes an unpleasant turn.

Each of these erotic stories is a stand-alone tale to be read on its own. Enjoy them all late at night for a quick, hot read. They were sure fun to write!

Thanks for reading,

GK


FIRST-TIME HOTWIFE


Chapter 1
Invitation to the Spa



We had only been at the Temptations in Paradise Resort for a couple of days. Mainly, we stayed on the nude beach side, enjoying the sun, surf and people watching. I especially enjoyed having my wife flaunt her gorgeous body in front of everyone.

Ingrid declared late that afternoon she needed a break from the sun. When we got back to the room, there was a certificate on the table for a free full-service spa treatment. That was sure nice of them, I thought.

‘A spa treatment is just what my skin needs after all that sun,’ she giggled. Her eyes avoided mine as she talked about it. I didn’t think anything of it at the time.

While I read books and enjoyed the downtime, she spent all of our third day at the resort spa. When I went to pick her up for dinner a little early, I found out her skin wasn’t the only thing getting a treatment and that she wanted more than her nails polished!
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This spa is a zoo, I thought to myself, as I walked around the warren of different cubicles, rooms and hallways. I had been looking around the first floor for 10 minutes, going from space to space. Finally, I tired of looking, and went up to the front desk.

“I am looking for my wife, Ingrid Loria. She had a free spa treatment today. Haven’t been able to find her. Could you tell me her room number?”

The pleasant older woman behind the desk turned to her computer screen. “Oh yes,” she giggled. “The ‘free’ treatment. Those are all done on the second floor. She is in Room 236. I will call up to let her know you are coming.”

“No need. I’ll find her.”

“Are you sure?” the attendant asked, her face flushing bright red. “She might be busy.” How busy could she be, I thought, with skin lotions and nail polish?

“No… no… I’ll be fine.” She settled back in her chair, shaking her head.

I walked back toward the stairs, wondering what that was all about. Why would she be busy in such a way to make the attendant blush like that? Weird…

The spa wasn’t all that big, despite its confusing small rooms on the first floor. When I made it up the stairs, the layout was completely different. It had one straight hallway with numbered doors on either side, like any hotel hall in the world. The difference was the lack key card slots or lockable doorknobs.

When I reached 236, I didn’t hesitate to enter. Why should I?

As soon as I walked in the door, I got an answer to ‘Why not’. My wife was on a daybed, on her knees, while this enormous black guy gave her every inch of the largest cock I had ever seen! Her face was on the bed, whimpering with each thrust as he pulled back to give her the full stroke every time.

She did not react to the door opening, too lost in her lust, I guess. He did. A huge smile greeted me as his head nodded toward my wife, eyes widening, making sure I saw what was happening. He could not have been happier about what he was doing. Or about the response he was getting.

I wanted to run over and rip him away from her. Yet, I couldn’t move. I stood transfixed as the door closed behind me. My cock found instant life as it pushed out of my shorts, hard as iron.

My chest tightened as I heard her whimper. I knew what that meant. She always did that when she was on the verge of cumming. Okay, be real. Not exactly THAT whimper. She never moaned like that when I had her on hands and knees at home.

My wife’s face flushed redder with her arousal as each groan grew louder. This was going to be a monster blast!

The surprise was my reaction. I should be outraged! Angry at the unfaithful slut going behind my back. We had been married over 10 years with two children, and this is how she treats me?

Yet, something softened in me as I watched. I could see the pleasure all over her face. Her teeth clenched in determination as her hips pushed actively back against her tormentor with each thrust. Her nipples were rigid, like pencil erasers, flopping as he pleasured her.

Worse, my eyes could not stay away from her pussy with each pullback. My eyes could not avoid the white cream that slowly dripped onto the bed as his withdrawal revealed her swollen, red lips. Clearly, this was not the first time they had done this today.

I wondered if this had been the free ‘treatment’ on offer all along. And whether she knew that when she came. A sudden spark of memory… her weird giggle when she learned of the free offer… her eye avoidance. Fuck… she did!

None of that mattered as my steaming cock throbbed in my shorts. I could not resist pulling down my zipper, yanking the shaft into my fist.

Her blast, when it came, brought a wail out of her mouth that almost made me cum right there! I could see the wave of her release, her body shaking. This was the first time I had ever watched my wife’s orgasm without being involved. I shuddered with the power of what she was feeling. That may have been the greatest orgasm of her life!

The guy looked at me with a radiant smile, pulling back at a gasp from my bride. Clearly, she did not want this to be over.
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Her eyes opened to look back at him, only to see me standing there. She startled at first, then saw me stroking myself. Her eyes widened, smiling as she winked at me.

“Hey, babe. Like what you see?”

I didn’t know what to say. Hard to ignore the hard cock right in front of her. Yet the shock of her acceptance… was she comfortable with me finding her this way?

She hooked her finger at me, telling me to come closer. Her hand wrapped around my cock as I approached, pushing mine away. Her hand continued to pull me in, until her lips wrapped around the cockhead, her tongue licking away the precum.

“I have a confession to make, don’t I?” she giggled, pulling me out of her mouth briefly. As she used my shaft for her own pleasure, she talked in between plunges.

“Kenton saw us on the beach the last couple of days. When you got us drinks one time, he came up to whisper in my ear how much he would love to fuck me. I didn’t think anything of it until I turned my head to see his cock bouncing only inches from my face. He told me I would get a free spa offer soon. If I was willing, I should accept.”

She pulled me out of her mouth, looking up into my eyes. “Please don’t be mad, babe. I knew it was wrong. That cock… I had to know what one that size would feel like inside me. I’ve never had one that big before.”

Kenton reached up, rolling her onto her back, forcing my cock out of her mouth. He pushed her legs wide, entering her again. The groan from her throat caused her to drop my cock completely, closing her eyes. I could see the pleasure flowing through her body again as all her concentration moved to that one pleasure point below.

My heart nearly cracked in two, knowing there was no way I could compete with that monster.

“We have brought her much pleasure today,” Kenton said matter-of-factly, as if that was his job at the spa every day.

“We?”

“Oh, my love. So much…” she said, groaning with each plunge. “I have barely left this bed all day. Kenton has given me so many orgasms in so many positions… oh god… I wish you could have seen me! Before lunch, he had two friends join him. They filled every hole until I nearly passed out from cumming so often. It was glorious.” She could not continue talking, lying back. Her moans on Kenton’s thrusting filled the room again.

All three holes? My wife allowed them to fuck her in the ass? The shocked look on my face could not be missed, even though her words made my cock throb even harder. What was up with that? She had never allowed me to do anal at home!

Suddenly, as if she had just realized what she was saying, tears filled her eyes. Even through the moaning, she knew something had to be said. “Oh, babe. I’m so sorry. I don’t mean to hurt you. Or plan to stay here. This is a onetime thing. You know, what happens at the resort, stays at the resort!”

His plunges quickly drew her attention away again, groans filling her as he pushed her legs further apart, pushing in deeper.

“Have her pleasure you,” Kenton said. “They like that very much.”

‘They’ he had said. I suddenly got it. This WAS his job, pleasuring the women that visited the resort. He was bringing every bit of his experience… and talents… to offer her as much pleasure as possible.

I guided her head toward me. “Open your mouth.” My tone made it clear I would not brook any resistance.

Ingrid gasped at my forcefulness, obeying instantly, taking my shaft as far down her throat as it would go. I pushed it in, simply letting her have as much as she wanted. And she wanted a lot. My loving wife, mother of our two children, kind companion and friend, simply could not get enough cock after a day like today.

Kenton slammed into her, the pace and force increasing as he got ready for his own release. My wife thrust her hips out at him, going to town on my shaft. She needed everything we offered.

I was so aroused at her behavior, words started pouring out of my mouth. These just excited her more. “Suck my cock, you slut. I want you to swallow it all. I’m going to fuck your mouth, to fill you full of my cum, while your stud here fucks you harder than ever.”

My nod to him gave him my permission, though I chuckled to myself. It wasn’t like he needed my permission the rest of the day. He grabbed her hips, using every ounce of power he had in those immense arms. The moans coming out of my wife almost made me pull out of her mouth, for fear she would bite me off. Kenton knew what he was doing.

Her moans flowed through my cock, causing that inevitable tickle that I always loved. My wife was coming apart right in front of me, the pulses of pleasure filling her as she took me deeper down her throat.

She shuddered as my cock began jerking, filling her with my seed. She only groaned louder, sucking on my cock like it was the essence of life itself. I was in a hurry, wanting to pull out before she had one of those monster blasts with her big friend. There was no telling what those teeth might do to my poor manhood in the face of THAT! Because her big friend was fucking my wife to the edge of consciousness!

I felt the beginning of her release as I pulled out. Her muscles were seizing across her entire body. She laid her head back, cumming hard against his continued violations of her sheath. Sounds came out of her mouth I had never heard before, explosions of pure lust.

That triggered our big friend as he pounded into her. I could see his balls clinching with each rope of his seed that poured into her welcoming box.

It was so hot to see her cum this way, all I could do was lean down, stroking her hair.

“I am so glad you did this, Ingrid. I loved watching you cum like that.” She shuddered, seemingly as much from my words as from the after-effects of the blast.

Once she could concentrate again, her head turned to me, soft tears in her eyes. “Do you mean that? You forgive me.”

“What happens at the resort, stays at the resort, right? I don’t want to find out you’ve become some kind of hotwife around our hometown. Understood?”

“Yes, my love, of course. Only at the resort.”

“Then I think we should do this more.” I turned toward Kenton. “She’s probably done for today, don’t you think, my big friend?”

“Yes, I agree. Mrs. Loria seems very exhausted.”

“Then how about tomorrow night?” I asked. “Do you think your friends would be open to a return as well?”

Ingrid gasped at my words. She stared at me, wondering where this was going.

“Definitely, Mr. Loria,” Kenton smiled. “They are eager to play with such a lovely sexual creature. She gave much pleasure today.”

“Good,” I chuckled. “Come to our cabana tomorrow night at 7pm. You will have open access to her as long as you want. Or until she passes out.”

Ingrid giggled at those words. “I can last a long time, can’t I, Kenton?”

“Oh yes. Much endurance. She will provide much pleasure for all of us, including you, Mr. Loria.”

Yes, she will! “Does that work for you, my love?” I asked her.

She was laughing as Kenton used a wet cloth to clean her sex of the white cream still dripping out of her. “If it is okay with you, I would like that very much.”

I helped her off the daybed. Kenton handed me her clothes from a nearby closet. As I got her dressed, her loving eyes would not leave mine. We had crossed some kind of threshold without knowing where it would take us.

At that moment, neither of us cared. I wanted to watch her get all the cock she desired.

What happens at the resort, stays at the resort, right?
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Ingrid gripped my arm, trying to support herself as we walked back to our cabana.

“You’re not mad?” she asked, her grip getting noticeably tighter.

I should be! Walking in on her as she groaned on a cock the size of a salami was a painful experience, yet as I watched the pleasure she was receiving, something softened inside me. By the end, I was stuffing my own ‘salami’ down her throat… though, truth is, mine is more of a hot dog, compared to the guy that was giving it to her.

“I’m not mad. Watching you pleasured like that was very erotic… as you could tell.” Sucking me to a powerful release while Kenton was giving her everything he had definitely changed my mood.

Our eyes locked on each other as I stopped walking, pulling her into my arms. “No, not mad, though you should have told me before you went.”

It turned out she knew why she had received the free offer and what was going to happen when she arrived. Her new friend, Kenton, had invited her to the spa while she was on the nude beach. The massive log that swung easily between his legs convinced her to try it.

“I know…” she said, her face flushed with embarrassment. “Truly sorry about that. I just couldn’t… didn’t want to turn down his offer and was afraid you would object. Way before my friend Millie met her husband, she boasted about dating a guy with an enormous cock and how much pleasure she got from it. I wanted… no, I needed to feel that for myself.”

“I understand, my love. Still, have I ever given you reason to believe you couldn’t trust me? Or that I was prudish, wanting to deny you any of your fantasies?”

“Now that I have seen your hard reaction…” she giggled, “… it all seems so foolish.”

“Though we agree on one thing, right? When we leave… not sure what to call it… this ‘lifestyle’ remains at the resort? We have all the fun we want while we are here. After that, we leave it here. Or will I have to worry about you running around back home, looking for a repeat performance?”

“No, of course not. I have never run around on you… at least until today…” Her giggling head turned toward the cabana, colored with a hint of shame as we started walking again.

She said this with another of those odd giggles. It was clear we had crossed a threshold of some kind. Neither of us knew what this meant for the future. Both of us knew it was too late to stop now, at least while we were at Temptations.

As soon as we made it into the cabana, I went into the kitchen, searching through the minibar for something to drink. By the time I got back to the living area, Ingrid was fast asleep on the sofa. Those guys had really taken it out of her. I got her up, moving her to the bed. She was gone before her head hit the pillow.
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When I woke the next morning, she was still snoring softly beside me. I got up, fixed some coffee and thought about the night to come. Kenton would be there at 7 o’clock, and he was bringing two friends that had already tasted my wife’s charms. The prospect of watching her at the center of that cock storm already had my shaft hardening.

We had certainly gone in a different direction for this trip. Though, now that I think about it, I wondered if she had this in mind when she chose the Temptations in Paradise resort for our vacation.

I didn’t think anything about it when she suggested we come here. Now that we are here, it was clearly a ‘lifestyle’ resort. I smiled to myself. The way she took to the nude beaches… I should have picked up on the signs then. She wanted to get a sampling of the other ‘lifestyle’ choices as well.

Ingrid woke later that morning, exiting the bedroom dressed only in a light robe. I had made it a good way into my novel by then.

“Hey, sleepyhead. Those guys must have given you a workout…” I chuckled.

“They definitely did.”

“Ready for more?”

Her flush showed she was a little embarrassed as she looked at me tentatively, then nodded she was.

“Good. I have a full day for you today… at the real spa,” I smiled. “Hair, facial, massage, by a woman this time… After that, I’ll bring you home to shave that pussy bare. THEN, you’ll be ready.” I tapped her on the rear. “Get some clothes on. Your appointment starts soon.”

By the time she got back that afternoon, I could tell she was relaxed. Keyed up, even. Ready for what was to come. I gave her no time to recover before she was in a hot bath and had her legs spread in front of me with a razor in my hand. I love eating that sweet pussy. No question there. Still, I had never trimmed her like this, with my face so close, examining her every fold and tuck. I wanted to do that more often. So sensual and arousing!

I could not help myself. Once I had her shaved smooth and rinsed off, my tongue and lips were all over her, until she squirmed with a very satisfying release, hands on my head. “Just a warmup,” I told her.

When I was done, I gave her the light robe she wore this morning. “That is all you may wear the rest of the evening. If Kenton wants, take that off and stay naked the rest of the night. Is that clear?”

“You certainly have gotten bossy since all this started!” she said, laughing as she walked into the bathroom, looking at her newly bald snatch in the mirror. She lingered there longer than I expected, turning to me, fear clouding her face. “Are you going to watch me the whole time?”

“Of course. Wouldn’t miss any of it.” I paused… something in that look, stepping back. “You don’t want me to?”

“Yes, but…” she shuffled, her eyes avoiding mine. “When I was with them yesterday… by myself… I could really let go. Do whatever I wanted. Been thinking about this all afternoon. With you watching… I’m afraid you’ll be upset if I get too into it…”

I could barely breathe, staring at my wife. The shared pleasure of the coming session suddenly felt awkward, as if I was interfering with her fun. That I no longer had a role. “You don’t want me to be here?”

She must have seen the hurt look on my face, walking back into the bedroom, sitting on the bed. “Come sit, right now!” she said, tapping on the bed next to her firmly.

Emotions swirled in my mind like I had never felt before. I felt total rejection… by my own wife… for a bigger cock! Fuck! I had nothing to offer anymore if faced with THAT competition. Tears were welling in my eyes.

“Sit, I said,” her tone now brooking no exception, “right now.” I moved over slowly, uncertain of how to react, sitting down. She held me in her arms.

“Settle down, babe. Okay?” she said, stroking my leg. “I never said I didn’t want you to be there. I’m just afraid of what you will think of me when I completely let go… and I will. When they were all inside me yesterday morning… I couldn’t help myself. So exciting. Will you still love me when I let go like that? Still respect me in the morning, as they say?”

I was still shaking from the cascading emotions of before. That fear controlled me, if only for a moment. I shuddered at what that meant, even if she deserved a reply.

“I’m sorry, my love. I couldn’t handle you going out on your own. The only thing that made yesterday acceptable was my being there. Not sure my reaction would have been the same if I found out later… or if you hadn’t told me and it came out some other way.”

She shook her head, as if correcting one of our children. “No need to worry about that. I would have told you as soon as I got back to the room. That is not the point here. Will you think of me differently if I let those men do… what I want them to?”

Her hand gripped my leg, the edge of a finger caressing my cock through the shorts. “I want them to fuck me until I can’t breathe… until every hole is so sore I can’t continue… until they can’t get it up again. Can you handle me like that?”

“As long as I’m there for the ride, I want you to do all of those things. Can you do that? Let go while I am watching?”

“I wasn’t sure until yesterday. Truthfully, that was the reason I went without telling you. I wasn’t sure I could be your wife and his lover at the same time. The reality was so exciting, wasn’t it? Sucking you while he fucked me.” She quivered in front of me with the memory.

I pushed her back on the bed, diving my face straight into her sopping wet snatch. Yes, my beloved really gets excited by this. My tongue and fingers tormented her. She couldn’t stop talking.

“Kenton’s friends aren’t as big as he is. Kenton laid on his back while the others filled the other openings. I so want to do that again.” Her moans became more pronounced as I continued munching on her clit. “I want to have them in me while I suck on you. Would you be willing to do that? Let me control things?”

Oh yes, I thought to myself. I want to see my little slut in action. I said nothing as her groans became a feverish release. Getting up off the bed, I drove my lips into hers. The goo of her lady cream spread all over her face. The dirtiness of it had me hard as stone. Ready.

“Is that answer enough for you?” I chuckled.
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The doorbell rang at exactly 7pm. I asked her to answer in that thin robe. Kenton came in, introducing his two friends, Michael and George. She was right. They were not nearly as large as Kenton, though both seemed fit and ready to play. Neither could take their eyes off her nipples, clearly visible through the material.

Just as they settled on the sofa, I asked Ingrid to stand up with me. I gripped her arms behind her, somewhat forcefully. She squirmed at my control, not moving away. “Stand in front of them,” I whispered in her ear. She did. I let go.

“Gentleman, I think we all know why we are here. None of us can resist the charms of my lovely wife.” I reached around, untying the sash, pulling the robe off her shoulders onto the floor. I reached around, twisting her nipples gently, causing her to gasp at the sensations. “Truth is, she can’t resist you either. I think it is time you had your way with her. At some point, I may join in. For now, enjoy!”

I stepped away as Kenton stood in front of her naked body, Michael and George came up on the sides. Not a word spoken. Their hands did all the talking. They were clearly used to sharing. Her lips passed from man to man as hands touched every part of her.

Once, when the angle was right, our eyes caught. Those eyes smiled, a blissful thank you for what I had allowed.

Abruptly, Kenton picked her up, heading toward the bedroom. When he set her down, he told her to undress them all. I stayed out of the way, leaning against the door. I might as well have left the room altogether. These men totally absorbed her as she frantically pulled their clothes off, dropping to her knees, worshiping their cocks, now rigid and ready.

Kenton was clearly in charge. He enjoyed the oral pleasure, though he had something else in mind. He helped her to her feet, tossing her on the bed to her shrieking delight. Then he was on her.

I could see the moisture coating her labia as he moved on top, slamming himself inside with ease. The groan that came out of her mouth briefly filled me with panic, wondering if I should leave the room. No matter. I stayed.

This man knew how to give her what she wanted, driving into her like a jackhammer. It did not take long for those groans to become a wail of release as she wrapped her arms and legs around him, wanting so much more. And he gave it.

For the next hour, each of them would get on top, driving my wife crazy, then get off, letting the other guy have a shot. Each came inside her as she wailed a fresh release at this pleasure.

After Michael had his turn, Kenton said she needed a break. She protested, wanting to continue. None of her protests made a difference. Kenton had decided. She just laid on the bed, trying to recover her breathing. The guys went back to rummage through the minibar while I found a washcloth to wipe up the stew all over her inner thighs.

She looked at me, squirming at my touch on her hyper-sensitive sex. “Are you okay, babe?”

I just chuckled. “Don’t think about me. We’re here for you. I’m good. I want to see this fabled ‘letting go’ you spoke of. So far, it’s just getting humped.”
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“We can take care of that,” Kenton said as they returned from the kitchen. I backed off the bed, and the men pounced. They were all over her. With her mouth and hands, it didn’t take much to get them ready.

Kenton was on his back. The other two guys picked Ingrid up, impaling her on that massive rod. I moved behind so I could see that log opening her fully. The view was breathtaking. Her whimper of pure pleasure got me rock hard. Kenton smiled as he saw me pulling my shorts down, stroking myself.

His look became hard suddenly, shaking his head at me. No! It took me a moment to get the message. Do not cum, he was saying. I understood, nodding, slowing the strokes to provide a modicum of relief to the ache.

Soon, Michael stepped up, smothering lube all over his shaft, dripping some on her rear bud as his fingers prepared her for what was to come. She gasped at the feeling as Michael pushed her face down onto Kenton, moving into position between his legs.

Her groan grew deeper somehow. Knowing what was coming seemed to electrify her entire body. A grimace of discomfort came as he entered. That face soon turned to moaning as the two men began moving in concert.

George did not want to be left out. Kenton helped prop her up as George’s cock found her eager mouth. And that was her life for what seemed like forever! The men caused her body to twist and writhe in a torrent of pleasure. Climax after climax shook her.

I chuckled softly to myself as I finally realized what she meant before. Her body convulsed on the three cocks. Whenever George pulled out of her mouth, the groans became roars of pure joy! “Fuck me… fuck me… oh god… I love this…” I lost my beloved wife in a firestorm of passion and lust as her fierce grip on all three cocks filled her with pleasure.

The only mystery to me at that moment was why she thought I would lose respect for her because she had this intense experience. I loved watching this!

Michael could not hold on any longer, grunting as he blasted his full load inside her rear canal. Pulling out, he walked into the bathroom. I could hear running water, cleaning himself off, no doubt. George pulled out at the same time.

Kenton pulled Ingrid down on his chest, holding her tight as she quivered on top of him. All those releases brought a price. As she laid there, breathing heavily, George lubed himself up and moved to the backdoor. They weren’t done with her yet.

He pushed in. She cried out with the renewed sensations. As soon as he could, they were pushing into her with a coordinated assault that left my bride crying out, moaning at the sheer volume of what took her.

A hand moved off to the side. Kenton trying to get my attention. I glanced up. He signaled for me to replace George in her mouth, holding her head to the other side to make it a surprise.

I yanked the rest of my clothes off, getting on the bed. My wife’s unthinking lust prevented her from noticing. She only lived for the next release. When my cock touched her lips, she simply gobbled it in. Something stirred… she knew that cock very well.

Her eyes flew open, staring up at me. It was as if our eyes transported us to our own little world. Her groans were the same. The movement, the same. Only now, she was doing it just for me. Just for us.

She shuddered as the most powerful release of the night shook her. Again and again her body vibrated with the wild pleasure. Yet our eyes never parted as I shoved my cock in her mouth just as hard as the other guys used her lower openings.

Kenton tapped my arm, nodding at George. He was ready to go. And so was I. My pace picked up. The already brutal thrusts becoming vicious, using her mouth as a fucktoy. Kenton and George did the same.

In a coordinated assault, all three of us took her hard. Her body shook, out of control now, unable to handle all the intensity flooding into her. She cried out around my cock, the excruciating pleasure finally finding an outlet as her orgasm blasted all opposition away.

When George blew, Kenton soon after, I could hold back no longer, filling her mouth with so much jism she choked, trying to swallow it all.

I pulled back, trying to catch my breath. Ingrid collapsed on top of Kenton. All he did was smile, nodding his head with approval. He had delivered what he came for!

Kenton helped Ingrid roll off him, to lie on her side. Kenton got up, tapping my arm again, guiding me into the living room. As I followed him out, Michael draped a blanket over her shivering body. George was in the bathroom, cleaning himself off.

“Best to let her sleep now. She wants to go longer. Not a good idea. She will be too sore in the morning.” All three had cum twice this evening, my wife oodles of times. I simply nodded, thanking them for what they had done for her.

By the time I came back into the bedroom, she was asleep. I looked at the clock. We had been going at her for almost three hours. Washcloths and cleaning came next as I laid down beside her. She instinctively cuddled against me, as she always did.

Love for this woman filled my very bones. Joy was all I could think about. The joy that she felt all night. And my own joy… at being here to make it possible and to bear witness.

When my head hit the pillow, she stirred for a moment, turning to me. “Love ya, babe,” she whispered, stroking my arm. She had said this half-asleep so many times over the last decade I cannot count the times. This time… somehow… it felt more special.

My heart sang! Even after all those huge dicks, she still loved me. I wrapped my arms around her, happy that our love and commitment were stronger than ever. I was gone moments later.


Chapter 2
We Barely Made It to the Hotel Room



My husband had been talking about my becoming his hotwife for several years. I always figured it was just fantasy. You know, talking about outrageous scenarios to get us both excited.

After 18 years of marriage, we had fallen victim to the ‘long-married blues.’ Not that our sex was bad, just the same all the time. And mainly missionary at that. I wasn’t unsatisfied, just complacent, thinking every couple must go through this as their sex drives slow with age.

Becoming a hotwife? Going out to find men for the sole purpose of having them fuck me? That seemed too ‘out there’ for me. I had never cheated on Adam and wasn’t about to start now.

‘No, it’s not like that,’ he would say over and over. There would be no cheating if we both knew what was going on. We would do this as a couple, even if I would be by myself in the hotel room. He would know where I was and be taking part in his own way.

He called himself a Stag. I had to go look that one up. A stag gets off on the idea of having his wife pleasured by other men, especially if that man is large, fit, and has a massive tool!

Oh yes, this idea really got my husband going. He would describe in ever more detail what these men would do to me while we made love.

Over time, I fell into the fantasy myself. The idea of an enormous cock, attached to a hulk of a man, ravaging me as much as he wanted became my own favorite fantasy. My husband is not small, over six feet, though he was lanky, not muscular. Great husband? Yes. Hulking brute to fuck me silly? No…

He worked on me for at least a year before I enjoyed the images he painted with his words, and another year before I started adding my take on those words. He would start by building a scenario, then I would add how I would react, how I would handle the guy, and what I wanted him to do to me. Those sessions were so hot my orgasms became other-worldly, explosive and full-bodied.

When I finally agreed to do it, I found out my husband had already signed me up for one of those online services that specializes in hookups. At first, I was very upset. Adam had posted pictures of me, both my face and pictures of my nude body he had carefully cropped below the neck. When he showed me the five potential ‘bulls’ he had chosen for me, I forgot the outrage immediately, concentrating on the candidates.

Jonah was the winner. My sex almost gushed when I first saw his picture. The profile showed him as 6-feet-five, 240 pounds. He was handsome, in a rugged sort of way. The dick-pic… oh my god! Adam burst out laughing when he saw the blush covering my face and chest.

“I think you would like that inside you. Yes, I do…” he chuckled. “Should we reply for a meet?”

All I could do was nod my head, speechless with these unfamiliar sensations that controlled me. The longing for that rod had become overwhelming.

I startled when Adam hit the send button, and again when a reply came back only moments later. They set the date. This Friday night at Alfredo’s downtown. Jonah was in town for a convention and was hoping to arrange something while he was here.

Without another thought, I took Adam’s arm, dragging him to the bedroom. I needed some relief. RIGHT NOW!
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“How do I look?” I asked my husband. I had settled on a relatively modest sun dress that hung to just above the knee, and wedge sandals. The top hugged my breasts with a little cleavage. I could have been going out with my husband. Okay… maybe not exactly like that. I didn’t have any underwear. My nipples poked against the fabric, hard and sensitive.

He stepped up behind me, wrapping his arms around. His hand traced down my front, to find a sopping wet welcome down below.

“Oh, I don’t think looks will be a problem for you two. I’ve seen the texts you have been exchanging… and that sexting? Tsk-tsk, my little slut. He’s going to think you have only one thing on your mind!”

His fingers fondled my clit, causing me to moan as his other hand found the slit below. For a moment, I thought he was going to make me cum right there! No, my evil husband had only frustration on his mind, abruptly pulling back just before I came.

I whimpered at the sudden stop as he stepped back. “I think you’re ready.”

He was right. All the contact with Jonah over the last week had left me more turned on than I could ever remember. That video where he was jacking off, blasting his cum across the shower… I wanted to feel that blast in me so badly right now!

“Yes, I think you’re ready,” he chuckled, pulling out his car keys. He was so excited himself he drove me downtown. “I want you to enjoy yourself. If anything happens, I will be in the immediate area. Call me and I will be there quickly. Understood?”

“Yes, yes,” I giggled. “Nothing is going to happen. With all the texting back and forth, I’ve gotten very comfortable with what Jonah has in mind. The same as you had in mind when we first started all this, I think.”

I turned around to face my husband. “Are you ready for this? Me giving myself to another man? You’ve gotten me so worked up over it, I want to do it over and over. I hope you’re ready for that.”

“Don’t worry about me, babe. For 18 years, I have wanted to see this happen. I want you to get the fucking of your life!”

I believed him. He had certainly been after me to do it long enough!
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“Have fun,” Adam said, as I stepped out of the car in front of Alfredo’s. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” I groaned at his lame joke, winking as I turned toward the entrance, straightening my dress as I walked. I was nervous and so aroused it felt like I was ready to rip my clothes off right here.

Jonah was standing at the bar, talking to a very handsome black man behind it. Must be the bartender. He spread his arms as I approached, pulling me in close. His huge hands went immediately to my ass as his lips pressed against mine. I loved this, despite being in front of everyone at the bar!

He pulled back, my sudden unsteady breathing making them both chuckle. Looking at the bartender, Jonah said. “Told ya. Hot as a firecracker. Was I right?”

The bartender winked at me, smiling. “Very attractive. You two have fun,” he said, as he walked over to another customer.

Jonah pulled me to an empty booth in the back. I barely had time to sit before he was on me. Oh god… all that arousal in me exploded! I joined in the exploration he had started, groaning at his discovery of my lack of undergarment. Fingers found their way inside as I pushed my hips out, welcoming more.

“I don’t want to get another drink. Do you?” He asked in between kisses.

“No, take me to your room… I want you right now.”

All the way across the street to the hotel, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. I didn’t care who saw me, except for one. Just down the street, in a carefully selected parking space, was Adam, staring at us. I turned my ass toward him, taunting him with a flip of my dress, exposing my bare ass.

Jonah noticed. “That’s the hubby you told me about, the cuck?”

“Yes. He has been looking forward to this moment for a long time.”

“Let’s give him a good show before we go up. I’ve scouted out a place.”

Between the hotel and an office building was an alley. It had everything from utility units to dumpsters. He pulled me next to a utility cube, pushing me down on my knees behind it, pulling the straps of my sundress back to expose my breasts. It partially shielded us from the street, even though Adam could still see what we were doing.

I turned sideways, just as Adam’s car pulled up to the mouth of the alley. Streetlights allowing just enough light for Adam to see what was going on.

I winked at my husband as I unzipped Jonah’s pants, hauling his log out to slap against my face. I gasped at the sight. It was one thing to see a picture. Totally another to have that massive member right in front of my mouth.

I tried to take in as much as I could. It was just so big! I barely got it past my lips. It didn’t matter. That’s not what he had in mind, anyway. He only wanted to get fully hard. With my hand strokes and licking, it didn’t take much.

He pulled me off my knees, roughly pushing me across the top of the cube, pressing my breasts against the cool metal. He smiled at Adam, nodding to him, watching us in the car.

“Don’t take your eyes off your husband. I am going to fuck you right in front of him.”

His cockhead pressed against my opening, a moan escaping that easily covered the distance to the car. Jonah was in no hurry. His back-and-forth movement soon had him fully slamming inside as cries of ecstasy filled the alley. He used my welcoming sex for his pleasure… and mine.

“Face him,” he ordered. “Give him a show. He wants to see you ravaged. You know he does.” He yanked my hair up, forcing my face toward the car. I was lost in the torrent of sensations, barely functioning as each plunge sent me higher.

Jonah made me the fucktoy I wanted to be. A slut to be used as he wished. And I loved every inch as he plundered me! God, this felt so good!

I wanted so much more. “Fuck me… fuck me hard… oh god…” I cried into the alley as he savaged me.

With each plunge, I could see my husband’s eyes in the dim light. The intense stare was almost frightening. None of that mattered. The climax had my eyes closing as the shudder of release took me over the edge.

As if he had been waiting for my climax, Jonah abruptly pulled out to my moan of frustration. “Let’s go to the room,” he ordered. “The show is over. Maybe next time, he can come up with us. Not tonight. I have plans for you.”

I gasped as he pulled me up, my bare breasts fully exposed to the street. A small crowd had formed watching us, right next to my husband’s car. Jonah stuffed himself back into his pants as I pulled the straps back up. A soft applause came from the gathering, my husband clapping along inside the car.

On our way out of the alley, people stared at us. Jonah walked over to the window of the car. Adam rolled down the window. They exchanged something. I could not hear what they said. Only saw my husband smile, nodding, then drove off.

“What did you say to him?” I asked.

“Just hoped he enjoyed the show. Promised next time he could watch in the room.”

I gasped. Next time?
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We walked to the hotel, across the lobby, exhibiting amazing restraint. Once the elevator doors closed behind us, he was all over me again, one hand down my dress, the other pressing upward.

I groaned at the assault, trying to keep my hands active on him in return. Couldn’t do it. He had me totally in his control now, pulled further into being the slut he wanted… and that I wanted to be for him. Every step down the hall to his room was torture as our hands explored each other.

We didn’t make it there. All the teasing and kissing would not allow me to go another step, succumbing to the need filling me.

I pushed him down to sit on the floor of the hallway as I frantically pulled his hard rod out into the open. I pulled my sundress up, dropping myself onto his lap, and guiding that wondrous tool inside me once again, to a groan that filled the hall.

Nothing mattered at that moment. Not the chance of being caught, or a door opening right next to us. I was nothing but a receptacle for the pleasure only this man could give me at this moment.

I could feel the shaft pressing into my sex. The joy of it causing me to groan even louder. He pushed my sundress off my breasts, pulling my nipples between his lips as I ground on the beast, bringing me so much. I was frantic, pounding myself down on him.

He grabbed my hips, forcing me down even harder, scraping my clit against his hips. The cumming, once it started, did not seem to end. I cried out with the waves pounding me as his cock would not let up.

A low grunt came out of his mouth as he gripped my hips, holding me still. The stream of his jism sent me into another climax, rope after rope of his seed filling me.

I shuddered suddenly as footsteps came down the hall. Jonah did not move or change our position. My ass and the location of his cock clearly stuck out of the dress. There was no doubt about what we were doing. He pulled my face in close so no one would know who it was.

The voice passing by just chuckled softly. I could only imagine what they were thinking. Somewhere down the hall, a key card beeped, a door opening.

“That was close…” Jonah chuckled. “We better get going, in case they call the Manager.”

I stood up unsteadily. The volume of his cum dripped down my leg. “You make a mess, my friend.” I giggled.

“Better get you cleaned up. Put your hand over your opening so it doesn’t drip all over the hall.”

I tried to block as much as I could. It still dripped all over my hand, some still getting on the floor. We walked further down the hall. He pulled out his key card, opening the door.

I could only stand there in shock. My husband was lying there on the bed, naked, looking at me as I stood there.

Jonah yanked the dress over my shoulders as the door closed behind him. “The cleaning service is here,” he chuckled. “Hop on the bed and sit on his face. He has been waiting for this all week. And then we have some plans for you, my little slut…”


Chapter 3
Be Careful What You Want



“Why would you want to do that?” Melanie asked me, surprised I would even bring it up.

“Because you want to…” I laughed. My wife was never the most adventurous of lovers. When she reluctantly showed me the diary that she had been keeping religiously since she was 12… well, I picked up some tidbits.

“That’s not true…” she said, trying to avoid my stare.

Sure it isn’t! “That’s not what your book says. Multiple times, in fact. Since you were in high school, I believe. Come on, babe, it’s okay. I’m not judging or being critical. Your fantasies are hot. We should play some out. You might enjoy them… I know I would!”

She giggled softly, her eyes touching mine. Tentative, wondering. I could see it played out in front of me. Even after 15 years of being together, the uncertainty… Could she trust me with her darkest desires? The things that lingered at the back of her mind as she dreamed at night, or when she masturbated? No matter how many times I tell her it’s okay, she’s still embarrassed about her needs.

I knew she masturbated, often in fact. Though she tried to hide it. Occasionally, I would look at her dresser drawer where she hid her dildos. Each time I looked, they would always be in different positions than the last time. And she had a full collection, none of which I bought for her. Large, small, realistic, smooth, even butt plugs. My Melanie enjoyed her self-pleasure… and now I knew… her fantasies.

So, I pushed a little harder. Maybe my beloved would open herself to me a bit more.

“You gave me your diary to read. Surely you knew I would see them in there. Maybe that was just your way of telling me… without having to tell me yourself.”

Melanie’s face blushed red, her eyes avoiding mine. She knew it was true. Her nipples poked out of her t-shirt, through those thick bras she always preferred, betraying her true feelings.

I know she has large breasts for such a small woman. They frequently brought embarrassment as a young woman when guys would point them out. Come on! Those bras were like something her grandmother would wear. No matter how many times I tell her she has beautiful breasts, or that I would love to see them either braless or with something that emphasizes her delightful cleavage, she tells me only ‘sluts’ are so brazen.

“Maybe it’s time to let your inner-slut out to play?,” I laughed. “I love you, Melanie. Always will. Nothing that you tell me, or that we do together, is going to change that. I think you can trust me now, don’t you… after all these years together?”

Her shoulders only shrugged. Sweet Jesus! What’s it going to take? Not for the first time, I wondered what terrible event happened in her past that made her so resistant to revealing her sexual desires. I’ve asked her multiple times. Nothing, she always replies. Certainly nothing I have done. I have been encouraging her to be more open since we first met at a party so many years ago.

Now was my chance. Her allowing me to read the diary had to be a sign, right? Maybe the opening process has finally begun. Since we met, she had guarded that diary like the secret to Colonel Sanders’ chicken. A memory of my picking it up once in our second or third year of marriage flashed through me.

For fuck’s sake! We had the biggest argument ever. I thought she was going to divorce me right there! She was VERY clear. Marriage and personal privacy were NOT mutually exclusive. I never touched it again.

Then, three weeks ago, she came into my home office, holding her precious stack of books behind her back, telling me she thought it was time to be more open with me. I almost passed out. After 15 years…

In some sense, I could understand why she didn’t want me to read it. I was the star of many pages. My stubbornness, insistence on some things being just so, her anger at something I had done along the way. And, of course, the ongoing frustration at my terrible relationship with her mother.

That love we shared was also told in loving passages. Her excitement when we first met. The growing love between us. Her assessment of the first time we made love. I apparently finished too quickly the first time, then recovered on the second go. Good to know! Her joy when she found out we were going to have our first child. The happiness when I returned that excitement. All displayed openly on page after page, handwritten in real time.

We really have been a good fit, despite what her mother thinks! I loved her with everything I was and planned to be with her as long as she would have me. The diary also displayed the truth of that on every page. She really loved me and knew I loved her just as much in return.

Her handing me the diary had to be a sign of something happening inside. A desire for new openness, of trust. I devoured her tome like it was the map to the holy grail. Non-stop reading. Wow! So many insights into her thinking. Like reading one of those historical romances she loves, where the narrator could read directly into the characters’ thoughts.

And the fantasies… oh my god! Talking about open display?! Bondage, group play, licking pussy. They went on and on, all laid out in careful detail over the years. She should be an erotica author, I thought as I read the pages.

Of course, these stories were in-between pages describing, in equal detail, how her stupid husband drove his car into the neighbor’s mailbox. How I supported the wrong candidate. Or how I carelessly forgot our anniversary one year. Unintentionally, I swear!

It was bondage that was the recurring theme. She wanted to be tied to a bed and ‘forced’ to do things. To be fastened in a full X position to the ceiling and flogged until she screamed. To be tied, bent over a bench, ‘fucked hard’ until the orgasms shook her. That phrase, ‘fucked hard’, was probably the most common theme of them all.

I have never considered myself a gentle lover. My six-foot frame, so much bigger than hers, football playing days, and lifelong dedication to fitness, made gentleness a relative term.

At least that’s what I thought. Judging from all the ‘fucked hard’ references in the diary, I must be softer than she likes. Even said so occasionally. ‘I was so close when he pushed my head down on the bed, entering me from behind, then he took me in his loving way. I was so frustrated. Wanted it so badly that time.’ Yes, I guess she wanted me to be more aggressive.

She should have married my best friend, Jack. We had been friends since our football days in high school. The guy was a monster. Six-five, 250 pounds, a solid slab of muscle. And though I have not seen it in action myself, several girls told me he was a great lover in college.

Melanie even mentioned him in the diary. She had a conversation with a girlfriend, apparently, who related how strong he was, took her so ‘hard’… oh that word… and apparently was very large. She underlined the word HUGE several times in that passage.

“If I came up with a scene for us to play out, would you agree to go along? Play along for the session?”

“What do you want to do, Graham?” She whispered, uncertainty oozing out of every pore.

“That’s not your call. We will set up a safe word. Once you give up control, I will do what I want, short of that safeword. Is that acceptable to you?”

I thought for a minute she was going to back out as a flush swept across her face and chest, finally nodding yes.

“Good.” I stepped up to her, doing my best manly-man pose, her chin gripped firmly in my hand, holding her eyes to mine. “I will plan something. You will receive a text when I am ready. I will expect you to obey those instructions to the letter. When that time arrives, you will call me Master while we play. Is that clear?”

She nodded. Oh, this was going to be so much fun…
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Three weeks went by. I pretended as if I had forgotten about the thing. We made love in the normal way. I tried to be stronger, more forceful. It made a big difference. She was responding to me more dramatically, seeming to have stronger orgasms.

Behind the scenes, I was getting ready. I ordered cuffs and a bed restraint system online, even bit my tongue, calling her mother to ask if she would take the kids for the weekend. We were going ‘to be very busy’, though I studiously avoided saying what we would be doing. I even ordered some floggers and clamps to see how far she wanted to take this.

On that Friday morning, after her PTO meeting at the school, I sent her a text:

Graham


Time to play. Put on a short skirt. Take off your panties and bra.




Melanie


When?




Now!




Several minutes went by. I wondered for a moment if she was going to play along. Finally, a reply.

Melanie




Yes, Master.




Later that afternoon, I left work early. The kids were already home from school. I told my wife they were going to stay the weekend at her parent’s… that we were going to be busy.

She genuinely trembled when I said that. It’s one thing to think about a fantasy, especially with the quantity and variety she had in her pages. Another thing entirely to have it played out with you as the star.

While she was distracted getting the kids ready, I arranged the restraint system on our bed, placing the cuffs on the edge with a brief note.

Time was running short. Needed to get going. Her parents were about an hour and a half round trip. I corralled the kids into the SUV, with their little suitcases (mainly full of stuffed animals). Once they were safely out of hearing range, I walked back into the house, gathering her chin in my firm grip.

“By the time I get back, I want you to take a hot bath with your lavender bath oil. Shave all your pubic hair, then go into our bedroom. I have left a present and instructions on a note. Follow the instructions to the letter.”

She bowed her head. I gripped her chin firmer, tugging to make sure I had her attention.

“Is that the way you are supposed to address your Master?”

“No… sorry… Yes, Master, I will be ready.”

“Make sure you are. Punishment will be severe if you’re not.”

I chuckled to myself as I walked to the car. She was really shaking! She seemed so excited about what was to come. Inside, I was a little nervous. Maybe this was what she wanted. I was still not sure if she would go along with everything I had planned. We’ll see.

I had a great time with the kids, singing along to Disney favorites on the radio, talking about what they were going to do with Papa & Mema for an entire weekend. As soon as I had them unloaded, thanking the parents (I even hugged the witch woman), my mind wandered to what Melanie was doing.

Besides the bath and shaving, my note told her to put the cuffs on and lay on the bed. When I got home, I wanted to see a dildo of her choice inserted into her sex and a butt plug in her rear. She was to use the dildo to pleasure herself until I returned. When I entered the bedroom, I would look for that evidence, I told her.

I made a lot of noise with the car upon my return, slamming doors, putting things away. When I got to the bedroom, I wanted her ready.

Oh, my God! There she was. On her back, cuffs on wrists and ankles, the butt plug peeking out between her cheeks as her hand moved the dildo slowly in and out. I could see the color on her face. She had obviously cum at least once. Her face turned toward me when I entered.

The longing was breathtaking. My cock twinged as I saw her there, a practiced hand pleasuring herself.

“Put the dildo on the nightstand. I may use it later.”

“Yes, Master,” her only reply as she pulled the dildo out. I could see her moisture coating the shaft. How many times had she cum, I wondered.

“Get your limbs into position,” I ordered.

She stretched her hands and feet to the four corners of the bed. As I walked to each corner, attaching the cuff, making sure it was tight, I spoke to her. “Tonight, I am going to do whatever I want with you. And I have a lot planned. You’re going to accept everything I offer… do everything I say…”

“Yes, Master.”

“I like your pussy shaved like that. I want you to keep it clear like this all the time going forward.”

“Yes, Master.”

We briefly reviewed her safeword and what would happen if she used it. She agreed to all those terms.

“Good,” I said, reaching into my nightstand drawer pulling out a thick blindfold I had gotten from the cuffs store. She could see nothing. Whimpering as the reality of what was coming sunk in, she begged me not to use the blindfold. She wanted to watch. I asked only if she wanted to use her safeword. ‘No, Master,’ she replied, sinking back onto the bed.
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Funny, I thought to myself. The sensation of losing control had taken hold of my wife so firmly, yet we both knew this was being done because SHE wanted to do it. The illusion of surrender is what she craved. Her smooth labia were dripping with moisture from her arousal.

And I wasn’t far behind. My cock was already at full mast. All this buildup had left me eager to find a warm, moist spot to use for ‘my’ pleasure. This really was fun. We should have done this a long time ago!

I noisily took my clothes off, making sure she heard the belt buckle, the zipper, the shoes. Her body quivered as she tested the restraints. I had checked each as I attached her. She wasn’t getting out of those.

My hands caressed her body. She mewled at the first touch, causing me to burst into laughter. I gripped her breasts firmly in my hands, pulling them away from her body. A moan came out of her throat as her breathing quickened.

My fingers massaged her tits for a bit before the gripping became stronger, the pulling on her nipples further out, my pinching harder. She groaned at the sudden potent sensations… pulling on the restraints.

I wasn’t sure what was going on inside her, even though the stronger I abused her tits, the harder she pulled on the restraints. It must amplify the pleasure somehow, because she was actively moaning and whimpering now, twisting her hips. I could sense her desire growing, the need to be filled overwhelming everything else. She really liked this!

We had a full night ahead. I needed to get busy. Lowering my body on top of her, I grabbed my cock, teasing her opening.

“I think my little slut needs to be used for my pleasure, not paying attention to her at all.”

She gasped at my words. Both from using the ‘slut’ word, and because those words came almost word for word from her diary. She wanted to be used, taken hard by her dominant lover.

Then I slammed myself inside. Hard, vicious thrusts, one after the other. That felt so good! I didn’t want to cum too quickly. My thrusts slowed, more focused on torment. I would pull out until only the head remained, then drive it home forcefully. She would gasp with every entry, whimpering at the pleasure.

It didn’t take long. The buildup had fulfilled its purpose. Just as I started pushing in with a purpose, to find my release, Melania wailed with her climax, pulling on the restraints as she thrashed underneath me. My spunk coating her insides.

She was panting. Trying to recover as I pulled out, staring at the damage. My cum seeped out of a sex that continued to throb. I had never been this close to it this soon after she came. What a beautiful sight!

I pushed my weight off her body. She groaned at the loss of contact, as I chuckled loudly.

“Don’t worry, my slut. We are just getting started.”

My wife could not stop her hips from moving. ‘Please, Master…’ she begged, wanting me to touch her.

“You want to be touched more?” I asked.

“Yes, Master. Please…”

“Your wish is my command.” I turned to the door.

“Come on in,” I said, loud enough so she could hear.

The door opened and loud steps crossed the room as Jack walked in. She heard someone enter, not knowing who. She was pulling on the restraints now. ‘Let me out of these,’ she whispered. “Who is it?”

“Someone who has been looking forward to this for a long time,” Jack laughed, leaning down to stroke her face, her chest, to softly grip her breasts in his meaty hands. She immediately recognized his voice, groaning at his touch.

“Such lovely breasts, fair Melanie.” He whispered. His voice may have been soft, though his idea of gentle differed from mine. He was slapping her breasts, pulling and twisting her nipples as she groaned underneath the onslaught. “Oh yes, I am going to enjoy this very much,” as his hand moved down to her sex, fingers finding a willing opening that responded to his entry.

I leaned down to her ear. “Do you want to use your safeword?”

My message was simple. This was going to happen unless she used it. She settled back into the bed, shaking her head no.

Jack got even more aggressive with his finger thrusts after her acceptance. “Oh, good,” he laughed, “you got her ready for me.”

Melanie gasped. She knew exactly what that meant.

[image: ]


I could see it as her limbs pulled on the restraints that tied her firmly to the bed. It still shocked her I invited my best friend Jack into our bedroom. Yet, the way she squirmed, the hard pulls against the cuffs, her eyes still covered by the blindfold, told me how aroused the situation had made her.

It still surprised me my wife would willingly do this. Here she was, naked, bound on the bed, cuffs on wrists and ankles, a bald pussy, and my friend staring on.

When she initially asked who it was I let in the room, I said nothing except asking her if she wanted to use her safeword. She declined after hearing Jack say, “Someone who has been looking forward to this for a long time,” in the deep voice she knew so well. She gasped as his hands explored her flesh. The groans that followed told me all I needed to know.

Melanie gasped. She knew exactly what that meant.

“Oh yes, we are going to have some fun with our slut this weekend,” he laughed.

“Yes, we are!” I joined in.

“Weekend?” she said meekly.

“Did I forget to mention that?” I chuckled with Jack. “Didn’t I say your parents agreed to take the kids for the entire weekend and that Jack is also available for the weekend? We have open access to your body until they bring them back at bedtime on Sunday.”

I wasn’t sure if the groan that followed was from what I said or from the extra pressure Jack was exerting on her sex at that moment. But groan she did. Her hips rotated uncontrollably as those large fingers pushed deeper, thumb attacking her clit, while his other hand pushed at the butt plug.

My wife went wild, moaning, thrashing against his hands, yanking against the restraints. The fever that was building in her shook me a little. I couldn’t remember a time she ever went wild for me like that. Hey, this is why I was doing this, right?

Before she could cum, I signaled for Jack to pull out. He silently chuckled, knowing the game I was playing. He stopped all movement, pulling his hands out.

Melanie was trembling at the sudden stop, so close to cumming. She whimpered, ‘please… please…’

“Please what?” I said innocently, pinching a nipple. The idea was to force her to voice her desire, to tell us both what she wanted.

“Don’t stop… please…”

“Don’t stop what?” Jack asked, just as innocent as my own words.

Even though the blindfold still covered her eyes, I could see the war going on inside. The need for release, the arousal of Jack’s touch, her group play fantasy playing out in real time… Melanie had never been a ‘dirty talk’ kind of lover. Expressing her desires with words had always been a struggle. I wanted her to bring what she wanted into the open.

Her words were barely a whisper. “Don’t stop touching. I was so close.”

“Oh, this…” Jack said, right back to her finger torment. Melanie groaned again, her hips pushing back against the intruders.

So strange how clinical you can be when you are only watching. I could see his fingers pushing inside. The way her sex molded around the fingers, moving in and out. The rotation of his thumb on her clit. How her hips literally quivered when he pressed against the butt plug. I could only imagine the sensations that must be coursing through her body.

We were both watching for it now, could see her building toward release. Before she could cum, he pulled out again. This edging business was sure fun.

After three cycles, she was whimpering, tears streaming down her face, pleading for us to allow her to cum. I winked at Jack, nodding. Now was the time.

As I did that, I moved my cock toward her mouth, turning her head toward me. She was having trouble concentrating as her hips tried to find that stimulation again. When I tapped my cockhead to her lips repeatedly, she knew what I wanted, opening wide.

Jack and I were staring at each other. Just as I pushed into her throat, his fingers returned to their rightful place, and mine found her nipples. Now it was my turn to gasp! She sucked on my cock like a fucking vacuum, deep drags of pressure, as if my organ was an outlet for her growing pressure down below.

We were both in it for the end game this time. As she continued rising, fingers in sex, thumb on clit and butt plug jiggling, I yanked at those tender buds harder than I had ever dared before. All thought was bringing her to a release, in full stimulation mode.

It was like I could feel her cumming through her mouth, though her reaction was so strong I thought she would bite into me!

Her entire body gave into the sensations, sucking hard on my cock as our fingers finally took her over that much needed edge. Her abdomen shook as the release exploded across her. Each limb pulled tightly against the restraint, a quivering mass of female flesh.

I think it was the most powerful orgasm I had ever seen her take. Groaning, thrashing, pulling, shrieking around my dick. I just hoped I still had one when she was done, as hard as she was sucking me!

When the release finally ended, she collapsed back on the bed, allowing my cock to roll out of her mouth. She was panting intensely, her chest heaving from the powerful wave that had taken her.
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Jack pulled his fingers out as I leaned over to gently suckle the very nipples I had abused only moments ago. They were actually hot to the touch.

I leaned down to whisper in her ear. “Jack is ready to give you the hard fuck you want. Do you want to stay bound for your first round, or want to me to cut you loose?”

“No… stay bound.” Even though she was still blindfolded, she lifted her head up as if she was looking at him. “Take me, Jack. Fuck me now. Hard. I want to feel every inch of you.” She was talking to the room, unable to see where we were. We still knew what she wanted. Her wrists and ankles lifted against the restraints as if she was trying to wrap them around him.

Jack just smiled. I pulled back, no longer involved. Jack was way too big to drop his weight on her, so he positioned his cock at the entrance, holding his body up on his elbows, then drove himself home.

Had I not known what caused it, I would have come running to the scream that came out of her mouth! Whatever image I previously had of my delicate wife and her sensibilities went right out the window!

“Oh, my god… fuck me, Jack… fuck me… harder… harder… oh god.”

Melanie went on and on, crying out as the first release came, then another. She was out of control now, pulling so tight against the restraints I thought she would hurt herself. My Melanie, the mother of my children, was screaming for another man to fuck her harder. And loving every minute.

My heart throbbed in my chest, the on-rush of unfamiliar emotions crashing into me. I felt like I was losing my wife to a sea of pleasure as Jack slammed into her, grunting with a combination of his pleasure and the effort involved.

That pressure in my chest got worse and worse as they continued hammering into each other. She couldn’t get enough as each wave took her. Jack loved the feeling as she gripped him tightly.

I’ll give this to him. Jack can last a long time! By the time he let go with his blast, Melanie must have cum a handful of times, shuddering on the bed as he pulled himself off her. As the waves of pleasure receded, she continued to pull on the restraints, as if each pull kept the pleasure going for a few moments longer.

Finally, she collapsed back on the bed, her breathing shallow and rapid, gasping for control. I could see her body still quivering as she tried to settle down.

I leaned down, kissing her gently on the lips. Her return was so full of passion, I could only press harder. Soon we were necking like middle schoolers at a spin-the-bottle contest, frantically reconnecting.

“Please unfasten me,” she asked. “I want you to fuck me now, my love. Fuck me, any way you want. I’m not sure I can cum again. I want you to take me as only you can.”

“My pleasure,” I said as I crawled on top of her, yanking the blindfold off. Jack went around to unfasten the cuffs, finishing just as I pushed myself inside.

This was a totally different experience. Her limbs wrapped tightly around me, our lips locked with every bit of love we had ever felt for each other. My wife and I made love as she used her ankles and hips to push me deeper.

I would later learn this was called ‘reclaim sex’, where the wife and her husband reconnects after the sensual overload of the bull. All I knew at that moment was I had never loved her more, and the power of her response told me she was feeling the same thing. When I came, she mustered another blast of her own, as we came together in maybe the most pleasure we had ever had together.

Once I had gotten past the hypersensitivity stage, I rolled onto her side, encouraging Jack to join us. Each of us was on our sides, cuddled close, gently stroking her chest, breasts, and abdomen. On her back, she adjusted herself so her legs could drape over ours, leaving her sex open to our view. Who is this brazen hussy?! I laughed to myself. I think I want to MARRY her!

She giggled, looking down at herself. “You guys made quite a mess.” Cum covered her entire crotch, three full loads leaving a definite residue behind.

“You’re just too much for us, babe,” Jack joined in, playfully putting his hand behind his back as if someone were twisting his arm. “Pulled it right out of us. I tried to stop, but… but…” By that time, we were roaring with laughter, tickling the woman between us.

When the laughter slowed, she looked me closely in the eye, then back at Jack, pulling his mouth to hers. Their kiss seemed just as passionate as the one we shared earlier. Here I was, watching my wife passionately kiss another man.

Even though he was my best friend, something was going on inside me. Back was the throbbing chest, the unfamiliar powerful feelings, the sense of losing something. I looked in shock at my cock. Only a few minutes after cumming, I was stiffening again. What was happening to me?
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After what seemed like forever, Melanie turned to my side to begin the kissing again. This time, it was as if that powerful feeling was going to explode out of my chest. I so loved this woman, I couldn’t get enough of her. My cock throbbed with the pressure of full stiffness.

Abruptly, she pulled back after her hand fell to my crotch, feeling my now major boner poking into her leg.

She pulled back, staring at me, her surprised look drilling into my very soul. “You’re hard already?” It had been a long time since we made love multiple times in an evening. There was something clicking in her brain. I could almost hear one of those old IBM computers clicking away inside her head, connections being made, understanding gained.

“You enjoyed me being taken by Jack, didn’t you?”

I looked into her eyes, then at Jack. It was my turn for a bowed head, embarrassment washing through me as I nodded yes. This was beyond my understanding. I thought I was doing this for her because she had mentioned it in her diary. The truth turned out to be much scarier. Scarier for me to accept, at least.

“It’s okay, Graham,” Jack said. “Lots of guys get off on it. I have played the bull for many couples.”

“Bull?” I asked. Is there an entire lingo for this shit?

“You know… the other guy!” He chuckled.

“Come on, Graham,” Melanie giggled. “You’ve never heard about hotwives, cuckolds and bulls?”

“Must have missed the memo,” I said, still a little confused.

“You need to do some research. The hotwife is the woman that makes it with someone, not their husband. The cuckold is the husband that allows it, and the bull is the guy that does it.”

“How do you know about all of this?” I asked, a little worried.

“Silly, we’re living my fantasy, remember? From my diary…”

“Becoming a hotwife is your fantasy? I don’t remember reading anything about that.” I sat up next to her, growing ever more confused. That feeling in my chest returned… part abject fear, part incredible arousal, part confusion.

“No.” She bowed her head, redness flooding across her face and chest. Oh, shit… fear suddenly gripped my chest. I knew that look. Something this way comes… “I guess it’s time for a confession.”

No fucking shit! What the hell is going on?! I wanted to shout these thoughts across the room. Fear controlled every part of me.

She turned toward Jack, stroking his face. That look… I thought that was only reserved for me! “My fantasy, Graham… was Jack. I knew he had this enormous cock… oh god… and it was incredible. Felt so good…”

Her hand reached down to stroke his stiff member. If mine was hard, his looked ready to launch him into space. The head throbbed with anticipation. She pushed him onto his back, raising her leg over, impaling herself on what had to be the largest cock I had ever seen.

My heart almost stopped at the cry of satisfaction as she lowered herself down, her head rolling back as the pure pleasure engulfed her.

“Jack is why I gave you my diary, babe.” In between each phrase, she rotated her hips, feeling the pressure of his rod pleasuring her. “Why I texted him to get in touch with you for lunch last week. Why I called my mother to make sure she would agree to having them stay the weekend when you called.”

With each phrase, I shrank further into myself. I was so fucking clever, doing all this for her. A genuine surprise for my shy wife. She had been playing me the whole time.

“I’m sorry if this upsets you, Graham. I just had to feel him inside me. My friend Sandy had told me how great a lover he was many years ago. I just needed to find out for myself. All those times he came over to the house, I hit on him shamelessly. Threw myself at him. Ran around in skimpy clothing. Flashed my tits at him several times. Your fucking friend is so loyal… No matter how many ways I threw myself at him, he would not budge without your approval.” She shrugged another apology before driving herself down on his cock, moaning as the pleasure took her higher. “I just had to know what it felt like.” Her gasp shook me. “And it feels SO good!”

My wife pounded herself on Jack’s cock, harder, faster. Groans of pleasure fill the room. Jack turned to me sheepishly, not really sure what to say, shrugging slightly. He knew what to do for her. He grabbed her hips, jamming her down on his rod while rotating his hips slightly.

The combination took Melanie over the edge as she screamed another orgasm to the room as Jack grunted his second contribution to our mess. This one seemed to last forever as Jack kept up his plunging as they came together.

Finally, she collapsed on his chest, her breath heaving with the power of what she had just experienced.

She turned her head toward me from the top of his chest. Her look of sexual satisfaction nearly broke my heart. I knew for certain I had never seen that after we made love.

“Please don’t hate me, my love,” she said. “Neither Jack nor I want to make this permanent. I love you and want to stay with you. He likes to date around and is not interested in losing you as a friend. I would just like your permission to get a little of his big dick every once in a while.”

Jack looked over at me, trying hard not to notice my look of absolute betrayal. “I’m sorry, too, Graham. She had been pushing at me so much over the years… When she called me last week, claiming you might call for a threesome, she wanted to make sure I was willing. This just seemed like the best way for all of us. Keep it in the open, you know?”

By this time, I was sitting up on the bed, staring at his cock as it finally flopped out of her. Even soft, it seemed double my size.

“How often is once in a while?” I asked.

“This weekend, I hope we can do it as often as the two of you can get it up,” she said. “Even have the two of you inside me at the same time.”

“Double penetration?” I choked. Who is this woman and what has she done with my wife?

“Wouldn’t that be fun?” she giggled. “Jack taking me hard in my pussy and you in my rear? I would love that.”

“Me, too, babe,” Jack joined in. My confusion was now total.

“I meant after this weekend,” I said, exasperated. It was like someone had ripped apart my entire life, trying to find my way again.

“I don’t know… not often…” she said, sheepishly. The problem with being married so long is that you can tell when the other person is lying. Becomes a second sense.

“So, you’re going to start this out by lying to me?” I asked, staring in disgust.

She pushed herself up on his chest, looking at him. “What do you think, Jack? Every couple of weeks’ work for you?”

“That’s good for a start,” Jack said.

“A start? What the fuck does that mean?” I was getting angry now.

Melanie dismounted her huge lover, pushed me on my back, impaling herself in the same way. She was so loose; I suspected she could barely feel me.

“Well, we were hoping many of those times… you would join us. Make this threesome a regular part of our lovemaking. Jack and I would go by ourselves every couple weeks, then you would join us for the other times. Would that work for you?”

She was humping me now. I knew she was using her cunt to help drive the decision. And she wasn’t far off the mark. With each plunge, I felt my resolve getting weaker.

What the hell… as I came hard inside her as she gripped my chest with her arms, I looked back and forth between them.

“What the hell! I can’t give you what he can, that’s for sure.”

“Thank you, my love. You will not regret allowing this. I promise.”

Fuck… I was already regretting it. As she settled in between us again, her legs spread over our hips as she had done before, sex fully exposed, I could already feel the tingling in my crotch begin again.

Maybe this isn’t going to be so bad after all.


SUBMISSIVE WIVES


Chapter 4
Getting What She Deserves



“Why did I have to take a half-day off work?” I said as I walked in the kitchen door only a few minutes after noon. My husband, Dale, was sitting at the kitchen table staring at his phone. The kids were in school for at least another four hours.

He didn’t answer my question. “Sarah, go up, put on old workout clothes, then meet me in the media room,” he said.

“What are we…”

“Just do it,” he cut me off, ignoring my attempt at a question, walking straight for the basement door. I stared at him as he disappeared down the steps.

He must have something planned. We had been married for 17 years. I trusted this man with my very life. If he had something special in mind, I was game.

Besides, my husband was always full of surprises. Loved to spring them on me. My pussy was already tingling because his surprises so often included sexual pleasure. I sprinted upstairs, rummaging through my dresser. Unless he was planning to exercise, it had to be sex. Didn’t it?

Sex had been all we talked about lately. Arguing even. Especially after we had that fun night with his best friend a month ago. That guy fucked me so hard breathing became a struggle. I had been after Dale for a repeat. If not with his friend, then with someone else. My pussy still ached to be abused just like that! I needed to play.

He said no. Told me that was a one-off, to help his friend that had been through a terrible divorce. It had apparently been a long time.

Who knew it would affect me that way? The joy of that session filled my every cell. I wanted more! Something about the experience had lit a sexual fire inside me so strong our regular sex could not put it out.

Last weekend, we had one of our biggest fights in years. We were in our bedroom to keep the kids from hearing. Still, there was no hiding it when I stormed out of the house after the umpteenth time of his telling me to calm down.

I drove around a while, ending up at a local club that a co-worker told me was a great place to pick up guys. In my anger-addled brain, all I could think about was finding a man to give me what I needed.

After dancing and drinking deep into the night, I ended up accepting the invitation of a guy to give him a blowjob in his car. It went much further than that. By the time we were done, he had me splayed across the trunk, my pants around my ankles, repeatedly fucking me until he unloaded himself buried deep inside. I came and came.

When I went home later that night, guilt consumed me. I had never been unfaithful to Dale before, had no thoughts of leaving him for another guy, yet my need…

None of that mattered when I walked in the door. He knew immediately what had happened. My guilty look, the disheveled clothing… freshly fucked was written all over me. My heart broke at the crestfallen look on his face, the hurt I had caused.

I loved this man with everything I was, realized what a massive mistake I had made. At that moment, all those needs that controlled me felt disgusting as I confessed everything. How sorry I was about doing it. It won’t happen again. He hugged me, turning away to walk upstairs. We barely spoke for the rest of the week.

When he asked me last night to take a half-day on Friday, I knew something was up. The tension between us had grown almost unbearable. We were going to have ‘the talk’… I wondered if he had been talking to divorce lawyers all week… or we were going to have great makeup sex. These thoughts filled me as I walked down the stairs.

“What is that?” I giggled nervously. Sitting in the middle of the room was a spanking bench! I had seen them in porn videos over the years. Enough to recognize one, at least. Though I had never seen one live, and certainly not in our home. This must be some kind of joke.

I stopped walking, suddenly getting it. The old workout clothes… kids not here… he really means to do it. Spank me on that fucking bench. I shuddered at the thought.

Yet, underneath, my heart was pounding with a spike of surprising desire. Arousal dripped all over the gym shorts I had worn. Our eyes locked. His stare filled me with dread, sending shivers through me again.

So hot! Feeling his control. His steel. A quick glance at his crotch told me it was doing the same to him. His cock looked as hard as the steel of his stare. My pussy tingled more.
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Our eyes caught again. He saw me looking lower, returning a wry grin. He had me. Inside, I knew it too. Whatever he did to me on that bench beat the alternative if I didn’t get on, especially after the week we’d had.

“Hop up,” he said, standing next to the contraption. It had a leather covered flat top where my body would go. Two holes were clearly visible where my D-cup breasts would hang through. A head rest with a hole stuck out the front. The arm struts were parallel to the table, with leg positions spreading me in a V-shape. This position would leave my crotch completely exposed to whatever he wanted. Black straps hung from every surface.

The seriousness of his tone made me step back. He wanted me to get on the bench. I wasn’t into any of that shit. Pain was definitely not my thing. Yet my pussy tingle grew stronger. It was all I could do not to reach down to stroke my clit. A dark hum of desire pushed through me. The thought of being helpless to stop whatever he wanted gripped me. My body yearned to be controlled like that. What was happening to me?

“What are you going to do if I get on there?” I asked tentatively, at almost a whisper.

“Anything I want.”

I gasped at those words. My knees were shaking as I stared at him. “You’re out of your fucking mind if you think I’m going to get on there and let you spank me.”

“No. On the contrary. I think you will do what you are told. The dark spot on your shorts betrays you. Get on the bench!” he barked at me.

Those words… My fear of what he would do filled me. Yet I couldn’t stop myself. Stepping forward, shaking, I turned my eyes away from him. I could not hold his hard gaze, finally submitting to his will.

He reached over, grabbing my chin in his hand, lifting my eyes to his. “You have this coming, Sarah. Know you do.” He pushed my chin aside, pointing it toward the bench.

Of course I knew. What I had done with that guy at the club… the damage I had done to our relationship. So stupid! I really was a bad girl that needed to be punished.

That thought sent a shock straight into my pussy, now pulsing with a need I could not explain. The idea of it was turning me on! I couldn’t believe it. His strength and resolve pushed at my every cell. I wanted this as much as he did.

I stepped up, placing my knees on the leg struts, leaning my body over the bench top. I had to stretch to get my elbows down, breasts through the holes and face in the headrest’s cradle. The V-shape of the leg rests left my ass high and my sex completely exposed. It was all I could do to steady my breathing as I rested in place. I was his.

My mind was going in every direction as he moved from limb to limb, fastening me to the supports. Ending with him standing between my legs, he pressed tight against me. I could feel his rigid man-meat through his shorts. My attention focused on the growing sensations surging upward from my sex.

I quivered again, closing my eyes. Yes, I wanted this. I pushed back against him, wanting him to take me right then.

He pulled back, moving around, down on his knees in front of my face, kissing me passionately. Then his words shook me.

“I’m going to give you everything you deserve.” His hand came up, lifting my head, placing a blindfold across my eyes. The room went black. My shivering grew more intense as anticipation took control.

We had been married a long time. Despite my recent indiscretion, domestic violence had never marred our loving relationship. He was never even rough with me in bed. I was in no real danger. At least I didn’t think so. Yet, it was that underlying unknown that was making my pussy gush with need.

He stepped away. I heard an odd metallic sound, like yard trimmer blades pushing against each other. Then cold steel touched my leg. I could hear the scissors slicing through the material of my shorts, my top. The ripping sound… I felt the coolness of exposing skin. Fuck… now that I was in place, he was cutting my clothes off! My shivering became more intense. At that moment, I knew this would not be like anything he had done to me in the past.

Piece by piece, my clothes fell to the floor, leaving me completely naked, tied to the bench. I could not move away or resist his desire. At that moment, I realized I didn’t want to. His promise of punishment sent a thrill through me. I needed to give up control.

In that moment, I gave myself to him, settling down on the bench, feeling a calmness as the reality of how exposed I was down there shook me. A moan escaped as long-buried fantasies of submission pushed deeper into my need.

I could hear movement, then a crease of pain as a belt or something struck my ass cheeks. Nine more times in rapid succession, strikes took my breath away. He covered the full round of my cheeks with creases of pain. I squirmed with each strike.

My mother had spanked me a few times as a young child. This was way past that! The pain slashed across my bottom, sending powerful waves of sensations directly into me. Slash after slash. The pain rained down on my poor ass.

Along the way, something happened. The pain became something different. It transformed into the most intense pleasure. Deeper, stronger, touching me…

I needed this! Wanted him to spank me harder…

“Yes, my love.” <whack> “Oh god.” <whack> “I deserve everything you give me.” <whack> “I’ve been a very bad girl.” <whack> “Need to be punished.”

My body was alive with something glorious! Pushing my ass back at him, asking for more, I trembled with this new mix of dark pleasure. A swelling heat filled me. I could feel the moisture gushing out of my opening. A pressure built inside as if I was a battery being charged. My mind kept fixating on that. Charged for what?

“You HAVE been a bad girl,” Dale said. “By the time this is over, you will not be able to sit for a week. You need to be taught a lesson about faithfulness and trust.”

Yet his tone. There was something there. It wasn’t critical. His words spoke of harsh punishment, yet the tone spoke of sensual pleasure, wanting to give me something I needed. I shuddered as he struck harder with each slash.

I gave myself to him in that moment, relaxing onto the bench, suddenly wanting everything my love could give.
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Dale slashed repeatedly across my ass cheeks. One after another, switching constantly between what he was using. After the first few, I could tell the difference in the pain. Thin creases of sharp meant a rod or cane. Thicker, broader, harsher, a belt or paddle.

With each strike, the pain pushed deeper into me, as if I was feeling his love enter me. I pushed back at my husband, asking for more. My body trembled with this new mix of dark pleasure, like nothing I had ever experienced before.

As soon as the pain stopped, I heard a noise coming down the steps. Heavy footsteps. People coming into the room?

My voice shook. “Dale… what’s happening? Please, my love. Talk to me… please.”

“Nothing will happen here that you have not been begging me for since I shared you with Gary.”

I bowed my head in sudden understanding. He was giving me the cocks I wanted. Trembling shook me as I discovered how much I wanted this!

No one said anything loud enough that I could understand them, or identify who they were. I could only hear whispering.

The feel of a stiff member pressing against my soaked opening caught my attention. I was so wet; they needed no warmup.

He pushed his length into me. A loud gasp told him of my pleasure. He hammered into me as I pushed back as much as I could. Just as I was cresting toward an incredible release, he halted, pulling out. To my groan and the obvious mirth of the group! There must be three or four guys here!

Another stripe of pain ran across my ass. This time, an unknown source joined it on my back. Both of them were thin, hard stripes, like a stick or cane. Two men held those instruments of exquisite pain. After 10 strikes of each, they pulled back. The cock replaced it immediately. This time, they pulled the headrest away, stuffing a cock in my mouth as well.

I gave myself to the sensations as they took me at both ends. The pressure for release grew stronger, erotic sensations flooding my senses. Again, they pulled out of me before I could cum. Strikes across my flesh returned. The pain overwhelmed me, only to stop when the pleasure grew with the next set of cocks in my sex and mouth.

It didn’t take long. The next cycle, the cocks stayed in longer as the explosion of pleasure pushed through me, a wave shaking my very soul. I gasped at the intensity, feeling like nothing else mattered, only the joy of this moment, of being taken so hard.

After two or three cycles, I lost focus, falling into some inner space where I floated, giving myself to them completely. Another hour flew by. I came repeatedly as each cycle of spanking and fucking continued, every guy getting their turn at both.

I was getting tired now, the constant action finding its physical limit. The guys knew it, pushing on anyway. Not ready to stop. They had been waiting for my exhaustion to limit my ability to resist.

A cool pinprick touched my breasts as something like a clothespin gripped my tender flesh hanging through the bench openings. More of them followed until they covered both breasts in the sensations. Finally, a large piece of metal… bigger, harsher… clamped onto each nipple tip. I gasped as the torment of my breasts grew. Heat from the pain pushed lower, electrifying my sex. Oh my god…

A cock drove into me slowly. This one was massive, wide and long, maybe the largest I had ever had in me. I groaned at the mixture of pleasure/pain coursing through me. The slices of pain returned across my back and ass, just as that monstrous cock took me like a pile driver. Every inch went as deep as it could go, while the slashing across my back and ass continued.

The combination of pain on my body, the nipple torment and the incredible cock, pushed me powerfully over whatever cliff remained. The climax that came scorched through me, rippling from my belly, as I flopped on the bench. I cried out with the pleasure, filled with screams of pure joy that the pain only seemed to amplify. It engulfed my entire body in the need still growing.

Neither the pounding nor the pain slowed as I came down from that incredible high. I could do nothing. Receiving was all I had as another wave built. This one was a sensory overload so filled with lust and dark desire, they must have heard my scream of release down the block!

The fervency of what was happening to me, the pleasure/pain filling my every crevice, took me deeper into this cauldron of desire. A depth I could hardly imagine existed before this moment.

No longer thinking, or understanding what was happening, I BECAME the sensations, feeling the flow of what was being done. Then, like a dam breaking, collapsing whatever resistance remained in this one moment, the orgasm that followed was ethereal. As if my body floated above itself, immaterial and intangible. It filled me… washed through like a tidal wave… heat suffusing every pore… a wild explosion of sexual need. A second surge extended the release as I felt my invader spray his essence into my canal.

Finally, I collapsed on the bench in a haze of delirious pleasure. The striking and pumping stopped as that cock pulled out.

A face leaned down close to my ear. “This is really going to hurt, my love.” It was Dale. He pushed his lips into mine. Nothing could break the connection we had.

I pushed back against his passion, just as… “Oh, my fucking god!” I screamed, my head jerking, as they abruptly pulled off the pins and clamp that covered my breasts. My chest surged with the fire of pain that overwhelmed me. Dale pulled back, allowing me to take in deep breaths of recovery. They wouldn’t come. That last intense blast took my breath away, my body shuddering under its power. All I could do was whimper, panting as I remained helplessly tied to the bench, yanking on the straps holding me in place.

My body shook from what had been happening to me. In the back of my fog-shrouded brain, I could barely hear whispering again. Dale thanked them for coming, then heavy steps on the stairs. The room was suddenly quiet again.

All tension left as my body molded into the bondage that hugged me to the bench. A warm cocoon of pleasure and submission caressed me. Moments later, I was gone.
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Dale tapped my feet until I awoke sometime later. He had draped a soft blanket across me. My husband had already taken the straps off my limbs and returned my head to the cradle, now re-fastened to the top of the bench.

He helped me off the contraption. My back, ass and breasts ached with the movement. Dale guided me to the mirror in the bathroom off the media room. The shock of what I saw, followed by the memory of what pleasure had earned those stripes, made me giggle.

My backside was a mass of stripes, of various shades of pink, some alarmingly red. My nipples were red and swollen. I could see the pile of pins on the floor of the room. Those pins added to the orgasm, even if they really fucking hurt coming off.

Dale had body butter warming on his hands, spreading it across the tortured surfaces. I cringed a little at first. The cool relief felt great as cream covered more skin.

“Did you get what you deserved?” he chuckled.

I turned back to him, holding my arms out, pulling him in close. My breasts shrieked at the sudden touching. I didn’t care. I needed to feel my husband against me.

“I am really sorry for that thing at the club, my love. I will never do anything like that again.”

“No, babe. I’m the one that’s sorry. I opened the barn door with Gary, though I had no clue what to do when the horse had already escaped.”

I pushed away from him, looking up into those dark brown eyes. A grin covered my face. “That doesn’t matter. It wasn’t right. What I did… how careless I was… I promise it will never happen again.”

Reaching up to stroke his chest, following up to trace his chin. “However…” I giggled softly, “… if you ever want to ‘punish’ me again, I would like that very much. The more cocks, the merrier.” My sultry grin made him smile.

“Enjoyed my punishment, did you?” he chuckled.

“How did you know I would do it? Allow you to strap me to that bench?”

“Not sure… the accumulation of a lot of little things. You were ready to be fucked alright. That you would like the pain so much came as a surprise. I really saw this as punishment and pleasure. The paddling to remind you what you did wrong. The pleasure to give you what you need. That you would like both so much… that was unexpected.”

He pulled my hair back, forcing my face toward his. Suddenly, a need filled me. I pushed my body against his, allowing him to move my head as he wished. The joy of my submission filled me.

“We are off in a new direction, aren’t we?” I asked. He laughed, pressing his lips to mine, forcefully, passionately. I gave myself to him, loving his embrace.

He pulled back, glancing at the bench now in the middle of the room. “Talking about not planning! What are we going to do with this fucking bench? Do you think we could convince the kids it’s a plant holder?”

We fell into each other’s arms, laughing at the prospect of explaining this to our children. Our relationship had certainly moved in a new direction, but the kids would not move so easily!


Chapter 5
Waiting For Him To Use Me



I was on my knees in the hotel room. He stood several feet in front of me, watching. He ordered me to keep my eyes fastened to the floor, forbidden to look at him. Arousal literally dripped down my leg, glistening across my slit. The nub pulsed at the top. He had not even touched me yet. But I wanted him to… I so wanted him to.

On the floor, as he had ordered, I was facing him, sitting on my heels, knees spread wide to show him my glistening folds. My back was straight, hands cuffed together behind my back. He instructed me to thrust my chest out for his viewing pleasure. My throbbing nipples were hard, almost painful, as I yearned for his touch.

He had ordered me into this position when I first entered the room, telling me to undress without getting up. This was surprisingly hard to do. When I was done, he walked over, placing a thick blindfold over my eyes, walking out of the room. I heard his movement, opening cabinets, moving around, an odd clacking sound, though my brain could not think of what that might be.

Sexual desire filled me. Nothing could break through that exquisite torture going on between my legs. It seemed the longer I stayed in this position, the more intense my arousal became. He must have known that. With my eyes covered, it seemed all those needy parts grew even more so, unable to focus on anything else.

I shuddered as he walked back into the room, ice clinking gently in a glass. He walked to the side, sitting a glass on a table, then walked back. The light tinkle of ice moving in front told me he had made two, as he rolled the ice gently in his hand.
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Memories of how this started came to mind. We had been talking about this moment for six weeks, after I met him at a business conference. There was something about him. His strength… His control… His size… He was an immense man, deep into six-feet, broad shouldered and handsome. When we shook hands, I felt like a small child.

Let me say right now, the quivering in my girlie parts was not like anything I felt as a small child!

I had never had such a visceral reaction to a man before. It was all I could do not to throw myself at him, begging to be fucked. As it was, we spent most of the three-day conference together. If I hadn’t been married, I was certain we would have been together every night as well. Thankfully, I had resisted that, at least!

At the end, he gave me his business card, politely writing his cell number on the back. My obsession demanded a reply.

The first text went to him two weeks later.

Me:


How did you like the conference?




That didn’t fool him for a second. The text he returned was simple.

Master


Is the quality of the conference really why you contacted me?




When I replied no, he asked me where I was. When I said in my home office, he told me to take my panties off and touch myself until I came. I stared at the phone for a long time, shocked at the brazenness of his text, and that demand.

The more I stared, the more obvious it became that I would do it. I couldn’t help myself. I yanked my pants down and masturbating frantically until I groaned with the powerful release. After it was over, I kept looking nervously at the door, thinking my husband would walk in to catch me.

Me:


I did it! Came… for you.




Master


Next time I contact you, bring a dildo. I will tell you what to do with it.




I felt like a giddy schoolgirl, rushing upstairs to rummage through boxes, looking for a dildo in the back of my closet. Hadn’t used it in many years, yet I knew with confidence I would do anything he told me to do with it.

It went downhill from there. Soon, we were talking on the phone, texting constantly and eventually sexting pics back and forth. By the third or fourth call, I was routinely calling him Master, willing to do whatever he requested.

Guilt consumed me. The reality was plain. I was having an affair in my heart, even if not in physical reality. It wasn’t like I loved the guy, planning to leave my husband for him. Master just pushed every erotic button I ever thought of having. I needed his control. Wanted to give myself to him.

Oh yes, and I discovered I was a size queen. It had never come up before.

When he first sent me a full body picture, with his rod soft in front, I almost called it off. His cock was monstrous, thick as my forearm and long enough to hang loose against his thigh. As each day passed, my mind could not let that image go.

My sex throbbed with the need to feel that inside me, to experience that first plunge as he forced my sex wider than it had ever been before. I never had one that big inside me.

Even though I knew it would hurt a little on his first entry, I didn’t care. Especially after he sent a pic with a full erection! He sent that in response to a closeup of my sex just after I had made myself cum at his instructions. Things went from bad to downright nasty after that.

Soon, every time my husband was out of the house, we were holding video calls where we pleasured ourselves in front of each other until we came. Oh god, I wanted to feel that man’s seed inside me so bad!

His control of me grew stronger. I was out buying an enormous dildo at his instruction, so I could suck on his ‘cock’ while he stroked himself. Then, a week later, I received a package at my office, filled with butt plugs of various sizes. He texted me how I was to use them, so I could work my way up to taking the fullness of the dildo in my rear.

Soon, with every video call or text, I was obeying detailed instructions of sucking the cock, burying it inside me, twisting the butt plugs. I would cum so often on these video calls that I regularly needed a nap afterwards.

We both knew this was to prepare for when we got together for real. He told me that every hole would be his, to use as he wished. And I promised my willingness to give him everything he asked.

What would my husband think if he knew what I was feeling? How much I wanted this man? None of that mattered. I became obsessed, unable to think of anything else.
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Sound came from in front of me as my mind snapped back to the present. The gushing of my sex had gotten worse as I remembered all those video sessions. God, that was hot!

Now, while I was on my knees on the floor, blindfolded in front of him, completely under his spell. Unable to stop thinking about what he could do to me, I knew I wanted all those things to happen! That I was naked in this position gave him all the approval he needed.

When I walked in the door earlier, he did not say a thing until I was on my knees in front of him. Master had already given me detailed instructions of what to do when I entered the room. I removed all my clothing, got into this exact position, and put the blindfold on. A buttplug already filled my rear. I placed it there before I left my house, at his instruction.

I heard a belt being pulled, zipper lowered, clothing removed, steps closer. Without my eyes, even the smallest stimulation went straight to my sex. I quivered on the floor, anticipation filling my every cell.

He tapped my face to look up. His erect cock pushed at my mouth, demanding entry. “Worship my cock.”

I opened as wide as it would go. It wasn’t enough. He was simply too big for my small mouth. That did not mean the rest wasn’t fair game. I worshiped his rod with my tongue, massaged his balls with my lips, sucked hungrily on his head. I only wished I had hands to work his shaft.

While I offered my worship, his hands were all over my large breasts, pinching, pulling, grasping. My nipples were hard centers of need as he twisted them between thumb and forefinger. I was panting with the overwhelming sensations. All my fantasies were finally coming to life.

He leaned forward, moving his hand down my back. I whimpered softly, slowing my worship. He gave me five harsh slaps across my ass cheeks.

“Did I tell you to stop?” he barked, followed by five more.

“No, Master,” I grimaced, apologizing before I returned to my worship, panting with the arousal that now threatened to erupt in a release at any moment.

He leaned down again, pushing the glass-jeweled top of the butt plug in my rear, jiggling it as I gasped with the pleasure scorching through me. I had been wearing these plugs at his instruction frequently for the last three weeks. They had become centers of incredible arousal, reminding me of him with my every movement.

None of that mattered now. His hand continued on down to trace my slit, pushing a finger inside, flicking my clit. I groaned as all that pent up desire flashed through me, shuddering at the power of my orgasm. It seemed to go on forever as wave after wave flowed through me.

The trembling was not all because of the climax. He had awakened a sexual hunger in me that wasn’t close to being quenched. “Fuck me, Master… please.”

“My thought exactly,” he chuckled, tapping me on the rear to rise. I could barely get up. The power of that release. The hands fastened behind my back, and the long time in that position had left me weak and unbalanced.

As he helped me onto the bed, he unfastened my wrists, guiding me to hands and knees. Thoughts of my husband crossed in front of this sensual bliss.

Of the screaming match when he came home unexpectedly while I was driving the dildo into my sex. My wriggling ass stimulated the butt plug my Master had told me to use. My husband saw Master on the screen as I shrieked with the surprise, trying to cover myself. It was too late.

Of my crying when he stormed out of the house, not returning for two days. Guilt simply consumed me.

Yet, the ugly truth emerged as I laid by myself those two nights. I could not stop… would not… even though I knew the damage being caused.

My husband finally came home. We spent hours talking about what had happened and why, my confessing everything I had done, showing him all the texts and pics.

In the end, he gave me approval to go ahead. If it gave me that much pleasure, he would not stand in the way.

Master and I had cut off all contact while my husband was away, though right back at it as soon as my husband gave his permission to continue.

I shuddered at the thoughts of my husband, and the cost to him of giving that permission. None of that mattered now.

Master pushed my head down onto the bed, leaving my ass fully exposed. He gave me swats in bunches as I moaned at the roughness, as he systematically covered that jiggling flesh with his flat-handed blows.

Soon, the pain became even more intense. Something thinner, more focused. He told me it was his belt as creases of painful lines seared my very soul. My husband had never done anything like this! Even my folks had never spanked me as a kid.

The stinging of each blow at the start gave way to a deeper heat of growing arousal as the belt left me quivering, dripping all over the bed. I couldn’t process the mix of pleasure and pain that filled me.

He abruptly stopped, massaging my ass with his enormous hands. All that pain suddenly became a preamble to the greatest pleasure I had ever felt. All he had to do was touch my clit…

He teased me with his hands, so close. When he finally touched my swollen nub, I exploded on the bed, crying out with the release that shook my body, groaning at the intensity.
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Nothing could prepare me for the touch of his cockhead at my hungry opening. He pushed himself in slowly at first, allowing me to adjust to the incredible girth. Lubrication was not a problem. His passage captured everything I was into that one moment, my pleasure moving even higher.

He jackhammered inside as soon as I had adjusted, slamming his hips against my ass, wiggling the butt plug with each plunge.

I simply came apart! The viciousness of his plunges only got stronger as I screamed at my releases, one after the other.

I was having trouble catching a breath as he used my pussy for his own pleasure. The words poured out, unstoppable. “Fuck me, Master… oh god… I want you… want your seed inside me.”

“You are only a cunt to be used. A hole for any man, something to be harnessed at their whim.”

Master’s words went on and on. Somewhere in the back of my head, I knew the humiliation should make me mad. Instead, it drove me deeper into my submission. His control made the releases even stronger as he pummeled my needy cunt.

“Yes… Yes… everything… I give to you. Use my cunt…”

He shattered every remaining ounce of resistance when he came. I felt each rope fill my canal as I mewled at the indescribable pleasure. This triggered a release, bringing ecstasy I didn’t know existed, my body shaking with each blast.

Just as our climaxes peaked, he abruptly pulled out, returning to the belt. I groaned at the sudden change back to pain. Strike after strike. With his other hand, he stabbed at my clit or wiggling the plug. The cumming would not stop.

For the next two hours, we went from scorching pleasure/pain to gentle lovemaking at his whim. I was long past offering anything except complete submission.

He would have me in the center of the bed, cuddling gently. I was often so wiped from repeat cumming; I struggled to stay awake. Before slumber could find me, he had me up, sucking his cock. Then right back at it, plunging viciously into my needy cunt.

We made it in every position I could have imagined, always with long stretches of gentle kissing and caressing in between.

He eventually took my anal virginity, which hurt a little, despite all the prep we had done. It felt great! Oh, my god! The orgasm was something off every known scale as he savaged my rear with hard plunges.
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In the end, even my Master has his limits. As we moved deep into the third hour, he finally could not go on. His own heavy breathing matched my own.

I laid in his arms, cuddling close, wondering how I ever lived without this in my past.

Breathless, trying to recover from the orgasms that had not stopped for nearly three hours, I looked for the first time over at my husband. He sat on a chair across the room. His naked frame displayed how much he had enjoyed my ravishment. Cum covered his stomach and hand as he stared at me. I had twice heard his grunt of release during the night.

He smiled over at me on the bed. I was a shattered mess, head barely able to rise off my Master’s chest. That smile grew broader.

“Is this what you wanted?” my husband asked.

All I could do was nod yes.

“Want to do this again?”

My head nodded even harder.

Master chuckled. “Next time, I’ll bring a friend.”

My husband and I gasped almost in unison!


Chapter 6
His New Pet



My wife, Allie, had been going to this new therapist, Dr. Frederick, for several weeks. Whatever he was doing was working. She was calmer, more focused, and, if I may say so, more loving. She had become more affectionate toward me every day, even seemed to have an increased libido. We were making love regularly in a way we hadn’t done since our first year of marriage a decade ago. Her boss had even mentioned her name for a coming promotion, so things were going well at her office, too. After the rough spots we had been through over the last year, this was all welcome news.

She never discussed what the sessions entailed or the approach that he took, only that she really enjoyed them and wanted to continue. I was glad to pay his outrageous fees, because of the significant results, though I wished she had chosen a therapist ‘in network’. Would have saved us a lot of money.

When he called to invite me to watch one of her sessions, I was thrilled. Be great to watch a real professional, I thought, especially one that had showed such effectiveness. He arranged for me to meet them at his office that afternoon. She would come directly from work, he told me, though he asked me not to tell Allie I would be coming. He did not want her to change behavior or be self-conscious about my viewing the session. I promised I would keep it a secret.

The first surprise was his location. He was on the third floor of an old warehouse on the edge of an industrial section of town. The door had no markings for Dr. Frederick nor any other professional person. Just a door with that address and a button to push.

When I arrived at the designated time, pushing the button, a man answered, introducing himself as Master Frederick, thanking me for coming. What a curious moniker for a therapist, I thought. And not the one Allie had used. We chatted a bit. I thanked him for the significant results he had delivered for my wife. He said it was his pleasure, laughing softly. Not sure what was funny about that. I just smiled in return.

The second surprise of the visit was his dress. Clearly NOT professional. He wore black leather pants that were so tight I could see his incredible girth bulging out the front. His wife-beater t-shirt did nothing to hide his muscular chest and flat abs. The guy was clearly in very good shape. This was not like any therapist I had ever heard of. I expected a suit, tie, collared shirt, maybe even a white coat like you see around the hospital. Something… I don’t know… therapeutic!

He escorted me into a room off the entryway. It made me think of those police interrogation rooms where the officers could watch from the side. It had a large glass window on one side, a sofa on the opposite wall, and smaller chairs up against the glass. He suggested I sit in a chair so I could get a closer look. Then he pointed to the small cabinet beside the window, which he had loaded with lube and paper towels, for my convenience. What? Lube and towels?

His smile flashed an understanding of my confusion, asking me to sit. “Your wife has been undergoing a new type of therapy that some might consider unconventional. I invite the spouses here to allow them to watch without disturbing the client. This room is soundproof. Your wife will not know you are here. You are welcome to get more comfortable, and make use of the offered extras should you desire. No one can see in here either. I will be open for questions after we finish.”

I thanked him for his help, then sat in a chair facing the glass. ‘Enjoy the show,’ he said, stepping out the door, which gave a very distinct locking sound when it closed. Just an old warehouse, I thought. Stiff frames. I could see light on the other side. A curtain or shade covered the glass. I presumed he would show me when he was ready.
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15 minutes later, Master Frederick pulled the curtains back. WHAT THE FUCK?! There was Allie on some kind of bench, naked as the day she was born. Her ass stuck in the air. Her limbs were on either side of the bench, as if on her hands and knees. I could clearly see her pussy lips.

Looking closer, I noticed her sex glistened with moisture, already aroused. He had positioned the bench slightly askew to the window to allow me to see everything that happened. I could see her large breasts and rigid nipples hanging down through two holes strategically placed on the bench. Someone clearly designed the platform for just this purpose.

She had a blindfold over her eyes, cuffs on her wrists and ankles, with each cuff fastened to that bench. I saw something sticking out of her rear. It was a butt plug! We had never used one, though anyone that has ever watched porn would recognize what one looked like.

My Allie was not going anywhere. And she clearly didn’t want to. A small speaker at the top of the glass allowed me to hear everything in the room. Her moans filled the space, along with a soft buzzing noise. That plug had to be a vibrator. Her ass rotated slowly, each movement seeming to heighten her arousal.

Master Frederick entered, looking confident and ready. My chest tightened as I saw him. He had removed his t-shirt, baring his muscular chest to the room. His leather pants now had a hole in the front, which allowed his cock and balls to hang outside the black leather. Although he was only half-hard, I could already see he was huge. Maybe the largest cock I had ever seen. Fear coursed through me, as I suddenly understood.

HE WAS GOING TO FUCK MY WIFE!!!

I ran to the door, trying to rip it open. He had locked it solid, no give at all. I rattled the door handle, trying to make some noise. This brought only a modest rattle. Master Frederick did not want me disturbing what he was doing, even though he wanted to make sure I could see everything. What kind of man had my wife gotten herself involved with?

“Well, my sub… ready for your session this week?” I heard over the speaker.

“Yes, Master.”

“You give me permission to do whatever I want?”

“Yes, Master. I give myself to you willingly,” Allie answered. What the fuck?!

He reached around, jiggling his thumb against the butt plug. The moaning became a wail as she thrashed against the buzzing intruder. Frederick chuckled softly, left the plug. He traced along her ass. Slowly, sensuously, up her side. I could see Allie shuddering with anticipation.

Frederick stepped away to a side wall, wheeling a cart covered with a small towel.

“Anything I ask?” he repeated.

“Yes, Master,” she replied. Her head turned toward his words. “I am yours always. Please use me for your pleasure.”

“Thank you,” he replied, ripping the cloth off the top of the cart. My eyes must have gone four sizes larger with the shock of what I saw. The cart was full of whips, floggers, paddles, canes. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Frederick picked up a leather flogger. “We will start soft today. Would you like that?”

“I want whatever you want, Master. Use me for your pleasure.”

This was like some kind of mantra he had drilled into her. Had to be. As soon as I thought it, however, I knew it wasn’t true. This was coming from her. I could tell by her tone. We had been married a long time. I knew that tone. No one had made her do this.

He positioned the flogger behind his head and then rained blows systematically across her back, ass and upper thighs. My wife simply groaned at the start, pushing her ass out to encourage more. My mouth almost hit the floor.

The flogger did not last. Soon, he put to use every striking instrument on the cart. Allie cried out as the pain increased from soft leather to hardwood paddle to crop and cane. His arm struck harder, faster.

I couldn’t bear listening to my wife cry out in obvious torment. I pounded on the glass, trying to get her attention, to no avail.

I finally figured out what was happening. For my third startled surprise of the session. These were not cries of pain. She LOVED this. My wife writhed on the bench, groaning, whimpering for him to hit her harder. He gladly obliged. The soft flesh tones of her back and ass quickly turned to pink, then to red, where stripes of the cane creased her skin.

She simply loved the cane. Crying out even louder, “Harder, Master. Harder.” He gave her all she asked for. I thought it would rip the skin off her back, cringing at every blow on her flesh.

Quickly, I noticed Frederick’s experience. I could see his wrist move up at an angle just before he struck, lifting the angle of the rod to prevent a hard slash. This movement seemed to create just as much pain while preventing damage to the skin. Blow after blow rained down on my lovely wife. She cried out with the pleasure, pushing her ass upward, wanting more.

As I watched, I discovered the biggest surprise of all. Her moaning and thrashing at the intense sensations turned me on just as much. My shaft bulged against my suit pants. I glanced at the side cabinet, suddenly understanding why he recommended the lube and towels.

I couldn’t help myself, pulling my pants down. My fist found a rock-hard shaft, stroking slowly while I watched Master Frederick take complete control of my wife.

Gradually, I detected a slight change in her tone. A sign that she was reaching an endurance limit. She wanted more, yet her breathing grew raspy, panting with the force of the sensations.

He halted abruptly. I could hear her whimper of disappointment through the speaker.

“Oh, my young submissive, we are not nearly done.” He looked at the window, winking at me. “You have more to endure. Much more.” He walked back to the cart, picking up two pieces of metal I did not recognize, both connected with a chain. “I decided to up your game this session. See if we can increase your tolerance before I give you the payoff you crave. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered. “Please… I need you inside me.”

Oh god, my wife is begging him to fuck her!
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I knew what was coming, unable to pull my eyes away. My wife and her Master were clearly visible through the glass window into the playroom. Master Frederick caressed my blindfolded wife across her back and ass, now pink and laced with dark slashes of red where he had struck her with his toys. She whimpered at the too-soon end of his painful treatment on her tender flesh. My god, I thought, still in shock. She wanted more!

Suddenly, all the times she avoided having me see her nude after a session slipped into memory. The quick showers, the slacks and sweatshirts, instead of her usual shorts and t-shirts. She had been intentionally hiding this from me!

He moved toward her with the two pieces of metal I did not recognize, connected with a chain. Memory of her begging him to fuck her swelled in my chest, nearly breaking my heart.

“You will receive your reward, my sub. Soon…” He got down on his knees, positioning the metal pieces underneath her breasts. I leaned forward myself to catch what he was doing. She must have known. Her breathing grew shorter as her nipples jiggled with her chest movement. They were hard pebbles, sticking out.

He pinched the first with his fingers, placing a metal pincer on the nipple. Her cry of intense pain filled the room. Jesus, that must really hurt! He repeated the same on her other nipple. Her bellows became even more fearsome. Her body shook now as he pulled the chain connecting the clamps. I watched her poor nipples pulled tighter, stretched away from her body. Every limb shook as she pulled against her bonds.

I almost fainted when I heard the change in her tone again. “Oh god,” she whimpered. “Use me, Master. So good…” The moans returned. I could see him pulling even tighter. She appeared to thrust her chest out at him, wanting more.

He leaned back so I could see his face, winked at me again, smiling while he yanked on the chain repeatedly. Allie came apart again. Those whimpering moans transformed into groans of intense pleasure as she thrashed on the bench. I could hear the butt plug vibrator growing louder as he increased the intensity. For a second, I thought she might cum right there!

My cock certainly liked it. I couldn’t stop myself, yanking the rest of my clothes off, reaching for the lube, stroking now more aggressively.

My wife. My loving Allie. Attached to a bench, screaming her pleasure at having her nipples tortured, and I could not have been more turned on. What was wrong with me?

Frederick dropped the chain. The nipples remained attached as it hung there, swaying with her heavy breathing. He stood up.

Master Frederick had also found her needs very stimulating, it seemed. His massive rod stuck straight out through the opening of those leather pants as he stood, moving in front of her mouth. She could sense he was there, opening her lips wide, sticking her tongue out. She had clearly done this before.

“Oh Master, let me please you… I need you in my mouth.” I cringed at those words from my own wife!

“As you wish,” Frederick chuckled, pushing his cock head onto her tongue. The delight in her expression made me cringe. My wife wanted him to push it in. That sent shivers through my core as my cock throbbed. I couldn’t wait any longer. My hand moved faster, still incredulous at my arousal. I could not remember ever being this turned on.

He pushed his cock into her mouth. The monster would not go in more than an inch or two, I knew. She could barely take me more than halfway. My mouth hung open again as I watched him work it ever deeper. I could see her throat expand around the shaft as he pushed. Soon, he buried that enormous tool until her nose touched his pubic hair. Clearly, they had been working on improving her skill in this area.

I could see her chest shake, a combination of nipple pain and lack of breathing, I suspected. She did not care. Her moans had to feel great across his throbbing rod as he pulled back, allowing her to take a deep breath, then pushed right back in.

Once he knew she was ready, he fucked her face with abandon. She simply opened her mouth and let him, holding her mouth open as far as it would go. Her drool coated the shaft. I could see her throat extend on the side with each thrust.

This was what she wanted? To have Frederick fuck her throat? Almost unconsciously, my hand on my rod moved at the rhythm of his thrusts, as if I was doing the fucking. Need filled me. I slowed, not wanting to cum… not yet. I knew where he would go next and didn’t want to cum too soon.
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As if he heard my thoughts, Frederick pulled out abruptly. Allie wasn’t happy. What she wanted did not matter. She needed to breathe. Heaves filled her chest with needed oxygen. The nipple clamps caused her to cringe with every breath.

Frederick did not care. He walked around behind her, spanking her ass five times just to get her focused, slamming himself home. The deep mewl out of her throat almost made me cry. This is what she came for… the ‘inside me’ she craved. Master Frederick controlled that pussy in a way I never had.

And control it he did, bludgeoning himself into her hungry sex like a pile driver. Her groans became more frantic as he took it to my loving wife.

Her cuffs held her in place as she pushed back against him as best she could. The chain waved underneath. Her nipples distended and reddened as her groans filled my little room through the speaker.

The orgasm, when it came, shook her entire body. Every limb pulled tight against the bonds as she screamed her pleasure into the room. Frederick didn’t even slow, continuing his thrusts into her hungry sex.

Another release came moments later, then another. She shook, sobbed, trembled. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. These were the greatest orgasms she ever had. At least the strongest I had ever seen. She had never cum like that when I was inside her!

That took me over the edge. My hand slashed aggressively back and forth across my cock, hungry for my release. It didn’t take long. I grunted heavily as rope after rope flew across the room, onto the glass, wall, and floor. My eyes never left my wife as we came together on different sides of the glass.

When her cascading releases finally slowed, mine followed, like we had made love together. Frederick held his thrusting, looking straight at the glass. He could not see me through the mirror on his side, though knew I was there. He beamed at me, nodding with satisfaction. Things had clearly worked out exactly as planned.

Without pulling out, he reached over to the cart, hitting a button. I heard the door to my room unlocked. He silently waved me to come in. “Show her the love she wants… and needs,” he whispered, trying to get the message to me without her hearing. Not sure it would have made any difference. She was so into the pleasure, he could have shouted and she wouldn’t have paid attention.

His hips continued a slow in and out as Allie came down from the incredible high she had experienced. I suddenly realized Master Frederick hadn’t cum yet.

I did not wait to put my clothes back on. I opened the door, walking into the playroom. He smiled at seeing me naked, my cock soft as I entered. The remains of my release still coated my cockhead. He knew!

He chuckled, mouthing to me, ‘put it in her mouth,’ pointing to my cock. I had wanted nothing more in my entire life. I stepped up, touching my soft rod to the side of her face. My cream streaked across her cheek.

She shrieked suddenly, understanding they were not alone for the first time. “Master… what’s happening? Is someone else here?”

“Yes, my love. I am here,” I said, stroking her face softly. She freaked then, with the surprise of my discovering what she had been doing. She yanked against the bonds, trying to get out. The Master and I just laughed at her futile efforts.

I leaned down to her ear, whispering, “I know what’s going on, Allie. Master Frederick told me all about it. I have watched your entire session.” She gasped, stopped fighting her bonds. Still trembling in fear.

“I’m sorry, babe,” she said. “I didn’t know how to tell you what I had become.”

“A pain slut?” I chuckled. She just nodded her head.

Just as I said that, a shriek came out of her throat, her body shuddering against her bonds. Frederick got off the floor, nipple clamps in hand.

“Fuck…” she cried out, quivering on the bench. “I love nipple torment so much. Only it hurts much worse coming off than going on.”

I chuckled again. “Good to know,” I said, stroking her face again. “Look, babe. Now that I have seen it. What he does to you. How much you enjoy it. I understand. This was just the therapy you needed. I wish you had told me. Trusted me after all our years together. Still, I get it. Quite a secret. You didn’t want me to reject you for what I might interpret as perverted needs.”

“Please, Jack. I don’t want us to break up. Not what I want. I love you so much.”

Pressing my fingers softly on her lips, this silenced her. “I understand now, Allie. It was something you needed. So many things you have done clicked in my head as I watched you. Why you pushed me to be more forceful in our lovemaking. Why you struggled so much to cum for me. I get it now.”

A sigh left her lips at my words. I nodded to Frederick, who was straightening up his tools while we talked. He confirmed this assessment with his own nod.

“I am as much to blame as you, my love,” I said. “Always trying to push you down every traditional slot I could find. You needed something different, and I ignored all those signs.”

“Will you forgive me?” she asked.

“Not only forgive, but take part. Open up, you slut. My cock needs equal time.”

Pushing my cock into her mouth, she opened with her tongue, just like she had done for Frederick. I did not hesitate, knowing I was much smaller than her Master, shoving my cock straight down her throat without stopping. She easily accommodated my girth.

Even though still blindfolded, I could feel her eyes looking up at me as she tasted my cum on the cock that pushed down her throat. A taste she knew well. Her smile formed around my shaft as she went at my cock with gusto, moaning with the pleasure. I was only half hard, growing harder rapidly.

As soon as I was hard, I ran around to her sex, slamming myself inside. Frederick walked around to her mouth, shoving his cock in at the same time.

Her two men ravaged her as long as we could. The Master reached over, handing me a short crop, telling me where to place it. I raised my own version of pain on her back as I slammed into her. She came and came, groaning with the surprise of her sudden release from guilt and shame, as if she was fully letting go for the first time.

I couldn’t hold on any longer, dropping the crop, holding her hips as I blasted my second load in the last few minutes. Her cry of release filled the room as Frederick pulled back, using rapid strokes to blast his own offering all over her face. Her tongue stretched out, trying to get as much as she could. When he was done, he reached down, scooping fingers full, shoveling it in her eager mouth.

After all that, I collapsed on top of her while Frederick walked into a back room, bringing a wet towel. I got up, using the rag to clean her up.

Allie collapsed on the bench, her breathing slow and steady. Calm filled her. Frederick walked over to the cabinet, pulling out a blanket. He draped it over her body, already snoring softly with exhaustion. I leaned down to unfasten the bonds.

Frederick touched me lightly before I could reach the first one. “Let her sleep in bondage. She needs it. Let’s have a drink.”
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Frederick and I talked for the next hour as Allie slept. We talked about how she initially came to him, their long discussions, how he figured out what she needed. Importantly, he apologized for doing it behind my back for as long as they did. She insisted, he said, not wanting to break my heart. It broke every rule he lived by, he claimed. He compromised by bringing me in as soon as he could.

Not sure why I wasn’t mad. Watching the woman I love so full of ecstasy had changed my entire perspective. I wanted her to feel that as often as she needed.

We worked out a deal where she could continue coming to him weekly. I was free to join anytime I wanted. He suggested we allow her the freedom to find her own comfort at my participation. Oddly, I agreed with this approach, understanding she had held it from me for a reason.

When we walked back into the playroom, Allie was awake. I reached over, pulling the blindfold off, leaning down to kiss her while Frederick unfastened the cuffs. She flew into my arms as I helped her up.

“Thank you, my love. So much. You will not regret trusting me this way.”

“It was not a challenge, Allie. I love you. Want you to be happy. I know now this is what you need. That’s good enough for me.”

I helped her dress, shook Frederick’s hand, then we went home. I had never been happier to allow my wife to be his new pet. She needed it and, deep down, so did I.


UNEXPECTED RESULTS


Chapter 7
Learning to Service My Hotwife



I stared impatiently at the phone, waiting for her text confirming they had finished. I only worked 10 minutes from home, was ready to go. How long did she need? Fuck it. I’m going to leave, anyway. Tired of waiting.

Lyle had been there most of the afternoon. He usually came for lunch, then stayed for dessert, if you know what I mean. He was the latest in a line of bulls that had been servicing my wife since the early years of our marriage. She would favor one for a while. Something would happen. Shortly after, she would send them packing, then go out looking for another. I had never understood the pattern completely, or been able to predict when it would happen. My loving wife, Susie, just needed a regular change.

We had been married 15 years at this point and were in no danger of breaking up. In fact, I seemed to be the only constant in this ever-changing rotation. Worse, I never figured out what it was about me that made her stick around.

I didn’t have a gigantic cock like most of her bulls, though I wasn’t small. Above average, I’d say. I only lacked the domineering presence she preferred. You know, the kind of guy that throws her on the back of the sofa, rips her panties down, and fucks her like a jackhammer until she screams her releases. Nope, not my thing either. Totally unlike her ‘guys’.

Yet, I never felt threatened or ready to walk out because of insecurities. This was just the way she was. No different from her having natural auburn hair, or a voluptuous shape, or that she liked those disgusting Brussels sprouts she ate. I loved her all the same.

Her unique needs came out… when was it… we had only been married two or three years, I think. We had a great sex life then. Still do. Despite that, Susie knew something was missing.

She sat me down one day and asked me what I thought about her becoming a hotwife. The phrase was new to me back then, so I asked her to explain what she wanted. My wife was never one to mince words or hide her feelings. She needed more cock than I could give her. Wanted my permission to get more.

Okay, I know what you’re thinking. She was going to cuckold me, find that cock no matter what I said. And that may be true, to some degree. She really needs this. Yet I never felt threatened. Instead, I came to realize my wife was thoughtfully battling an inner demon that she worried would threaten our relationship. She made it clear from the beginning that was not what she wanted to happen.

For the next couple of months, we talked about it in depth. Why she needed it? How she planned to do it? What guys she would look for? Where I fit inside this new world of hers? There was no talk of ‘or else’ or stomping her feet like a spoiled child. I came to appreciate the level of self-awareness it took for her to understand her needs and be willing to discuss it with me in such a mature way. We were only in our mid-20s when we had this conversation.

She told me what she wanted and has stayed true to that model from the start, making sure I never felt excluded, humiliated, or even inconvenienced.

The guys were always big, muscular types, with large cocks and a domineering presence that would take it to her hard. In recent years, these guys were mainly black, even though I never got the impression it was a BBC thing. Rather, the big guys she found happened to be black.

Her latest, Lyle, was a personal trainer at her gym. He’s from Costa Rica, I think… fitting her ‘big guy’ model to the letter, though not as dark-skinned as some others. His cock certainly fit the requirement. One of the biggest she has had, she told me. She didn’t know why this turned her on so much. It just did.

Massive certainly did not describe her history-loving, technology executive husband. That man barely played sports growing up and loved reading and movies much more than a day on the course, court, or field.

And maybe that’s the point. Susie laughed one time when I mentioned my contrast with the men she chose. “I don’t want to live with these assholes,” she giggled. “Just want them to fuck me… then go away.”

That made me laugh. In the end, I saw what she meant and understood why they seldom lasted very long. This was a physical need she had. All the emotional sustenance she needed came from me.

The first few, I was involved in vetting the men. I wanted to make sure the guys would do nothing against her will. Even watched several times as the guys we chose gave her all she could handle.

I’ll confess, those early sessions were hard on me. Watching another guy make my wife scream with a level of pleasure I knew I couldn’t duplicate made me feel small and inadequate. I soon wondered when she would tire of a ‘nice guy’ like me, running off with one of these alpha types.

It never happened, and I discovered something as confusing as it was curious, at least for this 20-something husband on the smaller side. The harder and more frequently she got fucked by these linebacker-types, the closer we became. It was unmistakable.

I have read of people who are into BDSM painplay describing the calmness they feel afterward as the main reason they do it. Clearly, getting fucked hard did something to Susie that made her happier and more content with her life.

In the end, I made a calculated bet. If it made her happy to be fucked like that, then why stand in her way? I knew there was a risk of her finding another to give her both the cock and emotional support, leaving me in the lurch. In the end, I figured that was true of any relationship. Someone could always come along to ruin everything, even in a traditional marriage.

Nowadays, all these years later, Susie and I are as tight as ticks on a dog. I seldom even watch anymore, other than the videos she sends occasionally. The calculated risk paid off. She gets the dick she wants and I get the loving wife I needed. What could be better than that?
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Over 12 years later, the string of bulls stretching ever longer, I headed home, looking forward to hearing her lustful stories over our usual family dinner.

I knew Lyle had given it to her hard for much of the afternoon. He always did. Turns out, they simply lost track of the time and were still humping away when I walked into the bedroom, catching him mid-plunge, as it were. I knew he was there all afternoon. She knew I knew. So did Lyle. We were long past any attempt to hide what she was doing. I genuinely did not mind.

Susie looked up at me when I coughed gently, letting her know of my presence, smiling. She startled softly, grinning back at me with a wink. ‘Almost done,’ she mouthed to me, as her hips began pushing back harder, encouraging Lyle to finish. He glanced up at me, nodding his head. Then he gave my wife the hard ride!

I don’t know where she gets these guys, but they know how to give her the fucking she wanted. He gave her hard stabbing lunges as she mewled with the pleasure. Soon, they were both gasping for air as she wrapped her legs around him like a world-class bull-rider. He was happy to supply all the rough cock she needed.

My wife came hard shortly after that, cries of her release filling the room. His grunting contribution followed quickly.

Lyle got up hurriedly, knowing he had overstayed his welcome. He even apologized. ‘Sorry, man. Lost track of the time with your lady here.’ Or something like that. I nodded. No problem. He gathered his clothes, rushing out the door, as if he was afraid I would shoot him or something.

This was no code violation, breaking one of a long list of rules I required for her to continue. Nothing like that. I just asked her to finish before I got home so we could have our time together uninterrupted by the men. She agreed, seldom running past the allocated time. It occasionally happened. I was not upset, just amused.

This time, she was panting heavily from an entire afternoon of Lyle’s hard treatment. Her legs still spread wide, stiff from the position all afternoon.

My eyes caught a glimmer of white seeping out of her swollen pussy lips, the contrast to the red and raw labia catching my attention. Her entire crotch was a mess, with his and her juices smeared everywhere.

She was staring at me as she tried to normalize her breathing, catching my sudden eye movement down to her crotch. There was no hiding what happened to her. Susie was full of his spunk, plus her own juices had been on full production for the last few hours. Lyle was a notoriously huge cummer, filling her so much she often had to wear tampons afterward because of the continual leakage even hours after he left.

My eye movement sparked something inside her. A recognition. A desire… Shaking me out of my mesmerized state, she pulled her legs up by her knees, lifting her ass off the bed. Her vulgar display of the sopping mess stirred something in me…

“Like what you see, babe?” she asked, barely above a whisper.

I nodded my head. The draw of the growing white glob had me in its grip. Her head moved, telling me to come closer as she slowly shifted her hips, pointing her sex directly at me. Another droplet oozed out. My eyes locked again, unable to tear myself away. Her opening… the flow coming out… her soft breathing… liquid everywhere. My cock rose hard and stiff, pressing against my work slacks.

“Do it,” she said, her head pointing toward her crotch. “You know you want to.” With her legs still in the air, she reached down, spreading her pussy lips. More spunk flowed out… “Eat me. Lick up everything he left behind.” She was taunting me to do something about the mess.

Not sure what happened. Almost in reflex, I fell to the bed, burying my face in that mess. My tongue pushed deep stabs into her pink slit, releasing even more of their juices. It tasted like the sweetest nectar that had ever touched my lips. The bitter, salty jism contrasted with her finer oils, combining into a treat that made me rock hard.

It also did something to her. The groan that rose from her lips was from another plane of pleasure. I focused every part of myself on the cleaning. My tongue and lips covered her sex, scooping up everything I could.

As those actions touched her opening and clit, Susie moaned even deeper, unable to control what was happening. She let her legs go, surrounding my head, heels on my back. I could feel the tremble of a coming release, frantically trying to scoop as much as I could before it happened.

My lips abruptly attached to her clit, sucking harshly against her nub. She came off the bed with a cry that shook the bed. She thrashed on my head as the waves of pleasure pounded into her. I had never seen her cum like that before, a full body release, shaking and trembling, unable to contain the power of it.

Soon, she could not take more. Squirming, pushing my head back. “Stop, stop… oh god…”

I pulled my head up, teasing her clit with a couple of light tongue slashes. She cried out, as if I had attached them to a battery! Finally, Susie’s head went back on the pillow. Her breath came rapidly, shallow, trying to catch enough… and struggling to succeed.

Neither of us could figure out what happened. I got up, yanking my clothes off, walking into the bathroom for a washcloth, returning to the bed. The look on Susie’s face was priceless. What the fuck just happened? We fucked like teenagers the rest of the evening.

Go figure, 15 years later, on our shared journey of discovery, we had learned I loved to eat her bull’s cum out of her pussy. And when I did, her orgasms were so strong they registered on the seismic scale!

After we were too exhausted to go on, I held her tight, cuddled up next to her on the bed. She purred at my touch, burying herself in my arms. We both knew a change had happened. My ‘clean up’ had become a part of her bull calls.

From that day forward, she would time the bull’s departure as close to my arrival home as she could. When I walked in, I would always find her positioned with her legs bunched in her arms, holding her butt in the air. She did this to trap inside as much of her bull’s release as she could.

I never needed to ask what to do. When I saw her positioned like that, I tore my clothes off and pushed my face to our shared bliss.

Who said you can’t teach an old dog new tricks?


Chapter 8
Two Old Guys Like to Play



Manny and I have been eating at Shiloh House every Tuesday since we both retired a year ago. The food is good, reasonably priced, and, most importantly, Hannah was our server.

Oh, yes… Hannah. She definitely kept us coming back every week. This beautiful young woman, maybe early 30s, had long blond hair, always kept in a ponytail down her back. Her crystal-clear blue eyes, gorgeous body with ample breasts, and smile that never stopped always kept us eager for the next Tuesday. We always made it a point of sitting in her section and adding a little extra to her tip.

Manny and I were a boisterous lot, with constant joking part of our relationship. We would sling fake insults at each other constantly, teasing about being old, fat, blind. The other’s favorite teams were losers… you get it. Just having fun. The roars of laughter would often draw attention to our table from other patrons at the place.

Hannah was no exception. Shortly after we started coming to Shiloh House for our weekly lunch, when she wasn’t busy with a customer, she was hanging around our table, quickly getting into our odd sense of humor, throwing insults as well as the two of us. Some of hers were real zingers, so we started slinging them back.

One time, Manny made an admittedly rude comment about the fat ass of a young woman that just walked into our section. Hannah gave Manny one of her best, telling him that not only was he blind, he likely couldn’t get it up for the woman anyway, before walking to serve another table.

Manny and I burst into laughter as we watched her walk to the other table. I swear she wiggled her ass at us as she left. Hannah definitely did NOT have a fat ass!

“Fred, she’s flirting with us, isn’t she?” Manny said.

“I think she is,” I chuckled. “Kind of fun. Been a while since we shared so much laughter with a beautiful young woman.”

“You think it was on purpose?”

“What kind of purpose? She’s just joining in our fun. We’re way too old for her. Plus, we’re both married.”

“Sally could not care less what I do. We haven’t humped in years.”

My eyes grew wide at this news. We normally didn’t share personal details like THAT for these lunches. He had never told me anything about their sex life before.

“Are you serious? You haven’t had sex with your wife in years?”

“I can tell you the exact date,” he groused. That smile of moments before suddenly a frown of regret and loss. “For our anniversary two years ago. She thought we would celebrate in a style she knew I would like. She got a room at The Heritage downtown, bought some sexy lingerie, then told me to meet her there. All hush-hush about what was to come. We humped all right, had a great time. After that, she lost all interest. Like a big celebration at the end of a party. We haven’t done it since.”

I couldn’t believe either what he was saying or that he was sharing this with me. We had been friends for over 25 years, since I joined the firm we both worked at, then retired from. In all that time, Manny never once shared an intimate detail of his relationship with his wife, Sally. At least, not about sex.

They had problems over the years, like every married couple. My wife, Brenda, and I had similar challenges along the way. Yet, ours always seemed to be disagreements over solvable problems that were eventually resolved. I thought Manny and Sally were the same.

Manny and his bride had been married for over 40 years by this point. They even had a big 40th anniversary party last year. Seemed happy together. No sex for that long?! Ouch…

The four of us had gotten together many times over the years. I always found Sally a fun person, though not warm. I had noticed they seldom touched. In my mind, I wrote this off as a generational thing. Public Displays of Affection (PDA) were frowned upon by our generation. That Brenda and I were always all over each other, touching constantly, was more about us than what was common. WE were the uncommon ones and knew that.

Besides, my relationship with Brenda was so different from what Manny had just described. Come to think of it, I never told Manny about that either. Even in our now mid-60s, Brenda and I still had an active sex life. Frequency had slowed, of course. What used to be every day, then three times a week, had slowed to weekly or every other week. The energy wasn’t there to sustain much more as we got older, yet the affection remained, deep and abiding.

The big difference with Manny and Sally was the openness of our relationship. Brenda and I had been in an open relationship for most of our 42 years together. Everything from swinging to threesomes, we had done it. Brenda definitely enjoyed playing and the stimulation of multiple partners.

Every few weeks for much of our married life, I would come home with a note on the kitchen table. ‘Going hunting,’ she would say. Later that night, typically after midnight, she would come home looking disheveled and used. Clearly fucked. We would hop right into bed on her arrival while she told me all about her night. She often described our frantic fucking afterward as the main reason she did it.

Truth is, I didn’t mind. I liked her to have the pleasure she wanted and never felt threatened by her needs being greater than my own. I was free to do the same thing, of course, and occasionally did over the years. In the end, I didn’t enjoy that as much as she did. That wasn’t it for me. I was much more interested in her playing than my own.

For Hannah, though… I could make an exception.

“Come on, Manny, a little flirting does not mean a beautiful woman like that is going to bed with a couple of old geezers. I don’t want to see you harassing her or anything.”

He gave me a comical ‘who me?’ look, while we both laughed at the preposterousness of the very idea. The thought grew in my mind despite our laughter. Twice during that meal, I caught her looking back at us, specifically at me. There was something else in that look this time. Something more inquisitive and interesting.

My cock became embarrassingly hard as I sat at the table. I couldn’t stop my imagination from flowing with thoughts of such a lovely woman lying naked on a bed, looking at me the same way she did earlier.

We paid our bill and left, thinking nothing of it. Just two old guys with overactive fantasies.
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Later that month, we shared another fun lunch session, with Hannah joining in, even sitting at our booth for a short while. The jokes were decidedly dirtier this time, all at the instigation of Hannah, I might add.

Not that we didn’t immediately join in. I had spoken to Manny on our mobiles on the way home after her first ass wiggle at us. I wanted to make sure he didn’t say anything to her that was inappropriate. If she felt uncomfortable suddenly, she would ask to move to another section. I didn’t want her to move or to feel that discomfort.

My 65-year-old bladder always needed to make a ‘tea deposit’ after these long lunches, so Manny and I said our departure before I walked into the Men’s room. This time, on my way out, Hannah was standing there, clearly waiting for me.

“Hey, Fred. Had a lot of fun at lunch today. You two are so funny.”

“You always give as good as you get, Hannah. Why we sit in your section! I, for one, love to have you join in. And know Manny does, too.”

She got quiet, shuffling a little. Somehow, I knew what was coming.

“Maybe you guys should come for drinks. I work the day shift, usually get off at 4. We could have some real fun then.”

“Real fun?” Okay, I’m a little clueless. This was my first time having a young woman actually come on to me.

“Sure, meet for drinks… share some stories… see what comes up…” Her flush face told me the last item in her string was the critical point. “My place is very convenient.”

“Your place?” More surprise registered in my tone than I wanted. Still… her place? This beautiful woman was inviting Manny and me over to her place? There could only be one reason for us to go there! My cock sprang to life at that moment!

Her shuffling grew more active as she turned away, presumably to make sure no one else could hear the conversation.

“I’ve always had a thing for older guys. The sex is calmer, more pleasurable. Would you two be interested?”

“I know I am!” I chuckled to her, stroking her face quickly with my hand. That face grew even redder. “I’ll talk to Manny. When?”

“How about next Tuesday? If you want to get together right after lunch, I’ll tell the manager I need to get off early. We can met at Jerry’s Place, on 87th. My apartment is within walking distance.”

“I’m in, my dear. No mistake about that. I will talk to Manny. Go ahead, make the arrangements to get off. I’ll be ready. I doubt Manny will turn down such an offer either.”

She smiled at me, leaning over to kiss me on the cheek, her breasts gently grazing my arm. “I look forward to kissing much more of you, and you’re touching whatever else you want.”

Her warm, sensual stare at those brazen words left me stuttering as she walked off, turning back to wink at me as she moved down the hall from the restrooms. I stared at the receipt of our lunch she had just handed me. For the first time, I noticed she wrote her mobile number on the paper.

Manny couldn’t believe it when I called him. “She wants us to take her to bed… at the same time?”

I wasn’t sure how much I should tell him about my background, so treated it as an educational experience for him. “Having more than one can be pleasurable for a woman. Even if we can’t give her the vigorous fucking of a young man, the two combined should give her all she wants. Besides, one of us could hump her while the other gets a blowjob. Spitroasting, they call it. Should be fun.”

“She would allow us to do that?” His tone of total disbelief brought me close to tears as I thought about this man, already in his mid-60s, that had never shared a woman.

“Of course… many women love that. She will, too.”

“What if I can’t get it up?”

“Been an issue lately?” I asked, trying to be sympathetic with my usually ‘insulting’ gag at the tip of my tone.

He did not laugh. “Well, no. Just nervous. Fuck… I doubt if I have ever been in a situation like that.”

“Look,” I said, “I’ll bring a little blue pill for you. You can take it at the start of the meal, then be ready when she is.”

He finally agreed. Just before hanging up, he asked. “Should I tell Sally?”

“That’s up to you. I will definitely tell Brenda. We have done things like this before.”

“You have?” His tone told me he wanted more information, though over the phone wasn’t the time or place.

“We can talk about it over lunch next week. For now, do whatever you think is right.”

All week long, Manny kept calling me. A bundle of nerves. What should he wear? Something nice. Should we bring condoms? I will bring. What should I say to Sally? No idea. She’s your wife!

Brenda was very excited at the news, even wondered whether she should come. Maybe another time, I told her. Manny would have a stroke if he walked into Hannah’s apartment, with Brenda standing there. We made love multiple times in the build-up to the day, as Brenda went through the things she would enjoy, recommending I try them.

By the time Tuesday rolled around, Manny was a bundle of nerves, yet more excited than I had ever seen him. Admittedly, I had never had a sexual conversation with him before, much less been naked with him in the room. He still seemed focused on what was going to happen. There was no question he was going to do it. He gobbled the blue pill as soon as I offered it.

Hannah was even more flirtatious than ever, coming to serve us frequently, brushing up against our bodies as she moved around the table. I could tell she had left the bra at home under her starched white uniform shirt. I often wondered if her panties were back home as well!

The way she licked her lips and stared at me said this lady was as aroused as we were. And ready.

I asked how his conversation went with Sally. His face pointed to the tabletop. “I never told her,” Manny said, shame in his tone.

“Up to you,” I said. “Just don’t want it to come back to haunt us, if you ever do. She might refuse to go out with us ever again.”
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As the meal finished, Hannah gave me the receipt. On the back was a quick note. ‘See you at 2. Jerry’s.’ I nodded to her, stuffing the paper in my pocket.

It was already 1:30, so Manny and I drove straight to Jerry’s Place, a local sports bar. They had already seen the end of the lunch crowd, leaving us with our pick of booths, finding one at the back. We sipped a beer, waiting.

Both of us wondered if she would come. Or was she just having a laugh, teasing a couple of gullible old guys? I sure hoped that wasn’t it. Manny was already at near stroke levels. If she didn’t show, he was going to be so disappointed.

There she was, and SO out of uniform. She had replaced her normal white shirt, black slacks, and apron, with a bra-less tank top and shorts. Those nipples were a dead giveaway, pointed and hard, clearly on display through that thin top.

“I don’t want to stay,” she said. “Let’s go to my place. We can have a drink there.” Manny and I nodded our approval, quickly paying our tab.

She wasn’t kidding, close. The apartment complex was on the other side of the street. We simply walked over, leaving our cars in the lot.

As soon as we walked in the door, she turned to Manny, holding her arms up in the air. Her intentions were obvious. Please take my top off. Manny’s eyes were locked on me as much as hers. My nod of approval seemed to be enough.

He reached over, pulling the tank top over her head. Her full breasts flopped as the material passed. Manny’s eyes locked on her nipples, now threatening to burst. They were so hard. He didn’t wait for her approval, burying his face in her mounds, suckling and fondling. I could see the erection pushing at his jeans. The moan coming out of her throat told him he was going in the right direction.

I moved up behind, pressing my body against her other side. She was wearing only gym shorts. I pushed them off her hips as she stepped out of them.

Hannah. Our Hannah, from so many lunches of flirting, was standing between us, naked and ready. Her panting acceptance of his suckling told of her being right where she wanted to be.

My hands found her firm ass, massaging softly. She pushed her rear back at me, encouraging more. I wasn’t interested in her ass, however. Two fingers snaked in between those slim legs, finding moisture dripping from her folds. She gasped as my fingers glanced across her clit before finding the opening I wanted, pushing inside.

I tapped on Manny’s shoulder, whispering into her ear. “Let’s go to the bedroom. You will be more comfortable there.”
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She nodded, turning toward the hall leading to the bedrooms. I leaned forward, giving a sweep of my arm to Manny, guiding him to follow her. He didn’t need to be told. Before she could get to the room, his hands were all over her, tickling and fondling. Hannah playfully pretended to push his hands away before she turned back to us, the back of her legs pressed against the bed.

Hannah wanted this. That’s for sure. We could tell because the bed was ready before she walked in the door. Covers pulled back, electric candles around the room, soft music playing.

I wasted no time in pulling my clothes off as Hannah helped Manny with his. The guy was struggling not to touch her while she helped him get naked. Once she was done, I stepped forward, pushing her roughly on the bed. She giggled at the sudden change.

The vision in front of us mesmerized Manny and me, with her legs spread, arms extended, inviting us to join her. Manny froze in place, not knowing what to do next.

I tapped his shoulder. “Go around to the other side. Kiss her. I’m going to feast on her a bit.”

He nodded, walking around the bed, lying beside her. The passion of his kiss took her breath away. Or maybe it was falling onto the bed, driving my face into her snatch! I loved to eat pussy. One of my favorite things. And I gave her every pleasure I knew with my tongue.

I could hear their kissing, and his breaks for suckling, as my tongue went to work. Deep dives, then transit up the lips, to attack her clit, over and over. This combination of above and below did not take long. Her breathing grew short, gasping, then a shuddering explosion of pleasure as her thighs pressed against my head at her release.

Not sure how long Manny could last, even though the question of ‘performance’ had been settled. His rod pressed hard against her hip as she shuddered with the pleasure. I got up, letting him go first, waving my arms for him to get on top.

She was still panting from the powerful orgasm, even if eager for him to enter as he crawled on top. I immediately understood why she might like older guys. Manny was gentle, even tender, moving himself into position, trying to ensure her comfort as his stiff cock found her eager opening. I stepped back, letting him get into position.

The groans of those two filled the room as Manny moved himself, growing more assertive with each plunge. Her legs wrapped around him, heels pressed against his buttocks, encouraging him, welcoming his presence inside her. I just stood watching for a bit, letting them enjoy each other.

Suddenly, I realized I forgot to give him the condom conveniently in my jeans pocket. Well, too late now, I chuckled to myself. Let’s hope his little guys are as shriveled as the rest of him!

Manny started grunting with the effort, pushing harder, faster. I tapped on his shoulder. “Slow down, my friend. We have a long afternoon ahead.” He did. Hannah gasped at the sudden slowing. She must have been building to another explosion!

Through hand motions and words, I got him up on his knees, shifting her hips to stay inside. This left her top open for me. I moved onto the bed, pushing my raging rod into her mouth. She hungrily swallowed it.

I locked my eyes on Manny. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Nothing in his experience could prepare him for the sheer carnal pleasure of humping a beautiful young girl while watching her swallow someone else’s cock right in front of him.

Hannah was not a newbie. She had clearly done this before. The way she moved her hips against him while maintaining her lip lock on my cock told me this was not her first threesome.

Pleasure consumed her at that moment as Manny slammed into her. I did the same into her mouth while pinching and pulling her nipples. The groans coming out of what space remained between her lips told us of the pleasure she was feeling as another release pushed through. The trembling filled her body as we watched the waves take her so hard she struggled to breathe.

I glanced at Manny. Too late to stop now. Her trembling release took his way past stopping, ready to blow. I quickened my pace, not wanting to be far behind.

Hannah sensed the first round was near. She worked us now, pushing her hips, aggressively sucking on my cock. Her eyes moved to mine as a smile came across her face. She nodded her approval of what was about to happen.

Manny shot first. His deep grunting with each blast inside shook Hannah. She was gripping his cock with every muscle in her pussy. He cried out with the final push, panting heavily with the exertion.

I did not blast away down her throat. Instead, I pulled out, pumping furiously on my shaft as I sprayed her tits with everything I had. The combination of the two releases sent Hannah over the edge again. Her quivering told us she was more than happy to receive our offerings.

As soon as we were done, I walked into the bathroom, grabbing a washcloth to wipe her down. My spunk covered her breasts and chest. When Manny pulled out, his ample offering came dripping out of her open slit as well. When I tried to clean her off down there, she pushed my hand away, shaking her head no. I was a little confused as it continued dripping. Whatever she wanted…

Hannah laid back on the bed, the memory of pleasure causing her to sigh. Yes, she had enjoyed that very much.
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Just as I finished the cleanup on her lower area as well, I noticed Hannah looking at the door to her bedroom, hearing Manny abruptly shriek. When my head turned, I saw my wife and Sally standing in the doorway, both dressed in the sexiest lingerie they owned.

Neither was going to be featured in any sexy magazines at their age. It was the fact they were there and dressed in that manner. It told us both they knew what was happening and approved.

Sally had small, nicely shaped breasts, accented by a completely transparent red baby doll top and no panties. Her thick bush below was clearly visible.

My Brenda was clean shaven down there, as always. Her years of playing had made that a lifelong habit. Her much larger breasts than Sally pressed out onto her own white camisole top.

I glanced at Brenda, a little confused. She just smiled, walking in to wrap her arms around my naked body. I could see the pinpoints of her own nipples still hard against the transparent fabric of her top.

“Thank you, Hannah, for helping us put this together,” my wife said.

Our confusion was nothing short of comical. She giggled, looking back and forth between Manny and me, a wry smile painting her face.

“It was my pleasure,” Hannah giggled.

“We could see that,” Sally laughed.

“Sweetheart,” Manny said, hopping off the bed, frantically trying to find his clothes. “I don’t know what to say.” Sally reached around, holding him to her.

“Don’t feel bad, Manny. Brenda and I have been working with Hannah to put this together for some time.”

“What? You arranged this?” He could not believe it. The shock written all over his face… and mine, for that matter… was obvious. Putting it together?

My wife was caressing me, up my chest, down to cup my balls. I was already hardening again at her touch. She pressed her body against me, purring with satisfaction. Clearly, she was happy with the way the afternoon progressed.

As if she had been waiting for this signal, Manny’s wife started doing the same journey on him. He finally calmed slightly, at least enough for her touching to impact him. I could see her grip on his ball sack and rod getting more forceful, more demanding.

Hannah giggled on the bed, still naked. She seemed comfortable since most everyone else was in one state of undress or another.

Brenda looked up, giving me a tender kiss. “You spoke so much about the lovely Hannah, Sally and I had to find out for ourselves. We went there together for lunch.” She looked down at Hannah, reaching out to caress the line of her breast, causing Hannah to purr softly.

“We immediately saw what you liked about her. After that, Sally and I started talking. She had always known about our open play in the past…” Manny’s eyes flew open. ‘What? She knew?’ written all over him. Total surprise.

“So we started talking about it,” Brenda went on. “She was sad they hadn’t made it in a while. It was Sally’s idea, actually. She thought of doing something special… for Manny. I went back to the restaurant at the end of Hannah’s shift a week later, asking her if she had a moment to talk to me. We went to a bar nearby and talked for a couple of hours. We covered everything. From what she liked, what she would do, to how much she liked older men. Your Hannah turned out to be a randy little slut who had already played many times with older men. She gladly accepted our plan.”

Brenda leaned forward, sucking on a nipple, to Hannah’s obvious delight.

Sally pressed herself against Manny, causing him to groan softly as her hand found his cock again. Maybe these were not the most tender of caresses.

“At least FRED had the decency to tell his wife about it…,” Sally giggled, clearly teasing him, though even I noticed the edge to her words. “… even though we knew about it from the start.”

“Babe… I didn’t know how to tell you… I’m sorry…” Manny was struggling with the dual power of his growing guilt and her hand gripping his scrotum.

“Shush, my love. No need. I am not mad, though you should have told me. Brenda warned me you wouldn’t. Since we have never played like this before, she didn’t think you would know how. It’s okay. I’m glad you had fun.”

“You’re not mad?”

“NOT mad would be strong,” she giggled again. “I watched you while you came. You really enjoyed that. I was just glad we could give that to you.”

He pulled her face to his, their shared kiss of such passion she rose on her toes, giving herself to him. Everyone else left the room as far as those two were concerned!

Brenda hugged me as we watched them necking. She signaled for Hannah to come up to join us. Hannah wrapped arms around us both, pushing her breasts against my side.

Hannah looked up at Brenda. “Aren’t we going to play more?”

“Of course, my dear,” my wife replied. “Of course. We are just letting the newbies adjust to the emotions of it all.”

With those words, Manny broke their embrace. He turned to look at me. The wives surprised me as well, so I had nothing new to give. Then he looked down at his wife, still pressed against him, cock in hand. “You did this for me?” The tone of love almost heartbreaking.

“Not exactly…” Sally giggled. She walked over to Hannah, pulling her away from my side, planting a kiss on her, fully the equal to the passion shown with her kiss of Manny. Manny’s eyes looked like saucers. I could only imagine what mine looked like. Brenda just giggled.

When she came up for air, Hannah pulled the lingerie over Sally’s shoulders, pushed her panties down to the floor, then laid back on the bed, spreading her legs. “Here I am,” Hannah whispered, “as you requested.”

I heard a soft gasp from Manny as Sally drove her face into her pussy, just like I had done earlier in the day. Only this time, Manny had left traces of himself for her tongue. She loved it! Licking the crease, driving it deep. We could all hear her sucking up the juice that remained. Clearly, this is why Hannah would not allow me to clean her down there. She had agreed that Sally would do the duty.

Manny’s eyes were wide as pancakes, shocked at watching his wife eating out another woman. Maybe I was seeing this wrong. Sally seemed awfully experienced. She had done that before.

Hannah’s gasp of pleasure filled the room as she came hard from Sally’s talented efforts. She trembled at each dive inside, crying out with the release she craved.

When Sally’s head came up, her face dripping with what she had gathered, her satisfied grin stared only at Manny gaping above the bed. Without a break, she crawled across the bed, taking his cock in her mouth. By this time, he was hard as stone again.

Brenda pushed me toward the bed. “Your turn, stud. You’re the only one that hasn’t had a chance at Fair Hannah.” I looked down at the bed. Her eagerness reflected in the hungry eyes. I looked over at Manny. Time for some real fun, I thought.

Reaching down to grab hold of her hips, I pulled up, spinning her on hands and knees. With one vicious stab, I plunged inside from behind. Hannah cried out with the sensations, pushing back against me.

Looking over at Manny, I connected with Sally instead, winking at her.

“Come on, stud,” Sally giggled, pushing her husband in my direction. “Give it to her. You know you want to. We all want you to.”

Manny smiled with a wry grin, crawling onto the bed. He lifted Hannah’s face to his crotch, shoving his cock into her mouth. She was groaning for real now as both cocks took it to her hard. I slammed into her sex while Manny gave it to her mouth.

Brenda came up behind me. Her hands were all over, squeezing my ass, balls between my legs, pressing her breasts against my back.

Sally pushed her head under Hannah’s body, her legs spread open off the bed. I could see the glistening of her arousal coating her mound. Sally’s mouth licked and sucked at her breasts, swaying back and forth as the men used our young slut, so agree for more.

Hannah was in the middle of this perfect storm. Coming apart at the torment of two cocks and a mouth suckling at her nipples. She cried out around the cock in her mouth as one release shook her, then another.

Brenda came away from behind me, ripping her own clothes off. She kneeled between Sally’s legs, driving her face into those glistening lips, to complete the circuit. Now, everyone was in the mix, moans filling the room.

I could not last much longer. Neither could Manny. As if headed for the final crescendo of the symphony, we coordinated thrusts. As Brenda drove harder at Sally’s clit, the slurping sound of Sally on the nipples grew louder.

The explosions, once they started, happened one after the other. First Manny, then me, then Sally. Hannah was so far gone, she had several over that time. We all collapsed onto the bed, arms and legs tangled as the sound of heavy breathing filled the room. No matter how much I had just enjoyed this, my ‘oldness’ came back to me as I struggled to recover.
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I wondered at that moment what Hannah thought about all these old people touching her in the most intimate of ways. She clearly had no troubles, could have done more. Unfortunately, my age had caught up with me. I didn’t have another go in me. Neither did Manny, I was sure.

But the women knew what they wanted. Manny and I retreated to the edge of the bed while the women began exploring each other. Kissing, pussy diving, breast pulling and nipple pinching. They were having a lot of fun exploring each other while Manny and I looked on.

I knew this was why my wife had set this up. She always enjoyed a chance for a little girl-on-girl contact. Had frequently made it a part of her playing over the years. Finding out that Sally was interested, now THAT was a surprise. To Manny as well!

In the end, we stayed with Hannah most of the day and into the night. I got it up once more, late in the evening, after Brenda licked me until I responded. She didn’t do it for herself. She directed my hard offering to Hannah for one last go.

Now that girl was insatiable! I just laid on my back, allowing her to use my rod for her own pleasure. She sat up on me, giving the two women free access to her breasts. They were astonishingly rough on them. Pulling, pinching, slapping, caressing. Hannah took it all in, repeatedly screaming with releases as they tormented her while she slammed herself down on me.

The only ones that didn’t touch were Manny to Brenda, or me to Sally. Neither seemed interested in wife-swapping. This was all about giving everything they could to Hannah.

By the time we left, she had passed out on the bed. It took four of us to do it. I was just happy that the old geezers still had the gumption to wear that youngster out.


Chapter 9
Three Reduced to Two



We arranged for him to meet us at Raul’s, the upscale bar and grill next to the Ambassador Hotel. Our plan was to see what he was like, then invite him to a room we had rented at the hotel if everything clicked.

We had limited experience in the ‘lifestyle’ up to this point. We had played a few times over the previous six months, but this felt like an escalation. Our latest partner felt like a graduation from causal pickups to something more focused. My wife Kelly struggled to contain her enthusiasm for Rodrigo’s cock, the largest either of us had ever seen. And the pictures of his body showed him equally large everywhere.

We knew it was him before he even stood to greet us at Raul’s. If nothing else, this was a serious piece of raw maleness. His milk-chocolate skin, black hair, and soft brown eyes were just like his photo, even though the size was almost overwhelming in person. The size was astonishing in person. Deep into six feet and built like a linebacker, this guy was a clearly a major lifter with muscles defined and thickly braided. His arms and chest stretched against his t-shirt.

Though it was the protrusion in front that made Kelly catch her breath as we exchanged a quick glance. Even though still soft, it was obvious he packed some serious equipment. I could only imagine how big it would be when hard.

Rodrigo listened to our history of getting involved with the lifestyle through a friend of mine. I told him Kelly was multi-orgasmic. Even confessed my frustration that I could not give her all she needed. Our friend and his wife had been players for many years. He recommended we try adding a partner.

Kelly had enjoyed our previous four experiences, especially being spitroasted. The men and I shared her throughout the session, sending her home with all the orgasms she could take.

Though, now that I look back on it, all the guys were about my size on the equipment front. She had no trouble sharing openly as she received about equal pleasure from us both.

Which brings us back to Rodrigo. His warm smile invited us to join him. His story was simpler. Recently divorced, he was not looking for any entanglements, used online as a source of sexual partners. He had no trouble with me joining in. Be fun, he agreed.

Kelly could barely finish her drink before she suggested we go to the hotel, that we had arranged a room. He said no. He had one of his own. Rodrigo was in one of the larger suites, would give us more room, he chuckled.

Her hands had been active under the table. Not only did she stroke his muscled leg, she touched herself. I could not remember a time she was ever this aroused.
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When we walked into his hotel room, Kelly could not hold off any longer. She threw herself at Rodrigo, dropping to her knees in front of him, scrabbling at his belt and slacks, trying to free that rod.

He looked at me with a mix of embarrassment and anticipation, doing nothing to stop her. He pulled his own shirt away as she frantically revealed the source of her fantasies. The shaft was massive, already three-quarters hard. Its enormous head leaked with pre-cum. Kelly could barely get her hand around it.

She took the head in as far as it would go into her mouth, only the first few inches, stroking the rest as she purred with anticipation. Both hands massaged his balls, which were just as big as the rest of him. I laughed to myself. This gal really knows what she wants!

By the time he inflated to his full 10-inch glory, Kelly gasped. She stood, trying to drag him toward the bedroom. Rodrigo just chuckled. He lifted her over his shoulder easily, like a sack of potatoes, carrying her into the living room.

“Let’s relax,” he said. “Have a drink. Will make it more fun later.” He deposited Kelly on the sofa, asked what we liked, walking toward the hotel mini-bar. The pouting look on her face was priceless, as if he had rejected her.

I burst out laughing, walking up, touching her softly on the shoulder.

“Come on, babe. He just wants to get in the mood. Rodrigo hasn’t been dreaming about us like you have about him.” She seemed to relax after that, allowing herself to lie back against the sofa. “Why don’t we take your clothes off? That way, you’ll be ready when he is.”

She stood in front of me, holding her arms out. Our eyes locked as I reached for the first button. This had become a ritual for us, which she seemed to enjoy during our other sessions. I always took her clothes off, preparing her for each new cock. After she was naked, she would return the favor, undressing me.

This time, just as I helped her step out of her skirt and pulled the thong down, Rodrigo walked back into the room, drinks in hand. I stood there expecting her to return the clothing favor. Instead, she went straight to our new friend, displaying her nakedness for his review.

He set the drinks on the coffee table, reaching out to grip her breast as she stood there. Her moan told him he was giving her what she needed. Both her hands surrounded his cock, stroking it softly. She wanted him back to full-size as soon as possible.

His hands roamed her body at will, finally settling on her sex. Fingers pushed in, slowly circling her clit. She lost the grip on his rod, grabbing his arms to hold herself up as the groans became more pronounced.

I wanted to get involved. Stepping up, I pulled her hands off his arm, moving them tight behind her back. My feet spread hers, forcing her hips forward. She whimpered at the sudden loss of control, pretending to fight me, while groaning as I held her. Rodrigo was now free to do whatever he wanted to my wife.

Those groans became moans as he came down to kiss her. His hands focused on bringing her to a quick release. She panted, fighting my hold as I could sense her getting close. He could tell as well, abruptly pulling back. I continued to hold her in place. Those groans turned into one of frustration, of need denied.

“I think you’re ready, sweet Kelly,” he said, winking at me. He sat back on the sofa, spreading his legs. I let her go. She kneeled between Rodrigo’s legs, taking his cock in her fist. It was so big; her hand wouldn’t go around. She repositioned herself, leaning her body against his, bringing her other hand to join its mate.

She stroked it several times just to feel its heft, its texture. Then she gave into her desire, holding the cock straight toward her face, driving her mouth down on it. The moan that came out of her reverberated around the room.

She pulled him to her mouth, licking up the full length of each side. Rodrigo put his head back on the sofa and groaned his own pleasure. I could see the shiver go through her body when he did that. Now she turned her full attention to the shaft, amazed at its length, even as it hardened under her care. She pushed him as far down as she could, sucking, licking, caressing. Soon, he was hard as stone, throbbing with his own need.

Kelly relished her new toy, his excitement driving her body’s natural response. She moved up and down on this massive tool. The whimpering was astonishing to hear. The sounds of her pleasure were a humming noise as she made each distance.

I moved behind her. Kelly’s pussy juices flowed freely, glistening on the surface. She was so turned on. I massaged her ass, fingers finding her hungry opening. She pushed back on me, pulling her ass away. ‘Leave it alone’ the obvious message. I stepped back, confusion filling me. Since when didn’t I touch her?

Long past rational thought now, I suspected, Kelly surrendered everything she was to this moment, this one act. I could sense her pussy trembling with her need to have this monster inside her.

I tapped her on the ass. “Go get it, girl.”
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Moving back a little to get a better view, I watched my wife scramble onto his lap. She grabbed him with her fist, guiding the head into her hungry opening. The head seemed to make it through. Then her progress slowed. The pressure was growing inside, as he was literally splitting her wider than she had ever been. She would not stop. Pressing harder, gritting her teeth, she felt the pressure growing.

Kelly shifted her angle a little, then moved down further, her full weight pressing him deeper. At some point, everything changed. I could see her body reacting. The struggle gave way to what can only have been ecstasy!

Her head fell back with a moan that riveted me. Just as her hip met his, she waited a few moments, feeling its full penetration. She was now taking his full length, her hip flexing until he almost fell out, only to drive herself back down. Each thrust brought increasing moans of pleasure.

I don’t know when it happened. Maybe it was just a loss of attention. Or maybe my sudden feelings of inadequacy as she trembled with the growing pressure for release from his monstrous tool. I know longer mattered. Might as well not be in the room.

His shaft split her violently as his own movements matched hers, driving him up, meeting her frantic need with harder thrusts. Each rocking movement brought cries from her throat. She rubbed her clit against his pubic bone and moaned with each scrape.

I couldn’t help myself, leaning down to watch her lips swallow that shaft. It seemed to stretch to the limit, only to come back out as the head came back. She shuddered with the pleasure with each transit. As she hammered his man-flesh harder, I stroked myself.

Her lips moved forward, seeking his. He grabbed her head, pulling the kiss harder against him. Her hips never slowed.

Moments later, she came off his mouth with a wail of release. Each push down onto her tormentor drug the orgasm out longer. Her moaning pleasure gripped my very chest as I struggled to breathe through what I was witnessing.

I wanted to take part. Touch her, play with her ass, stick my thumb in her rear bud, anything. Something kept me away. Maybe it was her earlier reaction, body language, or her focus. I knew it would just interfere with what they had going.

She barely slowed. The guy had incredible staying power. Did not seem close to cumming as he continued his torment of my lovely wife. Thrust after thrust! Her releases, one after the other, became otherworldly as her cries grew more intense.

I could only imagine what that must feel like as his huge rod pressed on every pleasure center she possessed while she ground her clit against him. Her chest pushed fully out, offering Rodrigo full access to caress her breasts and nipples. He was all over them, sucking, massaging, pulling.

He barely started before another orgasm ripped through her. Her whole body shook with the release, as she cried out into the room.

She collapsed back on top of him, her breathing ragged, gasping. Multiple climaxes in a manner of minutes. Rodrigo still did not appear close to finishing.
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As he stroked her hair, his cock still filling her completely, her breathing settled down to pure contentment.

Rodrigo looked at me. “That was nice. Thought you were going to join in.”

Her look back at me scorched my very soul. It was a look of revulsion… of ‘don’t even think about it!’ She wanted nothing to do with me while she had this joy to take in.

My cock shriveled in my hand as I took a physical step back in reaction. What the fuck just happened? Rodrigo caught the surprise on my face, putting it together. He sat her up straight, looking into her eyes. “What’s going on?”

“He would just interfere. I need a real cock to take me hard… like yours.”

Maybe it was the tone, or the disregard for my feelings. Not sure. A flash of anger crossed his face as he looked up at me. He reached up with one hand, yanking one nipple away from her body with a painful twist, pulling her off his impaling cock, throwing her on the sofa beside him.

“Is that any way to treat your man?” He yelled down at her shivering on the sofa, still rubbing her nipple. “The gift he gave you tonight. The pleasure I gave you. And this is how you repay him?”

She shuddered, covering herself, tears running down her face. Not sure whether those were from the sudden stop or the string of orgasms. It definitely wasn’t from shame. Her eyes told me that.

Her head turned in my direction. “I’m sorry, babe,” she said, barely audible. “No excuse. Just so into it, I didn’t want it to stop. Please forgive me.” I wanted to think she was genuine in her apology, just got caught up in the moment. The memory of that revulsion told me otherwise.

I stepped up to kneel next to her cowering frame. She took me in her arms. Nuzzling her neck, I whispered. “I don’t want to interfere, Kelly. If you want me to leave and come back when you’re done, I will do that.”

“You would do that for me?” she said, surprise painting her expression.

Foolishly, I added, “Of course. I want you to have everything you want.”

“You wouldn’t mind?”

The tone of the question. Her growing confidence. The way she turned to Rodrigo. All combined to deliver the message. She really wanted me to leave her here.

I get it. She was only responding to my statements. That didn’t help much as the pain flashed through me like a knife to the heart.

Shuddering, tears filled my eyes as I ran into the entryway, grabbing my clothes. I dressed hurriedly, running out the door before either of them could react. I guess she had a different version of a threesome than I. Maybe two was her favorite number, after all! Just not with me.

Before I could get down the hall to the elevator, the door opened. Rodrigo physically tossed her out the door, still completely naked. She was pleading with him to let her stay. Her clothes followed as he flung them at her.

“You fucking asshole!” he screamed at her. “You think I want to be with a bitch that would do that to her own husband?” He stepped out, looking down the hall at me. “I’m sorry, man. This was never my plan. Not interested in taking your wife away.”

He looked down at her trembling body, crying in the hallway, trying to get her clothes on, then back to me. “And knowing what I do about her now, I wouldn’t want her, anyway.” Then slammed the door in her face.

The trembling tears grew to full out sobs, head buried in her hands. My heart broke for her at that moment. She had given into the pleasure, thinking he would go along. That she did not care about me in the process made her tears ring hollow in my ears. Still, our 10 years together had to count for something, didn’t it? I couldn’t just leave her there in the hallway.

Besides, my guilt had already blossomed. I told her I would leave if she wanted me to. Kelly simply reacted to what I said. If I didn’t mean it, I shouldn’t have said anything.

I walked back, helping her get her clothes on and off the floor, supporting her as she sobbed, walking down the hall. I said nothing, either on the elevator or all the way home, occasionally stroking her leg in the car.
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As soon as the garage door closed behind us at home, she ran out of the car, up to our bedroom, slamming the door.

What could I do? In all our 10 years together, and the two years dating before that, I had never felt as totally rejected as I did at that moment. Her clear choice of our big-dicked friend filled every part of me with inadequacy. I had heard of being ‘cuckolded’ before. Thankfully, this was my first experience being at the receiving end. Shame filled me at how badly I had reacted.

I went to my office, sending a note to Rodrigo, apologizing for ruining the evening. His return came almost immediately. ‘You didn’t ruin anything. Not fair for you to accept the blame.’ He was right, of course, though I still wasn’t sure what to do. I answered work emails, watched some videos online, and wondered whether I still had a wife or whether we were even going to be married after this.

An hour later, Kelly came down to my office. She was still naked. I could see the bruising where he had twisted her nipple so viciously.

“I can’t believe I did that,” she said. Not wanting to make matters worse, I just shrugged. “Will you forgive me?” She asked.

“Look, babe, forgiveness exists on several levels. Do I still want to stay married? The answer is yes.”

I walked up, holding her in my arms. I really did want her to be happy. If my dick wasn’t doing it for her, maybe I should be the cuckold she needed.

“Having said that… will I continue to play with you after this? Probably not. You need something that I’m not giving you.”

“That’s not true,” she protested. “We have a great sex life.”

“Just not what the Rodrigo’s of this world can offer, apparently.” She blanched, sitting in the chair next to my desk. Her face was red. From embarrassment? Shame? Or just from the memory of all those orgasms in a row.

“I’m just sorry I can’t give you what you need,” I said. Not sure how far I wanted to push this. Still, the truth needed to come out. “Maybe you should go on your own, the way you seem to want. I meant what I said at Rodrigo’s. Maybe you just need to go out, find the cock you need. I cannot handle humiliation like tonight. Sorry.”

Her smile returned, a curious look up. “You wouldn’t mind if I went out on my own, becoming a hotwife?”

Oh, shit! That hopeful look… what demon’s did I just unleash? Why couldn’t I just keep my fucking mouth shut?!
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