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My Beautiful Wife


I'm Luke, and my wife's name is Amy-Jo, although everyone just calls her Amy. At her core, Amy's fundamental nature is that she's a slut. I don't mean that in a bad way; she just loves sex. Well, more to the point, she loves being on the receiving end of sex! She loves being taken, used hard, and treated like she's nothing more than a sex object. 


My part in this has developed over the five years we've been together. I'm a bit older than Amy, and I was married and divorced before I met her, whereas Amy had never been married or even in a serious relationship. In fact, until we met, she was always a young woman having fun. What came as a bit of a shock to me was just how much fun! To say she had always been promiscuous would be an understatement, and I learned pretty quickly just how promiscuous she had been. 


But we soon learned together what each other got off on, and although it may be hard to believe based on what I just told you, we're very much in love. We have a deep connection that goes far beyond physical sex. I guess that's what makes the extracurricular activities work for us. It is that connection and our relationship to physical pleasure that led to our recent and very wild marriage and honeymoon. 

When we first started dating, Amy slowly revealed her sexual nature to me. That's not to say that she wasn't very sexual from the start; in fact, she gave me the best blowjob I'd ever had at the end of our first date. But, her true, deeper nature, as I mentioned above, was only revealed over time. She has literally "done it all." 

She had sucked off one of our neighbors. She had fucked someone she'd met at the bar while I was drinking in the bar. She has ended up in a "long-term" sexual relationship with one of my coworkers. She's even gone back to her ex-boyfriend, with a little help from me, who was actually a pretty cruel, perverted bastard. But I had encouraged her to re-experience it, as I knew he was probably the reason she liked being used now. 

But this journey wasn't just about Amy discovering her inner slut; I had discovered something. I found out pretty quickly that I had my own hidden desire, my own fetish, or whatever you want to call it. Right from the start, we were always very open with everything she ever did. I heard all about it, all her thoughts and feelings on everything she did. And it wasn't long before we both realized that I had a bit of a submissive streak that I had buried deep down inside myself. But now I was surprised at how much I enjoyed Amy's teasing, especially as she sat on the bed, stroking my cock, describing what she had just done with some other guy in the back of his car. It was a major part of how we enjoyed the whole thing. I loved her coming home after doing something sexually outrageous and then taking her time to describe it to me while she slowly teased me until she eventually got me off with teasing and taunting. I learned that something deep inside me loved the humiliation of it as long as she was sharing it with me. 


Now, with years of experience, I know that I am a cuckold or a wittol, depending on which definition you use. I like my girlfriend, or as she is now, my wife, to have sex with other people, with my knowledge and approval, and then come home and share it with me. There are no secrets between us. 

When I proposed to Amy, she accepted, and despite the tears and promises to spend the rest of our lives together, we continued the cuckold/ hotwife lifestyle. It wasn't long before the time came when both of us wanted to get married, and We both knew that the wedding wasn't going to be conventional. In fact, we were both pretty insistent that it wouldn't be. We talked a lot about it. We both had our own list of wants and desires, and we shared them openly. Once we knew what each other wanted, we were both willing to compromise enough to make it happen. 

When it came to the wedding itself, even though we'd shared most of our thoughts about what we wanted to happen, we also decided that the actual execution of things should involve some surprises to keep that spontaneous spark if the occasion arose. We both agreed that we wanted a very small wedding. Amy had no family to speak of. She never knew her dad, and she had broken contact with her mom a few years ago. The rest of her family wasn't particularly close either. And as for me, well, I had already been married once before, so I didn't want, or need, a big wedding this time either. Eventually, we decided it was going to be mostly my friends and a couple of family members. 

The first sign that it wasn't going to be a typical wedding or marriage was when Amy came to me and asked, "So, who is going to be your best man?" 

"I was going to ask my cousin, Mark," I replied. 

She gave me a very disapproving look with a shake of her head and said, "I really don't think he's a very good choice. Come on, baby, we've barely seen him. I've met him, what, two or three times? And isn't he the one that likes to get drunk and hit on me, remember?" 

I laughed. "Come on, Amy, pretty much everyone likes to hit on you! And it's not like you have a problem with it. In fact, you always seem to enjoy it. But if I don't pick Mark, then who else? Maybe my Uncle Tom?" 

With that, she shot me a devilish grin. "well, I've got  some ideas." 

I felt my cock twitch just from the way she said it. I knew she was thinking of something awfully humiliating. 

"What are you thinking?" I asked, realizing as soon as I spoke that I sounded far too excited. 

"Well, remember, you and I promised to make...you know...we promised to make things happen, right?" 

"Yes, but come on, Amy, what sort of things are we talking about here?" 

"Our lists. Our desires. You know I want certain things, and you want certain things to happen." 

Her indirectness was starting to make me a little antsy. "What are you talking about? Come on, spill it; what's your idea?" 

She gave me a really sexy smile and licked her lips before she said, "I want you to ask Steve to be your best man." 

I swear, as soon as she said that, the top of my head felt like it was going to explode. Steve, the lying, devious, two-faced bastard that had been fucking her for months. Sorry, he hadn't been fucking her; that wasn't the issue; the issue was he had been fucking her while he pretended to be my best friend at work. I knew he'd been talking to people about Amy and me ever since he'd first fucked her. No doubt, the two of them were the talk of the office, well behind my back, at least. 

"What the fuck babe? Why on earth would I want to ask him to be...to be my best man?" I said more frustration than anger in my voice. There was very little that Amy could ever do that would anger me. 

"Oh, come on, baby, who said anything about you wanting it? I'm the one who wants it," she grinned cruelly. "I want it for me, and I want it for you. Can you imagine it? You'd be standing there right next to him as we say our wedding vows. You'd be saying your wedding vows standing next to a man that has fucked me in almost every way possible, and perhaps even a few of our audience would know it as well. Though, it has been a little while now...perhaps he's forgotten," she smiled. 

I was utterly flabbergasted. As always, Amy was so creative with these things. "Holy fuck," I grimaced, "do you have any idea how embarrassing that would be for me?" 

"Oh, I can imagine," she beamed. "That's exactly why I want you to do it. Imagine if you stood there next to him and got a boner thinking about him fucking me as we said our vows!" 

So it was decided. Steve was our best man. His shit-eating grin was so smug when I asked him. The thing was, he had absolutely no idea that I knew everything that was going on between him and Amy. He was his usual cocky self, believing he had somehow kept it all secret from me. I wanted to punch him out then and there, but I knew better. I knew that this situation would work out because, for some reason, it always worked out for Amy. We had already agreed on some of the things we both fantasized about for the pre-wedding, wedding, and the after-wedding party. But that was just the overall idea. How it was to occur was left up to us to improvise. Amy said she had something in mind for before the wedding, which I knew meant she was telling me not to plan anything; she'd take care of it all. 

We had a little party at one of our favorite restaurants the night before our wedding. It was an intimate event, with only ten of us there. Me, Amy, Steve, cousin Mark and his girlfriend Cassie, my Uncle Tom and Aunt Mel, and three of my other friends. I was pretty on edge the entire night, not just because I was about to be remarried but because I knew that Amy was up to something; I just didn't know what. We'd agreed to forgo sex for two weeks prior to the wedding. Now, for me, that wasn't such a big deal, but for Amy, it would be something she hadn't done before. She was pretty sure that she had never gone more than a week without getting laid since she lost her virginity, but she was the one who insisted on it. She always got horny as hell when she wasn't getting it; normally, by two or three days, she would be desperate and unable to control herself, so two full weeks worked out perfectly for what she wanted to do. 

Amy is actually a pretty good dancer while I'm more of a shuffle and rock back and forth and try not to fall over kind of guy. And we both liked it when she would dance with other guys or girls occasionally, and it quite often led to other things. However, on this night, all the other people involved were my family and friends, so I really wasn't too sure how it would work out if she was planning to do anything. Still, I watched as she started to dance, and I grimaced each time she went to the dance floor with Steve, who she took for several slow dances with her. 


It wasn't that I minded another guy dancing with her. Hell, I'd seen that and far worse many times. It was the fact this guy thought he was keeping it all a secret from me! Amy was wearing a shimmery black top which hung pretty loosely on her body, with a little help from her very nicely sized tits. Amy is one of those lucky girls who naturally have a great pair of tits, a perky pair of 34Cs with a slim waist, and in that top, she looked incredible. She also had on a matching skirt that came down just above her knee. It was sexy but in a muted, classy sort of way. She also made a point of dancing with each of the other guys in our party. I wondered what was going through her sexually devious mind each time a different man spun her around on the dance floor. After a couple of hours, after we had finished dinner and had all retired to the bar, she came up to me, obviously feeling the effects of the wine. 

"That Steve," she giggled. 

"What? What did he do? Or is it what did he say?" 

"Oh, nothing too bad. He's just been drinking a little, and when we were dancing, he whispered how much he misses fucking my sweet little pussy." 

"I bet he does," I said with a knowing smile. That much we could agree on. 

"He also sort of asked me if I knew I was making a big mistake..." she chuckled. 

"Mistake?" 

"Yeah, about marrying you!" 

"What a prick," I said. 

"True," she said as she batted her eyes at me, "but that prick has fucked your future wife's sweet little pussy so many times." 

Then she turned and walked away, leaving me with that thought. Every time he'd come over to wish me well or pretend he was happy for me, I had to look at him and think of that. Like I said, it wasn't the fact his cock had been in my future wife. Plenty of cocks had; it was the deceit he thought he was getting away with that drove me mad. 

I then watched as cousin Mark danced with Amy for a bit, and I couldn't help but notice his hands would occasionally wander. I wondered if his girlfriend, Cassie, would catch him doing it. Luckily for him, at least, the dance floor was pretty dark, especially along the edges, where Amy tended to dance. Still, Mark must've been pretty careful, as Cassie didn't do anything or create a scene, and she was more than capable of doing so! I wondered if Amy was helping him keep it discrete or even encouraging him to do it in the first place. 

Again, she approached me, now with sweat, making her face glow. When I sweat, I end up looking like a pig, but when she sweats, she looks like a slightly slutty angel. 

"See, what did I tell you about cousin Mark? He really wants me," she said in a deep, almost husky voice. 

"Why, how do you know that? Cassie is here, for fuck sakes." 

"Um, well, because he just told me so," she smirked. "He said he would love to take me out back, rip my top off, then bend me over and fuck the hell out of me! I'm really starting to think he's not all that into Cassie and her fat ass! ," she joked. 

"What? He actually said that?" 

She grinned as she replied. "He did, but he then tried to play it off like he was drunk and apologized for it." 

"God, Amy, you really do have an effect on people," I laughed. 

"I hope I do," she purred. "Because I'm SO fucking horny right now. I don't know if you've seen, but quite a few of your "friends and family" have been trying, normally successfully, to paw at your soon-to-be wife." 

"I figured they would," I admitted. "Though I can't really see that much from the bar here." 

"Well, I guess that's probably for the best," she quipped, "especially when Steve managed to get his hands up under my top and found out I'd taken off my bra. Holy fuck did he really seem to like that." 

"Amy, Jesus, you've really got me all flustered now," I admitted. "I need to know what it is that you've got planned. You're not going to have sex with someone in our party here tonight, are you?" 

She just smiled devilishly. "I have an idea I think you're going to like, but I want it to be a surprise." 

She danced a little more, and pretty often, it looked like she was doing a bit more talking than just dancing. I wondered if she was conspiring with one of them to do something, which, I guess deep down, I knew she was. The night then suddenly came to a halt when the bartender announced the last call. So we gathered up our things and started to head outside. Most of the guests had decided to stay at a hotel downtown as it was cheap and not far from the small church where we were getting married at. The wedding was an early one, at 11 am. 

Amy came up to me in that wonderfully slightly drunk but still in control sort of state, the one where she is open to all sorts of things but not so drunk it would ruin the following day. "Honey," she purred, "Steve needs a ride to the hotel; why don't we take him." 

I knew better than to resist her plan. So I went and got in the car, then drove around to the front to pick them up. Before they saw me pull up, I saw Steve whispering in Amy's ear. I could only imagine what sort of filthy things he was saying to her, and she was grinning ear to ear by the time I pulled up. Steve opened the door and got in the back seat. It shouldn't have been a surprise, but it was when Amy jumped in the back with him. She waved her hand at me like she was some sort of royalty and sniffed, "Home, driver," while bidding me to drive. 

Steve still had absolutely no idea that I was fully aware of all their escapades, so I wondered how this journey would play out. Amy asked me to turn up the music, and I could see in the rearview mirror that she was swaying and dancing in her seat to the music. I could hear them whispering, and occasionally, I'd catch Steve's face looking at me in the rearview mirror. Soon, everything in the backseat became quiet, and all I heard was a couple of giggles from Amy. Even though I couldn't see what was happening as the mirror only showed their faces, I knew what Amy was doing, just from seeing the look on her face. She was stroking his cock. I could just see the top of her shoulder moving up and down very slightly. 


That's why they were so quiet back there. They didn't want to get caught. When Amy caught me looking at her face, she gave me a sly wink, and suddenly, her head disappeared. I knew exactly what she was doing. I knew her mouth had gone straight to his cock. She was only down there for a few seconds before her head popped back up. As I turned the corner and reached the end of the long avenue where the hotel was located, I saw her body shift and realized that prick was no doubt fingering my girl right there on the back seat, only inches from me. Amy had her head back and her eyes shut, and Steve must have thought I was a total idiot for not noticing the wonderful smell of my future wife's wet pussy. Luckily, I guess, a few seconds later, we were pulling up at the hotel, and both of them straightened up in their seats, only barely trying to hide their grins. 

While I headed to the desk and checked in, they both disappeared for the ten minutes or so that it took for me to get the room keys. When they popped up in the hall by the elevator as I approached, I could see that Steve was trying to wipe the lipstick off his lip before I got close enough to notice. We rode the elevator in complete silence, although I couldn't help but notice them checking each other out and not doing it all too secretly, either. I handed Steve his room key, which was down the hall from ours then. Amy and I wished him a good night, and we stumbled through our door laughing. 

"Oh my god, that was fun!" Amy squealed. "Did you see? I put my mouth on his cock, and when he was fingering me? Did you see how clueless he is that you know exactly what he's up to?" 

"I did," I said excitedly. "I can't believe you did that...wow, I mean, all the things you've done, this is really the closest I've been to it." 

"Exciting, huh?" 

"VERY much so," I panted. "I really need your pussy." 

She smiled as she replied. "So do all the boys." She then checked the time on her phone. It was just before 3 am. "Baby, it's our wedding day!" 

"I know, baby, it's crazy, isn't it? You and me are getting married. It's going to be awesome." 

"Yes. And seeing since it's our wedding day, I have a very special gift for you." 

"What is it?" I asked, barely able to contain my excitement. 

"Again, it's a massive step," she warned with a smile. "But it's what we've talked about; it's something that we both need." 

"Okay, but what is it?" 

Without saying another word, Amy took off her top, followed by her skirt. She stood smiling at me, wearing a very sexy set of panties and stockings and still wearing her heels. She reached into her purse, pulled out the matching bra that she'd removed earlier, and put it back on. She looked absolutely stunning. 

"Please take a picture of me," she pleaded. "We'll call it the "before" picture." 

I did as she asked and got a really good picture of her in that outfit. In fact, I took about ten, and she deleted the nine she didn't like. 

"So what's going to happen now?" I asked anxiously as her plan was being put into action. 

"We'll just have to see," she smiled coolly. "We'll just have to see if Steve takes the bait." Then she did something with her phone before I could see it and just showed me the result. She'd sent that picture as a WhatsApp message to Steve. "Now, we wait," she said lustily. 

As it turned out, that wasn't really true. The reply came back almost immediately. "Wowza!" 

"Amy, are you going to…...?" 

"Yes, I am. It's our wedding day, and in order to make our special arrangement "official," we agreed to do whatever it takes to make that happen. We both need this. I get off on being used; you get off on the humiliation, the cuckoldry if you will. So we both need this! " 

"I agree," I said. I couldn't deny it. My cock was already twitching at the thought. 

"So, I figured if this is actually how we have decided to live our married life, then this is one of those things that definitely needs to happen. I thought, what better way is there to celebrate our union and our special relationship than to give myself to Steve on my wedding day." 

"Okay, but I don't get it. I mean, I get the use thing, and I get my needs, too. I get the humiliation; trust me, I do. But how is this celebrating our union?" 

"Because," Amy purred, as she started to stroke her finger lightly up and down my cock, causing it to jerk to attention with two weeks of sheer frustration almost boiling over. "Think of it like this. On the very day of our wedding, some other man is going to get to take me first. That's been a common theme for us, hasn't it? And now, even on our wedding day, some other man gets to fuck me first. It's in our secret vows to each other! " 

"Oh my god," I groaned as I felt the excitement of it starting to win the battle with my own embarrassment. 

"And after what he just said, and judging by how hard his cock was in the car, he's really going to make good on his promise to fuck the living shit out of me," she cooed hopefully. 

With that, she started to turn away from me. "Are you really sure?" I asked, although deep down, I knew the answer. 

"Yes. You need this and holy fuck do I need this. This is just the beginning of things. We'll look back on this in time like it was just a little tiny baby step. There's SO much more we're going to do together. We've both said so." 

I watched as she opened the door and walked out, still wearing only her lingerie and heels. I wasn't even that shocked she was going to fuck another guy, but as I snuck a look at her as she walked down the corridor towards his room, I was stunned that she was just walking down the corridor in her underwear and nothing else. I started to wonder if the security cameras had caught her like that as she seductively walked down to his room. I think she knew I would open the door and watch her walk down the hall, which is probably why she was walking like that, wiggling her ass with every step. After she had entered his room and I couldn't see her anymore, I sat down and read the vows we'd written to each other, the ones we were keeping secret between us. We had agreed on the vows after much discussion. 


Our Wedding Vows


*Luke and Amy agree that the secret vows contained within this letter are equal to the vows that they will say in church:

*This is our cuckold and wife sharing lifestyle agreement.

*Amy is free to seek out new sexual partners as often as she wishes. Luke will always be fully informed about them and get to share the results, if the situation allows it.

*Amy loves sucking cock. As a result, she is free to suck any cock she so desires, even if she does nothing beyond that. In fact, she is encouraged to look for new lovers whom she only gives head to. She is specifically encouraged to seek "long-term" partners, men whom she will give head to on a regular, daily, if desired, basis.

*It is entirely up to Amy to decide who she has sex with. She can choose anyone. It could be neighbors, coworkers, or friends; the list is non-exhaustive and for illustrative purposes only. She can have sex with whoever she decides, and Luke will accept it. Amy will take Luke's feelings into account, and he is free to raise any concerns or objections, but both agree it may often be necessary for Luke to submit to the humiliation that Amy inflicts. Luke accepts that if Amy wishes to have sex with someone close, in the combined circle of friends, neighbors, and coworkers, then he will have to accept this humiliating situation.

*We both agree that Amy is to make a concerted effort to ensure, wherever possible, that the only penetrative sex Luke gets will be "sloppy seconds." While this won't always be possible, Amy will endeavor to make this as often as she can.

*Following from the above: We both agree that Amy is to note the important dates in the calendar, including but not limited to, birthdays, anniversaries, holidays, etc. On these special days, Amy is encouraged to and even expected, wherever possible, to find other sex partners, thereby guaranteeing that Luke will not get to have her first on any of these important dates.

*Amy agrees that she will wear the most revealing outfits she can whenever circumstances allow her to. Also, Amy agrees to keep and maintain an extensive collection of sexy lingerie, which Luke will pay for. Amy agrees that she will wear these as often as possible and that she will ensure Luke gets to see these whenever possible, but she also agrees that only the other guys she is fucking or sucking get to have her in those outfits. For Luke, they are purely a visual tease.

*Amy agrees that she will continue to always try to use sex in its various forms to get services and things at a discount or for free. This includes but isn't limited to Pizza delivery, appliance servicing, auto repair services, and anything else in the service industry that she can use sex or her body to obtain a discount for.

*For the purposes of humiliation, Amy is free to fuck any guy, regardless of what they look like. She is free to fuck fat guys, ugly guys, etc, purely to humiliate Luke.

*Amy agrees to continue her search for a long-term lover (or, indeed, lovers). Long-term, in this case, means someone who gets to use her multiple times. This could be over weeks or even months. Both Luke and Amy agree that any longer time period than that specified is something that they will both have to agree to, as the express intention is to avoid someone "falling in love" with her.

*Specifically related to the above clause, Amy should continue to search for that "perfect" guy, the one who will treat her exactly the way she needs to be treated. That means using her roughly, forcing her to submit to any kind of acts they both agree to.

It is acknowledged that she has lusted after that thought since she left her ex-boyfriend, and Luke actively encourages her to search that out.

Amy agrees to actively search for guys who have larger penises than Luke, and she will provide a detailed account of this for Luke, including, but not limited to, comparing their length to Luke's and their width to Luke's. Amy will also continue to search for guys with more stamina than Luke and for guys who are able to make her cum more often or more intensely, and like above, will detail this at length for Luke.

She didn't return to our room for almost two hours. When she did, she almost burst in, and it was obvious she had enjoyed a few more drinks. Her bra was gone, and her hair was a total mess. I could see her nipples were rock hard and very red, and her lipstick was smeared. She handed me her phone and told me to take the "after" picture, which she instantly sent to Steve, much to my chagrin.

"God, he was fucking relentless," she panted. "He came twice, but he fucked me a third time, for ages, trying to cum again. He had no trouble buying the story when I told him you were passed out on the bed already."

I begged her for the details.

"He almost devoured me as soon as I came to the room looking like that. I think I'd really got him worked him up earlier. He said he wanted to rip my outfit off me, which usually I'd love, but I said to him that he had to be careful not to leave any marks on me. God knows I wanted him to, though," she said almost ruefully.

"I knew I wouldn't be able to explain to him how I was going to hide it from you on our wedding day. So, he grabbed me and pinned me down on the bed. He was inside me instantly. He just slid my panties to the side and slid his cock into me as he held me down. He held me down and rode your baby's pussy really hard for like ten minutes until he blasted his load deep inside me. Then he started kissing me all over, sucking on my tits without ever pulling his cock out. He was still holding me down, and it was like he was afraid I'd somehow escape if he did. Anyway, a few minutes later, I felt him getting hard again. God, I fucking love how he can get hard again straight away. Literally, it was about two or three minutes later, and he was hard again. His cock just keeps going, baby. It's so fucking hot. Even though his cock isn't that big, he makes up for it by being able to go again and again. God, I wish you could do that.

Anyway, now that he was hard again, he took me again like that, but slower this time, but even harder, if that was possible. That's when he kept asking me if I was really sure about marrying you. It felt like he was trying to win me over with his fucking, and he must have made me cum three or four times before he came again. Once he'd cum we rested for a while, and then he spread my legs and licked me to a dozen orgasms," she sighed.

"Then, I started to suck him hard again, and after I got him nice and hard, he fucked me again. This time bent over the bed, with his hands all over your baby's ass. God, I so badly wanted him to spank me really hard right then and there, but  I knew I couldn't, and I think he was a little afraid of "marking," too. He wanted to make me walk back to our room completely naked so that he could keep the outfit as a little souvenir, but I managed to get out of it by telling him to think about what would happen if you had woken up and saw me. He bought that story." She said as she fell into bed and rebuffed my advances.

"Not yet, baby," she cooed drunkenly. "Not till after we're married.".

She absolutely reeked of sex, so much so that it kept me from falling asleep for quite a while. Amy, on the other hand, was out like a light immediately.

When I woke up the next morning, she was already gone. I checked my phone, and she had messaged me. "Baby, you aren't supposed to see the bride on the day of the wedding; it's bad luck. And I know, technically, you kind of already did, but it was during the night and not during the day. Lol. I'm catching a ride with your aunt and uncle. I'll see you at the church. Love you xxx!"

"At least it wasn't a ride with Steve," I sighed. A few minutes later, he knocked on the door.

"Hey, buddy!" He said, with a shit-eating grin. "Big day for you!" His grin was getting more and more condescending.

"Yep, did you sleep alright?" I asked.

"Oh, yeah, man, like a ROCK," he laughed.

"Yeah, man, me too; I was out like a light as soon as I got back to the room," I said, hoping to corroborate Amy's story.

"Well, that's good. You needed a good night's sleep before your wedding day," he said as that smirk returned, probably even unbeknownst to him.

I was then forced to drive my "best man" to the wedding venue. There I was, sitting in a car with the guy who'd fucked my future wife repeatedly only a few hours before. It was the kind of sweet torture only Amy could ever inflict upon me. Somehow, she was able to ensure her torture always led to me getting so excited I could barely control myself. She had me at that point again as I drove Steve to the venue. I couldn't wait to see her, to touch her body, to listen as she told me everything she did the night before, and I couldn't wait to get off myself.

Everything at the church itself was a blur. As the groom, I was left pretty much to my own thoughts as everyone else seemed to buz around taking care of the bride. I didn't see Amy at all until, eventually we got assembled. I felt that familiar stab of embarrassment as I saw Steve come down the aisle with his shit-eating grin. On his arm was Louise, cousin Mark's girl, who was serving as Amy's maid of honor. We'd decided that only the four of us were going to stand in front of the reverend as we made our vows. I had our other vows in an envelope in my pocket, as per Amy's instructions. I looked around as everyone took their seats, all two dozen or so of our guests.

I could tell from an empty seat that someone was missing, but my mind was already spinning so much I couldn't work out who it was, so I put it out of my head. When the music finally ended, the four of us were assembled at the front, and the small crowd turned as Amy strode down the aisle. She was wearing a beautiful and simple white dress and I really had to smile to myself at the idea she was wearing white. I knew she had done that for me. As we made our vows, all I can remember was looking into that gorgeous face of hers and wondering how on earth I had managed to get so lucky.

Then I was snapped back to reality as the reverend said, "You may now kiss your bride," and I did so. As our lips met, there was a gleam in her eye, and she winked at me.

I leaned in to kiss her again, and she smiled again and whispered, "Do you recognize that taste, baby?"

I don't know how I managed to hide the flush of red that threatened to instantly cover my face, but I guess it could've been mistaken for panic or excitement, given the moment. As we walked back down the aisle, past all the well-wishers, I tried my best to smile, and as we posed for some pictures, she just brushed off all of my questions. "Later," she giggled. "Wait until we're alone!"

We walked past the wedding guests as they threw birdseed at us and reached the limo. Steve was going to drive my car back home. Once we were safely inside and the doors were shut, she kissed me again. As she broke the kiss, she was grinning broadly.

"Okay, so come on, baby, tell me what happened?" I asked. I really needed some relief, but I also loved the build-up; if I'm honest, I loved it almost as much as the completion.

"Well, you know that last night Steve well and truly wore out my pussy, right? He definitely gave it a good workout. In fact, it's probably still shaped like his cock," she chuckled. "And well, you know your cousin is a complete douche, right?" She giggled.

"I think I'm starting to get that idea, yes."

"Well, he is actually a massive douche. Anyway, I had something else in mind for you today; that's why I rushed out early in the morning. I had to take care of it without you interrupting me in any way."

"Nice," I said, as I did my best to pretend to be mad at her.

"No, not like that, silly," she said as she landed a playful punch on my arm. "I just wanted it to be another surprise for my husband. So, your aunt and uncle drove me over to the church. At that point, I really didn't know how douchey cousin Mark would be. I mean, I'd talked to him last night about my idea, but I wasn't sure how much of it he'd remember or if he'd actually have the balls to go through with it."

"With what?"

"Hold on, baby, I'm getting to that! Well, it turns out he does have the balls. He has some seriously big ones. Nice ones, in fact," she said wistfully. "I told him last night that he should excuse himself to go the bathroom or something just as the guests were being seated."

"Holy fuck Amy, you didn't!" I said.

"Yeah, yeah, I did," she smiled. "Last night, he kept telling me how great my lips looked and kept hinting that he wanted to try them. I kept him interested the whole night just by occasionally feeling it through his pants. He kept saying he was so excited he'd "blow my head off" with it if I gave him the chance. So, just before the end of the night, I asked him a question. "If I gave you some of...that...how long would it take you to "blow?" I knew the timing of it would be key. He just smiled and said it wouldn't be long."

"Holy fuck Amy, so...so in the church, while we were standing there, you were still...?"

"Yes baby, I was on my knees, in the coatroom, right up to when they started playing, "Here comes the bride," except it wasn't the bride who was cumming," she winked. "I had to use a fuck load of tissue to wipe his cum off my lips, and I only managed to get the last few bits as I was walking out the door. I have no idea if he made it back to his seat in time."

"Oh my god," I stammered.

"Yeah, crazy isn't it? The first kiss we had as man and wife was a nice cummy one," she smiled. "And added to that, there's the fact that Steve's cum was still inside me at that time too. Happy cuckold wedding, baby!"

"Oh fuck," I panted. "That's so fucking dirty, god it's so slutty, and so...awesome," I said with pure wonder.

As we pulled up outside the airport, the limo driver had a huge grin on his face, and I suddenly realized that he must've had the speaker on the entire time. He helped us unload our bags, and as I turned to tip him, Amy brushed past me and said. "Hey, remember that thing we said in our vows about me always trying to please people who give us any kind of service?" She had just reminded me about our "other" vows.

I just groaned and stepped back slightly, then waited at the curb while Amy disappeared into the front seat of the limo and shut the door. Thankfully, the windows were heavily tinted and no one passing could see anything. A few minutes later, she got out with a devilish grin, her lips still glistening. She took the cash I had intended to give him his tip and shook her head. "Oh, come on, baby, this won't do at all." She then made me give him even more! Not only did he get a blowjob from my wife, but he also ended up with a hundred-dollar tip.

"You really are pure EVIL," I said while loving every second of it.

"Oh baby, just wait until the honeymoon," she said as she smiled back at me.


The Big Day

The wedding itself had been incredible. Amy had set up getting fucked by Steve the night before and had then sucked off both my cousin and the limo driver on our wedding day. She was clearly true to her word and had every intention of making our marriage the kind of marriage we both fantasized about. In fact, she had yet another surprise for me on the plane as we headed for our honeymoon in South Beach. 


I was still desperately aching for my release. I hadn't gotten to fuck her the night before our wedding, and I had been seriously teased so far on this, our actual wedding day. As I sat in the seat, it was so humiliating to know that in the last 12 hours or so, three different men had cum in Amy, but I still hadn't. She clearly knew it was driving me crazy, and she loved it. 


Then, as we sat on the plane, she just smiled and added to it. 

She nuzzled up against my neck and whispered, "I bet that cock of yours wants to cum right now." 

"Oh god, yes," I said, almost painfully. 

"It will, baby. I promise, but..." 

"Oh god, what now?" I asked. 

"Don't pretend like you won't enjoy it!" She hissed, her tone soft but sharp. 

"Okay, tell me?" 

"Okay baby, well, you know how we've made up "rules" for each other, what we want and what we expect." 

"Yes, and I can't believe what you've done already; it's been less than one full day so far!" 

She grinned. "But it's what we both wanted, isn't it?" 

"Yes," I panted softly. I had to shift myself in my seat just to release some of the tension in my cock. 

"Well, one of the things that we both agreed was really important in the vows was the bit about important occasions, you know, how you don't get to have me first on an important occasion. That's one of the first things on the list." 

"Yes, I know. You've made that painfully clear to me today," I joked. 

"Right, so that means on days like today, our wedding day, you didn't get to have me first..." 

"Well, I haven't had you at all," I moaned. 

"Right, but that's the thing. Steve got to take my pussy first, and then your cousin got to take my mouth first." 

"And don't forget the limo driver," I said with a smile. 

"Oh baby, how can I? I can still taste his cum," she said as she licked her lips. "That was my attempt to make sure what we want really happens. Our wedding day, anniversaries, birthdays, Christmas, whatever special day it is. It's official." 

"I know," I said with a slight hint of regret in my voice, "You are doing exactly what we agreed on, I get that." I actually really loved fucking her after she'd already been fucked. In fact, I probably enjoyed it more than I did just fucking her "normally," which is why we both put it in the agreement. 

"Think of it, baby," she cooed. "On your birthday or on our anniversary, your little cock is only going to get sloppy seconds." 

"I know exactly what it means," I groaned. 

"Soooooo," she said mischievously, "that leads me on to my next thing." 

"what's that?" 

"Our honeymoon, the next ten days. You do realize that rule is in effect for the entire honeymoon, right?" 

"What? Even on my honeymoon, I don't get to?" I said, probably loud enough that I wondered if anyone else heard. 

"Oh, no baby, you'll get to cum, don't worry about that," she said, chuckling. "I love getting you off; I just mean you aren't allowed to cum, until someone else has." 

"The entire time?" I asked incredulously. 

"Yes, the entire time. You aren't allowed to get to cum unless I've made someone else cum that day." 

"Holy fuck." 

"I know, it's exciting, isn't it!" She bubbled. "I think that's going to motivate you to keep me busy." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Well, like right now, you are extremely horny. So you know, if you want to cum you're going to have to make sure someone else gets to cum first. I think it  will motivate you to take a very active part in making sure I get laid because it also helps you." 

"Oh my god, baby," I moaned. "I really don't know if I can wait any longer. I really can't wait to fuck you!" 

"You don't get to fuck me," she said, somewhat surprised to have to say it. 

"What?" I asked, my mouth wide open in shock. 

"I said you would get to cum, if I get fucked or suck someone else's cock. I didn't say that you would fuck me. Think of this as a "special occasion" like it says in our agreement. Most of those occasions are just one day, like Christmas or New Year's Eve, for example. But, well, a honeymoon, which could be the most special occasion of all, is actually a ten-day period, at least for us, while we are in Miami. Come on, baby, it's what we both want." 

"I really didn't know that I agreed to that!" I pouted in reply. 

"Well, we can just rip up the vows we wrote if you want if we don't plan on holding ourselves to them," she said sternly. 

"But the entire trip?" I whined. 

"Just think about how hot that's going to get you, knowing that other guys are getting what you can't and knowing it's happening on your own honeymoon. It's really quite perfect, actually. It's a perfect way for us to make our vows real." 

I had to admit it: Amy was right. I secretly lived for this sort of thing. But the entire honeymoon, however? I knew I'd just have to strap myself in for the ride as Amy slipped into our newly defined relationship like it was a second skin for her. She found the humiliating aspects of it and was applying them to me with real vigor. And she was right; for my part, almost all of my thoughts were now about how to get her what she so badly craved. 


Mostly, that was someone who would use her body in the best or worst possible ways. Amy wants to be taken, used, and treated like a complete slut. She loves being used roughly and especially loves some bondage and all those sorts of things from a very specific type of man who enjoys that. 

It's always been one of my biggest fantasies for her to find that type of guy who would then get to use her according to his whim on a long-term basis. But, so far, the only man who ever really done that to her was her ex-boyfriend. But I hoped we'd find someone like that for her when we returned home. In the meantime, I knew we were going to have some fun on our honeymoon. 

The first night was pretty uneventful as we both scoped out the places and the people around the resort. 

"I see a lot of the people here are Hispanic," Amy said with a grin. 

"Obviously," I said. "We are in South Beach, after all." 

"Yes," she responded quickly, "and OBVIOUSLY, some of those guys are going to be getting your wife's pussy." 

There was always something about different races that always piqued my interest. I always enjoyed it just that little bit more when she did something with guys like that, although she hadn't done it all that often. The rest of that first night, I had to wonder if each guy I saw would be one of the ones who would be fucking my new wife soon. She did her part, too, by pointing some of them out and wondering out loud what his cock was like. By the time we got back to our hotel room, we crashed hard. We'd been through so much that day. 

Surprisingly, I woke up early and found Amy standing naked, right in front of the window, as she gazed out into the ocean. She saw me watching her and smiled. 

"It's so beautiful out there," she said. 

"Baby, you are the one that's beautiful. Just look at you. God, I could eat you up!" 

"Hee hee, perhaps later." 

"I mean it, can I ...can I please taste you?" 

She shook her head slowly, with a hint of sadness. "I'm sorry, baby. But remember our rules. I think the only taste of me you should get is once it's already been filled." 

"Holy fuck," I said with disappointment evident in my voice. 

"You know you love it, really," she kidded. 

"I do, but it's going to be sooooo fucking hard to wait." 

"Perhaps you won't have to wait all that long long," she giggled. "I've been watching the pool area, and lots of those bartenders, waiters, and lifeguards look pretty yummy, although, honestly, you'll be best placed to tell me just how yummy they are." 

"Ouch," I said, feigning like I was pulling a knife from my stomach. 

"So, if you want this," she said as she playfully twirled around, revealing her beautiful naked ass, "you might have to help me make it happen." 

We spent the day hanging out by the larger of the hotel pools. Amy advertised herself beautifully, wearing a bright yellow bikini that only just covered her amazing body. She had plenty of admirers who made no secret of looking, and after a while, we both agreed that I should sit on a lounger across the pool from her so that my presence didn't "discourage" any advances. I watched as man after man made his move, trying to bag the sexiest woman by the pool. Amy didn't give me any sort of sign to say if any of them were succeeding or not or if any of them were doing anything to convince her they were worth it. I could see she had accepted a couple of drinks from some of the guys, and I'm sure she was feeling that familiar sexy buzz she likes to have before she does anything sexual with a new guy. Eventually, she motioned me over. 

"Baby," she said with a wry smile, "So, I've been thinking..." 

"You're always thinking," I chuckled. 

"I know, right?" She joked. "But have you been paying attention? Do you see how many of these guys want to fuck your new wife?" 

"I have," I groaned. "And have any of them...well...sparked your interest?" 

She laughed. "Oh, a lot of them have sparked my interest. But did you see them? Most of them were college-age, and the only ones that weren't were still in their 30s. I know you absolutely love it when younger guys, or even guys my age, get to fuck me." 

"I do. There's something about them being younger than you that just makes it more exciting. I think it's knowing that you're getting it from guys with far more stamina than me." 

"You have PLENTY of stamina," Amy smiled. "But yes, I get the psychological aspect of it for you. And I think you'll be lucky on this trip! Like I said, though, I've been thinking. I think there's going to be so many opportunities for me and for us; I mean, that is pretty obvious with all the attention I've been getting so far." 

"Okay, so what exactly are you thinking?" 

"Well, I've been thinking about our rules." 

"What about them?" I asked, now intrigued. 

"Well, I know you love the idea of me with younger guys and considerably older guys, too?" 

"Yes, it gets me seriously hard just thinking about it." 

"We should add that to our vows that I'm meant to purposely look for those ages. And we should also put something in there that encourages me to look for guys from different ethnic backgrounds. Especially black guys because I know how you love that." 

"Holy fuck do I, you know I really love that. God, this is so exciting; I wish I could fuck you right now." 

"I can see how excited this stuff gets you; hell, it turns me on too. But, practically speaking, I can see how often I'll be able to get fucked her, and I really don't think I'll be physically able to handle it if you also got to fuck me every single time someone else did." 

I thought about that for a second. "Yes, I suppose you're right. If things go as I suspect they will, you'll be doing quite a lot of fucking." 

"Okay, so it's agreed then," she smiled. "Once we get home, I'll be your fucktoy for the same amount of time. Anytime you want it, any way you want, you can have it. My body is yours." 

"That sounds much better," I laughed. 

"Good, now go for a walk or do something. I really need to focus on getting laid now. My pussy is tingling just thinking about it." 

I left her and went for a walk along the beach. I won't lie; I saw quite a few sexy women bathing topless, which just added to my frustration. I knew full well that Amy would "allow" me to fuck any of them that I wanted, but I was so into what WE were doing that I really wanted to save it just for us. I stopped and had lunch at a beachside tavern and spent a bit of time there. I wanted to give Amy the freedom she needed to work her magic, and it was as I was making my way back along the beach towards our hotel when I saw a familiar face approaching. It was a guy from our hotel. I recognized him from earlier by the pool. 

"Hey, Clevelander...right?" He asked. 

I nodded in response. He was a pretty big guy, with thick shoulders and muscular arms but a slight pot belly. His hair was thick and jet-black. He had a large, almost cheesy mustache, and I'd guess he was in his early 50s by the lines I could see on his face. His skin had a dark tan, and I guessed he was Hispanic. He introduced himself as Hector. He was a wealthy businessman, originally from Cuba. He said that he was married, owned twelve buildings along the beach, and was an accomplished tennis player. How did I know all this about him? Well, in the few minutes we were talking, he told me everything about himself. I'd known him for ten minutes, and he spilled all of it to me. I don't think he even remembered my name; he was the one doing all the speaking, and it was pretty clear that he was full of himself. 

"Hey man, I saw you talking to that Chiquita by the pool," he grinned. Obviously, he meant Amy in her bright yellow bikini. 

"Yeah. She's quite an interesting girl." 

He laughed. "I don't know about her being interesting, but that body, holy Jesus, man, I'd fuck her so hard I'd send her into tomorrow." 

I did my best to hide any discomfort at how crude he was being about my wife. But it didn't make me less interested in hearing more, however. I asked if he had tried talking to her already. 

"Hell yeah, man. I always make it a point to go and introduce myself to such...talent," he grinned. "In fact, I invited her to have some drinks later today." 

I wasn't entirely sure if he was telling me the truth or if he was just boasting, trying to pump his own ego up. 

"Really?" I asked. "So what did she say?" 

"She said she would consider it," he replied. "But, in my experience, that's always a green light. She didn't say no, and if she wanted to, she would have done. Oh, and I definitely caught her checking out my package, if you know what I mean." 

At that moment, the embarrassment flooded through me. I had to stand there and listen to this totally obnoxious playboy talking about my wife like that, all the while knowing that what he was saying was entirely possible. It would be just like Amy to fuck some guy like this. She would do it just to enflame my humiliation fetish even further. 

"So, what about you? Did you have any success with her?" he asked, almost like it was an afterthought. 

"Oh, yeah, we got chatting and have a lot in common," I said. "She's a really nice girl, and she said she hoped to see me around." 

He laughed. "Sorry dude, that's just another way of saying, sorry, not interested. But hey, let's see the positives, at least. I mean, she didn't throw her drink in your face or anything, did she? Did you see that she was married when you spoke to her? She wasn't even trying to hide the ring. I mean, that's got to tell you something about her: that guy after guy kept hitting on her, and she had her wedding ring on full display and never even mentioned it, well, at least not to me." 

I almost said something snappy in reply, but I knew I'd better not mess up anything Amy had in mind. "Perhaps," I said reluctantly. "You really think she'll meet you later? And hold on, aren't you married too?" 

He looked at me coolly. "What are you, my mother or something?" His face then softened as he added. "There's just something about some women. You, know, with some women, you just, well, you just know. 

"Know what?" I asked. I knew, but I just wanted to hear his answer. 

"You just know that you'll be pounding that puta soon enough," he said coarsely. 

"Wow, that's a lot of confidence," was all I could think of to reply to that comment. 

"Well, that's why I'll be the one pounding that pussy tonight and not you!" he grinned. "Women love confidence, oh that and the scent of money." 

"What a prick," I said to myself. The entire experience was so embarrassing for me, and I knew Amy would get a kick out of the whole thing when I told her about our conversation later. 

That was the thing about Amy and I. Everything we did or were doing, we did for each other. Sure, Amy has always been a slut; that's just her thing, her "fetish," if you like. For me, I discovered my own fetish was wanting to share her, even to the point of total humiliation. We brought out those fetishes in each other. The important thing was that we loved each other underneath all the fetishes. 


There was absolutely no one else in the world we'd want to share any of this with but each other. We had discovered exactly what worked for us. But despite that, it didn't make the encounter with Hector any less embarrassing for me. As I walked away, I started to wonder if that preening peacock would be making good on his boast later that day. All I could think of was Amy and her beautiful ass bouncing up and down on Hector's cock, her hands on his thick shoulders as her face contorted in pleasure. I met up with Amy back at the room, and it was almost dinner time. 

Her face lit up as soon as she saw me. "Hey, baby! How was your day? You've been gone a long time." 

"I know, I did that for you. So, how did your day go?" 

"How do you think it went?" She replied with a smile. "Guys never stopped; it was like one guy would leave, and another would approach a few seconds later. I had to come back to the room a couple of times just for a break." 

"Wow, that must have been tough," I kidded. 

"Oh, I'm definitely not complaining, but I did miss you, though. Even though we both want to make sure something happens, which is why I sent you away, we both know full well that you would have loved watching all the attention I was getting." 

"Did you make any plans to meet up with anyone?" I asked as I remembered what Hector had said earlier. 

"Not anything definite," she said. "But I know what a lot of the guys are doing later, and I have a few ideas," she grinned. 

I didn't want to ask her anything directly about Hector, as I knew that surprise and spontaneity were far more exciting for both of us. So I didn't push it, and we just went for a wonderful dinner. We had a table against the window, giving us an amazing ocean view as the sun started to set. I guess for any other couple, it would have been the very definition of romantic, but we just have a slightly different idea of romantic. 


While other couples would be using the atmosphere for their own erotic foreplay, we had thoughts of our own. Amy told me point blank that whatever happened, she wanted it to be a surprise, and my own mind was already spinning with Hector and all the other possibilities. We smiled at each other frequently, but we hardly spoke. The waiter almost broke his neck from how hard he was looking down her abundant cleavage every time he'd bring anything over. She was definitely fulfilling her vow of wearing revealing outfits! 


As we were getting up to leave, I had to ask the obvious question. "So... what's the plan now?" 





The Honeymoon Starts


"Well, baby, you are free to do whatever you want," she smiled sweetly. "But I have some other plans, so probably best you don't wait up for me. I'm not sure when I'll be back or even if I'll be back tonight," she said with a heavy dose of lust in her voice. "I had a thought that might get your interest in the meantime, though. You know how I love sucking cock?" 

I could only nod my head in agreement. She had always been insatiable for it. 

"Well, you also know how just much I love having the taste of cum in my mouth? Well, I'm sure you remember that we have agreed that I should have that taste in my mouth all day, which means I should start the day with it?" 

"Yes?" 

"Well, perhaps I'll try to do that here. What better time for it? So, I'll try to find some cock, every morning; that way, I can have that taste with me or the entire day." 

I started to wonder how that would work, but I knew better than to press her for details. She was wearing a mostly white, extremely tight halter top, and even with the sheer bra she had on, her nipples were deliciously visible through it. She had squeezed herself into a pair of white, purposely tattered short shorts, which made her ass look incredibly inviting as she walked away and hailed a cab. I just smiled as I watched her sexy ass slide into the taxi next to one of the guys that I had seen her talking to by the pool earlier in the day. 


I had to smile as she introduced me to the guy as her brother, and he reached out and shook my hand with a wry smile on his face. He was obviously a college-aged guy, and Amy was more than a dozen years older. In fact, she had just had her 36th birthday very recently. But as always, she knew this was one of those scenarios that would drive me absolutely crazy. Just the thought of someone so much younger than her getting to slide into that wonderful pussy. 


Although it wasn't only too young that drove me wild like that. Guys that were too old, or real jerks, or fat, I had fantasies about all those types of guys and a whole lot more. Amy had also mentioned that she would try to keep me "interested" throughout the night, which usually meant she would send me updates via WhatsApp. I was used to waiting for those, and as soon as they came through, they would always drive me into a frenzy. 

If you've never had the experience of having to sit at home waiting while the love of your life is out somewhere doing something filthy with someone you don't even know, you need to experience it. It really is a mix of magic and torture. The thoughts that run through my mind while she's out keep me permanently on edge. I'm more than a little scared, but I'm so sexually charged at the same time. It's all just a massive ball of confusion. We try to be as safe as we can possibly be, even though the activities are, in themselves, inherently risky. For example, on this night, Amy had told me where she was headed, and because I'd met Justin, albeit very briefly, we both felt safer since we knew that he knew someone else knew who she was with if that makes sense. 

A little over an hour later, I got the first text from Amy, complete with pictures. The first one was with her and Justin just standing together, with his arm around her body, and his hand was very clearly on her ass. I could see his fingers just poking out around the side of her shorts. They had gone to a beachside nightclub, and her message read, "It's beautiful here, baby, such a nice view. Oh, and speaking of nice views, I'm pretty sure the taxi driver had a very nice view on the way over here." 

I tried to get her to give some more details about the taxi ride, but there was no answer. I knew she had seen my messages from the blue ticks,  so I knew this was just her way of ratcheting up the torture. My thoughts started to race, wondering what the cab driver possibly could have seen. What had Amy been doing in the cab, and what was she going to do next? It really is an exquisite form of torture. I soon found myself sitting down at the outdoor bar, drinking my second glass of wine when I received the next message. 

"He just told me he's 22, and I know what the idea of a younger guy does to you. But I swear his cock must be much older and so much wiser because it sure as hell knows what it's doing!" 

I was starting to sweat now, even though the temperature was now pretty mild and the day's humidity had passed. Then another message came through, and as soon as I clicked open, I had to hide my phone, as on the screen was just a picture of a cock, which I assumed must have been his cock. 


I managed to look at it discretely, and I have to say I was pretty impressed. It was fully hard already, and although it wasn't any longer than mine, it was pretty thick, and I knew she loved girth, which is probably why I managed to keep her despite my cock only being 6 inches long. I was pretty sure she was having fun with it as I read her next comment. "I just wanted you to see what I was working with tonight!" I could tell she was already having fun busting my balls. 

As if on cue, her next message arrived. "Oh, and that picture was pre-saliva because now I've had my mouth over every inch of his cock. Fuck it's so tasty; you know I love that taste, the sweat mixed with sex and precum." 

Again, she didn't answer when I pressed for some more information. I don't really know why I bothered; I knew this was all part of the game for her. "Fuck, I'm sat here while some 22-year-old guy has my new wife's mouth wrapped around his stupid, lucky cock," I sighed to myself as the second wine soon became the third. I didn't want to get too buzzed, though. I wanted to remain sharp and ready for action just in case my number was called later, even though I knew, according to our new "rules,' that I was very unlikely to be a player tonight.  

It was almost 1 AM, and I was still sitting at the bar, now drinking Diet Coke, when I got the next message and picture. It was just Amy stood in the darkness, with just a solo light a short distance away. She was clearly topless, and her tight tummy and tits were very clearly on display. I figured Justin must have taken the picture, but I really had no idea. She was obviously on the beach, but it was pretty dark other than that.

She wrote, "Justin dared me to walk along the beach with him topless. There aren't all that many people out here, and it is kind of dark, but more than one person has just seen your wife's tits. But don't worry, everyone is cool with it. I figured it was the least I could do after he let me suck that beautiful thick cock, and then he returned the favor and gave me the tongue lashing of my life."

"That had to be on purpose," I thought. She knew just how much I loved licking her pussy all the way until she came and how proud I was of my ability to get her off with my mouth. Now, she was very deliberately making it clear that I wasn't the only one capable of pleasuring her like that. I wondered if she would be home any time soon, now that he had obviously gotten what he craved from her.

Another message came through. "Oh, by the way, I've been telling him the pictures and the messages are to my friend back home. I said I often post them on Instagram and some of the dirtier ones on Onlyfans! He asked about my wedding ring, so I told him that I was married, but my husband is back in Michigan and doesn't mind anyway. He liked hearing that. He said he's not going to let me put my top back on, no matter how many people see me. He's got a really dirty streak, so bad we both might like it! I can't keep his hands out of my pants, either. He keeps fingering me as we walk along, and it's driving me fucking wild. And if he asks, I'll even take them off for him and walk around in just my wedding panties. Yes, I've still got them on. I thought you might like it."

She knew I would. Some lucky young guy was getting to enjoy my new bride, including her bridal lingerie, while I sat there alone. A couple of hours passed, and  I gave up and headed to bed after sending a last text to Amy. She answered, so I knew she was safe, but the reply was short and non-commital, "I'm okay, go to bed, be home later," So I slipped into an uneasy sleep, and I can remember dreaming about Amy and Justin, though I couldn't see his face, so it was probably just a conglomeration of all the guys I knew that she had fucked. And it wasn't just him; there was also a sweaty, fat, greasy-haired taxi driver there, and they were making her do devilish things.

I'm sure the image of the taxi driver in my head was just my brain somehow putting a guy like Hector into my dream. He wasn't far off from the faceless character in my dreams. It was one of those dreams where I don't remember any of the specifics, only that they were making her do things. God, I really wish I remembered what.

I was woken with a jolt just after 6 AM by Amy stumbling in. Literally stumbling in, and she looked like she had been drinking all night. She saw me, and as our eyes locked, she gave me the biggest, most devilish smile she could muster. "Your new wifey is home," she giggled.

Her shorts were covered with a crust of drying sand, and as she peeled them off, I could instantly see that her panties were absent. Her ass cheeks were covered in some lovely-looking red marks too, and I realized her tits were covered in the same marks when she removed her skimpy top. She moved in close to me and kissed me deeply. I could instantly taste alcohol and penis. "Mmm baby, you like that, don't you? You like how I taste?" I couldn't say anything; I just nodded. "So did he," she said with a smile.

My cock was rock hard, and I hadn't even realized I'd slid my hand down and started stroking it as her tongue continued to explore my mouth. Her hand soon found its way down to my hand, wrapped around my hard cock. "Oh wow, someone is really excited, aren't they."

"How could I not be excited? Now, please tell me what happened?" I begged.

"Everything happened," she grinned. "Just the way we like it. But baby, I'd love to tell you all about it, but he really wore me out. 22-year-olds can really go all night, and it's really late now. I'll tell you everything after I've had some sleep, but now, just hold me."

I wanted to scream; I was that frustrated. But I'd made this bed, and now I had to literally lie in it next to my sexy, freshly fucked wife as she fell asleep curled up in my arms. We both slept for a few hours and when I woke, I decided to let her continue sleeping for a while longer as I went to breakfast. She was just waking up when I returned to the room.

"Oh god, baby, what time is it?" She yawned.

"Just gone ten," I said.

"Wow, it felt like I've been sleeping forever," she giggled.

"Seems like that to me, too," I said, "but for a very different reason."

"I'm sure it does, baby. Have you been up all morning, struggling to control yourself while you had to wait for the details? You LOVE your details, don't you?" she grinned.

"How could I not love them?" I said urgently. "I've been on fire ever since you got in that taxi last night."

"I know. And I will tell you. But first, there's something I need to do real quick. God, I'm glad it's still morning!"

"What? What do you have to do that's so important?"

"Well, you remember that we made the vow that I should have the taste of cock on my lips every morning so that we can both taste it throughout the entire day?"

"Yeah, I do, but didn't you suck him off last night? So you've already had the taste of cock in your mouth?"

"Yes, I did," she cooed. "But that was last night. In fact, that was before we even got to the bar! I'm talking about what we agreed. Our morning fantasy."

"Ohhh," I winced. "So, what does that mean exactly?"

"Well, it's pretty simple, baby. It means I have to suck someone off before midday!" she said, jokingly sarcastically.

"Justin?" I asked.

"Yes, well for this morning anyway. I promised him that I'd come over in the morning and take care of what he called "his morning wood problem." He said he is always as hard as steel when he wakes up. God, I love that about younger guys," she said with a smile. She knew how conflicted I was and how much I hated but loved hearing about it at the same time.

"I look a complete mess," she said disgustedly as she saw her reflection in the mirror. From my perspective, nothing could have been further from the truth. Sure, her hair was a total mess, but it looked incredibly sexy like that. And as she stood up from the bed, her naked body was perfect, well, certainly to me. She grabbed some beach shorts and a little cropped T-shirt, then quickly brushed her hair, gargled some mouthwash, and then almost ran out the door like an excited puppy. Amy really dug this stuff, probably at least as much as I did, if not more. I no longer worried that I was pushing her to do this stuff against her will. It was now much more her doing it and me loving what she decided to do. Even when the humiliation got almost too much to take, I still loved it, and her love for me was always there, always enough to get me through any embarrassment.

She was back in the room much quicker than I expected, no more than 15 minutes later, and she chuckled as she walked through the door.

"Wow, young guys really do get hard in the morning," she said with a smirk. "Okay, now it's your turn! Get on the bed and get out of those clothes, mister," she said as she playfully glared at me. I wasted no time in doing as instructed, and soon she took out the handcuffs that we'd brought for the trip, and I was cuffed with my hands behind me against a post in the headboard. Amy left me in a sitting position as she traced her long fingernails up my legs, then over my stomach and across my chest. She started to tease my nipples as she alternated between licks and light scratches.

"Oh god, you know this drives me crazy," I moaned as my cock started quivering in response to her hand, which was now tracing up and down the side of my rapidly thickening shaft.

"Good, I want you nice and hard for this. I know you won't get as hard as Justin did, but I want to try at least to see if you can compete with the young guys after all," she grinned. Once I was sufficiently hard, she started to slowly stroke up and down my shaft with her hand wrapped around my cock. It was just enough to keep me fully hard and begging for more but nowhere near enough to actually get me off. She knew exactly what she was doing. She knew in my current state, she could jerk me to a finish in 30 seconds if she tried. But she wanted some time to tell her story.

"So, let's see, where should I begin?" She teased. "Okay, so first of all, I met him at the pool that afternoon. I know you saw him. I'll bet you started to wonder right from that moment whether or not he was going to fuck your slutty little wife." I just nodded my reply. "See, I knew that. I know exactly what you think about when young guys hit on me. Especially guys as young as he was."

Again, I nodded, but now I added, "Yeah, but not just his age, sometimes even younger too."

"Younger than him?" She asked incredulously. "He's only fucking 22!" She laughed.

"Yes, but some of my fantasies involved giving some lucky eighteen-year-old high schooler his first blowjob too. Imagine that you're eighteen, and the first time you get your cock sucked, it's by some slutty thirty-six-year-old that has sucked …..well …… a lot of dicks. ."

"You'd seriously want some 18-year-old fucking your wife's pussy?"

"Oh god, yes, baby, just the sound of it is absolutely amazing."

"You're a sick fuck," she giggled. "But I love that about you. And if you're lucky, I might even do it. If we get a chance, that is. But believe me, Justin was young enough for now. God, he was pretty fucking stupid. The night with him was pretty crazy. Some of the stuff he said and the sort of stuff he "believes in," I could hardly stop  myself from laughing in his face."

"I know, but that's kind of why it's exciting for me too. Knowing that some guy who has a chance with you gets to do EVERYTHING he wants to you, even if he doesn't deserve it, just drives me wild. Older or younger, I'm honestly not sure which I like better. Both are humiliating for me."

She laughed and joked, "Well, he definitely didn't deserve it, but holy fuck  did he take advantage of the opportunity! The things he did to me were insane."

Her hand was still teasing my cock, still stroking slowly, up and down, while she talked wonderfully dirty to me.

"What things did he do to you?" I croaked, my throat now almost completely dry from excitement.

She reached up with her other hand, and before I knew it, she had grabbed my nipple really hard and gave it a sharp twist. I groaned.

"Hey, mister, I'm the one telling the story here, got it?" She said firmly.

I nodded, "I'm sorry, baby."

"It's like you don't even WANT to cum," she said, laughing. "Literally, here you are; your entire future is in my hands." She looked up and smiled as she saw me purposely keep my mouth shut.

"That's better, baby," she cooed. "So, I knew just how much it would turn you on if I let a young guy fuck me, so I purposely picked him out for the first night. I mean, I had plenty of offers, but I just chose to do this one first."

Instantly, I realized she had said "first," meaning there was going to be more, many more.

She continued, "So I didn't really know exactly what I was going to do with him or how it was going to happen, but I figured we both enjoy spontaneity, don't we, baby?"

I nodded again with approval, trying my best not to distract her again.

"But the one thing I did know for certain was that I wanted to suck him off; I was sure of that. I knew that I wanted his 22-year-old cock in my mouth. I wanted to at least do that for you, baby," she said thoughtfully. I wanted you to have that thought in your head that this young guy, who was 14 years younger than me, had his cock in my mouth and got to spurt his cum down your wife's throat. But what I wasn't expecting was just how big his cock was. Oh my god, baby, it was huge. It wasn't all that long, maybe an inch longer than yours. But it was so thick it actually hurt my mouth a bit when I was sucking him. Could you tell from the pictures that he was bigger than you?"

I shook my head in disbelief. I hadn't expected that at all from the pictures. And while I knew that Amy had been with bigger guys, something about such a young guy being bigger really hit home hard.

"But the good news is he's here for a week, so I've got plenty of time to practice sucking a cock that thick. He might get lucky, like today, and get some more opportunities.

Oh, and I didn't tell you how much he came this time, did I, baby? I mean, god, he came so much last night when I first sucked his cock. It was like five times as much as you can cum, but this morning he was raring to go again and came just as much. You'd probably just cum like a little trickle if you were in his shoes, wouldn't you babe"

She knew exactly how much hearing about this young guy's impressive stamina was turning me on.

"I think I'll skip ahead in the story a little; you don't mind, do you?" She asked sweetly as she slid her hand off my cock, clearly hinting that I'd better agree to her demands, or it wouldn't be coming back. I agreed instantly, as you can imagine. "So it was just ten minutes ago that he was filling my mouth full of his cum again." She leaned her head up and started to kiss me. I could really taste him on her lips before my tongue even entered her mouth. "His cum is so fucking yummy," she said, almost sounding surprised. "It was so good, baby. It barely tasted salty at all. Your cum tastes pretty bad, but so does most guys', if I'm honest. But his was really quite nice. If young guys taste like that, I might just make it a habit." I could only groan with embarrassment as her hand went back to working my cock.

"Anyway, so when I knocked on his door a minute ago, he was really surprised to see me. He said he figured I was just going to be a one-time thing, but I reminded him that I had made a promise to give him some morning head, and as soon as I said that, he just smiled and motioned me over. I know what you like me to do, baby, so rather than just suck his cock, I stripped naked first. I know you love the idea of me being naked for guys when they are still partially or fully clothed, so I didn't even let him get out of his clothes. I just sat him down on the bed, got on my knees in front of him, slid his shorts down over his knees, and went down on him like that. His cock was instantly hard like it was hard in five seconds! You know how you take a long time to get fully hard? Well, this guy was like a coiled spring, just ready to harden instantly. And like I said, his recovery and stamina are pretty amazing because it took him less than five minutes, and he was cumming  down my throat, and it was a full load too."

I was slowly starting to buck my hips against her hand, so excited I was desperate to get my cock back into her hand.

"No, no, baby, that just won't do," she scolded as she stood up and walked into the bathroom while I tried to grind my frustrated cock against my leg. I was so excited I couldn't control myself. She returned a few seconds later with her hand clasped around something. She was holding her top, which she then wrapped around my head, effectively blindfolding me. Suddenly, I felt her hand take hold of my throbbing cock. I screamed as soon as I felt it. It was ice cold and wet. Then I realized she'd taken a handful of ice and then held it in her hand as she wrapped it around my cock. I was cursing her as I bucked my hips the whole time, and Amy just giggled. It seemed like she had her hand around my cock for an eternity, but eventually, she pulled it away, leaving my cock slick and wet, but now it felt almost hot, no doubt because my throbbing penis had heated the water somewhat with all the blood surging through it. But it definitely had the desired effect, though, as my cock was softening rapidly.

"There we go, that seemed to do the trick," she chuckled.

"Goddamn it, Amy," I cursed. "You need to tell me when you are going to do that!"

"Oh, do I? I'm going to take orders from someone who's tied up and begging for release, am I? Come on, baby!'?"

I realized the predicament I was in, and I quickly acquiesced. "I'm sorry, baby, it was just quite a shock."

"I know, that was the whole idea! Now, should I continue telling you about my night, or do you want me to just leave you here like this for the maid to find you?" She joked.

"Amy...Pleeeeeeeease," I begged.

"Okay, let's get back to business then." She leaned in and licked my softening shaft with her delightful tongue, instantly causing it to jerk back to life again. This time she kept her hands well away from my cock, choosing instead just to lick and caress various parts of my body while she talked, keeping my cock stimulated but not getting any close to the release it so desperately craved.

"So, like I was saying. It was only a few minutes ago that I was naked, in his room, on my knees, sucking his magnificent dick, she said, as it seemed like she was trying to gauge a reaction from me and my recently iced cock. "When I finished, I was still gobbling up the last of his cum when his friend came in off the balcony. That fucking prick hadn't even told me he had a roommate, let alone that he was there. I was standing there in the middle of the room, completely naked, with some of his cum still on my chin, and he just introduced us like it was the most normal thing to do. "Karl, Amy, Amy, Karl," and then he laughed. I hadn't even had a chance to get his cum off my face until I saw Karl's face reddening, and I realized. I just smiled and said, "Oopsie," and scooped the rest of his load off my chin with my finger and slid it into my mouth. Karl got a long, hard look at your naked wife, baby. He saw everything, and he didn't even try to be a gentleman about it. He stood there and watched as I got dressed in front of both of them. Justin asked me, with Karl standing right there, "Tell Karl why you came here this morning?"

"I told you he had a bit of an evil streak, even if he is as dumb as a fucking post, I answered his question. I've always been honest, haven't I babe? I just said, "Because last night I told Justin I'd come over this morning and take care of his morning wood for him." They both laughed at my answer.

"Which means?" Justin implored.

"Which means I came here to give him head, and, as you can plainly see, I have done."

"They were both looking kind of disappointed now as I slid my top on and stood there fully dressed. I don't know what they expected. Maybe they expected to double-team me or something."

Amy must've been looking for a response from me because moments went by without anyone speaking until I hesitatingly said, "Well, did you consider it?"

She laughed, "Of course I considered it. I always consider it, obviously for us,"

"Obviously," I thought, even though I was fully aware that she considered things mostly for herself now. As long as I would be into it, Amy would do anything she wanted to.

"What made you decide not to do it?" I asked.

"You, baby. I had to get back to you," she said very casually. "Plus, although I was really turned on when I was sucking Justin's cock, the shock of being "caught" like that kind of ruined it, even though I loved the little bit of humiliation that Justin threw in at the end. I guess perhaps even I'm not that spontaneous! I like to make my own plans too much sometimes. I guess it would have ruined my plans If I'd stayed. I wouldn't have been back here to tell you all about it. What do you think baby? Should I have? Should I have let both of them fuck me?" She started to wonder out loud.

"It's totally up to you, babe," I replied honestly. But either way, as long as you're happy with it, I'm good with it."

"I know that baby, and I really love that about you," she cooed. She then continued her story. "So, back to last night. Justin and I took a taxi up the coast a little bit. He said there was a nightclub he wanted to show me. But, I think he might have asked the taxi driver to go the long way so he had time to get his hands on me. My God, was he handsy. We had barely gotten on the main road, and he had already pulled my top down a couple of times. I kept pulling it up because I could see the taxi driver was staring at me, but after the third or fourth time, I just gave up and stopped trying to pull it back up. Plus, his other hand was rubbing my pussy through my shorts, and it was quite distracting. He could see that I didn't really want him to stop, and by now the taxi driver wasn't even pretending not to look.

In fact, he reached up at one point and adjusted the rearview mirror so he could see us better. He looked like he was Greek or something. You know, those sort of dark features, lots of hair, the mustache, and his olive sort of complexion, and he had quite a thick accent that I couldn't recognize. But I didn't need to be able to understand him to know what he wanted when I saw the leering look in his eyes. I recognized that look from you, baby. It's the one you often get when you watch me with other guys. It was turning me so much, knowing I was being watched like that. I could almost imagine that it was you in the front, driving us. So I just closed my eyes and just let Justin do what he wanted to me in the back."

"Since Justin realized there was no more resistance from me, it wasn't long before he had my tits out and free for his hands to maul, and then, a second later, he unzipped my shorts and started to tug them down, just far enough that he could get his fingers inside me. Holy fuck, baby, I was so wet thinking about you, the taxi driver, and this young guy all feeling me up. I honestly thought I might get fucked right there on the back seat of the taxi. I could see other cars passing us, and I think a few of them saw me with my tits out and my head thrown back as he fingered me. I even heard a couple of them honking and jeering. They must have known what was going on, even if they couldn't actually see my bottom half. I just kept my eyes shut and let Justin enjoy my body. I could feel I was getting so creamy down there he could've slipped his cock into me without resistance."

I was moaning again, but thankfully Amy returned her hand to my straining cock and started slowly and methodically stroking me again.

"So, when we finally got to the nightclub, the whole taxi smelled like pussy! When the taxi driver opened the door for me, my shorts were still down around my knees. He saw absolutely EVERYTHING, baby. He saw my tits; he would have seen how wet I was because I was dripping everywhere, and he would have seen my ass as I tried to get up and out and pull my shorts up at the same time.

That's when we took the picture, Justin put his arm around me, and the taxi driver had a big leering smile, so I thought I'd give him a little something as a thank you for taking the picture, so I took Justin's fingers that had just been in my pussy, and were still coated with my juices, and I licked and sucked them clean like they were cocks. I really wish the taxi driver had taken pictures of me doing that so you could see it, baby. But he was far too busy staring at me. Just after I took my fingers out of my mouth, he snapped the picture that I sent to you. That's what I meant last night when I said about the taxi driver getting a good view."

"Oh my god," I moaned. "Amy, you're so fucking hot."

She chuckled, "That's funny, baby. That's exactly what the taxi driver said, too."

"Did he…..um…..did he try to get you to do anything to him as well?" I asked.

"Actually, no. No, he didn't; he was a perfect gentleman, apart from watching me, obviously. Do you think I should have tried to make him do something?"

I could tell Amy was just wondering aloud to herself. It wasn't really a question for me to answer.

"So up to that point, I'd only felt Justin's cock through his shorts, but I could tell it was going to be a treat. I think all the buildup in the taxi and from Justin watching me tease the taxi driver had got him all worked up, and he needed some release. As we were walking toward the club entrance, I whispered to him, "Before we go in, do you think you might want to...?"

He didn't even let me finish; he just grinned at me and yanked me behind the dumpsters. He was pawing at my body and kissing me and kept trying to get my shorts down. But before he could get them undone, I said, "No, not that, baby. Not yet. Let me just take care of you first. Before he could reply, I was on my knees behind that rank, stinky dumpster, and I was sucking his nice thick cock, baby. I know I had worked him up into a nice little frenzy already, and I wanted to give him a little release before we went in. And I definitely gave him that, baby. I sucked his cock so good, and he came so quickly, and my God, he came so much! Some of it even got in my hair, which I think you noticed when I came back. I mean, he came fucking everywhere. I barely remember even tasting it because so much of it went everywhere else. I now kind of regret that, now that I know how sweet his cum tastes."

Hearing her say that perked my cock up again, and a few seconds later, I was fully charged and loaded as Amy started to tease the head of my dick with her tongue and lips, slowly at first, as she continued the story.

"So I now had his cum all over me. Really it was all over me; some of it was in my hair, some was on my face, a lot had spilled down onto my tits, and some even dripped down onto my stomach; I'd actually pulled off my top completely for him as I went down on him. I know you love imagining your slut wife with her tits out as she sucks off some random guy. And he really is some random guy, baby. I just only met him that day, and by that night, he'd already blown a load in your little slut's mouth, and that was before we even got into the club! "

My cock jerked again as Amy took the entire head into her warm, sexy mouth and started to swirl her tongue over the head for a few seconds before pulling back off it with an audible "Pop" sound. I could only sigh as she looked up at me and continued her story.

"So we went inside, got a drink, and then we started dancing. But only for a short while, not that long at all. As I said, young guys can recover a lot quicker than you, baby. Maybe twenty minutes later he wanted more, and he knew he was going to get it, and soon. I didn't resist at all. I hadn't come to the club to dance, and I think we both knew that. I had come to suck and fuck him, so it wasn't long before we were out the door and on the beach. That's when he said I should go topless, baby. I mean, he tried to be subtle and come up with a good reason, like he needed one. He'd just said, "Wow, it's so warm out tonight, and that breeze feels so amazing on open skin," and stuff like that.

I knew what he was trying to do, so I just asked him, "Do you want me to get my tit out? If you do, just ask!"

He just smirked, "Oh, I was going to. That was my plan B," he laughed. "Well, come on Amy. Get your tits out then."

"I loved the way he said it, with a hint of force, just like a command. It made me get instantly wet again. If he only learned to do it that way all the time, he'd have me whenever and wherever he wanted. You know that, don't you, baby?"

"Yessss," I moaned as Amy continued driving me crazy between words, using her tongue to slide over the hole in the top of my cock as her hand slid up and down my shaft.

"We walked up and down the beach like that a few times. I told you before, even when we saw people approaching, he didn't give me my top back. A load of guys saw your wife's tits out on the beach, and they whistled or said really lewd things as we passed them. It got me so wet that it was Justin's idea, not mine.

He was making me do it. When we stopped every now and then, he would instantly start playing with my tits, sucking on my nipples, kissing me, and more and more each time we stopped, he'd start rubbing my pussy through my shorts. That was when I Whatsapp messaged you and said I'd take my shorts off for him if he asked.

Well, only a couple of minutes after that, he asked. Well, actually, he told me to. He looked at me and said, "Lose the shorts, baby," just like that, and  I didn't argue at all. I undid them, slid them down, and kicked them off, then picked them up and handed them to him. He now had full control of my top and shorts. I was still wearing my pink, frilly panties, the same ones we got married in. Oh, and I had my sandals on! I was half expecting him to tell me to take the panties off at that point, but I guess he was afraid of getting arrested or something. I doubt you'd actually get arrested for being naked on the beach in Miami at night, but I just want to be honest, baby. I want  you to know that I would have given him the panties if he'd told me to."

"Holy fuck," I moaned.

"He then pulled me into a darker area behind a beach hut, knelt down in front of me, and pulled my panties down. I just stood there, now completely naked, in front of him for a few minutes while he stroked and licked me all over. He leaned me back against the beach hut, and that's where he made me cum, standing with my back against that cold wall as his tongue worked its magic on my clit. Holy fuck  baby, for a young guy, he sure was fucking good with his tongue. I think I must have cum four or five times before he got up and kissed me really deeply, making me taste my pussy on his mouth before he turned me around and bent me over. He took me like that, baby, right there on the beach. I just had my hands against the beach hut as he pounded away at my little pussy. I was so fucking wet; even though he had a really thick cock he just slid it into me so easily, but I could still feel him stretching me out. You've seen the picture of his cock, haven't; you baby. So you know it's nice and really thick," she cooed.

Again, her mouth found its way down to my cockhead again, and each time it stayed a little longer, with a bit more tongue and hand action, and soon I was at boiling point.

"He drove his big hard cock into me over and over, baby, until finally he just slammed it into me one final time and grabbed my hips and held me like that as he pumped his thick, young cum into me. Again, it's amazing how much cum a young guy can produce. Especially as I'd just had a bunch of it sprayed all over my face not too long before. When he pulled out, he was exhausted but satisfied."

Her words were rapidly driving me towards the point of no return. Her tongue was helping with each flick, and  I almost lost it at that moment,  but Amy's expert way of edging kept me from toppling over.

"So that was it, baby. Some college-aged guy took your wife out and got to have the best sex of his life with her."

"Wow," I said, breathing so heavily now. I was getting closer with each passing second. "Did you do anything else?"

"Well, only the part where I promised to come over and take care of his "morning wood" for him like I did this morning."

I started panting as I felt her hand speeding up. I was so close now as she was increasing her pace.

"Cum for me, that's it. Shoot you cum all over your belly."

"Holy fuck," I screamed as I started to lose control.

"I want you to cum for me, baby. I want you to try and cum as much as you can. Try to cum as much as Justin did. I know you won't be able to, but try, and then, once you're done, I'm going to make you eat it all up, and you can imagine you are eating all the cum out of my pussy."

"Oh my god," I said, momentarily trying to resist the urge to cum.

"Don't you dare hold it back," she said sharply, "You are going to cum for me now, and once you're done, you are going to eat it all. And then you are going to eat Justin's cum out of my cunt. And later, perhaps Karl's, and...who knows who else's cum. And if you don't do it, you won't get anything at all from me for this entire trip."

"Okay," I moaned, trying to hold off for her final instructions.

"PROMISE ME," she urged.

"I promise that whatever you tell me to do, I'll do."

"Okay, but what is it in THIS case? Come on, baby. What is it?" She urged.

"I'll lick all your lover's cum out of your pussy" I promised, and a second later, I started to blast my own load of cum into the air. Over and over again, thick ropes of cum flew all over my body.

"Wow," Amy giggled. "You really did need to cum! "

I panted, "Fuck yes, yes I did, baby. You get me so fucking turned on."

She slowly scooped up my own cum with her fingers and slid them into my mouth, keeping them in there until I had licked them clean. As much as I enjoy the humiliation of it, I fucking hate the taste of cum!

"Good, now, hopefully, you'll have as much stamina as Justin on this trip, baby. I know you're going to need it," she said with a truly devilish smile spreading across her face.


The Morning After The Night Before

As Amy slept, I headed down to get some coffee. I wondered if she would be up soon so that she could try and fulfill her "morning duties," that is, going down on someone off each morning so that she could taste his cock and have that on her mind throughout the day. Would it be Justin again? Or maybe his roommate Karl, who she described to me as a younger, rounder version of Jonah Hill. The thought of a guy like that getting to experience Amy's mouth kept me sexually charged all day.

I finished my coffee and then stayed by the pool for a while, watching as guys swam and walked around, and I can't lie; I was judging each and every one of them, as I knew they all had a chance of being possible partners for my new wife. I soon found myself wondering what each of them was packing beneath their swim shorts. As I stood and looked out over the ocean, I soon spotted a familiar face, and even though everything about him repulsed me, I was drawn to go over to him for some reason. You've probably guessed it was Hector, that fat bastard with the gold chains and the enormous ego.

I walked over toward him, and he grunted and gave a nod of recognition. I knew I was torturing myself, but like a moth drawn to a flame, I couldn't resist as I stopped and turned to face him. "Hey man, you remember that sexy "Chiquita," the one in the yellow bikini you were talking about the other day?"

His eyes instantly opened wider. "Yeah? That little bit of hot fluff? She's pretty hard to forget, man. What about her?"

"Oh, I just saw her earlier in the lobby; she normally heads for the pool at the hotel first thing in the morning," I lied.

"Okay, but why are you telling me this, man?" He asked, a somewhat suspicious look on his face.

"I just remembered you were interested," I said truthfully.

"And what, you're not? What are you, man, gay or something? You'd have to be gay not to want to have a go on  that body."

I smiled, "No, man, I'm not gay. I'd absolutely love to have a go on that as you say, but I don't have a chance. I know that. It's like you told me the other day: women like her aren't interested in guys like me."

"What do you mean? What, like boring guys?" He asked, without realizing it would actually be a pretty sharp jab at me.

I just laughed, "No, I mean nice guys like me. They want an alpha male, a dominant, powerful sort of guy. Me, I'm just a live and let live kind of guy, not a taker."

He smiled, "Too bad for you then because men like me absolutely love to take that kind of shit."

"That's why I'm telling you."

"How do you know that she's a girl "like that?" He asked, looking slightly confused. "I mean, I only talked to her for a couple of minutes, and sure, she seems a bit wild, but come on, how do you know that, Mr. Nice Guy?"

"Well, I saw the wedding ring," I said. "And I heard her chatting to some guy by the pool yesterday, and I heard her say her husband is back in Michigan."

"So, what does that mean?"

"I guess it just seemed strange that a couple of nights back, I saw her getting into a taxi with this young guy, he couldn't have been more than 23, and I then saw her the next morning, early, and it looked like she had just gotten back."

"See, man, that's what I'm talking about," he smirked. "I fucking knew she was that type."

"So, are you going to go for it?" I asked.

"What the fuck, man? What are you, her agent or something?" He said suspiciously.

"No, look, don't take offense, but I just thought that if I can't have her, at least perhaps I can enjoy it somehow."

"What, like some sort of voyeur?" He asked.

"Well, yeah, kind of."

"I ain't gonna let you watch, man. That's perverted," he grinned. "But, if I do anything with her and I see you after, I'll buy you a beer, or a wine, or a Shirley Temple, whatever the fuck it is that you drink, and I'll tell you about it. How's that?."

"Wine sounds good," I said. "Good luck, man."

As I walked away, I was still smarting from the obvious zingers, but deep inside, I was smiling, wondering if I'd done something good for Amy and me. I didn't really see a lot of her that day, except from a distance, around the pool. We had an early dinner reservation, and although the meal was excellent,  not much was said at all until the end of the meal.

"Have you got any plans?" I asked hopefully.

"No, not really," she said, as if bored. "I had guys hitting on me all day, but nothing stood out. They were mostly young, like Justin, and I think we've done the whole Justin thing."

"So, are you done with him then?" I asked.

"Yes, I guess so. But it's good that he's on hand, though, just in case I need his cock for my morning suck."

It still amazed me sometimes just how matter of factly Amy could say such an utterly slutty thing, and that she was so blase about it tormented me even more.

"Oh yeah, I was going to ask about that morning thing. So, did you...did you urm…..manage to this morning?"

"No, sorry, baby. I did want to, but by the time I got up, it was really late, and I didn't really want to repeat the Justin thing again, well, at least not straight away. I think we should amend the rule anyway. It doesn't really make sense if I'm not often home until the early hours of the morning. Let's say that from now on if I didn't suck a cock the night before, then I have to give head in the morning, or at least the early afternoon! But I don't need to if I'm busy the night before."

"But you didn't do anything last night, so shouldn't you be doing something today? No thought of Karl?" I wondered aloud.

She laughed as she replied. "No, you dirty pervert. I mean, not that I wouldn't do it for us, it's just that if I went to their room, they would both want something and like I said, even though that idea might get you off, I really want something different from Justin now, something that's new and exciting for BOTH of us to get off on. But yes, I agree that I "owe" an extra blowjob. But don't worry, baby, I'm sure I'll be able to "catch up" before we're done here."

I was a little disappointed, but I understood. "So, nothing planned for tonight either?"

"We can talk about that," she said. "I could hit the bar and pick someone up, but I didn't see anyone who stood out. Perhaps you can give me an idea about who you want me to go for. Like, do you want me to try to get a black guy, or maybe a Hispanic guy. Or what about an older guy? These are your fantasies, too, baby."

"Actually, they are pretty much all my fantasies that you've done. What about doing something for you?"

"You know my fantasies, baby. They are all pretty much the same as yours. You know I love a dominant guy, a really rough guy, and I love humiliation, just like you do. I guess most of the stuff we've done lately has been for your humiliation, and I'm not complaining at all. But you know I love that sort of stuff, too."

"I know you do. In fact, I actually have something really challenging and really quite dirty for you. I think it's right up your alley," I laughed.

"Oooh, now I like the sound of that," she purred.

"I knew you'd like the sound of it. Although I don't think you have any limits sometimes! Remember when you got really drunk and started telling me about your worst fantasy? You know, the one where some guy just grabbed you, tied you up, and gave you no choice at all."

"Shhhh," she said excitedly, looking around to see if anyone could hear. "Don't you dare bring that word up in public? You know exactly what that does to me."

"I do," I smiled. "That's why I like to tease you with it! "

"You know what I mean," she said with a smile. "I absolutely love the thought of it. I love the idea of being taken and the possible danger of some guy getting to use me, getting what he wants from me, and having me only his pleasure, while at the same time, it somehow manages to give me MY pleasure. That drives me wild but without the actual risk of getting hurt or ending up dead. That's what puts me off."

"Yeah, I get that; we've talked about it and fantasized about it. And I've really loved the times we've played and acted it out. You remember that time when I was the "intruder" And wore that mask."

"Oh god, baby, that was so hot. I mean, it always makes me hot, but that was incredible. But it still lacks the element of "real," you know, a real rape."

"I love how your evil mind works," I said proudly. "But for now, I've got something in mind. Something I've sort of set up a little earlier."

"What are you thinking?"

I told her all about Hector, how he was boasting, about his ego, and then what I told him about her.

"Wow, he sounds like a totally disgusting prick," she laughed. "And I'm sure that gets you off."

I nodded my head sheepishly. I told her about what I'd said to him earlier about her daily "tanning" sessions at the pool. "I've got a pretty strong feeling this guy is all about dominance and likes to take what he wants. I think it was pretty clear from everything he's said to me about you so far."

"Yeah, it sure sounds like it. Fuck, babe, it's getting me kind of wet just thinking about it. So yeah, I'll make sure I'm at the pool bright and early tomorrow morning. I've bought a new suit too, it's perfect for tanning and barely covers me at all. I think I'll let him see that and enjoy it if he shows up, that is."

"Oh, I'm pretty sure he will. He really, really seems to want to "have a go on that," as he keeps saying about you."

She smiled, "Oh, one more thing for you to think about tonight. I've found a guy for my morning cock sucking tomorrow."

"Oh really? Who?" I said as my eyes widened slightly.

"He's one of the bartenders."

"How do you know? Have you already made some plans?"

"No, not exactly, but I know he's working tonight. He tried to get me to meet him for a drink after work. But he said he doesn't finish until 4 am; the bars are open all hours here. But I think if I lay the bait, we can see if he's interested."

"Do you think he'll be up for it?" I asked

She grinned at the question. "Oh, I'm sure he will be. I think he'd be very up for it," she giggled.

With that, we went our separate ways, and Amy went back to the pool bar for the rest of the night. I didn't see her again until she curled up into bed with me just after 1 am. Nothing happened between us, and I could tell we were both getting antsy.

When we both woke up the next morning, I acted like I was still sleeping and watched as Amy got dressed. She threw on one of her sundresses, a little white one that highlighted her magnificent figure really well and showed plenty of cleavage, and I couldn't miss the fact that she left without putting on any panties. I also noticed that she had put on her favorite shade of lipstick, one that she often referred to as cocksucking red. I pretended to be sleeping as I saw her look over at me as she tried to sneak out the door. She might be going out to suck another man's cock, but at least she was considerate enough to try not to wake me up! I could feel how hard my cock was already. She was actually gone for almost an hour, and I wondered if she had been sucking cock the entire time! Surely no one could last that long with my wife's talented mouth. When She came back to the room, she had two coffees, and I noticed her red lipstick was pretty much entirely gone.

"Hi baby, good morning," she said huskily as she leaned down and gave me a very big, sloppy kiss. There was absolutely no mistaking the smell and the taste on her lips.

"Wow, I guess someone got lucky this morning," I said, letting out an aroused sigh.

"No baby, I was the lucky one," she chuckled. "My god, his cock was so fucking hot!."

"You mean the waiter?"

"Yes, Eduardo and Eduardo loves your wife's mouth, baby. He said that about twenty times."

"I bet he does. So, is he a Hispanic guy?"

"No, actually, he's a black guy. Well, perhaps mixed, but he's definitely black."

She knew that would instantly perk my interest. "So what happened? Did you just suck him off?"

She playfully punched my arm, "Just suck him off? Oh, like just sucking him off is nothing?"

"No, that's not what I meant at all," I protested, "I just meant..."

"Relax, baby. I know what you meant! I'm just teasing you. I let him finger me a bit as well. I wasn't wearing any panties, obviously. I know he really wants to fuck me, but I told him about my fantasy of sucking off a different cock every morning that I'm here, and he was good with it! "

"So, would you like to fuck him?"

"Holy fuck, yes. God, his cock was amazing, so yeah, yeah, I'd love to have it in me. But I know you had another plan first, so now there's always Eduardo, Justin, or Karl to fall back on if we need to."

With that, she got up and got dressed again in no time, now in her micro bikini. It was totally outrageous, something you could only usually get away with wearing in the privacy of home or maybe in some wild place on vacation, and luckily, we were in such a place, here in South Beach. The bottoms were basically just some strings that went over her hips, with two little triangles that really were smaller than small and barely covered her pussy lips at the front, and at the back, they basically made a thong. The top was just as revealing and had the two triangles that were so small they barely covered her areolas. She adjusted herself and smiled at me devilishly before she blew me a kiss and walked out the door. "Enjoy yourself today, baby she said with a smile. Make sure you don't let me have all the fun."

She knew that everything we'd done so far was my fun, too. I just sighed and reluctantly got out of bed, getting ready to face another day of denial and the wonderful, torturous anticipation. As frustrating as it was, I knew it was always worth the payout in the end. It was just agonizing to be in the middle of it! Even though I really longed to be back home,  where our depravity was somewhat contained, I still really wanted this, too. I wanted all of it, whatever I could get of it. I just hated it at the same time.

I spent most of that afternoon sitting at the poolside bar, occasionally getting up and going for a short walk on the beach so I didn't get too drunk. I thought about everything we'd done so far, thinking all the way back to the very first time I had shared Amy. Well, more accurately, back to the first time she had shared herself. Even though it was with my blessing, almost all of the things had been her ideas, ideas that we developed and built on our mutual fantasies.

I thought about how Amy had given me pretty much everything I had ever fantasized about. She'd fucked Steve, a coworker of mine, because I had a deep, humiliating fantasy about it. She sucked off one of our nerdy older neighbors just because it fitted my particular humiliation fetish. She'd even gone along with the idea of fucking her brutal ex just because she knew it really turned me on hearing about the things he'd done to her in the past.

Even though you could easily say that she was the one having all the fun, in truth, it was also most definitely my fun, too. She was doing all the things I enjoyed or at least craved. I would think a lot about what sort of thing turned her on, and it kept coming back to the theme of dominance and control. I knew that Amy always craved that. And I just couldn't get the word out of my head, the word beginning with R, the word that's too taboo to even say out loud most of the time. And as I started thinking, a plan started formulating. I was so deeply engrossed in my own head that I only realized after the event that I'd turned down a drink offer from a very hot, milfy blonde, probably in her mid-forties, who had cleavage to spare and a six-pack that would have put most college girls to shame. I knew Amy would have absolutely loved for me to partake in that, but I was so in love with Amy and so turned on by her exploits that I honestly didn't even consider it.

Eventually, I got a WhatsApp from Amy. "Hey baby, you'll never guess what? Some guy named Hector was all over me this morning. You were right; he really is a prick and crude as a sailor. But I guess that's what turns you on, isn't it? You love thinking about that jerk pounding the fuck out of your wife later, don't you?"

"Oh fuck, Amy," I responded.

"Well, I don't know what's going to happen, but he's invited me to go sailing on his boat this evening so that we can watch the sunset."

"I really don't think he's interested in watching the sun go down," I said jokingly.

"Haha, no, I think you're probably right. And I doubt I'll be in any position to see it either. But then, you never know; we might watch something go down after all."

Fuck did Amy know how to play the game and twist the knife so nicely. "Are you sure you're going to be safe?"

"Yes, I'll be fine. I mentioned to him that I told my "roommate" all about him and said he had a boat called Alpha, a fitting name, right?"

"When did you think you'll be back?"

"I said about midnight. It's just after six now, and we're having dinner at some really expensive restaurant. I think he's trying to make me feel like I owe him something. It's quite funny, really, because he really didn't need to. If he only knew he was going to get it regardless, I don't think he would have been like that. I mean, it was pretty certain I'd be sucking his cock later, even if we'd ended up at McDonald's!"

"God, Amy, you are so fucking sexy; just be careful, okay."

"I will be, and don't worry, we won't be alone. He's got a couple of friends that are coming; I guess it's a pretty big boat!"

As soon as I read the message, thoughts of gang bangs flooded through my head.

"Are you sure that's safe, baby?"

"It's another couple, actually. I think perhaps his brother, his brother's wife, and another guy. I'm not entirely sure."

I felt a little better about it with that information.

"Okay, I'll see you later; I'm sure it won't be midnight!."

I went to bed just after 11 pm and slept in short, fevered stretches. I kept looking at my phone every time I woke up. 12, nothing, 1 am, nothing, 2 am, still nothing from Amy. Eventually, she woke me up just after 3:30 as she crawled into bed next to me. I could smell the mix of sweat, sea air, and sex. I tried to speak, desperate for information, but she just shushed me and curled up next to me. "I'll tell you everything in the morning, baby. But right now, I really need some sleep. I'm fucking exhausted."

I woke up pretty early, just after  7, and as soon as I checked my phone, I noticed the voicemail symbol."

Amy knew I had always loved hearing about her adventures in story form, and she'd often send me voicemails or even emails to tell me all about them.

I listened to the voicemail from Amy and noticed it was timestamped at 2.15 am.

She said, "Hi, baby! I'm still on Hector'sboat. I'm up on the fly deck, and they are fast asleep. Hector is snoring like a fucking walrus. By the way, don't think I'm sleeping any here! I just thought I'd tell you all the details while I can so that I don't have to when I get back because I know I'm going to be really tired and it'll be really late.

Well, at least I know I'll be tired; he's well and truly worn me out already. That's right, baby, Hector fucked the living shit out of your pretty wife. He might be an arrogant prick and might be as cocky as hell, but with good reason. The man sure can fuck, and he has an enormous cock. That's probably why he's so confident."

I felt my cock start to stir at the thought of that.

"So, we got to the boat, and it turned out he was either wrong and got his plans mixed up, or he was just flat-out lying to me because when I walked onto the boat, it was just Hector, the guy who I think might be his brother or cousin or something, and another man. There wasn't another woman anywhere to be seen. I almost didn't get on because I was a little nervous. I started to text you, but then Mark, the third guy, told me he was a cop. He showed me his badge, which looked legit, but he told me to call the station to check, and I did. Don't worry; it really wasn't a scam. I didn't use the number he gave me or anything. I googled it, made sure it was the real number, and called them. Sure enough, he's a detective with Miami PD. I made sure the girl I spoke to knew my name and that I was getting on a boat with him, and I even gave them Hector's name, too."

I thought that was pretty smart thinking on Amy's part.

"Now I knew the night could really go in any direction at that point, and I remembered your fantasy was for me to let Hector have me, but I really wasn't sure about how a gang bang would sit. I didn't know whether you even wanted that for me. I've never really been that into the idea, you know that. I've always been more of the one-on-one action kind of girl. You know, really focussing on one cock at a time and properly pleasing it. Gang bangs aren't usually our style, right, baby? In fact, the only time I'm ever really into it is when someone is "making" me do it. Someone who is directing things, then it becomes a different thing altogether for me. So Hector saw my hesitation and pulled me aside, and he just said, "Don't worry, no one touches you here except for me."

"I loved how he said that. It was like he was in charge. You know how a confident, powerful guy really gets me going, don't you? So we sailed out for a bit, maybe twenty minutes or so, and it was so beautiful, baby. The setting sun was shining on the water in a rainbow of colors. It was amazing."

But I couldn't think of anything else other than the thought of her alone on a boat with three strange guys.

"He brought up a few bottles of wine from below. God, god, it's a really nice yacht, baby. Anyway, we all sat around on the fly deck, drinking wine and looking at the Miami lights from the sea. We were all feeling pretty good by the time the sun went down, and then Mark and Ricardo started playing drinking games. They tried to get me to play with them, but I wasn't too keen on getting all that drunk out there. Hector just kept feeding them glasses of wine, and soon, they were laughing and getting drunker by the second. Ooooh, hold on a minute, honey, Hector's just woken up. I'll call you right back."

Now, I didn't have to wait for her call as I loaded up the second voicemail message.

"Sorry baby, right, where was I? Holy fuck, for a man of his age Hector is fucking insatiable. I just had to suck him off again! Five minutes later, and boom, he's out like a light again. Anyway, we were all starting to feel really good; Mark and Ricardo were drunk but a nice, mellow, relaxed kind of drunk. They were quiet as Hector talked to me about himself, naturally. He was telling me how he got his boat and made all his money. He had his arm around me, and I didn't even realize at first that one of his hands had started massaging my tit. But Mark and Ricardo noticed; I could see their eyes were fixed on me, and they were filled with lust. I felt comfortable, though, baby. It was weird, but I could feel Hector was in complete control of this whole situation. "

"Then Hector made his move, baby. He said to me, "So, I heard from a little birdie by the pool that you've already been a naughty girl on this trip.".

"Who told you that?" I asked, although I obviously knew it was you.

"Oh, just a little birdie or maybe a fairy," he laughed.

Don't worry, I know my baby isn't a fairy, don't worry, honey.

"I'm just having a nice, fun, relaxing trip," I said to him.

"And you're married, too. You don't even bother to hide the ring," he said as he pointed out my wedding ring.

"Oh, I don't need to hide it. I'm a big girl," I said.

He was staring at my tits when I said it. "Yes, yes, you are. You're definitely a big girl in all the right areas."

"You pig," I said, playfully punching his arm.

"You know you love it. I know your type," he said with a knowing smile.

Obviously, he was entirely right; I am exactly the type he thought. I wondered what he'd do with that knowledge, and soon I found out as his hand started pulling my top down, and very slowly, his fingers started to casually, softly play with the exposed part of my breast. Every touch was making my body tingle, all the more so because I knew the other two were watching. He saw me looking at them and smiled.

"You don't even mind that they are watching you, do you, baby?"

He was almost challenging me with his question. "We're not doing anything illegal, are we, officer?" I said jokingly to his friend Mark.

"Not from where I'm sitting. In fact, from over here, everything seems to be on the up and up," he said, smiling at the double entendre. I smiled back as I noticed the two onlookers shifting in their seats slightly, no doubt trying to get comfortable and hide their rapidly growing erections.

Hector was watching me the entire time. "You like being watched, don't you, Amy? I can tell."

"I guess I do, sometimes," I admitted. I couldn't help it; the alcohol was really helping to loosen my lips.

Hector got even bolder as he pulled one of my tits out completely, and the others just sat there, with their eyes wide, as Hector found reached down and found my nipple with his thick fingers and started to twist it wonderfully hard. I moaned as soon as he touched it, and he definitely heard.

"You like that; you like it nice and hard like that, don't you, Amy?"

"God, yes," I moaned, and that only encouraged him even further. Before I knew it, he had pulled my top off completely and was working both my nipples. He turned my body, so I was facing him and pulled me closer to him by my nipples. I actually winced, and although I couldn't see the other faces, I could feel their eyes and knew they were watching intently. I'm sure Hector saw the pain and surrender in my eyes as he pulled me in. He's right about women, or at least right about women like me. "You love being treated like this, don't you slut?" he taunted.

"Yes, yes I do, sir," I said through gritted teeth as he ground my nipples really hard between his big, rough fingers.

"I knew that already as soon as I met you. That's why you are here now. And that is why you'll do everything I say, right?"

"That depends on what you say," I said, only to feel him pinch down on my nipples even harder.

"Owww," I  moaned. "I don't know, maybe. I don't want to end up getting raped or killed or anything like that."

Hector looked over at Mark. "Nobody is getting raped or killed on this boat tonight, are they?"

Mark had a huge lewd grin on his face, "Nope."

Hector leaned in and said again, "Listen, Amy, I know exactly what type of woman you are, but I also promised that I'd be the only one to touch you tonight." He then pulled his face back and asked again, "You are going to do everything I say tonight, aren't you? And you're going to do it because you want to, isn't that right, slut?"

This time his fingers felt like a vice around my nipples, and the pain was genuinely excruciating, but at the same time, I could feel it making my pussy drip.

"Oh fuck yes!" I almost screamed, and with that, he reduced the pressure.

"Good, now that we've got that clear," he grinned obscenely, "Stand up."

I did as instructed, and he paraded me past Mark and Ricardo, topless, moving me tantalizingly close to both guys, but as soon as their hands reached out to touch me, Hector pulled me away. "No, no touching, that's only for me. But I do think it's only fair that you get to see her, though. Look at her; look at how she loves being watched. I think she's really getting off on it."

Hector was right; the looks on the two guy's faces were turning me on so much, baby. When I looked into their eyes, all I could see was the fire for me.

"Lose the shorts slut," he barked at me. When he saw me hesitate for a second, he instantly reiterated his command. "Do it! Come on slut, take those fucking shorts off, now. They look like they are painted onto your fat ass, anyway. You can see the fucking outline of your pussy in them anyway, so just get them off!"

"Yes, sir," I replied, barely above a peep as I stepped out of them. You remember I wasn't wearing any panties? Well, he just grunted when he saw that I wasn't wearing any, like he knew already. He now held both my shorts and my top in his hand and was dangling them over the edge of the boat, smiling as he teased me.

"Now slut, you're going to do exactly what I say from now on, and without any fucking hesitation, or I'll toss these over the side, and you can walk your slutty ass back to your hotel naked. And, if you continue to annoy me, I'll make sure you go over, too!"

I saw Mark's eyes widen slightly when he heard Hector say that, but I then saw Hector shoot him a sly wink, which he didn't think I had seen. It was all just a game, and I decided I was happy to play along. As I now stood naked in front of them.

"Right, now show them," Hector said gruffly. "Show them what a slutty bitch I brought with me."

I leaned into Hector's ear. "Put on some music then, and I'll dance for them."

He couldn't load up the music fast enough, and as soon as he found what he wanted, a sultry Latin beat, he had it on the music system loud as I stood in front of them and started to move my body. I know how much you love watching me dance, baby, especially when I'm naked, and these guys did, too. But again, every time I got close to the two of them, Hector would make a point of reminding them not to touch, and soon they didn't even try anymore. I actually got a little bolder, getting so close I was almost trying to make them touch me. I bumped and grinded my ass on them, and Hector was just happily leering at me. When one of the party boats passed close by us, I tried to hide behind a table at first, but Hector wouldn't let me. He pulled me up to my feet and barked for me to continue dancing where everyone could see.

I still can't believe it, but I did baby; I danced for the three of them, and an entire boatful of partygoers could see me. I could hear them all cheering and yelling at me. Some of the things they were saying were so rude, and then suddenly, the party boat shone a spotlight on me as they passed. They got to watch your eager little slut wife dancing naked for them. God, baby, I was so fucking wet as I danced. Honestly, I would have fucked the mast if I had to. Oops, got to go again, babe. Be right back."

I opened the third voicemail.

"Sorry, he wanted to fuck one more time. It's crazy, baby, but his cock is so big I came just by letting him slide in and out of me a few times. He doesn't even have to try to make me cum. It just happens. I knew you'd love to hear that."

Anyway, after dancing, I was so wet and horny that Hector noticed and came over and told me to play with myself. I started to, with all three of them watching me as  I sat back on the bench of the deck and slid my fingers furiously in and out of my pussy. I had my eyes closed most of the time, but I could still feel their leering eyes watching every move I made. I almost came, but Hector stopped me. I was so desperate for it now, and I'm sure he knew it. With that, he patted his lap, and I came over and straddled him. He still had his shorts on, but I could feel his hard cock through them as I ground down onto it. I tried so hard to get myself off just by grinding, as he felt me up while I did it, but I just couldn't cum. Then,  when he slid one of those fat fucking fingers up my ass, I couldn't help it, baby, I really couldn't help it. I started to cum, screaming like a madwoman, and all I could hear was their laughter. It was really quite derisive; I knew they were laughing at what a degraded slut I was, cumming like that in front of them.

At that point, Hector had clearly had enough. He just opened his zipper, pulled it down, and slid his cock out. God, it was fucking huge; I remember looking at it and thinking fuck, that's thick. It was longer than yours, but it was the thickness that shocked me. Like it was so fucking thick, baby, almost like a Coke can or something. Oh yeah, and he had a foreskin too. I haven't had a dick like that in ages, but when I looked down at it sticking out of his pants, the head wasn't entirely exposed.

So I slid onto his cock like it was the most natural, wonderful thing in the entire world. And honestly, at that moment, it was. I was covered in sweat as I was bouncing up and down on his big cock. The worst part was Hector just berated me the entire time.

"Yeah, that's it, that's what a slut like you wants, isn't it bitch? You just want some big, fat cock, don't you? You all just want a big hard cock to fill you up, isn't that right, you little slut?"

I didn't answer him; I was far too lost in the pleasure, although eventually, he grabbed me by my neck quite roughly and almost yelled.

"I asked you a fucking question, slut. You live for dick, don't you?"

"Yes, sir!" I managed to choke out, although I was feeling close to blacking out already.

"Say it!"

"I love cock, sir. I love a nice big fat cock. I could fuck and suck a big fat cock all day!" I gasped for air before he finally released his grip on my neck, now satisfied with my answer.

"The dirty talking was clearly getting him going, and I knew it was helping him get to the finish, but then he suddenly made me get off him mid-orgasm; I almost screamed."

"Quiet slut, there's plenty more time," he grunted as he grabbed my hips and spun me around. I was now bent over at the waist, with my hands touching the floor and my tits hanging down in front of me. Finally, as I looked up, I could see Mark and Ricardo sitting there with their cocks out, stroking furiously. Before I could say anything, I felt Hector slide his thick cock back into me, and he started to fuck me like that, baby. In and out, pounding away at me with that thick cock beating my pussy up, baby. The two guys were clearly loving every minute of this little show, and as I looked at their cocks I had to smile. It was the perfect setup. Hector's cock was much, much bigger than either of them, so I'm glad he was the one fucking me, but both of them had nice long cock, that looked really good in the dim light. If I had to look at a cock it would be either of theirs over Hectors. Something about a nice, long, circumcised cock is so much more visually appealing. But what was going on at my pussy wasn't about visual appeal. That was all about the size and hardness of Hector's massive cock.

I was getting fucked hard as I watched the two of them stroking their sexy cocks, and I couldn't help thinking how much I would've loved to get my mouth on them, but I was Hector's. He owned me, baby. He owned your sexy new bride. He knows how to handle a woman like me. He's an arrogant prick, he's a complete dick, but he's right, and he knows how to treat women like me. And a few minutes later, I felt him explode in my pussy, grunting like a bear.

That sight clearly helped get Mark off, too, as I just winked at him and licked my lips, and a second later, he spurted off into the air. Ricardo took a bit longer. Hector and Mark were sitting back in post-orgasmic bliss, and Ricardo was stroking his cock furiously. I looked over to Hector, and he just shrugged. But I had an idea. First, I cupped my hand over my pussy and let Hector's mighty load drip out into my hand. Then I lifted it up and licked it out of my hand like I was a cat licking up some cream. I could see Ricardo was getting closer, and so I crawled over to Mark, who was sat there with his shrinking cock still out. He had was all over his belly and his cock and I looked to Hector, and he just nodded at me as if he was in my head and knew exactly what I was thinking. Ricardo watched as I crawled over to his friend, with my round ass swaying in the moonlight and my face glistening with Hector's cum. When I reached Mark, I poked my tongue out and started to lick the tip of his now soft cock, very delicately at first. When I saw no reaction from Hector, I started to lick down his shaft and licked up his cum the whole way. I worked my tongue over his balls as I cleaned them the same way. I could see Ricardo as he started to lose it. Finally, as I licked all the way up Mark's stomach, where most of the cum was, I started to lap it up, baby. It was all pooled up in his belly button, and I sucked it all up, every drop of it. It was kind of like what I know you'll do whenever I bring some home for you. I know you'll do the same thing to me and clean me up nicely, even though, just like me, you hate the taste of it. That was obviously too much for Ricardo because as he watched that, he spurted his load all over himself. Oops, gotta run again, baby, be right back."

I listened to Amy's last voicemail. "Babe, I'm in the bathroom. The guys are all up now, and we're on our way back. I should be home pretty soon. Just thought I'd finish up the story while I get a chance. So I was sitting on the floor of the boat, with my face covered in cum, and I looked at Hector, and he gestured for me to come over to him. So I crawled to him, I crawled like any other sort of slut would to the man that owned her, and I put my head in his lap. I could see his big thick cock was stirring, and I began to lick it softly, trying to coax it back to life again if that's what he wished.

"Aren't you forgetting something?" He said sternly as he looked down at me.

I shrugged my shoulders, unsure of what he meant.

"You stupid slut," he laughed. "You haven't cleaned his cock yet," he said as he pointed at Ricardo.

I nodded and did my best submissive slut crawl over to him and started to clean him off too. It was so degrading but so hot. Almost three full loads of cum were in me, although I knew most Hector's was still deep inside my pussy. I almost felt guilty, though, because Although three loads were in my tummy, I'd only had to really service one cock. Oh well, I know there'll be plenty more where that came from. The last time Hector woke, he made me wake the two guys up. They were both on the fly deck, and he made me crawl over to them and wake them by placing my mouth on the end of their soft cocks. He told me I couldn't go beyond that point, and he was clearly quite the Alpha. He just wanted them to both have a really good taste of what only he was allowed to have properly. So that was it for the sex, baby. I hope that satisfies you like it satisfied me. So Hector fucked me once and came in my pussy; I sucked him off once as well. Then I fucked him to orgasm again. Yep, that's right, that's all of it…..I think……. Oooh, wait, you'll like this last part. So, we're just pulling into the dock, and I still don't have my clothes yet! It's early, about 3 am, but there's still action around here, boats are still coming and going. Miami is very much a 24/7 city. So, Hector won't give me my clothes back, and we're starting to get really close now. Other boats keep passing us by as we approach. I've begged him for my clothes, but he just smirked at me and said, "You'll like this.".

He made me go to the front of the boat and stand there, completely naked, like I was some sort of hood ornament on a car or something, as we pulled into the dock. I got so many whistles and wolf calls from fucking everywhere. Hector then made me step off the boat first as dock guys hauled in all the lines, and they all got a full view of me, completely naked. I knew you'd like that bit. I'll be home soon, baby; I love you!


Changing Things Up

Amy was still in my arms when we both woke up the next morning. I'd had a full night's sleep, whereas Amy, on the other hand, had only had a few short hours after a very tiring night. I figured she'd be absolutely exhausted, but it didn't appear so. 


"Did you get a good night's sleep, baby?" She teased, as she knew full well how I always struggled to sleep when she was out. 

"Hardly," I smiled, "although I reckon it was probably a lot better than yours." 

"Actually, I feel pretty good," she said. 

"Good because of last night?" I asked. 

"Yes, definitely because of last night," she teased. "It was...well, it was really something." 

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," I said. 

"I know you are. That's what I love about you. I had a really depraved night of complete debauchery, I was a complete slut, and you are glad I enjoyed myself." 

"When you're happy, we're happy," I smiled. 

"Well, trust me, baby, I'm really, really, happy this morning," she mewed. "And you were 100% right about Hector. He is exactly the type of guy you thought he was. You knew exactly how he'd treat me." 

"It wasn't difficult to tell. I mean, he basically told me himself," I joked. 

"I know, but the fact that you know all of my deepest, darkest desires and you went out of your way to make sure I had that chance, well, that was all you, and that's why you're amazing, baby." 

"I loved the voicemail story, Amy. I'm so glad I got to hear the details like that just after it had happened. It was amazing to listen to all of that. What did you enjoy the most?" 

"I loved it all, honestly, baby. But, you know me, so you know it was the overall feeling of it that I loved the most. The entire thing was like some sort of deviant play based around my darkest desires. The desire to be degraded and treated like a plaything, to be seen and paraded about so others can see me, and to be spoken to and about like I was just some sort of cheap whore, a plaything. God, that drove me wild. Then it just added to the excitement that Mark and Ricardo got to witness all of it; I was just a show for them." 

"So, did he treat you as rough as you like it?" 

"He was pretty rough, yeah. Like when he grabbed my neck and almost choked me or when he pinched my nipples so hard it really hurt. But it was more the emotional side. He was really rough emotionally. The way he spoke to me and about me. The way he commanded me, that was fucking exquisite. Actually, you know, physically, he could have been a lot rougher with me. You know how I like it really rough. I mean, he didn't spank me, or slap me, or even pull my hair. There were loads of other things he could've done to me if he'd tried. But the thing that drives me craziest is when someone OWNS me, and not just for one time. Something about never knowing how or when I'll have to serve them really drives me fucking wild." 

"Yes, things like bondage and being whipped. I know how much you love that, but that's pretty hard to orchestrate, especially in a situation like that. You would basically have to be the one to tell him to do it." 

"Yes, and that would really defeat the purpose of it. I want it to be their idea and part of their kink too." 

"I suppose I could just mention it, drop it into conversation casually the next time I see him," I said, joking and making air quotes with my hands as I said it. "After all, he owes me a Shirley Temple now," I laughed. 

"Stop it, baby. You don't like those fru fru drinks. Don't let him make you out to be some sort of sissy, which by the way, you are most definitely NOT. You might be a submissive in your own sort of way, but you're only a submissive to me. But don't forget, you are also a pretty strong dominant with me, in the right situation too. That sort of switch-up adds to the excitement for both of us, doesn't it? No one should ever question your sexuality, baby," she huffed. "No one has ever fucked me and made me cum like you do, and no one has ever gone down on me even close to how you do it, never." 

"It's alright, baby," I laughed, "let him think whatever he wants. I'm more than happy with it, and the point is that we both got what we wanted." 

She looked at me with a quizzical look on her face, "So if you see him again...what are you going to say?" 

"I'm honestly not sure, baby. But he promised that he'd tell me all about it if he managed to get you into bed. I'd like to see if his story matches what actually happened," I laughed. "I'm sure he'll at least try to embellish it a little, if not totally change it, to make himself look like even more of a stud." 

"Do you think that would turn you on? Would it turn you on to listen to him telling you all the stuff he did to me?" 

"Holy fuck would it!." 

"Then do it, baby," she urged. "But would you honestly...you know...tell him about the other stuff I'm into?" 

"You mean would I tell this guy I barely know about the sort of bondage my new wife really likes? Would I tell him how to treat you rougher? Probably not; it's kind of hard to work that topic into a casual conversation with a stranger," I laughed. 

I could almost see the disappointment on her face as I said it. "Well, he's not really a stranger anymore, is he, baby? His cum is still in two of your wife's holes! " 

"Yeah, I was meaning to ask about that. It kind of surprised me a bit," I said. 

"What do you mean?" 

"I mean, it surprises me that he had you completely at his mercy, and he didn't take your ass. He really seems like the type of guy that would." 

"I know," she replied sheepishly. "I'm not going to lie, at one point, I was pretty ready for it; when he bent me over, I thought that was coming. "You know that to me, that's really the ultimate act of submission. Having to give up my ass like that is complete surrender. I hate it up the ass normally, but when it's like that when I don't have a choice, I love it in a weird, sort of painful way." 

"So, just to recap then, baby, the date was great; it was just lacking in the amount of physical roughness; oh, and you wanted him to take your ass?" I joked. 

She playfully punched my arm. "It wasn't lacking anything; it was great just as it was. We're just talking about fantasy perfection here. How could it be my ultimate fantasy." 

"So come on then, you're basically saying perfection for you is like what your ex used to do. The way he treated you?" 

"Well, mostly, yeah. But, of course, that wasn't perfect either. Otherwise, he wouldn't be my ex, would he? But he definitely met the physicality requirements," she joked. "But, honestly, nothing has ever perfect; I don't think it's possible for it to be." 

A few days passed with Amy and I enjoying each other's company, which started to make me feel like a "usual" couple on their honeymoon again, even though neither of us really wanted "usual." 

She'd sucked Justin off again to stick to her morning "rule." 

And when she told me about that, it got me thinking. We only had a couple of days left, and I was starting to wonder if our adventures, which had been great up until that point, were over for the trip. However, I soon realized I needn't have worried. I watched Amy slip on her bikini and a pool coverup as she saw my questioning look. 

"My morning "thing," baby," she reminded me. 

"Eduardo?" I asked. 

"Perhaps, you'll see," she said with a giggle. 

When she got returned, she teased me as she leaned in to kiss me, "Do you recognize that taste, baby? I should make that a test each morning. See if you can recognize the lucky guy who gets to fill my mouth. Is it...Justin? Is it...Eduardo? Is it...someone else?" If you guess right, I'll let you cum in my mouth as a reward." 

"Holy fuck. Really, baby?" I said excitedly. "You'll suck me off and let me cum in your mouth?" I could hardly contain my excitement. 

"Not exactly, babe. If you get it right, I'll let you jerk off to the point of cumming. I can't be fucked to do the work; remember our "rules" for this trip, but when you're ready to cum, I'll put my mouth over your cock and let you cum in my mouth. But, if you guess wrong, for each wrong answer, I'll carry on doing the same when we get back home. I'll find a new morning cock to suck for every wrong answer you give. Shall we say a week for each cock. That's a week of morning head for each cock you guess wrong." 

She clearly saw the fear in my eyes as she said that. 

"Oh, come on, baby, don't worry. We're only here three more days, so three more mornings, which means It's at the very worst three weeks of me giving morning head when we're home. And come on, it's not like you don't love that anyway! " 

"Wow," I said. I really had no idea; her mouth always tasted the same to me once she'd sucked cock. "Eduardo?" I asked. 

"Bzzz, wrong answer," she said with a smile. "You should've picked option "C," someone else." 

"Really? Come on then, who was it?" 

"Believe it or not, it was actually Mark, the policeman from Hector's boat." 

"How the fuck did that happen?" 

"Well, when we left the boat, he slipped me his card with his number on it. I told him I was only in town for a few more days, but he said he really didn't care and said that he'd do "absolutely anything" to see me again. So I WhatsApp messaged him and said that I would love to suck his cock in the morning but that it would have to be today, as I  had other plans for the rest of the trip. I don't think he could have agreed faster if he was stood in the room with me!" 

"How did this happen? I mean, you were only gone from the room for what, half an hour?" 

"Oh babe, you know how guys are so easily led. Come on! I WhatsApp messaged him to meet me in the parking lot. If we had a room on that side of the block, you could have even watched out of the window! I'm pretty sure some of the guests did! He's got a really nice convertible Mercedes, and when he pulled up, the top was down. Which was funny because so was mine., He had a huge smile as he finally got to touch what he couldn't last night." 

"Wow, how fucking lucky is that guy?" I said aloud. 

"Oh, I don't know. I mean, I was pretty lucky, too. Remember last night when I said how nice his cock was? Well, today, seeing it up close when I'm totally sober, it was even nicer looking. It wasn't all that big, maybe six inches long, and not too thick either, but it just looked so fucking sexy. So maybe I was the lucky one! 

Anyway, he wanted more, baby. He really wants all of me, like Hector had in front of him. But I said I don't have time for all that." 

"Why not? Perhaps he could enjoy you more, you know, in the way you like? I mean, he saw how you like to be treated on the boat, didn't he?" 

"He didn't, but he's actually quite gentle, really, for such a strong, macho man. He's kind of the sensitive type. Now, don't get me wrong, I don't mind that type for sex, but he's not exactly the "perfect fantasy" type of guy either. However, I still have his number, so if you want me to do more, just ask, baby." 

"I think I'm okay; you're doing plenty already. This has been such an amazing honeymoon. I'll remember it forever." 

"I know, baby, you'll look back so fondly on this years from now when you think about all the I sucked on our wedding and honeymoon." 

"Yeah, I know I will," I said pretty honestly. "But I still want perfection for you because you really are perfection for me. You make all of my fantasies come true, so I want to do the same for you." 

"This is perfection for me, though, because we're doing this together." 

The idea that I had been formulating in the back of my mind for the last few days was starting to become clearer now, but I still knew that making it happen would be a much harder deal altogether. 

"You got any plans today?" I asked. 

"Nothing specific. Eduardo asked me if I wanted to meet him after work; I think he finishes a bit earlier tonight. He really wants to fuck me so badly, babe. He really wants this pussy. Just think of it, a black guy ramming his big black cock into your wife's sweet little pussy. And, god knows Justin and his follow along pet Karl want some of this too. Justin has been begging me almost daily for round two. Plus, there are plenty of waiters, lifeguards, and staff here that want to try me." 

Her words of torment had me absolutely itching for release, and almost without thinking, I took out my cock out of my pants and started stroking it. Amy just smiled as she watched me getting myself off right in front of her. She didn't do anything to help; she just sat there and grinned at me. The whole time, she continued to tease me with her words. "Isn't it great, baby, how all these guys are getting to cum in your wife and on your wife, and all you get to do is jerk off into your hand?" 


"In fact, can you even remember the last time I sucked your cock? Or the last time you got to feel what it's like to be inside my pussy? I really doubt it. But I can remember the last cock that fucked me, and I can certainly remember the last cock I sucked, and it definitely wasn't yours, obviously. In fact, I can still feel his cum running down my throat." 

I jerked myself to a finish with those images in my head. "Good boy," she teased as I came all over myself right in front of her. "I'm glad we've got that out of the way. Now I'm off to see if I can find myself something better; we've only got two real days to play left." 

"You mean you only have two days left to play! I have two full days left to deal with the tease before we get home, and I can finally fuck you in every possible way. You remember our deal, right? I get to have you anyway and every way I want, for exactly the same amount of time as you have tormented me here." 

"Oh, of course, I remember our deal, baby. I just hope that what we're doing here might "inspire" you to treat me appropriately." 

"Maybe it will," I said with a smile. 


"Now, make sure you message me the whole time; I want you to keep me informed. I have a little idea of my own, but I can't say what it is yet. However, I want you to be ready for something if the opportunity comes up." 

"Oh baby, something always comes up, doesn't it," she giggled. "But okay, whatever you say. I always love your ideas, baby, so I hope this one is a doozy." 

This idea really was. Sure, it was audacious, extremely so. And it was one which I had absolutely no idea if it would work. In fact, I didn't even know how to approach the subject. But I knew where to go, though. I found Hector on the beach and started to walk over to him. 

He saw me and whistled, and I walked over. "Holy fuck, man, that woman was a fucking wildcat," he gushed. "That slut was absolutely insatiable. Jesus, man, the things she did to me and my friends were incredible. I really owe you one." 

We ended up at the bar, where he bought me my first drink, and he started to tell me all about his night with Amy. He was pretty accurate for the most part, which was to his credit. I mean, there was a hell of a lot there that actually happened, although he did turn it into a Hector-directed gang bang, which wasn't an unexpected twist on the story. However, despite his exaggeration, most of the facts were correct, though. I could tell his story was feeding his massive ego, and the more he talked about it, the more gloating and boasting his tone became, not that I can blame him much, though, as he did get a hell of a lot from Amy. 


We talked about a lot of things, all related to sex. Things like sex shops, fetishes, different fantasies, and some kind of underground stuff like sex clubs and dungeon stuff that Hector was quite familiar with. He was pretty surprised at my knowledge level about such things. 


And then something interesting happened while I was pumping Hector for more information, albeit unbeknownst to him. My initial idea was just to include him since he was about as close to what I was looking for as I had found so far. But what actually happened ended up being much, much better indeed. The bartender, an older black man with a very worldly face and some grey stubble, would occasionally join in on our conversation. He reminded me a little bit of Morgan Freeman, and I could tell from the things he said that he definitely had a darker side, especially with how his eyes lit up whenever anything related to BDSM was mentioned. 

I started to focus more of my attention and efforts on him. Hector got soon got tired of talking, or it's probably more accurate to say that he got tired of talking about himself, so he got up and left, but not before he could thank me again for helping him hook up with what he described as the "hottest slut" in all of Miami. 

Almost as soon as he was gone, Richard, the bartender, said to me, "Hey man, would I be right if I said that woman he was talking about fucking is your girlfriend or wife?" 

"What the fuck?" I said, trying to sound surprised. "Why would you just come out with something like that?" I said, trying not to chuckle as I spoke. 

"I've worked here a long time, man, and I just know the type," he said. "Hey, listen, it's not a big thing at all. Each to their own and all that. I've done and seen it all, man; I'm not going to judge you." 

I leaned in towards him slightly and said, "Yeah, okay, she's my wife. We're on our honeymoon, actually." 

"Nice," he said as he picked up a glass from behind the bar and clinked it with my glass. "Congratulations." 

"Thank you. So I'm guessing you're into some kinky stuff, too, huh?" I joked. 

"Like I said, man, I've seen it all, and I've probably done it all too. And yes, you're right; certain things really pique my interest. I guess it's the same for you. I couldn't help but notice how interested you were when the darker side of things came up. I'm guessing maybe a closet fetishist? Perhaps a leather submissive or something like that?" 

"No, not exactly," I said, although I felt there was just something about him that made me want to keep talking. There was something "perfect" about him, so I pressed on. "Yes, that prick was talking about my wife, and yeah, he fucked her a last night. He actually fucked her pretty good, too. We're both into that." 

"I can see that. So, do you watch, or do you like to participate?" 

"No, I don't participate. I just like the game and listening to the stories after." 

"I see," he said with a knowing smile. "But that's not all, is it? There's got to be something more. Otherwise, you wouldn't be sitting here with that guy talking about what you are. It looks to me like you're looking for something else, but I can't quite work out what?" 

"Wow, man, you really are quite perceptive," I had to admit. With that, I slid down to the end of the bar, to be a little more private, where he set up my next drink and smiled as he said it was "on the house! Hector had already spilled the story of last night, but I started to fill in the details for Rich. I told him how I had known about everything and how, in fact, I'd actually set it all up. I could see the spark of interest in his eyes as soon as I said that, and it really peaked when I told him how rough she was treated by Hector and how the guys on the boat talked to her. I then gave him a little bonus and showed him some of the pictures, including a few of her completely naked. He just whistled quietly and said, "Nice. " He clearly wasn't a gusher, but there was a real intensity about him that I couldn't miss, and it spoke volumes about him. 

He had mentioned that he was off soon, so I finally plucked up the courage and got to it. I told him what Hector had done with Amy, but then I also told him about what he DIDN'T do, the things Amy wanted that were missing. He just nodded his head with a knowing smile. "I know the type; trust me, I have had plenty of them in my time." 

"I can really believe that," I replied honestly. 

"So she likes having sex with other people, loves the exhibitionism of it, and gets off on the more...well, the more humiliating parts of it all...and?" 

"Yes, and...she loves a strong, dominant man." 

"Okay, but she's not one of those online submissive types, the ones that pretend they are really submissive and then act like kittens, meowing and doing crazy shit like that?" 

I laughed at the image. "No, nothing like that." I leaned in closer to him and looked around to make sure I wasn't overheard. "I'm sure you know you know the type. She likes it really rough..." 

"Really rough, you say?" He said with a real interest in his eyes. "Rough like the sort of girl who says, oh, yeah, spank me with that flogger, then bitches and moans when it's too hard because she expected it to be as light as frosting a cake?" 

I laughed again, "Perhaps you are not getting what I'm saying after all. I'm saying roughly. You heard how Hector fucked her and treated her. I'm saying that she loved it but said it still wasn't "perfect," her words. 

"And what exactly is perfection, then, to her?" He asked with his interest obviously rising. 


A Final Step 


But before we could discuss it in depth, we were cut off when his shift ended, and another barman arrived to take over. He had to close down the register he had been using and punch out. But he handed me a piece of paper with his number and smiled as he said. "Text me in 15 minutes if you want to continue this conversation. While I was waiting, Amy texted me. "I've got a couple on the hook. This might be a very fruitful night indeed. Love you xxx." 

I told her that sounded great but to hold off committing to anything until she talked to me first, as I might have something even better on the cards. I met Rich in a bar just down the street. That's one of the good things about Miami: there are a couple of bars for every block. 

"So, come on then, what's the answer? What is her idea of perfection then?" He asked with an inquisitive smile. 

So I told him everything, and even when I told him Amy's darkest secrets, his facial expression never changed one bit. That was how I knew he was the right man for this job. I told him absolutely everything I had in mind, and he just nodded and let me speak. And as I told him, I showed him some of Amy's t pictures on my phone, including some of the more explicit ones. He just kept nodding very casually, like it was the most normal thing in the world, although I did see a slight smile forming on his face. 

"So, I know it's a lot to ask and pretty sudden, too, but would you be interested?" I asked nervously. It's one thing to set Amy up with a guy to fuck her, like I did with Hector, but this was a whole different level. I fully expected him to say to me that I was an idiot and then get up and walk out. 

Instead, he just smiled as he handed the phone back to me. "Just to check, you do understand what you're offering me, what I can do to her, and have you really thought about if she's capable of handling it? And I don't just mean the physical side of it. I mean, will she be able to handle it emotionally?" 

"Oh god, yeah, absolutely," I said confidently. 

"Then, in that case, I think we have a deal," he said. "I think your interests, her interests, and my interests can all meet in the middle." It was strangely like a business transaction, as we then moved on to talk about the specifics. As we sat talking, a WhatsApp from Amy interrupted us. 

"Okay, baby, time's up. I've had a very interesting offer, but you told me to check with you first. Should I go, or have you got a better option for me?" 

"What time?" I replied. 

"NOW!." 

It was 9 PM, and I told Rich the situation. He smiled as he said he only needed 15 minutes to be ready. 

I messaged Amy back immediately, "No, wait a minute and tell whoever it is that you'll meet them after midnight." 

"Okay, why?" 

I whispered to Rich, and we quickly planned what he was going to do. I filled out the details in my head, then I told her. 

"Meet me back at the hotel in fifteen minutes, in the parking lot, the same place where you sucked off Mark?" 

"Okay, but why? What's happening?" 

"I've got something for us first, nothing major." 

"Okay, I guess. But I thought you wanted me to get fucked. If I make him wait until midnight, that's three fewer hours of fucking for your wife's little pussy." 

"I know, just trust me on this one. You do trust me, don't you?" 

"Of course, I trust you, baby. I trust you with my life," she answered. 

"Okay, baby, I'll see you there in a minute, but please remember one thing for me. When you hear "Crimson and Clover," not the song, just the words, you'll know what I'm talking about." 

"Know what?" 

"Don't worry about it. You'll just know when you hear it. Again, just trust me." 

"I will remember; don't worry, baby. And Crimson and Clover, Jesus, this really better be worth it; I'm giving up some nice hard cock for this! Oh, did I forget to mention there's likely to be more than one?? Would that change your mind? Will that stop your plan? I mean, it's probably just some silly romantic gesture anyway. Oh, look at how much I love you while you don't get cock!" 

She was really teasing me because I knew she loved my romantic side. I could just tell that she just was very horny and really wanted to get things moving. But I knew this little delay, this short tease, would help her in the long run. Before Rich let me go, he made me do something for him. It was actually really quite embarrassing for me, but I could see why it was completely necessary from his end. He took out his phone and recorded me laying out all the details of the plan for him. It was his protection, just in case something went wrong. I told him the location and the time, and with that, he turned his back and walked out. 

"Wow, I can't believe I actually am going through with this," I thought to myself. The feelings of regret started almost immediately. 

As I pulled into the corner of the parking lot, it was getting pretty dark now, and I parked up just out of the range of two of the lights. As I sat there watching, it wasn't long before  I saw Amy appear. She looked like an absolute angel. Despite her seriously slutty side, she quite often managed to look like a very normal, almost innocent young woman, and tonight was one of those nights. She stood there in her tiny white dress, low at the front and high on her legs. I knew that was my last chance to stop this, and I took a deep breath and chose not to. I saw her look around the parking lot for me, and I could see the look of playful disgust on her face, feigned anger that I wasn't there on time. It was like I could see the thought bubble over her head that said, "I can't believe I'm standing here waiting for him instead of fucking." 

A second later, I saw Rich standing in the darkness, not far from my car. I knew it was on. I flashed my lights twice, and she saw them and started to walk towards me. She had a really naughty smirk on her face as she started to walk, and then Rich stepped out of the darkness, his movements quick and stealthy. He moved like he was a much younger man, although it wasn't that much of a surprise as he was still pretty athletic and trim for a guy in his mid to late forties. I saw his dark hand suddenly go up over her mouth, which stifled her scream as I watched her eyes bulge with fear. He grabbed her tight and shoved her towards his truck. I could see him tearing at her clothes, but I couldn't see as much as I would have wanted to. That was the last image I had of her, except from a distance until it was all over. I watched as he shoved her into his truck. 


For the next few hours, I was tormented by my thoughts. I wasn't completely stupid. I had Rich's driver's license in my pocket, a trade for the recording I had to make, and as I followed behind them, I saw her head pop up occasionally as if she was struggling. 

Rich drove out of the nightclub area, zig-zagging down the local streets, which he was obviously very familiar with. For a few seconds, I had a surge of fear when I thought that he might be trying to lose me, and...well, I didn't want to think of that. But finally, he pulled into a quite secluded park area. I didn't want to follow in closely in case Amy was able to see since we would be the only two vehicles in the entire parking lot. 


I turned off my lights, although I needn't have bothered. When Rich pulled her out of the car very roughly, I could see that he had covered her eyes with some sort of rag, or maybe it was a bandana. Her hands were tied behind her back with rope, and her mouth had been taped shut. As she almost stumbled out, I could see her figure through the very thin white material of her dress. 

As the lights in the parking lot shone on her, the dress was almost entirely see-through and gave me an unexpectedly good view of my wife's body, and I could see she wasn't wearing a bra. As I looked down, I couldn't be sure about the panties, although it wouldn't have surprised me if she wasn't. It looked like Rich was pulling her, almost like he was walking his dog, as he led her across the grass to a picnic area nearby. Once they passed under a light, I could see that he had placed a collar around her neck like I suspected, and I started to wonder if he just carried this sort of stuff around in his car, you know, just in case he met a submissive wife. It made me wonder if he actually did this kind of stuff on his own quite often. 

Before I could finish that thought, he shoved Amy over a picnic table very roughly, leaving her ass pointing at him invitingly as he leaned over to say something to her that I couldn't hear from where I was. He then spanked her ass extremely hard with his hand, and I heard Amy shriek into her gag. Then he stopped and walked towards me, and as he approached the car, I rolled down my window. 

"Sorry man, but this is the end of the line for you," he said, very matter of factly. 

I began protesting, but he stopped me almost instantly. "Listen, your wife will be absolutely fine. I think you're entirely right about her, but for this to be as good as it can be, I need to enjoy myself, too. And I'd enjoy myself a lot more without you watching! " 

"Okay," I gulped. 

"Good, then give me the time and space I need to do everything for her to have the best experience. And I know guys like you all too well, so I think it would be even more embarrassing, even more humiliating for you to have to go away and know what was happening but not to be able to watch." 

I had to give it to him, he really was good. Very good, in fact, and as I reluctantly agreed and started to drive away, I saw him waving goodbye with a smirk on his face as I looked in the rearview mirror. I was now going to have to sit alone in my torment with no idea what exactly was happening to Amy. Almost two hours passed until my phone vibrated, and I got the WhatsApp from Rich. "Come and pick up your bitch." 

I drove straight back to the park and found him sitting on the table, smoking a cigarette, very coolly, looking as if he had just gone for a casual walk or something. As he saw me getting out of my car, he raised his hand and stopped me. He then stood up, whispered something into Amy's ear, and shoved her forward. She was completely naked, her hands were still tied behind her, and she was now waddling towards me. As she got closer, I could see why she was waddling; he'd also bound her feet with only a tiny bit of slack, which meant she could barely walk and had to shuffle. She still had her eyes covered by the bandana, and her mouth was filled with what looked like a ball gag. She shuffled forward and stumbled into my arms, grunting with surprise. 


I reassured her and told her it was me. Rich walked over to my car after I had got Amy seated, then reached in through her window and unhooked the collar he'd placed around her neck. "Need this back for my dog," he said with a laugh. "Make sure you keep her like this until you're back at the hotel. I don't want her coming after me," he warned. 


We drove back to the hotel in silence, which was easier for her with her mouth filled with the ball gag but much harder for me since all I wanted to do was pump her for information straight away. But this was different from normal. I didn't just want the information to get off on; I needed the reassurance that I'd done the right thing. I pulled into the parking lot by our hotel and parked up at the back in a dark spot, then started to remove the gag from Amy's mouth, but as soon as I touched her, she fought back. Rich had also messaged me before we got back, asking if Amy could stay longer in Miami, even if I went home! But I didn't answer. 

"Amy, I'm going to have to leave you here for a few minutes while I go grab you some clothes. I can't get us past the girls on reception with you naked like this." 

I started to untie her, but I stopped as I could hear she was trying to say something, so I reached up and pulled the ball out of her mouth just enough for her to say, "What the fuck? You're going to leave me here like this, naked and tied up? What, so it makes it easier if anyone else wants to rape me while you are gone." 

I knew she was kidding, perhaps. I knew Amy very well, and I was pretty sure I could tell from the tone of her voice she wasn't being serious, although just hearing her say the word rape sent a shiver down my spine. For a second, I wondered if I'd really managed to fuck everything up if I'd somehow destroyed our world. I tried my best to reassure her, but Amy really wasn't having any of it. "Go, for fuck sake, just go." she gasped one last time before he made me gag her again. 

I returned a few minutes later with one of her sundresses and some shoes. The dress wasn't all that long, and I knew it didn't cover all that much and I could see that Amy had some red marks that would be visible, even once the dress was on. But the dress was all I had, so  I took her out of the car and untied her. When I did, I noticed she was clutching her dress in her hands. As I looked, I could see it was ripped or perhaps even cut. God, Rich really was an expert at that sort of shit. I wondered how many times he'd done this sort of thing before. I removed her gag, and when I tried to throw it in a trash can, she asked me what I was doing and made me take it with us. I walked her past the reception desks very quickly, which was quite hard because Amy was walking very gingerly, but eventually, we made it over to the elevators. Once we were inside, I tried to hug her, but she blocked me with her hand, and by now, I was getting sick with worry. 

As soon as we entered the room, Amy went straight over to the bed and fell into it face-first. As she did, her dress pulled up, exposing her ass, and I could see the many deep red marks. She didn't object as I started to remove the dress, and in fact, she could barely move; her entire body was almost limp. As I slid the dress off, I saw the red stripes all over her back, all the way down to her ass. I've got to say her ass looked absolutely beaten; it was almost fire engine red pretty much all over. I started to caress down her sore ass, but she just rebuffed me with a grunt. There were also marks that went all the way down her legs, and when I reached down and touched her feet, she actually winced. 

"Yes, you might not believe it, but he even whipped me there with his fucking belt, you evil cunt," she said. I got up off the bed, went into the bathroom, and came back with some aloe lotion. I slowly and very gently started to rub it onto her back and ass cheeks, this time without any protest from her. I'm not sure if anything would have actually helped at that point, but hopefully, the soothing lotion gave her a little comfort. 

I looked up as I finished and I could see her head was now propped up on her pillow, and I saw that she was staring right at me. I don't know for how long she had been staring, but she was clearly deep in thought. Then she said coldly, "Wait here," and got up, headed to the cupboard, and got our cuffs. Without saying a word, she cuffed my hands above my head to the bed, just like she had before. 

"I don't want to hear a single word come out of your mouth, you sick fucker," she hissed. Then, she got up, walked back over to the dresser, picked up the ball gag, and returned with it. Before I could object, she had put it on me, and with a smile she said, "There you go, now you can drool and slobber like I did. You are going to lay there and listen while I tell you everything you had done to me. Every fucking bit of it." 

She slipped into one of her see-through nighties, but I could easily see through it and see her body, and I could see that her nipples were an angry shade of dark purple. I gulped as a strange sense of anxiety swept over me as she sat in a chair facing me. She didn't speak for a few minutes, just staring silently at me. But when she spoke, she spoke softly at first. 

"I can't believe what you did," she said. "I got…..I got…..fuck I just got fucking kidnapped and fucked by someone I didn't even know. I just got violated. Wait, no, YOU got me violated," she said as if this suddenly hit her for the first time. I couldn't help it at this point. The build-up since the morning had got me so excited that my cock was already fairly stiff, even though I was in complete emotional turmoil. Amy looked down for a second and saw my cock starting to get hard. "I should cut that fucking thing off," she said coldly. I moaned into the gag, trying somehow to plead with her, to beg her for forgiveness. Then she stood up, walked over to me, and in one sudden and very smooth movement, she slapped me really hard across the face. "Hush, you little fucking bitch." 

She walked very carefully over to her chair, and as she got to it, she turned, looked back at me, and smiled as she said, "I'll be right back." Then, she reached into my wallet and took out the cash. She walked out of the room and into the corridor, just like that, in a see-through dress that didn't even fully cover her ass. She was out there for a few minutes until she returned with a bottle of Ibuprofen that she must have gotten from one of the vending machines. I saw her take what seemed like a handful of tablets, which is pretty unusual for her, as she normally only takes two, which I always joke and tell her is like taking none at all. With that, she walked back to the chair and sat down, then started to tell her story. 

Amy: So I was more than a little bit irritated about the disruption to my plans. I mean, I actually had a couple of good cocks lined up already, so I was kind of hoping that you just wanted to do something sweet, which was only going to take a few minutes, then I would be free to go and get the cock…I mean cocks that I wanted. But you obviously had other plans. I could see you sitting in the car as I walked out there. I saw you flash your lights, and I saw the goofy look on your face as that guy grabbed me. I know you sat there and watched me kicking and trying to scream when he put his huge black hand over my face to stop me. He pushed me over to the truck, and he just threw me in, pretty much face first. I was trapped, my legs standing outside the truck, with my ass sticking up and my face pushed down into his seat. I felt him rip my panties off, but I wasn't expecting it when he suddenly shoved them into my mouth, and I felt the tape as he taped my mouth shut. 


Then he put that bandana or whatever the fuck it was over my eyes. I was trying so hard to scream, but it was completely useless as soon as that was on. I kept hoping you were either on your way to rescue me or calling 911. But then I felt his thick fingers start to slide up my legs and around to my inner thighs, just barely grazing against my pussy lips. I heard him say, "niceeee," in a really low, deep voice. Once I was bound to his satisfaction, he started to use those powerful hands to rip my dress off of me. I was so angry when I heard it ripping because I really liked that dress, but he just tore through it as easily as we would with paper. When I tried to struggle, he just kept shoving my face down into the seat. He was so strong, so powerful, that in the end, I finally gave up. I knew I couldn't struggle against him; he was too strong, and when he saw that I'd stopped putting up a fight, he let me sit up. I could feel every turn we made in the car, and the entire time, I was wondering if anyone would ever find me. I wondered if they would find me … if he...well if he ……..you know. 

As she told me this, my head was screaming. I'd really fucked up big time. 

She took a deep breath and continued, "So, we eventually got to a park or something; I know there was a lot of grass. I kept whimpering and crying, just hoping that I could somehow find some sort of sympathy from him or find something in his heart to stop him from hurting me or even worse. Then I felt him put something around my neck, like some kind of collar. 


Obviously, it must've been his dog's collar. 


"Oh, and thanks for that, by the way," she said very sarcastically as she glared at me. "He clipped a fucking leash onto it and led me by that leash over to a table. He just shoved me over it, face down, and growled to me, "Wait here and don't worry, I'll be back soon to tear THAT up," and I felt his hand slap my ass so hard I screamed. I mean, it was so HARD; I've never been slapped like that, ever. Not even by you or my ex. Then he returned a couple of minutes later. I don't know where he'd gone or why, but when he got back, he seemed a lot calmer and more calculating. He kept telling me how he loves little white bitches and their sexy asses. I'm guessing from that and his voice that he was black. Then I heard him opening and rustling through my purse, and I kept hoping that perhaps he'd just rob me and leave me there. 

But I was wrong, and not long after, I felt him move in behind me, and he grabbed my hips and started to grind himself into me. I could feel how hard he was, and he still had his pants on! "I could do so much with this body," he said as he started to caress my ass and then slid his hands all the way up my body. "The only problem is I don't know what to do first." 

I'd been ready to get fucked, really good and hard, only a few minutes earlier. In fact, in my mind, I'd already prepared myself for getting fucked by more than one cock tonight. But honestly, at that moment, I'd rather have taken five random cocks, one after the other, than be at the mercy of his cock. I was petrified as I felt him slide his fingers into my pussy. I was so embarrassed because I was dripping wet. As he slid his fingers into me, I kept telling myself I was only that wet because of what I'd been planning earlier. 

"Goddamn bitch, this pussy is so fucking sweet," he said gruffly. "God, you're so fucking wet already, you get off on this shit, don't you?" 

I tried to protest, but the gag stopped much coming out of my mouth, and it did nothing to stop him from finger fucking me with long, deep strokes. His fingers were so thick, thicker than any fingers I'd ever felt, and I think he only had two of them in me, but it was filling up like that time you fingered me with all four. 

"Goddamn, you're tight for a little slut. I thought you were going to be some loose pussy whore; you know you kind of seem like that type, but holy fuck, your cunt is so tight. I'm gonna really enjoy this," he said as he laughed. He was now properly fucking me with his fingers as he had me bent over the table. I don't know what I was doing, but I think I must have been grinding back against him or something because he stopped, and I heard him laugh as he said. "Holy fuck bitch, you're getting off on this, aren't you? " 

Then he took one of the slick fingers out and targeted my asshole as he said, "Let's see if you like this," I gasped as soon as I felt his fingers pressing against my ass, and he just laughed. "You love this too, huh slut? Jesus, are you one hot bitch." I kept telling myself that I was only turned on because of what I was planning earlier and that it had nothing to do with this guy, this absolute monster that had taken me. Then he stopped playing with me and withdrew his fingers. 

I heard him walking around me, and I could tell he was up near my head. "If I knew you would behave yourself and not try to bite my cock off, I'd let you suck on this for a while." He said as I heard him sliding his zipper down, and I figured his cock must've been out. I felt so embarrassed at how wet my pussy was, and I could feel that familiar buzz building up, the one when I'm out of control horny. "But you seem like you might be a biter." 

I tried screaming again, yelling into the gag, "No, no, I'll suck you off. Let me suck your cock!" I wasn't thinking straight, but I think my plan was basically to make it good for him, to really get him off with my mouth so that perhaps he would let me go once he had cum. Guys are much more pliable once they've cum. In fact, at that moment, I actually wanted to suck that cock for him, to show him just how agreeable I could be. 

Instead, I heard him move back behind me, and a second later, I felt him start spanking my ass. Actually, that's really not even it; he wasn't spanking me. I've been spanked by plenty of guys before; he was fucking BEATING my ass with his open hand. Every hard strike with his palm on my ass cheeks made my brain flash with a white-hot feeling, and I could see white lights. The pain was so intense. But then he suddenly just stopped for a minute and stepped back, and I heard him say, "Holy fuck girl, you can take a lot for a white slut." He actually said it with what sounded like a hint of admiration. He then went back to fingering my pussy. I knew for sure that I was fucking back against him now, completely unabashedly. I was well past the point of being embarrassed by anything, and when his other finger slid back in my ass, I couldn't help it; I came. I don't know why, but I fucking came. I couldn't control myself, and that was it; I boiled over and orgasmed hard on his fingers. 


"I knew you liked this sort of shit," he growled. 

My little display of cumming must have made him more confident because he came back around toward my face again, removed my gag, and when I didn't scream, I heard him say. "Now you can suck my cockBut if  you even think about biting me, I'll beat your ass until the sunset." 

I was in such a state now that I was actually eagerly taking him into my mouth. All I wanted to do was show him that I was going to be a good girl for him. Although I couldn't see it, I could feel his cock was really thick, just like his fingers, and I got the feeling it was pretty long, too, although that's a lot harder to tell with your eyesight taken from you! 

He was also fucking rock hard, harder than I'd ever felt a cock, and I've felt a lot of cocks! It was like steel. He was sitting on the table right in front of me, and he had my chin on the table, too. It really wasn't a very comfortable way to suck dick at all, but I did it just to let him know that I was willing. I knew I had to do it to get through this. 

"Hey, slow down, baby. I could easily cum right down that little throat of yours, but we have so much more to do," he said, his tone almost joking as he slid his cock out of my mouth, leaving me with just the taste of his precum in my mouth, and for some reason, I kind of regretted not tasting his real cum. 

"See? I knew what kind of girl you were. You really get off on this shit. You love it rough, don't you slut?" 

He pulled my head up by my hair, but I still couldn't see him. But I could feel his warm breath on my face. "Yessss," I moaned; I had to admit the truth despite how embarrassing it was for me. 

"But I'll bet you have never had it like this before, so I want to make this truly memorable for you," he said ominously. I didn't know what to think. In a weird way, I kind of liked the fact that he was referring to the future; it meant he envisaged me making it out of this and actually having a chance to reminisce about it later, almost like he wanted this to be as good as it could for me in some sort of way. 

I was also becoming more confident that he was just going to use me for sex, and there was nothing more to this. Although when he went back to beating my ass again, slapping it so hard that he soon had me writhing and crying, I started to have a few doubts creeping back in. He'd only stop spanking me to lift my torso back up off the bench so that he could reach under and pinch my nipples really hard, too. They were still very sore from what Hector had done to them, which made this extra painful. So painful that I was soon squealing. 

"Yeah, that's it, that's the sound I absolutely love. I love hearing that sound, the sound of a little white slut squealing like a pig." 

Suddenly, I felt him spread my legs, and I felt him tie them wide open to the table. I then felt something sliding up my inner thighs, all the way to my already open pussy. It was what he called his "switch." He started whipping the backs of my legs at first, then the inside of my thighs, and went back and forth. It was pretty uncomfortable, but honestly, not all that painful. But I knew he was just playing. When he worked his way up to my pussy he'd linger there for a few seconds, then slide the stick up and down my slit, which kind of hurt a bit because the texture of it was really rough. He must have known because he was watching me wiggle my ass, trying to take it. 

"I'm guessing from your reactions you've never been switched really good, have you slut? I'm guessing you're just a prissy little white girl who got everything she wanted just by whining about it or opening her legs for some little dick loser." 

He was right; I couldn't deny it. I had my parents wrapped around my finger ever since I was young, and I'd always been able to get guys to do whatever I wanted, and yes, sometimes by opening my legs. Perhaps that's why I crave the rougher stuff now,?. Then he began whipping me harder, more on the outsides of my legs, and each strike really stung. 

"Yeah, this little white slut has never been spanked properly before; I fucking knew it," he said excitedly. I could tell he was really getting off on this, whereas I was just trying to hang on. God, I love the look of your creamy white skin," he said. "But nothing looks better on a big white ass than some good red marks." 

I cringed; I knew that something bigger was coming, and a few seconds later, I found out just how right I was. I felt the first sudden slash of the switch across my back. This wasn't a playful spanking anymore; it was a brutal, intense assault. He didn't stop as he worked his way down my back. I think you saw the results earlier. The guy is a fucking expert at it. You must have seen how evenly spaced and equally deep the lines were. I could tell that he had done this many times before. I don't know what was happening, but the more it hurt, the quicker I was turning into a quivering pool of wetness. 


And I mean at both ends. I had soaked the bandana with my tears, and to my embarrassment, my pussy was leaking down my inner thighs. 

"There you go slut; now you've had a proper switching. Has anyone ever used a belt on your big ass?" He said as I lifted my head up. I nodded tentatively. "Yeah, quite a few times," I admitted. Mostly an ex of mine, he loved using the belt. 

"Well, he probably didn't do it like this," he said gruffly as I heard him removing his belt. I felt the first strike land directly across my ass cheeks, and I let out a loud yelp, which clearly irritated him; a second later, he put the ball gag back in as I apologized for screaming. 


"Just for that, it's going to be extra hard from now on." And holy fuck did he whip my ass seriously hard. Okay, so my ex did use the belt on me, but nothing like this. This guy was an absolute master of it. He worked that belt over every inch of my ass, as you can see. And although I didn't want to admit it at the time, he was right about the ball gag, too. If my mouth had been open, they'd have heard me all the way in Orlando. 

The belt on my ass was so painful, so brutal, and so raw. I can't believe YOU did this to me, you fucking perverted bastard. This was all entirely your doing. But then, to my own fucking surprise, when he started to finger my pussy and ass again, I started bucking my hips back into him even more feverishly than before, and it only took him about thirty seconds until he "let" me cum again, all while the skin on my ass was screaming in pain. 

"I'm going to give you something that you've never had before and never will again, just so you remember me. You'll remember it each time you take a step for days." 

That's when he untied me from the table and had me lying on the table across it. He tied my feet together, and then, without even warning me, he whipped the soles of my feet, baby. That's why he said he wanted me to remember him with every step I took. And fuck do I! I totally do. Each step is like walking on nails. And with each step, I think about him, thanks to you, you sick, perverted fuck. 

Then he pulled me back down and had me bent over the table again. He looped the ropes back around my ankles and then tied them around the table legs once more, spreading my legs wide apart. I heard him getting into position behind me. I wanted to scream no, but at the same time, my pussy was screaming yes, and I could feel how wet and ready for him it was. But instead of just thrusting into me, he started to rub his cock up and down, all over the entrance to my pussy, but then he lined the head of his cockup with my ass. I froze with fear when I realized he was about to ass fuck me like that, tied up and bent over a table in public. 


And holy fuck did he do it! His thick black cock rode my ass so hard. He rode my ass like most guys have ridden my pussy. He fucked the living shit out of me. Again, he had me grunting and squealing through the gag, like the little pig he called me earlier. It was true; I was HIS little fuck pig; I was his to use and abuse however he wanted, thanks to you. 


He grabbed me by the hair and jerked my head up really hard, and held me there as he rode my ass harder and harder. He really was an expert at that, too, baby. He must be so experienced because he knew exactly what to do to make it last, for his pleasure. But the worst part, the most humiliating part of all, was that while he fucked my ass like that, I wasn't wishing he would get off; I wasn't desperately hoping that he'd stop. No, I was desperately hoping that he'd take his cock out of my ass and fuck my pussy. My pussy was screaming for his cock; in fact, I was rubbing my pussy up against the edge of the table, desperately trying to get off while he ass fucked me. I couldn't quite cum, though, I was close, but I couldn't get over the edge by the time I felt him start to cum up my ass, so deep in my ass. I don't think I've ever taken a cock even close to that deep up my ass before. Holy fuck did he own my ass, baby. It was his ass to take. 

I could feel him slide his cock out reluctantly, and we sat in silence for a few minutes while he just let me drip and whimper as his hand caressed all over my body. Then he took out my gag. 

"That was really SOMETHING fucking amazing," he said with admiration in his voice. 

"Yes, yes, it really was," I said in agreement. 

Then he said, "Oh yeah, by the way, I was meant to say Crimson and Clover." 

As soon as I heard it, I almost shouted, "I fucking knew it! Thank god! I knew my fucking husband must have been behind this. He must have set this up somehow. Well, at least I hoped he did. I didn't want to get hurt or killed or anything." 

"Yes, he did. He's certainly an interesting one, your husband," he admitted. "I really don't know if I could ever let a guy do what I just did to you to a woman I was with. I just don't get what he gets out of it." 

I smiled to myself as I replied. "That's exactly why we are together though. He knows he's not an alpha, and sometimes I just need that kind of dominant touch. But he loves me, and he really wants me to be satisfied, so his ability to share and not get all controlling and jealous about it is why our relationship works, even though he's too submissive to satisfy me." 

Then he laughed. "You know I meant to say that Crimson and Clover bit a long time ago before I did anything to you. I guess I kind of fucked that part up, didn't I? I was just so...urm….lost in the moment… you know……Making it feel real and all that?" 

"Yeah, I get it. I think it might have actually worked out better that way! That way, I never really knew, and I just got to feel what it was like to actually get well…. you know, I just kind of got violated, didn't I? Even though, as time went on, I got more and more comfortable with it and with you. Well, I guess, technically, you did actually violate me," I giggled softly. 

"Yeah, I could see that. When you started moving your ass back, it seemed like you craved everything I did to you! I really couldn't believe it when you started to cum that first time on my fingers. Normally, it takes a girl a lot longer to get to that point; I really have to work for it. But you just came; that's when I knew you'd be special." 

"Can I take this off? Can I see you?" I whined. I really wanted to see the guy who had just worked me over so well. 

"Sorry, babe, that's not part of the deal. And I have a feeling that deep down, you'll enjoy the mystery of it over time. You'll start to get so turned on knowing that there's a guy out there who has fucked you like this, who would recognize you, but you'll never recognize them. It could be absolutely anybody you walk past on the street. And you will never know if I'll be back for more. Don't forget Amy, I know exactly who you are, where you live, and where to find you. I think that will keep you nicely on edge for a while yet. Oh yeah, I've got some friends and acquaintances who love the same sort of things as I do, and they would love to be in on this information," he said as he laughed. 

He was right; it was like he could read my mind somehow. This guy was a fucking master. At that moment, all I could do as I sat there blindfolded was imagine all his friends lined up behind me, ready to take their turns fucking your wife's sweet little pussy, or maybe even her ass. The thought of it made my pussy flutter. Even though I've always said I'm not really into gang bangs, THIS would be so different. This is the kind of situation where I would be into it. Not loads of cocks all at the same time, overwhelming me because I can't focus on one properly. This would be different. This would be me not being able to do anything about it and being used by them, one after the other, just to please…THEM. 

But after that, he retired my feet in the position you found me in, and I guess he must've messaged you. We had a few minutes; he must not have allowed you to be near. I like that. That you also had to submit to his wishes. He took his phone and showed it to me. It was a video of you. 

"Hi, I'm Amy-Jo's husband. I'm recording this video so that if authorities get involved, we are very clear from the start. Everything that happens is consensual. I consent, Rich consents, and Amy-Jo, once she is given the password, will consent. This is just a game; it is consenting sex between adults, and it is only a SIMULATION. It is very clearly not in any way anything done to Amy without her consent." In the background, I could hear Rich asking you what you agreed he would do to me. 


"We consent that Amy-Jo is to be treated as roughly as you want, as long as there's no permanent damage or injury. That includes spanking and whipping as Rich sees fit. He is allowed to tie her up, restrain her, and bind her hands and legs for any purpose he chooses. I've told him some of the things that Amy enjoys sexually. She likes having her nipples treated very roughly, like being pinched and twisted hard." I heard Rich again as he said, "And?" "And Rich is allowed to fuck her in the ass as hard as he wishes. Amy hates it up the ass unless she is restrained or made to, then she absolutely loves it. 



A Step Too Far?


"The video stopped at that point, and I heard Rich speak. "You know I'm normally a really good judge of people," he said. "And you two are clearly good people. I'm not sure I am, and I know there are a lot of people out there who really aren't good people, and you two are playing with fire here. But at the same time, obviously, I'm really glad I was allowed to play with it," he said warmly. 

"Well, my husband is a pretty good judge of character, too. I mean, he was right about you, and he was definitely right about Hector. He knew what you were about. Holy fuck was he right about you," I admitted to him. At that point, I think you must have pulled up in the car because I could feel him pushing me as he shoved my ripped dress into one of my hands that had been tied behind me the whole time. 

She looked right into my eyes with a piercing, deep stare for the first time since she started telling her story. "You really are one sick fucker," she said again as she got up and started to approach me. She leaned in and removed the ball from my mouth, and as she did, I realized that the top of my shirt was completely drenched with saliva. "You beautiful, wonderful, truly sick fucker," she said as she smiled at me. 

"Oh my god, Amy." I gasped. "So, are you telling me  you actually enjoyed it?" 

"Of course I fucking enjoyed it, no, in fact I didn't enjoy it, I absolutely fucking loved it, every fucking second of it? I can't believe you did it, baby. Thank you. You really did make my perfect fantasy come true!" 

"Oh my god," I said, "I didn't know what to think once I got you back here. I honestly thought for a second that I might've lost you forever. All those looks you were giving me were too much. Why did you torture me like that?" 

She laughed. "Oh right, so me looking at you was the torture? Just to confirm, you're trying to say that was the torture here, not me being tied up and fucked up the ass by some guy I'd never even met? You were being tortured, right?" 

I couldn't quite work out if she was serious or not until a huge smile spread across her face, and she said, "Nah babe, I just wanted to fuck with you a little, just like you did with me. But look at you now," she said, pointing down at my erection. "You can't sit there and tell me you didn't enjoy hearing the story." 

I just grinned sheepishly. 

"But do you know what's funny?" She said with a smile, "he never actually got my pussy. I sucked his cock, and he fucked me up the ass, but he never actually got his cock in my pussy. The closest he got was his fingers." 

"Why is that funny? I don't get it." 

"Well, not ha ha funny, funny as in odd. He got me so fucking worked up, and he even managed to make me cum twice, and my god, did I want him to have my pussy. But somehow, the fact that he didn't fuck my pussy didn't manage to ruin the perfection of the moment at all. In a weird way, him not fucking me just added to it. It was like it made the whole thing extra humiliating in a way. He got me so worked up, yet he never took my pussy.. It gave me a little insight into how you feel when I deny you. It opened my eyes to how the denial and torture of not having what you so desperately want drives you even crazier. I think I really get you a lot more now," she laughed. 

"So then, is that dark fantasy finally satisfied for you?" I asked. 

"Yes. Well, I mean, for the most part, it is. It felt so genuine, although after a while, even before he told me the password, I pretty much figured out that it must have been okayed by you." 

"Did knowing that take anything away from the experience, though?" I asked. "I mean, was it less enjoyable because it wasn't actually real?" 

"It's a fantasy, baby," she said after thinking for a few seconds. "Honestly, I'd love for it to be entirely real, just to be taken like that, but only if I could somehow know I'd come out the other end safe. But that's the problem, isn't it? If it ever happened for real, there's no guarantee of that, so honestly, I think that was about as close as you could ever get while still being on the safe side. 


It really combined my two major kinks, the whole taken against my will thing and the whole dominance thing. It's weird because if it was for real, some guy is just going to use me to get off, which we both like the idea of, but there wouldn't be any thought about what I want or what I really need from it. But having a dominant man like Rich taking what he wants from my body while still knowing exactly what I need, now that's actually perfection. I guess on a long-term basis, it would involve game playing, some mind games, that sort of thing. But there's so much possibility when the two people mesh, you know?" 

"But right now, I don't need any of that. Right now, I need a nice hard cock. And I think that's easily remedied," she said as she slowly slid her hand down my chest and over my stomach, causing my cock to jerk and spasm in anticipation. A second later, she put the ball gag back into my mouth, and, leaving me still bound, she climbed on top of me. I felt the incredible feeling of her warm, dripping wet pussy around my cock my cock. As she slid down easily onto me and started to ride me slowly as she leaned over and whispered to me, "Don't you dare cum too quickly. If you cum too quick, I swear I'll cut it off of you." 

I grunted and groaned, desperately trying to speak through the gag. I needed to tell her something important. She had a look of disgust on her face that I'd stopped her as she pulled the gag out of my mouth again. She was embedded all the way down on my cock as I could feel the walls of her pussy squeezing me. 

"No, baby, we can't," I urged. "This isn't what we want." 

"It's definitely what I want," she replied, laughing. 

"No, no you don't. You're right, you do want cock, but just not my cock. Remember, this is our honeymoon, and we agreed that I'm not supposed to have you at all, not like this." 

"Oh, I'm sure I can make an exception," she joked. 

"Please don't," I urged. "I want us to remember this week forever, and that means we're going to have to stop and are going to continue to deny me everything, just like you have done so far." 

"Oh baby, you're such an annoyingly right prick," she grinned as she slowly moved her hips up and slipped off of my cock. She looked over at the clock, and even with everything that had happened, it was still only just before midnight, which was actually pretty early in Miami. She stood up and started to get dressed, picking up the sundress I'd brought her to walk her through the lobby in and putting it back on, once again with no underwear. 

"I told Eduardo 11, I'm only forty-five minutes late. Do you think he'll still be waiting for me?" She asked as she grinned. I shook my head; how could any man mind waiting for a sexy goddess like Amy? With that, she dialed his number. 

"Hey baby," she cooed. "Sorry I'm running a bit late, I got tied up with something. But it's okay; it's all sorted now. Can you still meet? Okay, cool. No, that's fine; no, we don't have to grab something to eat; I'm not all that hungry anyway. I've already wasted an hour of your time, so I know what you want, and you can have it. Yes, yes, I promise... haha.. yes, okay, I'll see you at the bar. I know, I know you've been waiting there since you finished work. Sorry baby, but don't worry, I'll definitely make it up to you, I promise. Okay, see you soon!" 

I looked at her, and she smiled back. "Right then, baby, I'm off to get some cock. I think you've fucked up because you could've had it all to yourself. But then, I guess it's probably better this way. After all, we both know you would have lasted about two minutes with how turned on you are!" 

"You're probably right, but you know I'm right. "I said softly, sad at that moment that I was still desperately unable to cum, but I knew in the long run I'd get off on it much more. 

"Holy fuck, my pussy is screaming for cock right now, baby. God, I hope he gives me a good fuck." 

"Your body is a complete mess," I began to say. 

"Oh wow, thanks, babe," she said with a pout. 

"You know what I mean? I can see all those marks; you can't do anything to hide all those." 

"No, you're probably right. But I can try, and I'll make sure it's dark but...you know what...fuck it, on the other hand, why can't he see them, perhaps it'll give him a few ideas, you know?" 

"Oh my god, Amy, surely there's no way you can take any more of that? Is there? " 

She smiled softly as she caressed my hand with hers. "I'll take whatever I have to take; you know me, baby. It's how I'm wired. Just like sitting there with a hard-on thinking about whose cock I'm sucking is how you are wired. Would you like me to untie you?" 

I shook my head no. I knew I'd just jerk myself into a frenzy if she did. 

"Nice," she murmured, "I love the idea that you are sat here, completely helpless, the entire time. I could be out all night getting fucked, and you'd just have to sit here." I shook my head with acknowledgment. "You really are wholeheartedly committed to this, aren't you, baby? God, I'm glad you are. I love everything we've done together and everything we will do together," she said with a smile. 


"Oh, one more thing, babe. Just to make sure you don't get any ideas and do anything naughty like uncuffing yourself, I have an idea. With that, she took one of her long hair and pulled it out of her head. She then tied one end to the key itself and the other end to the post above my head. The key just dangled there, hanging over me like it was teasing me. "Now, this way, baby, if something happens, like a fire or something, I know you'll be able to get it. But if you get up and use the key, you know it will break the hair, and I'll know as soon as I get back," she grinned. "I fucking love the thought of your cock bouncing around helplessly as you sit here, thinking about the other guy's big hard cock as it pounds your wife's little pussy." 

"You said something about more than one cock earlier," I said. 

"Yeah, that was before. My plan was to give Eduardo what he needs, then swing by Justin's room after." 

"What about Karl?" 

Amy just shrugged and smiled. "Well, I can't do anything if he just happens to be there too, can I?" 

She left me like that as she walked out of the room, wiggling her ass with each step. Luckily, it didn't take me all that long to fall asleep. I'm one of those lucky people that can sleep in any position. It was just after six when Amy returned, and to describe her as freshly fucked doesn't do it justice. She had a devilish smile on her face as she walked toward me. "Well, that was exactly what my pussy needed," she purred as she crawled onto the bed next to me and reached up, grabbed the key, and uncuffed me. "That's a good boy, you didn't touch the key all night," she said with a grin as she kissed me passionately. 


She absolutely reeked of sex, and I could instantly tell that someone had definitely enjoyed her mouth that evening. She watched me intently as I lay on the bed and jerked off as she told me the story of how Eduardo had pounded her sweet little pussy. "He was fucking relentless, baby. God, there's something about young guys that makes them really love my pussy," she giggled. She told me how she had sucked him off, as she said, "to make up for making him wait." Then, he spent the next few hours playing with her, getting hard again more than once and pounding her and cumming in her pussy. She said he asked about all the marks on her ass, but she'd already told him about Hector, so she just blamed all the marks on him, and Eduardo didn't really seem to care all that much as he pounded away at her relentlessly. 

Our trip soon drew to an end, but not before Amy had gone over to Justin and Karl's room again and sucked them both off as part of our morning "ritual." She came back with a huge smile and said she really liked getting Karl off. Apparently, he came a hell of a lot, so it was pretty obvious he was either a virgin or pretty close to it. 


As we got ready, we still had an hour or so to kill before we had to head to the airport, so I took Amy into Rich's bar. He saw me as we walked in and gave me a sly wink when Amy wasn't looking, and then he came over and chatted us up. 

"Did you guys have a nice vacation?" He asked, his eyes never leaving Amy. 

"God, yes," she practically gushed. "It was absolutely amazing, so many wonderful...experiences," she said with a slight hesitation, realizing instantly that she might be revealing too much to a stranger. 

"Good, we like hearing that; we love it when the tourists have a memorable experience; it means you'll all come back again," he said with a knowing smile. "So, do you guys think you'll be back?" He asked, and I knew exactly why, and it certainly wasn't about tourism. 

"God, yes," Amy gushed before I could get my answer out. 

"So, do you want to come back and re-experience everything again?" I asked her, noting Rich's interest. 

"God, yes," she said with a very knowing grin spreading across her face and a look in her eyes that told me she knew exactly what I was referring to. 

"Seriously, everything again? Like just the same?" I emphasized. 

"Yes, every single thing. In fact, I think we should stay for two weeks next time, perhaps even a month!" She said excitedly. I shuddered at the thought of what she could do in a month. 

"Well, I'm glad to hear it," said Rich with a knowing smile. 

"He seems really nice," Amy said naively as we left, her face giving away that she had no idea her sweet tormentor from the night before was only a few feet away, no doubt having some even more depraved and sexy thoughts about her as they spoke. 

"Yeah, he does seem nice," I agreed. "You want to give him a little tease?" I asked. 

"Sure, but how?" 

"Unbutton a few more buttons," I urged her. She was wearing a tight top with only one button undone, which was practically catholic for Amy. She smiled and giggled as she asked, "Okay, how many should I undo?" 

"Well, we're leaving in fifteen minutes, so I'd say, and enough so that he can see exactly what you have up there." 

"Okay," she peeped, excitement evident in her voice, and when he wasn't looking, she reached up and unbuttoned the first two and then finally three buttons, which meant I could see the entire side of one of her tits. Then she smiled and leaned forward on her elbows on the bar, and the top opened up even more, showing pretty much her entire tits. "Do you think that works, baby?" She asked sweetly. 

"Oh, I think that works perfectly," I grinned. For the rest of the time, until we had to leave, Amy made sure Rich got a good view every time he came over, and it's fair to say he came over a lot more once she did that! I could see Amy's little nipples were rock hard and excited from the exhibitionism. 

Finally, we knew it was time, and we got up to leave, but before we left, she went to the bathroom. Rich just smiled at me and said, "Holy fuck, dude, You've got a real tiger there. Good luck to you. Those titties are amazing; you're a lucky man. God, I wanted to do things to them when I had the chance, you know? But she was mostly face down when I had her. But man, do I regret that now! " 

"Well, I'm glad you got to see more of them now; I really wanted you to see that, to know what you might get next time! " 

"Yeah, man, thanks. When do you think you guys will be back?" 

"I've got no idea really." 

"Has she told you about what we did yet? What happened?" He wondered out loud. 

"Yeah, she told me everything as soon as she got back." 

"And she was cool with it?" 

"Fuck dude, she was more than cool. She was white hot, in fact," I smiled. 

"Wow, you've really got a keeper there." 

I shook his hand, which felt quite weird; there was something about shaking hands with a guy who had taken your newlywedded wife's body and used her and dominated her like that, but as I did, I suddenly got a devilish thought. 

"If you ever come up to Michigan..." I started to say. 

He smiled as soon as I spoke. "You know what, I've recently been thinking I might see what that state is all about. You know I said that to her at the end? I told her that she would never know when I might show up next, completely unexpectedly, since she still doesn't even know what I look like or anything about me. She doesn't, does she, man?" 

"No, she actually thinks you are "nice," I laughed. "She thinks she's just been teasing some random lucky nice guy, not the guy who bundled her into his truck and forced her to bend over that bench." 

"I'm not nice," he said quite coolly. "I'll tell you the same that I told her. You both got pretty lucky with me. Sure, I'm a perverted old bastard, but I'm not out to hurt anyone, well, at least not to hurt them any more than they want to be hurt," he said with a wink. 

"Yeah, you really worked over her back and ass, like seriously good," I said admiringly. 

"Yeah, but what I'm trying to tell you is that there aren't a lot of guys out there like me. You need to be careful, or you could end up being burned." 

"Yes, I get that; I worry about that all the time, but it's a really difficult balance, you know, trying to balance our desires for her use and the reality of it. I'm sure you can imagine?" 

"I can," he said with a devilish grin. "I know exactly what you both need. That's why I'm pretty sure you WILL bring her back to me, and soon too. Just not tomorrow; I need a little break," he laughed, "and judging by how she's walking, she definitely needs some time to recover! And she needs to let this experience bounce around in her head for a while, so she'll crave it again in time." 

"Um... okay?" I said, a little surprised at his change of tone. 

"You need to be on the receiving end of the constant torment and the humiliation of your wife doing things like that with other guys. You want the constant teasing accompanied by the shame and humiliation of knowing you are actually allowing it. Amy, on the other hand, she needs the feeling of being used, and she loves giving you that humiliation that you so desperately need. She needs guys with that "special" touch." 

I nodded my head in agreement. 

"So that's why you'll bring her back, and you'll do it soon," he warned. "You know I took loads of pictures of her? On the table, naked, exposed like that? I've already sent some of them to some of my like-minded friends, who definitely like what they see. They both said they would sure like a piece of her ass. God, I could make an absolute fortune with a slut like that," he said with a slightly menacing smile. 

"God, really?" I said. "Listen, I'll talk to her; I mean, most of what we do is up to her, but I think that might be too much, even for her," I managed to choke out. 

"It isn't really a choice, or at least it won't be; she'll be unable to resist sooner rather than later, and you'll bring her here, or you just might wake up one morning after one of her nights out and find out she was grabbed and taken again. Don't forget, me, or any of my friends I tell, if we have certain "information" then we could do it pretty much any time we wanted." 

He was, of course, referring to our keywords, "Crimson and Clover." If someone just whispered those words to Amy, she would know to submit to whatever she wanted, as she would figure it was an okay from me. 

"I could just tell her about this, couldn't I? I could tell her about what you just said?." 

"Yeah, you could, but I really don't think you will somehow. You said how she responded, and no offense, but you know your bitch needs this kind of thing. She craves it, so you'll bring her here because you love her. And when you do, the first call you make is going to be to me, got it?" 

"Yes, sir," I replied, knowing he was right. We would both get off on that so much that it was stupid to pretend it wasn't going to happen. "How many friends are we talking about?" I asked sheepishly. 

"I don't know, as many as I decide are the right number of guys for the job," he said with a smirk. "There is still so much I didn't get the chance to do to her and so much I'd like to see if she can take. Oh, and next time I take her, it'll be for as long as I decide, not you. But for now, I want you to keep sending me pictures of her, all of them, whatever you take, including the really explicit ones. I want to see more of her tits, lots more of them, and I want to see her with a big black cock in her pussy. I can't believe I never took my chance to enjoy that! 


I've had loads of requests from my friends for those pictures already," he said just as Amy was walking back, tits almost spilling out of her little top as she walked. She shook Rich's hand too, and he took an extra couple of seconds holding onto her hand, and I had to smile as I could see why. As she lifted her arm up to shake his hand, it exposed the other tit fully as well. Finally, and reluctantly, he let go of her hand. 

As we walked out of the bar and over to the taxi stand, she giggled, "Did you see that, baby? Did you see him staring at me? He could see all of my tits." 

"I did," I grinned. "You've probably gone and got him rock hard now." 

"Yeah, I know. It's too bad we're leaving; I wouldn't have minded helping him with that," she grinned. 

"You'd do that, would you? Would you really suck off an older black guy just because you gave him a boner?" 

"Oh, come on, baby, you know me! Of course, I would. Eduardo is part black, and I definitely liked it. Perhaps I'm getting a taste for black cock! 

"Oooh, now I like the sound of that," I replied. 

"Plus, I think I'd probably do a lot more to that guy," she said, referring to Rich. "There's just something about him that I can't put my finger on," she said lustfully. Maybe she was picking up on something subconsciously, or maybe she didn't know at all. But either way, as we got onto the plane, Amy settled back into her seat and turned to me with a huge smile on her face. "Wow baby, that was such a great week; thank you for everything...and I really mean everything," she purred in my ear. As she spoke, I knew what she was referring to, and I couldn't help but remember the conversation with Rich. I thought I might as well try to slyly gauge her interest in it. 

"You remember when the guy that dragged you off into the park said he had friends who would love to have that information about you?" 

"Yeah," she said, as a questioning look spread over her face. "I already told you how much that idea turned me on. God, just thinking about it now gets me wet again. If we do come back to Miami and you are still able to contact him, perhaps they can all have some fun, too." 

"So you'd be okay with coming back pretty soon, then? You know that guy would want you to stay longer the second time. He'll probably want you exclusively for the whole trip, well, exclusively including some time for his "friends." 

"I know, baby, believe me, I know, but honestly, do you think you can handle it? I know it's kind of our lifestyle, but that's really going a step further, isn't it?" 

"I know it would be a big step, and I get that it could be worse than we imagine. I mean, just think about it for a minute. Remember when he said to you that he knows all about you, your name, our address?" 

"Yeah, and?" 

"Well, honestly, baby, you've never even seen him, so you've got no idea what he looks like or anything." 

"Well, I do know he was black," she said. 

"Do you? Are you really sure of that?" I asked. "It could have just been a cover. Did he sound black to you, I mean, other than calling you a white slut? Because I could call you a white slut right now; in fact, that's probably something I'd do and say too if I wanted people to think I wasn't a white guy." 

"Fuck, I'd never thought of that, but you're right, I guess. Honestly, whenever I think of a typical BDSM guy, I just think of white people. But you know, don't you? You know if he was black or white?" She said, now with interest. 

I shook my head and lied, saying that I didn't know, that I only ever contacted him through Craigslist and that I never saw a picture of him. "He could show up anywhere, anytime, and just take you away for his pleasure." 

Amy smiled as I said, "And why exactly would that be a bad thing?" 

"Oh, I didn't say it would be a bad thing at all. I just wanted to make sure you realized the position that this has put you in." 

"Oh, I'm sure he's fine. He'll just be a perverted guy like us, well, you!" 

"Yeah, but I'm not just talking about him, am I? He mentioned his friends and "acquaintances," god only knows how many guys he could tell about you." 

"He can let them know I don't really care, baby. What's he going to tell them? That he fucked some sexy white slut in a park?" 

"But you don't understand," I said as I grinned mischievously. "He could tell them exactly who you are and where we live. Then, they can just show up and take you whenever they want to. I mean, you've never seen this guy, so you don't know who he is or anything. If they played their cards right, you could end up just being their fuck doll ." 

"But you set this one up, didn't you, baby? I think I'd know if it was real or not." 

"But you wouldn't, that's the thing, baby. All they would need to do is say to you, "Crimson and Clover," and that's it; that is their "in." You would never be able to tell if it is or isn't your guy. And neither of us has any idea if any of his friends would be as expert or as safe as he was. 

"But we don't have to stick to the Crimson and Clover thing, do we? We can change that or make it just a one-time thing. You could even tell him that so he knows it won't work again." 

"I could try, but the thing is, that video I made for him really didn't specify if it was a one-time thing or not. He could easily use it to say in court that he thought it was an ongoing arrangement. I mean, it kind of sounded like I just gave him carte blanche on you ." 

Suddenly, her expression changed as reality hit her. "Ohhhhh..." 

"You …..You don't think that he would...he wouldn't….....he wouldn't tell them... really? …....would he?" 

"Who knows," I said. "But you know the last thing he said to me was that I should contact him immediately if we came back to Miami. He even asked if you could stay longer next time, even after  I left." 

"Oh fuck," she whispered. "What did you say to that?" As she asked, I could see the look of fearful lust in her eyes. 

"I didn't say anything." 

"Do you think I should stay with him, alone, next time?" She asked with a hint of embarrassment in her voice. 

"No, no, that's far too much for now. Well, I mean, do you actually want to stay?" 

She sat there deep in thought for a few seconds before she answered. "Well, I really want you to be there, or at the very least around. We do all of this stuff for each other as much as we do any of it for ourselves." 

I nodded my head. It was impossible not to agree with that comment. 

"Plus, I really do need some time to recover. Sure, I know I crave that kind of stuff and being used like that, but I'm really not that used to it anymore. When I was with my ex, it was all the time, and I got used to it, But now it takes me a little bit of time to recover. But perhaps I should stay? I mean, if I want to be used like that, I have to be willing and able to take it, don't I? Maybe this is the opportunity I've been waiting for, the opportunity to have that "long-term" cruel, dominant lover in my life again, after all, I've been desperate for it for so long." But then she paused as the plane started moving. 

"But I guess it's too late now," I smiled. 

"It wouldn't be that big a deal to buy a ticket and get right back on the plane when we land in Michigan," she said with a smile. 

"That's true." 

"But he also mentioned that you would probably need some time to recover, and then he said that if you spent some time thinking about what happened and what might happen again in the future, you would soon start to crave it again." 

"Yeah, that sounds about right. Holy fuck, is that guy good or what? Plus, he will know full well that he is going to have me, no, actually, he'll have us both all worked up every day because we'll never actually know if I'm going to get kidnapped and taken again; he really is the guy, baby. He really is the one you've been pushing me to find, you know, that long-term sadistic lover that we talked about. Now I feel quite guilty for leaving him. This is exactly what both of us wanted all along." 

"So what now?" I asked anxiously. 

"Well, for now, we'll go back home to Michigan. If something was to happen there, then so be it if that's what he wants to do. I mean, you want me to do what he wants me to do, don't you, baby? It's what you've always pushed me to do for a few years now." 

"It is," I sighed. 

"Okay, so we'll go home, deal with whatever happens when we're home, but when the time comes, and we both know that will be pretty soon, we'll come back to Miami. But I still want you near for support. You might not see me for days. I really don't know what will happen, but I know I want you there. 


If you talk to him again, you have to be firm on that. I mean, he'll get whatever he wants from me, and he can use my body in any way he wants, but we'd need to make sure that he knows that I'm yours in every other way; for him, I'm just a pussy and a mouth to use for his pleasure. Oh, and an ass, obviously. But for now, don't forget that you have ten days to use me however you want to, as we agreed. Also, I "have" to find a cock to suck for the next week because of your wrong answer the other day. Remember? And see, we still have things to do first, don't we? 

I just smiled as she said that. 

For now, we headed home to enjoy the memories we had made on our trip, but I knew that I had to set up another trip pretty soon; people might actually start showing up at our house! I fell asleep on the plane with a huge smile on my face. My last waking memory was the look on. Amy's face as she sat there, eyes still wide open, in a state of agitated excitement as I drifted off. 

The End. 
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Big Black Bull: A BBC Bull Takes His Prizes

“Look at my pussy, baby. I’m just sat here gaping wide open.”

With that, Sarah consciously contracted her vaginal muscles, and a second later, a thick stream of cum started to flow out of her.

“Look at all his cum, baby. How does it feel to see your wife’s pussy filled with black bull cum? How does it feel to see it there and know you’re now a cuckold? I bet you loved it as much as I did, you little cuck bitch.”

Stuart could only nod at first, but after a few seconds, he eventually choked out his reply.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I love it. I love being cuckolded by a huge black cock. It’s incredible."

His Secret: A Chance Discovery Exposes A Husband's Darkest Secrets

As Melissa walked upstairs, nothing could have prepared her for what she was about to discover. In fact, as she walked up the stairs, all she could do was curse her internet provider for their poor service. That's why she was walking up there to grab her husband's laptop. She just wanted to log in to the admin page and reset the router again!

But as she turned it on, the little message in the corner came up. USB FLASH DRIVE CONNECTED. To this day, she couldn't tell you why she clicked it, but she did.

An hour later, she was still sitting there scrolling through video after video. She thought she knew her husband, but what was on that drive was truly eye-opening. She had to sit there alone as she discovered her husband secretly wanted to see her with another man. In fact, he wanted to see her with other men. Black men.

She had never been so angry in her life. She was so angry she could have actually exploded. Not because he wanted to see her with a black guy, she loved the idea. In fact, she had done it before they got together. She was angry because he never told her. For 10 years, she'd kept it just as a fantasy when it turned out he was keen to actually see it. She had missed out on 10 years of pleasure all because he couldn't be honest.

And then she clicked the final folder, and there was more. A whole lot more, and it was dark. It seemed that Tim didn't just want to watch her with a black guy. He wanted her to tie him to the chair and force open his mouth while the black guy took advantage of his vulnerable position. It turns out Tim was an 'extreme cuck.' He wanted to be used and abused for his wife and her big black lover's pleasure.

As the anger bubbled over inside Melissa, she was left with one thought. I've wasted ten years with his little willy. Now it's time to enjoy myself. And if this is what he jerked off to, well, it would be a shame not to make his fantasies come true, wouldn't it? A second later, she was googling restraints.

All of his fantasies were going to come true!

His Secret was exposed, and there was no turning back now!

Jessica's Submission: A Young Woman's Journey Into Submission

As Jessica knelt in the middle of the room, the hood obscuring her vision and leaving her hearing so reduced she could barely tell if the voice speaking to her was male or female, a sudden wave of anxiety spread over her.

What was she doing here? Why was she on her knees in front of this stranger or even strangers, bound, hooded, and exposed? As the cool air swept over her exposed flesh, panic set in.

This was a long way from the little tie-up games and spanking sessions she used to share with her former roommate and her boyfriend. This was the real deal.

This was complete submission, and this was Jessica's first time.
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