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		‘You guys have been with the church group for a while now,’ Sue says, dunking the last of her pizza crust into the dip as she talks. ‘And you’re both mature, sensible people, right?’

		James and Jill glance at one another on the opposite side of the table. James fights the urge to make a joke – something in Sue’s voice tells him that she’s building up to an important announcement. It’s the same tone of voice she when first announcing that they were going to be admitted into the church group in the first place. Jill’s eyes sparkle in excitement and curiosity. She takes James’s hand in hers under the table and leans in closer to hear Sue over the general clang and clatter of the pizza joint. The place is not too busy, considering it’s a Saturday afternoon. James glances at the man sitting opposite him for clues, but Rick’s face is unreadable, save for the barest hint of a smirk.

		Sue takes her time eating the last piece of crust before continuing. She pauses to sweep a strand of dark hair away from her full, soft lips. James and Jill wait patiently. Jill’s heart beat increases imperceptibly. She looks around at the other diners eating nearby, making sure that nobody is overhearing. Nobody is. Everyone else is too busy shoving pizza into their mouths or making small talk or ordering extra slices at the cash register. Nobody is paying any attention to the middle-aged couple or their two younger protegees sat together near the window.

		Finally, Sue swallows the last piece of crust and dabs her lips with a napkin. She looks to her husband. Rick’s sly smirk widens a fraction. He puts his elbows on the table and leans forward. Sue does the same.

		‘We have a… special group,’ Sue says, ‘one that we like to keep private, only for members of the church. We know you guys are getting married later this year, so we wanted to invite you to join us and become members.’

		James’s eyebrows raise. Sue and Rick have been their religious mentors ever since they were welcomed into the church a few months ago, but this is the first time either of them has mentioned a secret group. He tries to hide his excitement, but the smile on his face gives it away. Rick watches his young protegee with interest, wondering how they’ll react to what Sue says.

		Sue lowers her voice and continues. Her face is nonchalant, but her tone is serious. ‘We have a special rule. We call it the Law of Love. There are quite a few of us in the church who practice this rule.’

		‘What is the Law of Love?’ Jill asks. She pushes her crumb-spotted plate to the side, focussing all her attention on Sue’s words. A small frown of interest creases the young girl’s pretty brow.

		James slips an arm around his fiancé’s shoulders. Excitement grows in his belly. He feels a nervous tension emanating from Jill in steady waves.

		‘It’s the fancy term we use to describe sexual sharing,’ Sue says. She licks her lips, eyes darting between the two younger people sitting opposite her. Both Jill and James lean back in shock, eyebrows raising.

		‘Sexual sharing?’ Jill says in a hushed whisper. ‘You mean, like… intimacy?’

		Sue nods. She pats Rick on the thigh, signalling him to take over the conversation. Rick smiles across the table at Jill.

		He says, ‘That’s exactly what it means. Just because we’re married and go to church, doesn’t mean that we have to be boring. Sharing one another is a sign of personal strength and brings us closer together.’

		Now James’s jaw drops.

		‘Wait,’ he says, ‘you guys – you share? I mean, you have, uh, sex? With other people?’

		Sue nods, as if this no big deal. ‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘Pretty much every week. Sometimes we’re together in the same house, sometimes we go away one at a time. But we always come home after.’

		‘Look,’ Rick says placing both hands on the table, ‘we know this is probably a big shock to you both, but we wanted to give you the opportunity to learn more for yourselves and decide if this is something you can do.’

		Jill looks to James. There’s something in her expression that he recognizes – curiosity. Interest. Excitement. To James’s surprise, his young fiancé isn’t grossed out or horrified by the idea of opening their relationship. If anything, the thought seems to intrigue her.

		James is also pretty excited by the idea. The only sexual partners he and Jill have had so far in their lives are each other. They’ve both privately harbored worries about settling into something as permanent as marriage without being able to freely explore their boundaries or desires, so this conversation is appealing to both of them.

		‘There’s no rush or pressure,’ Sue says. ‘We just wanted you both to know what we do and to let you know that you’re welcome to join us sometime if that’s what you want.’

		‘Yeah,’ Rick says. ‘And there’s no reason younger couples with a mature outlook can’t fully embrace this lifestyle well before marriage and enjoy the benefits of it throughout your engagement. Some couples stop sharing after marriage. Others keep it going as long as possible.’

		‘What about you, Rick?’ Jill says, leaning forward again, her eyes sparkling with interest. ‘Do you still practice the Law of Love?’

		He gives the pretty, young girl a sly grin and says, ‘As frequently as time allows. It’s more difficult these days with our kids and all, but we find the time.’

		‘I enjoyed a fun weekend with John last month,’ Sue says. ‘Rick stayed at home to look after the kids, which let me go and have my fun. It’s a good way to break up the potential monotony of marriage while learning more about yourself.’

		‘Think it over,’ Rick says, winking at James. ‘As your church-appointed mentors, we’d be more than happy to help the two of you learn more about this lifestyle. And maybe we could even introduce you to some of the fundamentals…’

		

		****

		

		‘I want to try it,’ Jill says.

		James takes his eyes off the road ahead and glances at his wife-to-be. ‘Really?’ he says. ‘Just like that?’

		‘Well… yeah,’ she says, with a small shrug. ‘Why not?’

		James turns back to the road again and changes gear, easing the car into the right lane for the upcoming traffic lights. His mind reels with possibilities and graphic images of what might happen in the near future. Sue’s face swims before his mind. She’s a pretty woman. Much older than himself. Way more experienced, both in and out of the bedroom. The things that she could teach him…

		‘Okay,’ James says, trying to hide his excitement. He’s known Jill for years, but never seen this side of her before – this wanton, hungry, sexually eager side. Any time they’ve made love before now, Jill has always been shy, restrained, nervous. He has desperately wanted to see this side of her, but she keeps it hidden away and far out of sight. ‘Are you sure?’

		Jill thinks for a moment. The car rolls to a stop at the lights. She nods, a definite bob of her head.

		‘Yes,’ she says. ‘I mean… I don’t know how to explain it, but… okay. It’s like this. We’ve only ever been with each other, right?’

		‘Right.’

		The light turns green. James eases forward and around the corner.

		‘A part of me will always wonder what if, you know?’ Jill says. ‘What if we had, you know, more experience?’ She chews her bottom lip for a moment, thinking hard about how best to say what’s really on her mind. ‘I always wonder if I’m doing it right.’

		‘What do you mean?’ James says. He glances across at her again and sees a frown creasing her brow. ‘You are good, babe. We both have fun, right? And you always make me come.’

		‘Yeah, yeah,’ she says, nodding. ‘But what if I could be better? I don’t really know how to explain it. I guess… you’re the only man I’ve ever been with and I’ll always wonder what if. Does that make any sense?’

		‘It does.’ James squeezes the gas pedal and the car gently accelerates, along with his heartbeat. He’s never heard Jill talk this openly or frankly about her sexual wants or needs before. Their sex life – while fun and intimate and passionate – has always felt seriously shy and reserved. If this is the key to unlocking her true sexual desires, then so be it. ‘Are you sure you’re comfortable doing this with Sue and Rick?’

		Jill glances out the window at the passing houses. Her eyes follow the track of the old school building as it emerges from the trees and then vanishes again as the car rolls steadily onward.

		‘Yeah,’ she says, after a short pause. ‘I wouldn’t want to do it with someone I don’t completely trust. I’ve known Rick my whole life, so he would be perfect. We could maybe meet up with other couples later, once we feel more confident. Is that okay?’

		James gently presses the brakes and brings the car to a stop outside their little home. He takes the keys out of the ignition and turns to Jill. His eyes are almost as wide with excitement as hers.

		‘All right,’ he says. ‘If you’re really sure.’

		‘I am. Are you okay with me having other guys?’

		He pauses for a moment, asking himself the question. He looks across the front seat at his beautiful young fiancé and tries to imagine her with another man. His hands undressing her. His lips on her neck. Her naked body writhing beneath someone else – beneath Rick. The images flood James’s body with erotic heat. Blood rushes south and his manhood starts to thicken and swell. He clears his throat before responding.

		‘I think… yeah, I think I’d be okay with it,’ he says. ‘Are you okay with me… I mean, me and Sue?’

		She shrugs. ‘Sure,’ she says. ‘Fair’s fair, right? I can’t say no when I really want to go ahead with this. That would make me a hypocrite, right?’

		James nods. He reaches for the door handle, but something stops him. Jill looks down at her own hands. She chews her bottom lip. James knows that look well. It’s the look she wears when she has something else to say but can’t bring herself to say it.

		‘What’s wrong?’ he says. For a moment, he worries that she might begin to reconsider or change her mind.

		‘I want to do it as soon as possible,’ she says. ‘Tonight. I want to do it tonight.’

		James’s eyes widen in shock. Jill looks up at him, an expression of lustful shame on her face, as though waiting for him to scold her for being so excited about this.

		‘I want to do it before I back out,’ she says. ‘I know that if we go home and I think about it, I’ll change my mind and regret it for the rest of my life. I want to do this. But it has to be now. Today. Is that… is that okay?’

		‘It’s fine!’ A relived smile spreads over James’s handsome, boyish face. ‘It’s totally fine. It makes a lot of sense to me.’

		More lurid, graphic images fill James’s mind now. He sees his fiancé’s naked body on another man’s bed, legs spread open, flowering lips glistening with dew. He sees Rick position himself between her legs and drive forward, plunging his bare cock deep inside her. The images make his manhood strain against his pants.

		‘What, um,’ James clears his throat, ‘what about, you know, protection? How do you… It’s just, you’re not on birth control and we’ve been pretty careful so far…’

		She chews her bottom lip in thought for a long moment before replying. James glances out at the sky through the windshield, seeing the slate gray clouds rolling steadily onwards. It’s gonna be another cold night.

		‘I want to have natural sex,’ she says. ‘If I can’t do that, then I don’t want to do it at all.’

		James’s breath catches in the back of his throat. He meets Jill’s cool gaze and sees the determination and resolve in her eyes. She wants this. She really wants this. Probably more than she’s ever wanted anything in her life. James feels his arousal increasing with every passing moment. He’s never seen her acting this way – this selfishly, this brazenly.

		‘Sure,’ he says. ‘If that’s what you want-’

		‘It is,’ she says, with a firm nod.

		‘Then I’m okay with it, too.’ He smiles at her. He reaches across the car and places a hand on her thigh. Her skin is warm to the touch. A new image fills his mind now – the image of Jill, spread open on a bed, her pink and puffy sex gleaming with juices, a sticky trail of creamy white come leaking out of her. The thought makes his throat tight.

		‘Are you sure?’ Jill says. Her eyes search his face for any hint of doubt or regret. The last thing she wants is to hurt the man she loves so dearly. But this opportunity to explore her sexual horizons, to learn all about herself, to see what other experiences are out there, is too much to pass up.

		James smiles at his beautiful lover. He can’t help but do whatever she wants. Her desires are overwhelming to him. An hour ago, he was thinking how naughty it would be to make love to Sue. Now all he can think about is how hot and exciting it is that Jill wants to share her body with another man – and with no protection! He can barely contain his erotic anticipation.

		‘I’m sure,’ he says. ‘Baby, I’m so sure. If you want this, I want this.’

		‘Can we do it tonight?’ Her eyes flash with excitement. She leans closer to James over the space between the seats, a wide smile on her face. ‘Can we? Please?’

		James nods. How could he ever say no to that face?

		Jill grabs his face and kisses him, long and deep. He can almost taste the excitement on her tongue. The feel of her soft lips sends electric sparks of pleasure through James’s body. His manhood throbs with hunger, needing to feel her body against his.

		She pulls away and squeezes his cheek, a playful sparkle in her eyes. She takes her phone out and begins tapping the buttons.

		‘I’m gonna call him now,’ she says. ‘I wanna do this tonight.’

		

		****

		

		James sits on the edge of the bed, watching Jill brush her beautiful hair. She’s smiling to herself, humming an old song. He can’t help but keep looking her body up and down; she looks utterly sensational. Jill has decided to dress in her prettiest lingerie, as a gift to her beloved protector and mentor. Her body is clad in a matching lilac-colored bra and panties that makes her breasts and butt look exquisite. James is intimately familiar with that underwear – he bought it for her not long after their engagement. The thought of another man enjoying her perfect body fills him with jealousy, dread, and erotic delight. He doesn’t want to share Jill, but he always desperately wants her to explore those sexual boundaries she was talking about a few hours ago.

		‘There,’ she says, putting her brush down and turning to face him. ‘How do I look?’

		He offers a goofy, lovestruck smile and nods. She looks sensational. A hint of makeup to accentuate her natural beauty. Hair neatly swept to the side in a loose ponytail. Red lips. Once again, James feels his manhood ache with desire. But he can’t have her. Not yet. They’ve made a deal. The next man to see Jill looking this spectacular will be Rick.

		‘Do you think he’ll like it?’ she says. ‘I shaved a little down there, but not completely…’

		‘He’ll love it.’ James’s voice is tight. ‘I love it.’

		‘I know you do,’ she says, with a playful giggle. ‘But I’m not thinking about you right now.’

		She walks away from him, heading to the closet. He watches her cute little butt sway left and right in those panties and sighs. As much as he might want to touch her… he can’t. Jill opens the closet and starts looking through her clothes for an appropriate outfit.

		James’s phone vibrates in his pocket. He snatches it up, glad of the distraction, and answers the call. A familiar female voice is on the other end. She sounds sultry and amused. Behind her voice is the sound of general hubbub – children laughing and playing.

		‘Hello James,’ says Sue. ‘All ready for tonight?’

		‘Hi!’ he says, sounding way too eager. ‘Uh, yeah, yeah, we’re pretty much ready. How’s, uh, how are you guys?’

		‘We’re good,’ she says, with a small chuckle. He can picture her on the other end of the line, a smile on her face. ‘Just wanted to let you know that I’m taking the kids out for the weekend in about five minutes, so the place is yours whenever you want.’

		‘Okay,’ James says. ‘We’re almost ready. We’ll head over when we’re ready.’

		‘Good, good’ she says. There’s a moment of silence from the other end of the line. He hears the background noise fade away, as though Sue is stepping into a quieter part of the house. ‘You have nothing to worry about. I can personally tell you that Jill is in very safe hands.’

		James swallows again. He glances over at Jill. She’s bending over and stepping into a cute black dress – her date night dress, specifically – and offering him a teasing view of her ass. Once again, he pictures Rick’s safe hands cupping and caressing and squeezing her ass. Maybe he parts he cheeks a little and slips a finger-

		‘Are you still there?’ Sue says, a note of concern in her voice.

		‘Y-yeah,’ James says, clearing his throat. ‘Still here. We can’t wait. We’re super excited.’

		‘You should be,’ Sue says. ‘We’ve both been looking forward to this…’
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		Rick and Sue’s place is an old-fashioned four-bed house in the quiet, richly-wooded suburbs. It’s the kind of neighborhood you’d expect to see in a cheesy primetime sitcom. The front yard has all the hallmarks of two young, carefree children – old toys, forgotten bikes, even a couple of deflated basketballs – but the grass is meticulously maintained and the flower beds marking the territory are immaculately presented.

		James stops the car and kills the engine. He glances through the front window, expecting to see something wild and naughty – maybe a kinky sex dungeon, or naked bodies – but the house looks the same as it always does. It’s just your standard suburban home. But appearances can be deceiving. He thinks about the kinky, sexy secret that lurks inside this home and swallows hard.

		‘We’re here,’ he says. Jill knows that already, but James wants to break the ice. He’s felt the shadow of tension creeping over him for the whole drive. Not because he regrets going through with this, but because he’s about to give up control of the situation. In an hour or two, he will hand his beautiful fiancé over to Rick and the older man will take it from there. What will they do together? Will she enjoy it? Will she come back a changed woman? James doesn’t know, and it’s this fact that eats him up from the inside.

		‘How do I look?’ Jill says again.

		James turns and looks his fiancé up and down once more. She still looks completely stunning. Better than on their first date. Even better than the night he proposed. She looks beautiful and elegant and – mostly agonizing of all to James – jaw-droppingly sexy. Usually when the two of them go out for a date night, Jill dresses modestly – almost afraid to show off how beautiful and sexually desirable she is. But tonight, she is utterly and completely ready to give herself to someone else.

		‘Perfect,’ James says.

		She shoots him a grateful smile. She takes a breath. She opens the door and gets out of the car. James waits for her to walk around the trunk and step onto the pavement before getting out alongside her. He shivers for a moment. It’s a chilly evening. No sign of snow – not yet – but maybe in a few weeks.

		Jill interlaces her fingers through his and they walk up the garden path together. The door opens before they can knock. Rick stands inside in a smart dress shirt and pants, beaming with delight at the young couple. The shirt clings to his firm body, amplifying his masculine physique while also not appearing too small. Jill gives him an appraising sweep, unable to stop herself from comparing Rick’s body to James’s much smaller, younger, and thinner frame. She tries to imagine what it will feel like to be with a man so totally different in size and shape and age. Heat creeps to her cheeks.

		‘You look spectacular,’ Rick says, smiling at his beautiful protegee. ‘So glad you’re here.’

		He steps aside, letting the two walk into his home. James and Jill kick off their shoes and stand in the living room. They’ve been here a dozen times before in the past few months, but something feels different now. Things have changed. They’re not here to make wedding plans or talk about the next church bake sale. They’re here for the last reason either of them ever expected.

		Rick closes the door and gestures for them both to go ahead and take a seat on the couch.

		‘Try to relax,’ he says. ‘I don’t want this to feel weird for any of us. This should be a fun night. Do either of you want a drink? I’m cooking some lamb in the oven.’

		‘I’ll do it,’ James says. ‘You guys sit down. I’ll get everything ready.’

		Rick nods gratefully and sits on the couch. He pats the seat next to him and Jill sits down. Rick places a hand on her thigh.

		‘How are you feeling?’ he says.

		‘Nervous,’ she says, with a small giggle. ‘I’m sorry.’

		Rick shakes his head, ever the gracious host. ‘You don’t need to be sorry,’ he says. ‘Just relax. Don’t think about it. We’re just hanging out, like friends, like we do most weeks.’

		‘Okay,’ Jill says. She leans back into the couch. Her shoulders relax a little. She starts to look less tense and pensive, more like her usual self. She even leans into Rick, cuddling up to his body. He smiles at James and slips an arm around his Jill’s shoulders.

		‘Why don’t we watch a movie?’ Rick says.

		‘I’d like that,’ Jill says.

		James watches his fiancé get comfortable against Rick, a man they both love and trusts, and walks into the kitchen. The food is well underway, pots and pans simmering. The smell of cooking lamb fills the air. He forces himself to concentrate on what he’s doing and stop thinking about what might be happening in the next room over. All kinds of erotic events might be unfolding just a few feet away from him… but they probably aren’t. He knows that. But his imagination loves to wander.

		Instead of losing himself in thoughtless lust, James cracks open a bottle of wine from the refrigerator. He pours a little into two glass and carries them both into the other room and hands the glasses out and returns to the kitchen.

		‘To new experiences,’ Rick says.

		‘New experiences,’ Jill echoes, touching her glass to his. She takes a sip, her heart racing. Excitement, anticipation, and eagerness pulse through her body. She can’t decide what part of this entire scenario is exciting her more – the fact that Rick is their church mentor; that he’s so much older than her; or that she’s supposed to be devoted to James for the rest of her life. Maybe it’s an unfathomable combination of all three at once that makes her feel this way.

		Rick settles his wine glass on the couch. He casually slings one arm around his Jill’s arm, enjoying the warmth of her soft young body. He’s had the luxury of sleeping with many beautiful women from the church group, but none have excited him as much as the prospect of being only the second man to ever make love to Jill. How long has he admired her brains and beauty? Too long. And now, finally, she is about to become his. It’s hard not to try and rush the experience, but he knows better than most how important it is to let the evening unfold at her pace. The last thing he wants to do is rush Jill and spoil this for her. Some of the best sexual partners he has ever enjoyed were wives who seemed shy and reluctant at first – they always flowered into the most explosive, passionate women. If he is patient and kind and gentle, maybe Jill will turn out the same way. He grabs the remote and finds a romantic comedy on TV for them to watch together. It’s hard to focus on the screen when Jill looks and smells so damn good.

		James keeps himself busy in the kitchen, finishing off dinner and plating it all up for the lovers, with another one for himself. He carries the plates through into the dining room and sets up the table – two seats facing each other over a lit candle, plus a spare seat off to the side. He dims the lights, sets two coasters down for the wine, and calls out that dinner is ready.

		‘It smells amazing,’ Jill says, walking through from the other room. She sets her glass on the table and kisses James softly on the cheek. The feel of her warm lips sends a tingle through his body.

		‘Rick did all the hard work,’ James says. ‘I just laid it out.’

		Rick pauses the movie and follows Jill through to the table. He pulls out the chair and lets her sit down first.

		‘You did great,’ Rick says. ‘Looks like a real chef made this!’

		James laughs and takes his place at the side of the table. He and Rick sit down. Rick raises his glass of wine.

		‘Thank you both so much for coming,’ he says. ‘I gotta admit, I really didn’t expect you to go through with this so soon.’

		‘I wanted to,’ Jill says. Even in the dim candlelight, James can see his fiancé’s cheeks flushing. ‘I mean, I wanted to do it before I backed out. If I sat on it for too long, I’d change my mind.’

		Rick nods. He starts cutting his lamb into smaller, bitesize portions. It smells divine. James has taken it out of the oven at exactly the right time. The meat is juicy, succulent, and falls right off the bone. Perfect.

		‘I understand,’ Rick says, looking around at his two young proteges. The beautiful, nervous young woman and her adoring lover. ‘Just so you know, there was never any pressure or expectation from us. Me and Sue, we both wanted you to know that this was an option. We know what it’s like to marry young. It all seems like the greatest idea in the world, but as you get older, you start to wonder if you did it too young. We’ve seen so many perfect couples split up because they feel like they missed out on life – and especially sexual experiences. That’s part of the reason we’re so heavily involved in our little organisation.’

		‘The Law of Love,’ James says, chewing thoughtfully on a piece of boiled potato.

		‘That’s right,’ Rick says. ‘Marriage is between a husband and wife, love is between a husband and wife – but there’s nothing wrong or immoral with sharing our bodies, our passions, and our sexual pleasures with other people. In fact, I think it’s brought Sue and me closer than ever over the past few years.’

		‘Really?’ Jill says. Her eyes sparkle in the light.

		‘Absolutely.’ Rick pauses to drink some wine. ‘It really lets you appreciate what you have. I know that there are certain things Sue doesn’t like to do in the bedroom, but that’s totally fine – there are one or two other women in our circle who will, so I’m not gonna get hung up on it. I think the Law of Love has definitely helped the marriages of everyone involved.’

		‘Do you have any any…’ James says suddenly. Jill and rick both turn their attention in his direction and his confidence falters for a moment. He feels like a third party crashing their dinner date. He steels himself and tries again. ‘I mean, are there any rules? Anything we can or can’t do?’

		Rick eats a few mouthfuls of his meal for a moment or two, thinking deeply. After a short silence, he responds.

		‘Not officially,’ he says. ‘It’s not like we’ve ever gotten a slab of concrete and carved our commandments on there.’ He laughs. Jill and James join in. The apprehensive atmosphere begins to dispel with their laughter. ‘All we ask is that everything is done openly and honestly. No sneaking or cheating. No doing something your partner doesn’t want to do. Protection if requested. That kind of stuff. Just common sense, really. Obviously, we don’t go shouting about our little group, because there are a few members of the church who probably wouldn’t look on sex with the same open-mindedness that we do, so we don’t talk about it in public.’

		Jill giggles to herself, trying to imagine some of the older, more hard line, fire-and-brimstone members of the congregation lining up to have sex with Rick. She scrapes some vegetables onto her fork and eats them. The flavor is incredible.

		‘That reminds me,’ Rick says. ‘I wanted to ask you both if there were any things or limits you wanted me and Sue to respect. If there is anything we need to know, or be aware of…’

		Jill and James share a glance at one another. It suddenly dawns on James that they haven’t really discussed this part. He’s imagined Rick’s hands – Rick’s body – on Jill, but never asked himself if there was anything that he was uncomfortable with them doing together.

		‘Uh…’ Jill thinks aloud for a moment. ‘No, no. Nothing I can think of, what about you, honey?’

		James shakes his head. If that’s what she wants, then he’ll support her to the end. He chews on a stringy piece of lamb for a long moment, unable to speak. No limits. No objections. Is he really, truly comfortable with that?

		‘Okay,’ Rick says. ‘it’s okay if you both change your minds later. That’s allowed. There’s no pressure. There’s never going to be any pressure. You go with the flow for as long as you both want, and if you decide to stop – that’s fine too. In fact, there are a few couples we play with who dropped out of the Law of Love for a few years and came back.’ He pauses again, chasing that last delicious piece of lamb around his plate with the fork. He stabs it, eats it, swallows it. ‘Naturally, I’ll wear a condom.’

		‘No.’

		Jill looks across the table at her mentor with a placid yet determined expression on her face.

		‘No?’ Rick repeats, not sure if he’s heard her right. ‘No… what?’

		‘I don’t want you to wear a condom,’ Jill says. She places her fork on the empty plate and pushes it aside. ‘I want to feel it – I want to feel everything. If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it right. No condom.’

		Rick looks to James, waiting for the young man to confirm that he’s okay with this. James hesitates for a moment, then nods.

		‘Okay,’ Rick says. ‘If you’re sure. No condoms. I assume you understand the risks?’

		‘I do,’ Jill says. She lifts her chin, a defiant expression crossing her face. She’s not some helpless kid being raised by her mentor – she’s a grown woman with a mind and a body and a sexual appetite. ‘And I’m okay with it. I want this, Rick. I want this.’

		Rick nods once. He looks between the young lovers at his table. Jill sits opposite him, her face daring him to try and talk her out of it. James eats the last of his dinner, the ghost of a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.

		‘All right,’ Rick says. ‘Then we’re agreed. James – do you want to be here, or watch?’

		James shakes his head. ‘No,’ he says, ‘I’m gonna take off before… well, before. If that’s okay?’

		‘Sure. You don’t have to worry about coming back and picking her up. I’ll bring her home when we’re finished.’

		James swallows the last of his meal and gives Rick a thumbs-up.

		‘Any there any other worries or questions?’ Rick says addressing both of them but looking at Jill.

		The two are silent for a moment.

		‘No,’ Jill says. ‘We both want this. We want to experience this.’

		Rick smiles at them. What an amazing young couple. They’re going to be blessed with a long and happy life together.

		‘Okay,’ he says. He stands up from the table. ‘Shall we go back and finish our movie? James, there’s ice cream in the kitchen if you don’t mind getting it.’

		Rick takes Jill by the hand and the two head back to the couch. James hears the movie continuing from where it left off. He gathers the plates and takes them into the kitchen. He cleans up and sets the used plates in the dishwasher. He gets the ice cream out of the freezer and scoops some into a couple of bowls. He takes the bowls into the living room.

		Jill is curled up on the couch, leaning into the older man. They look like a perfectly normal couple, chilling on the couch after a long day. Rick has one arm around Jill’s slender figure, his hand resting on the small of her back, tantalizingly close to the curve of her supple ass.

		‘Here you go,’ James says. He hands them both bowls and spoons.

		‘Thank you,’ Rick says.

		‘Thanks honey,’ Jill says.

		‘I’ve got a bottle of champagne in the refrigerator,’ Rick says, ‘and an ice bucket in the kitchen. Would you mind putting them in the bedroom for me?’

		‘Sure.’ James nods. He walks back in the kitchen and gets the ice bucket. He pours some cubes from the ice box into the bucket and lifts the chilled bottle of champagne out of the refrigerator. He gathers two glasses and heads upstairs. The sounds of the movie fade to nothing. All he can hear is the sound of his own heart beating. Nerves grip him now. A single question surfaces in his mind again and again, like a wave on the ocean:

		Am I really gonna let them do this?

		He pushes the question aside and enters the master bedroom. It’s a wide space, mostly taken up with a bed that looks large enough for Rick, Jill, James, and even Sue all at the time. There’s a fireplace at the far end of the room, face the bed, and several pieces of furniture lining the walls.

		James closes the door to the bathroom and the closet. He sets the ice bucket on the table next to the bed and places the champagne inside it. He positions the glasses nearby and steps back, trying to decide what else needs to be done.

		He glances through the window and sees a dark landscape, shrouded by blue light. It’s a cold evening. He lights the fire, letting the flames gently flicker and pop, but without getting too high or too wild. Just enough to heat the room to a comfortable level and provide a romantic light.

		Sue’s incense burner stands on one dresser, waiting to be used. James takes a fresh stick, lights it, and inserts the stick into the holder. A pleasant, relaxing smell immediately begins to float through the air. He waves his hand to disperse the odor and spread it further.

		James turns to the bed. He swallows, imagining Jill’s naked figure spread-eagled on the sheets. She is the only woman he’s ever been with. He’s the only man she’s ever had. Until now. He steels himself and grabs the corner of the sheet and pulls it back, preparing the bed for the two lovers.

		He takes one last look around the room. Incense. Fireplace. Bed. Champagne. There’s nothing else to get prepare. The room is ready for the lovers. As ready as it can be. He heads back downstairs and pauses. The movie still playing, but it doesn’t sound like anyone is paying attention. The house is almost entirely silent.

		James slowly peeks into the living room and freezes. Jill and Rick are making out now. She’s on top, her body so petite and slender compared to his. Rick’s arms wrap around her figure like a towel, completely holding her in place. One hand rests on her ass. Jill’s dress is pulled up a little, exposing her thighs. They kiss slowly and tenderly and passionately, two nervous lovers getting used to the feel of one another. He steps inside the room. Neither of them notice his presence.

		The sight of his fiancé locking lips with another man sends a strange mix of feelings through James. He’s jealous and a little wounded – she is the only woman he’s ever loved, after all – but at the same time, it’s kinda hot.

		This is what we want, he thinks, reminding himself of all the discussions and talks they’ve had today. It is what he wanted, too. He wanted his sweet, shy, sexually inhibited young fiancé to explore her boundaries and learn more about her body and all the naughty things they could do together. But now that he’s seeing it happening for real, he realizes that he wasn’t prepared for any of it. Not really.

		He swallows hard, afraid to interrupt them, but also needing to do it. He says, ‘The bedroom’s ready, if you…’

		Jill breaks off the kiss. She dismounts the older man and stands up, hugging James tight. He returns her embrace. He can feel her racing heartbeat against his chest. Is she excited, aroused, or scared? He can’t tell.

		‘Thank you,’ she says in a low whisper. ‘I love you.’

		‘I love you too,’ he says.

		She steps back from him. Rick gets off the couch. He holds out a hand to the younger man. James takes it and shakes Rick’s hand.

		‘Thank you for a great evening,’ Rick says. ‘I promise, she’ll be fine.’

		James nods. He glances at Jill. Her cheeks are flushed. Her eyes are filled with stars. She is desperate to begin. James swallows and says, ‘Good night.’

		Rick slaps James on the shoulder. The older man takes the younger girl by the hand and leads her upstairs. The last time James sees his inexperienced, shy bride-to-be is when she glances back at him over her shoulder. Her dress sways and flows with every step she takes.

		James opens the door and steps out into the cold night air. He pulls the door shut and walks quickly to his car, trying not to look back at the house. He gets into the driver’s seat, fires up the engine, and drives away, leaving his lover and her older, experienced mentor to do whatever they want together.

		

		****

		

		They stand in front of the glowing fireplace, mouths pressed together, tongues gently exploring and entwining with one another. Her hands rest on his waist. He has one hand in her hair; the other gently gropes her ass. She moans into his mouth, unable to stop herself. Heat rises through her body. She recognizes the feeling, but this is different. It feels more intense that usual, more erotic, almost like it’s burning her from the inside out.

		Rick slips his hands under her dress. He gently lifts the fabric upwards, revealing her small, slender body. She moans again as his hand brushes over her stomach and across her breasts. They break apart and Rick lifts the dress up and over her head. She stands by the fireplace in just her lilac bra and panties, looking away and clasping her hands together nervously. She wonders how she should be standing. Is there a sexy way to pose in your underwear? But it doesn’t matter to Rick.

		‘Exquisite,’ he says, with a happy exhale. He places her dress to side, unable to stop admiring Jill’s body. Not only does she look amazing – curves in all the right places; body tight; young and nimble – but she has only ever been with one man before now. That thought makes Rick’s manhood throb with desire.

		‘Sit on the bed,’ Rick says. He steps forward and pats the edge of the mattress. ‘Right here.’

		Jill does as he instructs. She perches her butt on the edge of the bed and looks up at him, waiting for her next instruction. She swallows hard. She desperately wants to impress him, but doesn’t know what she needs to do.

		‘Relax,’ Rick says. ‘Please. I want you to enjoy tonight. That’s the only thing I want from you, okay?’

		Jill nods. Rick kneels on the floor in front of her. He places his hands on her knees and gently parts her legs. Jill’s heart races. The only thing between Rick and her soft, wet sex is the thin purple panties covering her.

		Rick leans forward. He kisses her stomach. She sighs. He kisses her inner thighs. She groans. He kisses her panties. She moans.

		Liquid heat burns Jill’s sex. She can feel it glowing inside her, hot enough to melt her underwear. She watches Rick slip two fingers inside her panties and gently tug them to the side. She holds her breath for a second, terrified of Rick’s reaction. Is her pussy nice? Will he like it? Is it too big? Are her lips okay?

		But Rick looks up at her and smiles with delight.

		‘Beautiful,’ he says. ‘Utterly beautiful.’

		He lowers his head and presses his lips to hers. She cries out with pleasure immediately and grabs his head with her hands, arching her back. It feels amazing. Even better than when James does this to her!

		Rick gently spreads her lips with his tongue, loving her taste and scent. He teases her lips, gently caressing her folds with his warm tongue. He responds to her moans, probing deeper as she gasps, but always remaining gentle and passionate and endlessly careful with her. He flicks his tongue across her most sensitive spot and her entire body shudders. He presses his tongue inside her tight, soaking entrance and laps at her juices.

		Jill can barely breathe. Her head is spinning. The heat in her womanhood now envelopes her body. It feels intense and powerful and totally perfect. Rick swirls his tongue around her sex, teasing and tasting and probing her in all the right ways. She cries out with wordless passion over and over. It doesn’t take long before she feels her climax building.

		‘Oh, my god!’ she says. ‘Rick, you’re gonna make me come!’

		He sucks her swollen clit and hears her cry out even louder. Her fingers grip his head tight. Her body rocks and shakes with the rhythm of his urgent lapping. She arches her back, offering herself up to him completely. She cries out again and again and again.

		Jill orgasms on Ricks talented mouth and tongue. She moans louder and comes harder than ever before. Juices flood her body; Rick drinks deeply. He moans with satisfaction, licking her swollen womanhood like a desperate man. His urgency makes her climax even harder. Her climax makes his urgency more intense. The two feed off one another, heightening Jill’s pleasure more and more until she can’t take it anymore.

		With one final, breathless gasp of passion, Jill collapses backwards on the bed. Her body shudders and quivers. Rick gives her soaking, puffy lips one final sticky kiss and stands up, admiring his handiwork.

		‘You taste good,’ he says. He smiles, her juices clinging to his mouth.

		Jill giggles. ‘Your face is messy,’ she says.

		Rick wipes a finger over his lips and sucks it clean, tasting her orgasm again.

		‘That felt so good,’ Jill says. She looks like a different woman, somehow. More mature. More sexual. Hornier than before. She sits up on her elbows, breathing hard. ‘What do you want me to do now?’

		‘I want you to undress me,’ Rick says. ‘If you can.’

		Jill smiles, pleased to be given the chance to do something for him. She pushes herself upright and reaches out to his pants with trembling hands. She unbuttons his pants and pulls down the zipper and pushes the pants to the floor. His shorts have a large bulge in the center. She stares at it for a moment, knowing exactly what’s causing that bulge… but not knowing what to do about it. The bulge looks a lot bigger than the one in James’s shorts.

		She gets to her feet and starts unbuttoning Rick’s shirt. Jill suddenly realizes how much taller he is compared to her. She feels so small next to him. But she likes it.

		Her nimble fingers make quick work of his shirt buttons. After a few moments, she pops the final button and stops, unsure what to do next. Rick stands in front of her in his underwear, chest exposed. What is she supposed to do now?

		‘Keep going,’ Rick says, his voice filled with warm encouragement. ‘You’re doing great.’

		She blushes with pride and pushes his shirt away. He flicks one arm to the side, discarding the shirt out of the way. He kicks off his fallen pants and stands there for a moment, enjoying the look of nervous excitement in her face.

		‘Take off your bra,’ he says.

		Jill reaches up behind her back. Pops the clasp. Feels the cups fall away from her small, perky breasts. She shrugs off the straps and throws her bra to the floor. Her pink nipples are hard with excitement, the mounds of flesh begging to be touched and sucked and caressed.

		Rick’s shorts get tighter as he looks at her breasts. By God, she’s magnificent. Absolutely incredible. It must have killed James to let go of such a precious flower as this.

		Jill places her hand on Rick’s chest. She traces the lines and bumps and grooves of his body, fascinated by how different he feels. James has a young body. There is little to no meat on him. No weathering. No experience. Rick’s chest feels completely different. Not just the muscle and the hair and the shape – she can almost feel the years and the experience and the maturity soaking through his skin into her hand. She had never thought about sleeping with an older man until this day. Now the thought of being with someone almost twice her age makes her sex boil with desire.

		‘Tell me,’ Rick says, placing his large hand over hers, ‘you and James… do you practice oral sex?’

		She nods, remembering all the times she’s climaxed on his tongue.

		‘Yes,’ she says. ‘He likes to lick me down there.’

		‘And do you… return the favor?’

		She pauses, not sure what he means. But then it dawns on her.

		‘You mean – blowjobs?’ Her eyes widen. ‘Um, I mean, yeah, we, uh, we do that. I try. But, uh, well…’

		‘What’s wrong?’ Rick looks into her eyes. She almost melts on the spot. She feels so safe and so secure. Under any other circumstance – with any other man – she would never be able to tell him what she’s about to say to Rick.

		‘I don’t think I’m very good at them,’ she says.

		‘Would you like to learn?’

		She nods.

		Rick pulls down his shorts and kicks them away. Jill looks at his manhood and her mouth opens in a silent O of shock. He’s a lot bigger than James. He’s a lot bigger than she ever thought possible. And he’s thick! She suddenly doubts if she’s going to be able to fit him inside – sometimes she struggles with James’s cock, and his manhood is much smaller and thinner. Rick’s cock also has a curve in it, with a thick ridge running along the underside. It’s a totally different size, shape, and length to the cock she knows so well.

		Rick grins at her reaction and climbs onto the bed. He moves into the center of the mattress, utterly naked and unashamed. His bulging erection shakes when he moves. He gestures at her to come closer and widens his legs, motioning for her to get between.

		Jill climbs onto the bed and kneels between Rick’s legs. She looks down at his body – that thick, muscular, manly body – and once again asks herself if she can really do this. He’s just so much bigger than she was expecting.

		‘Don’t be nervous,’ Rick says. ‘Just relax. Show me what you do.’

		She tries to calm herself, but it’s not easy. She lays down between his legs and grasps his manhood – shocked by how big and thick and hot and powerful it feels in her hand – and brings it to her lips. She opens her mouth and gently sucks on the tip; slow and gentle and shy. Rick enjoys the feeling of her lips, but she’s not nearly as good as she could be.

		‘Okay,’ he says. ‘That’s nice. Hold it with your hand. Close your eyes. Pretend it’s a popsicle on a hot day. Try that.’

		Jill grasps his member by the base. It seems to tower above her face forever. She closes her eyes. How does she eat a popsicle? Her mind has gone blank.

		She sticks out her tongue and presses it to the underside of his shaft. He moans. The sound of his pleasure excites her. She moves her tongue upwards, gliding across his sensitive skin. Rick’s moan increase.

		‘That’s it,’ he says, breathing hard. ‘Wow, that’s the stuff!’

		Excitement grips her heart. She loves the way he talks when she pleasures him. She starts the get more confident, flicking her tongue around his manhood, making his shaft nice and wet. She licks him up and down, loving the heat of his skin on her tongue.

		‘Perfect,’ he says. ‘That’s perfect!’

		She moves faster. Licks harder. Base to tip and tip to base. His cock feels so good against her mouth!

		‘Now take the head in your mouth,’ he says. ‘If you can.’

		Jill opens her mouth wider than before and takes the head of his shaft in her mouth. It fits. She’s surprised by how easy that was. Rick moans passionately, looking down at her through clouded eyes. He nods. That’s all the encouragement she needs.

		For the first time in her young life, Jill attempts to take a man’s cock to the back of her throat. She sucks him long and deep, breathing hard through her nose, focusing all her effort and energy and willpower on pleasing him. The feel of his thickness filling her mouth drives her wild. Her pussy is soaking wet and red hot all over again.

		‘Holy cow!’ Rick gasp with pleasure.

		Jill bobs her head up and down, making his manhood gleam and shine with her spit. She hears him gasp with every movement and keeps doing it, keeps pleasuring him, determined to be the best girl he’s ever had.

		Rick is in heaven right now. Jill might be a newbie at giving head, but her enthusiasm and willingness to please easily make her one of the most enjoyable encounters in his memory. He moans long and loud, fighting the urge to climax. It’s tempting to ask if she will let him come in her mouth but he doesn’t want to do that. Not for their first time. Maybe later.

		‘Okay!’ He taps her on the shoulder. ‘Okay! That’s great!’

		Jill leans back, letting him out of her mouth. His shaft is silvery with her drool.

		‘What’s wrong?’ she says. ‘Was it not good?’

		‘It was good,’ he says, with a chuckle. ‘It was so good. But I was getting real close to finishing… in your mouth.’

		‘I thought guys liked that,’ she says.

		‘They do.’ He nods. ‘They really do. And so do I. But I want our first time to be more special. We can do that another time, if you want.’

		She nods, smiling. ‘What shall we do now?’

		Rick nods at the champagne bottle in the bucket. ‘I think we should have a glass of that.’

		He gets up and starts the process of uncorking the bottle. Jill watches him, fascinated by his confidence and the way his naked body moves. His manhood still seems so big, but she managed to fit it inside her mouth. That knowledge excites her.

		Rick pops the cork and carefully pours a little champagne into each glass. He returns the bottle to the ice bucket and hands Jill a glass of bubbling liquid. He takes his own glass and gets back into bed. Jill sips at her champagne and grimaces.

		Jill’s phone begins ringing. She snatches it up from her bag and answers it.

		‘Hey you,’ says James.

		‘Hi.’ Jill smiles at the sound of his voice.

		‘Just wanted to let you know that I’m home,’ he says. ‘I hope I’m not… interrupting?’

		She giggles down the line. She can almost hear him tense up on the other end.

		‘No,’ she says. ‘Not right now.’

		‘Okay,’ he says. ‘I’ll let you go. I love you.’

		‘I love you too. Are you absolutely sure about this?’

		He takes a breath. Then he says, ‘Yes.’

		She hangs up the phone and puts it on silent. She turns back to Rick. The older man is sitting up against the head board, casually sipping at his champagne. His erection is still thick and ready for her.

		Jill puts her glass on the side. Her heart races. Rick sees something in her expression and puts his glass down too. Jill crawls over to him. She kisses him. He responds. They kiss passionately and urgently. He slips an arm around her body. He rolls her over onto her back. She opens her legs to him. He slips between her thighs. The tip of his cock brushes her hungry lips. She moans into his mouth. He gently tugs off her panties with one hand. She lifts her hips to help him. His manhood rests against her slit. The feeling of his red-hot thickness pressing on her most intimate region drives her crazy with lust.

		Rick pauses on their kiss just long enough to position himself right, with the tip of his cock aiming directly at her tight young entrance. She nods, looking into his eyes with an expression of wonder and love.

		‘I’ll go slow,’ he says.

		‘Make me yours,’ she says.

		He presses forward. She opens like a flower before him. The tip of his thick length begins to enter her. She gasps – it feels so familiar, yet totally new at the same time. Rick’s cock is so much bigger than James’s. Her eyes widen. Her mouth opens. Her back arches. She offers herself up to him.

		Rick slowly and gently pushes his length inside Jill’s hot, wet hole. He feels that wonderful sensation of surrender as her body accepts him and adapts to receive his shaft. She moans louder with every passing second. Her pussy stretches around his manhood, gripping him tight but not hindering his progress. She gasps as he glides inside her creamy hole.

		‘You’re so big!’ Her face is an expression of pure wonder and joy. He’s now deeper inside her than James has ever been, and he’s not finished yet.

		‘Are you okay?’ he says.

		She nods.

		He gives one final thrust and comes to a rest against her body. She cries out at the feeling. He’s all the way inside her. His length is buried deep, deep, deep in her womanhood. She has never felt so full before. His thickness is pushing against every wall of her tunnel at the same time, hitting all the right places at once. The feeling is overwhelming. She can hardly breathe; it feels so good.

		‘You’re so tight,’ Rick says, his voice filled with awe.

		She grabs his head and kisses him. Rick begins to rock his hips back and forth, making love to her in tender, gentle strokes. She moans into his mouth over and over, her tongue fiercely exploring his.

		Her fingers grip his shoulders tight. She opens her legs wider, locking her ankles together behind his back. She moans and gasps and whimpers into his mouth. It feels like making love – only better. More intense, more passionate, more satisfying. He feels better inside her. And the wrongness of the whole situation – an older man; her mentor; his bare cock – threatens to send her over the edge already.

		Her body accepts him without resistance. He starts pumping her gently now, with quick, urgent rolls of his hips. His cock hits her sweet spot with every stroke. She pulls her lips away from his, barely able to breathe for all the pleasure coursing through her body now. She moans long and loud, her voice shrill, throat tight, body racked with pleasure and passion. Rick’s boiling hot, thick shaft feels unbelievably good stretching out her tight sex.

		‘I’m gonna come,’ she says, gasping the words.

		The sound of her desperate voice finally overpowers Rick’s senses. He can’t stop himself any longer. His starts to take her urgently, his body slapping against hers, shaft plunging deeper inside her with every stroke. The sound of her passionate cries is music to his ears. He’s made love to many women in his life, but none have ever reacted like Jill is right now.

		Her body tightens and tenses under him. Her eyes widen in shock. Her mouth opens. Fingers clench. Toes curl. Her body is on the very edge of orgasm and the look in her eyes drives Rick crazy with need.

		He slams his cock inside her over and over, loving the slick sounds it makes and the gasps escaping her parted lips and the shudder in her body. That’s when she finally loses control.

		Jill orgasms on Rick’s thick cock. It’s unlike any orgasm she’s ever had before. It’s intense. Passionate. Fierce. All-consuming. She feels it everywhere in her body at once – from her head to her toes. It’s like a firework that bursts into a thousand other, smaller fireworks and fills the night sky with explosions. Except it’s happening under her skin.

		She cries out with wordless passion. Her vision blurs. He keeps moving, keeps making love to her, sending her further and further over the edge. She feels everything and she loves it.

		This is the moment that the shy, sexually inhibited young woman named Jill becomes someone else. The old Jill is gone. In her place is sexual goddess, a woman who knows what she wants and how to get it. She wants more. Needs more. And she knows just what to do.

		‘Roll over,’ she says, her voice an urgent whisper. ‘I want to go on top.’

		Rick eases back out of her with a delicious sensual wet noise. He rolls onto his back, his dripping wet cock flat against his stomach. He pushes it by the base, pointing the tip up to heaven. Jill gets to her knees quickly. She can barely control her excitement. She swings a leg over his hips and looks down into his face as she sinks onto his shaft again.

		Now it’s his turn to gasp with pleasure. Jill’s slick, tight sex grips him in all the right ways. She takes him all the way inside her with one movement, swallowing his manhood with greedy desperation. She starts to move on her own, no longer in control of her own body. The goddess is in charge now. Jill is just here for the ride.

		Her hips buck and roll and circle above him. Rick moans with pleasure, holding onto her thighs, unable to believe how good Jill is at making love. She moans along with him, loving how good it feels to be on top; to be in control; to ride a man as good as him.

		‘I want to make you come,’ she says. Her voice is tight again. Another orgasm is already building like a fire in her belly. ‘Please come for me!’

		Rick nods. He’s only just hanging on right now, but her encouragement allows him to finally relax and go with the feeling. All his pent-up need and lust and energy boils to the surface. He fills it flooding his cock like lava in a volcano. He gasps and thrusts his hips up to meet Jill, determined to push his seed as deep inside her as possible.

		She wails with pleasure, unable to believe how good it feels to have a man empty his load inside her for the first time. Her sex grips him, squeezing his shaft as hard as it can, milking his creamy syrup for every drop. She feels it coat her tunnel, splashing and sticking and dribbling inside her. It feels incredible.

		‘Holy cow,’ Rick says, breathing hard. His balls throb. His cock jerks. His chest heaves. He feels his passion unload into Jill’s unprotected womb. She accepts every drop with greed and thanks.

		Jill’s body finally comes to a rest. She sits in Rick’s lap, looking down at him with wonder and love. Heat spreads throughout her body. She can feel his lust soaking into her from the inside, warming her deepest, most intimate parts.

		‘Oh my,’ she says in a soft, timid voice. ‘That feels… good.’

		‘First time going bare?’ Rick says.

		She nods.

		‘But not the last?’

		She gives him a look that suggest she has plenty more in store for tonight. He chuckles. She leans forward and kisses him deeply.

		‘Can we go again?’ she says. ‘I want to do everything.’

		‘Sure,’ he says. ‘I just… I’m gonna need a minute to recharge.’

		‘Can I help?’ She eases off him, his manhood leaving her pussy feeling empty and wide open. She sits to the side and opens her legs for him. She parts her pink and puffy lips with hand, enjoying the rapturous expression on his face. With the other hand, she massages his still-hard manhood, gently teasing it back to life.

		‘Look how messy you made me,’ she says, giggling. ‘I’m all sticky. Look at all your come, Rick.’

		Sure enough, he watches his creamy load begin to trickle out of her gaping and thoroughly-used sex. The sight of her tight young sex winking and clenching and spilling his cream onto the bed drives him crazy. The feel of her hand on his member keeps him hard and he feels blood flowing south again. His cock thickens and slowly returns to life in her hand. She giggles.

		‘You want to do it again?’ she says. ‘You want to make love to me?’

		‘Yes,’ Rick says, half breathing and half growling the words. ‘Turn around. On your hands and knees. Now.’

		Her eyes flash with triumph at getting him ready so quickly. She turns around and falls to her hands and knees, as ordered. She looks ahead and sees a full-length mirror reflecting her own face. The woman in the mirror looks so much more grown-up and experienced than Jill. But it’s still her. She smiles.

		‘I want to feel like a woman,’ she says. ‘A real woman.’

		Rick gets to his knees. He places a hand on Jill’s smooth ass, spreading her cheeks and lips. Fresh come drips out of her slit. The sight is beautiful. He takes up position between her legs and aims his still-glistening manhood at her still-dripping sex and pushes forward.

		Jill moans as he fills her once more. It feels so different from this angle. He feels deeper and thicker and bigger somehow. The burning embers of passion in her belly now burst into a full-blown forest fire that sweeps through every fiber of her being. She cries out. Her body is wracked with pleasure. She moans his name over and over again. It feels so good. So right. So normal. So perfect.

		Rick grabs her hips and drives his length deep inside her again and again. They moan in unison, lost in passion and bliss. She feels sensational around his shaft. Her body bucks and moves in all the right ways, heightening their shared pleasure. It feels so blissfully divine to both of them. He glances in the mirror and sees her face lost in a convoluted mixture of erotic sensations.

		All of Rick’s earlier timidity and gentleness is gone now. She can take him and they both know it. Now he wants her to feel it. He takes her hard and fast from behind, the bed shaking and squeaking beneath them. She moans louder with each stroke, her body accepting his steady, intense pumping. She wants it. She needs it. And he’s gonna give it to her.

		‘I’m gonna come again!’ Jill sounds shocked but delighted. She’s never had this many orgasms before in one night. She cries out again. It feels different like this; being taken from behind. It feels way more intense in this position.

		Her breath catches in her throat. Her body tightens. She feels the beginnings of the orgasm as it starts to sweep through her body. But this feels different. It feels bigger. More powerful. Stronger than ever before. She screams with the pleasure, but nothing comes out.

		She comes harder like this. Harder than the last time. Harder than she ever thought possible. Her orgasm is so intense that she forgets how to breathe for a second or two. Her vision dims. The orgasm escapes her lungs in a shrill wail of uncontrollable delight. Her body rocks and shudder and trembles and vibrates. Her sex grips his manhood. Her chest heaves with the effort of breathing and moaning at the same time. She feels a thousand lightbulbs exploding in her mind at once, illuminating for a split second before bursting. It is unlike anything she has ever felt before.

		After several long, breathless seconds, Jill’s arms and legs give out and she falls onto the bed, leaving Rick kneeling behind her, his cock dripping with her dew. She gasps into the bed, her body still trembling. Tingles and ripples run through her skin. She can see colors so much brighter than before.

		‘Oh, wow,’ she says, panting for air. ‘Oh, wow.’

		‘Are you okay?’ Rick chuckles, loving her reaction. She shudders and moans and gasps. Pleasure pluses through her body. She’s never felt anything like this before.

		‘Oh, wow,’ she says again. ‘We’ve never… I’ve never… not like that.’

		Rick slips an arm under Jill and gently rolls her over. She lays on the bed, naked and beautiful and ashamed. Her cheeks are flushed with exertion. Her nipples are hard atop her perky breasts. Her sex flowers open, soft and pink and wet. Her entrance isn’t so tight anymore, but it still looks deliciously inviting to Rick’s eyes.

		He positions her exhausted body on the bed, moving her legs to the edge. He climbs off the bed and stands at the side, towering over her. He enters her like this and holds her legs up high, allowing his manhood to explore her aching tunnel from a new angle. She cries out once more, hardly able to breathe. It feels like a volcanic eruption of total bliss is melting her from the inside out. She wants to feel this way forever. It feels better than she could ever have imagined.

		She grips the bed and closes her eyes and loses herself to Rick’s relentless, needy, urgent lovemaking. He holds her legs tight and pumps her sex with desperate passion. He wants to climax again, but he also wants her to remember this moment forever.

		‘I’m getting close,’ he says, his throat tight. Pressure builds again in his gut. His balls start to shrink and throb, ready to unload their sticky goodness. His shaft is coated in her delicious cream. Her pink and swollen lips accept him with any difficulty now. She is used to his size and shape.

		‘I want to come with you,’ she says.

		Her words spur him on, filling him with new determination. He will come – but not yet. She has to orgasm, too. She needs to!

		Rick pumps his Jill’s body with all the fire and passion he has left, slamming into her butt, gripping her legs tight, driving his length deep inside her aching tunnel over and over. His cock almost hurts with the intensity of his need.

		Jill cries out one more word – ‘Rick!’– and climaxes for him. Her pussy clenches tight around his manhood. She moans and shrieks with passion. Her eyes roll back into her head. Her brain shuts down like a computer with the power cord yanked free.

		Her pleasure makes Rick finally come. He moans her name in a strangled gasp and slams deeps into her one final time and holds still, letting them both enjoy the feeling of his eruption. Her orgasm increases with intensity at the sensation of being filled with his lust.

		They gaze into each other’s eyes as their climaxes pass. His manhood pulses and quivers, the last of his remaining seed spilling into her unprotected womanhood. Her sex clenches and squeezes and relaxes around his shaft, milking him for every drop. She feels it pooling and rushing through her body and moans with delirious satisfaction.

		He eases backward, leaving her stretched and gaping on the bed. A trickle of hot white come spills out of her sex on to the sheets.

		‘How do you feel?’ he says.

		‘Like a woman.’

		Rick lies next to her on the bed. He kisses her cheek, her head, her lips. She sighs happily.

		‘It kinda aches,’ she says.

		‘It probably will, sweetheart,’ he says. ‘Your body probably isn’t used to my size or the intensity. Don’t worry, we have plenty of lube to help with that.’

		‘Can we do it again?’ she says, her eyes flashing with excitement. ‘Soon?’

		Rick laughs. ‘Of course. Just give me a few minutes to get my strength back!’

		

		****

		

		James glances up from his morning coffee at the sound of a car pulling up outside. His heart beats faster now, just as it has every time he’s heard a passing car for the past few hours. But this one is different. This car has stopped directly outside. He listens hard, not daring to believe, desperately trying wanting this one to be the one – this time she’s really home.

		Car doors open and close. He allows himself to stand up and peek through the blinds. He sees Jill walking toward the house, Rick beside her, and his heart swells with joy. He puts his coffee mug on the table and rushes to the door, totally forgetting that he’s only wearing a t-shirt and underwear. He yanks open the door and greets them both happily.

		‘Baby!’ Jill rushes forward and wraps her arms around his waist. She hugs him tight for a moment, then kisses him long and deep, pressing her tongue against his.

		To James, she smells the same. She looks the same. She even tastes the same. But there is something different about her that he can’t put his finger on. She’s Jill, the sweet, caring, beautiful young woman he said goodbye to yesterday – but she’s also someone else. Someone new and exciting.

		‘I missed you,’ James says, stepping back to let them in. Rick pauses to shake James’s hand as he enters the house. ‘How, uh… how was it?’

		Jill turns to face James. Her face is the picture of erotic happiness, the kind of expression you can only wear after an entire night of passionate lovemaking and sexual pleasure.

		‘It was perfect,’ she says. She’s still wearing yesterday’s clothes – though they were hardly worn the day before. She leans against a wall, humming happily to herself.

		James turns to Rick, unsure what to say. Do you thank the man who spent all night making love to your fiancé? Do you ask him how it was? Do you try and get tips?

		Rick smiles. He knows what thoughts are currently racing through the young man’s confused mind. He’s felt the same way himself more than a few times. He puts a fatherly hand on James’s shoulder and says, ‘You’re a lucky man.’

		‘I know.’ James smiles, looking across at his fiancé.

		‘I’ll let you two get reacquainted together,’ Rick says. ‘We’ll see you both at group this week.’

		He opens the door and lets himself out, a smile on his face. The last thing he sees before closing the door is Jill grabbing her fiancé’s hand and leading him toward the bedroom.

		

		###
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		The First Taste

		

		Some cuckolds are born. Others are made. This is the story of how I became a beta male…

		

		Every cuckold remembers the moment that changes their lives forever, the experience that fundamentally altered their perception of sex and relationships. This story is one man’s first taste of the most intense forbidden fruit imaginable.

		

		Two young men in a foreign city. A hidden business selling fantasies and oozing with explicit lust. One unforgettable night. You never forget your first taste…

		

		Some cuckolds are born. Some are made. I guess that I was a bit of both.

		There are many places for cuckolded husbands to hang around the internet and discuss matters of mutual interest with like-minded men – usually while our wives are out of the house, fulfilling our greatest fantasies – and I’ve learned that guys like me share exactly one thing in common with one another. We can all recall the moment a switch was flipped inside our minds, the instant we realized that something society deems unacceptable was actually supremely erotic and intensely thrilling. That’s the moment when the cuckold fetish first creeps into your life and sinks its fangs into your flesh. We all experience it differently.

		I talk with a lot of guys online about our wants, needs, loves, and lives. Some of them might be talking total BS for all I know – it is the internet, after all; everything should be taken with a generous fistful of salt – but a lot of the stories seem to match up. Some guys fell into the fetish through outside interference and without being aware of it until much later. These guys usually discovered a wife or girlfriend cheating on them and chose to embrace the unique and deeply intoxicating mixture of shame, humiliation, inadequacy, and jealous excitement that such an experience leaves on them. I’ve talked to a lot of guys who discovered that they were cuckolds long before there were communities for men like us to meet and talk about it openly and honestly. These guys have gone through the wringer and come out the other side with a whole new take on relationships.

		There are other guys who realized that they prefer watching to taking part. The explosive rise of internet pornography has had a huge impact in this area. So many guys watch porn almost every day, slowly falling under its spell. Soon they can only get off to the absurdly graphic images and visuals porn provides – the feeling isn’t as exciting as the sight. This has a strange new effect on the way they view porn, too. They begin to imagine their wives, girlfriends, childhood sweethearts, office crushes, even vacation romances in the faces of those beautiful starlets. Before they’re even aware of what’s happening, the image of their own loved one being railed by a big, thick cock is the only thought that makes them climax. It’s a small step from there to finding a way to make the fantasy become reality.

		Other guys are like me. They experienced a profoundly erotic experience at a key point in their sexual development, an experience that fundamentally altered their perception of women; of sexual prowess; and the kind of man they wanted to be. These stories can be more straightforward, but no less interesting – one guy I know has an early childhood memory of walking in on his mom and dad having sex, only to be pushed out of the room. This made him grow up under the impression that sex was something that only happens to other people, not him. I know another guy who recalls hiding in his high school crush’s closet at a party and watching the girl he adored make out with another man. That image was so intense and profound that it completely changed everything he thought he knew about his own sex drive.

		We’re all very lucky men to have found women that go along with our fantasies like this. There are plenty of women in the world who would find it gross or unpleasant to be shared with other guys; women who scoff at the idea of an open relationship; women for whom marriage is an everlasting bon between two people, no matter what. I understand where those women are coming from, but I feel deeply sorry for them. They will never understand the utter pleasure of sheer sexual freedom or the bliss that comes with never having to apologize or worry about what their husband might think. I know my wife sure doesn’t.

		So today – while my wife is out on a date with someone she met over Tinder – I want to tell you my story. This is not how I became a cuckold, but the story of how that fetish first bared its fangs and trapped me in its grip. Any man could become a cuckold, given the chance – how many tens of thousands of men already are cuckolds, but have no idea? How many of those men would embrace this liberating lifestyle if they knew about it?

		My story is like so many others I’ve read online from other blissfully happy cuckolded husbands. Even though I’m pushing fifty now, I can vividly recall my first experience in the world of cuckolding with crystal clarity. Even thinking about it now, decades after it first happened, I’m getting excited. But my wife has locked my cock away and taken the key on her date. It’s our way of keeping me honest while she lives dishonestly. When she gets home, she will humiliate me over and over while I thank her for every second of it. I will beg to clean her cheating holes and I will listen in rapturous, agonized delight while she explains in graphic detail how much better a lover her date was compared to me. Maybe – if I’m lucky – she will even show me some pictures or videos of the things they did together behind my back.

		Many people would probably be appalled to have a husband like that. But not my wife. She understands my needs and embraces them. I’ve always been like this, as far back as I can remember. This is the story of how I became the man I am today.
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Living the Dream

		

		What kind of a choice do I have? I either go along with what she wants, or I’ll never have any kind of sexual pleasure from their relationship again. At least this way I can still pretend to be involved…

		

		Joel’s wife Reagan is enjoying an intense sexual relationship with his best friend. It’s a cuckold partnership that has grown and blossomed over time, leading to its current status, with Joel caged and listening to them through the wall.

		

		But Reagan wants to do more than just cuckold her husband. She wants to completely own him. When she gives him a new ultimatum, Joel is forced to make a choice – can he give up all claims to his wife’s body, or will he try to resist?

		

		I reach the bedroom door. As always, it’s ajar by a couple of inches. I crouch down on the floor, naked but for the tiny prison keeping my manhood in strict check, and put my eye to the cracked doorway.

		The bedroom is a mess of passion and lust. Crumpled clothes lie tossed on the floor here and there. At least three condom wrappers have been discarded and forgotten. The smell of intense sex – sweat, body fluids, burning rubber – fills my nostrils. I see two used condoms dumped on the cabinet next to my side of the bed.

		But the real sight is in the mirror on the wall. It’s angled perfectly right now, giving me a full, uncluttered view of the bed and its occupants. The sight makes the cage constrict my penis in a painful fist.

		My wife and my best friend are both totally naked together. Brandon is underneath. Reagan is on top. She is lying with her back on him, breasts out in the open air, his hands freely grabbing and squeezing them. His sheathed cock is buried inside her. They are kissing passionately, her neck bent at an awkward angle. I know how much she loves this position – but only with him. My manhood is nowhere near big enough to stay inside her at this angle. But Brandon’s extra inches ensure that his cock remains deep in her trembling, sticky sex, even though she’s lying backward on top of him. His hairy legs are between hers, keeping them spread wide open, granting me an amazing view of their intimacy. A golden chain is around her neck catching the light every time she moves. A single key hangs from the chain – the key to my penis’s prison.

		I swallow hard. That’s why she’s stopped making any noise. She must have just climaxed. I know the rhythms of her body well enough to understand that Reagan is probably overloaded with stimulation right now. Her sex must be too tight and too sensitive to continue for a moment. They’ll resume soon enough, but right now they can’t bear to be apart.

		My breath catches in my throat. Everything about this scene is both wonderfully erotic and excruciatingly humiliating. They’ve already fucked several times tonight, but they can’t stop. My wife is so exhausted that they’ve taken a break, but he’s still inside her. They’re fucking in my bed – the one Reagan insisted that I pay for, even though it was more expensive than all the others – and leaving their mess on my side. But the real kicker is watching them kiss. The passion. The enthusiasm. The lust. They almost look as if they’re in love with each other.

		That thought makes my chest tight. What would I do if Reagan left me for him? I couldn’t stop her. Hell, the thought alone excites me almost as much as the sight of them locking lips together in the bed I paid for using my own hard-earned money. If she wanted to leave me, she would. But so far she hasn’t. I guess that’s a win for me.

		‘Are you done creeping around?’
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