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CHAPTER 1




It’s hard to pinpoint the exact moment when my marriage to Samantha soured. If I had to guess, it wasn’t one single catastrophic event but the slow drip-drip erosion of compromise. At the beginning, we bent for each other in the small ways—what to eat for dinner, what to watch on TV, how to spend Sunday afternoons. She gave in sometimes, I gave in sometimes, and somehow it all felt fair.

By our third anniversary, we had two girls, both loud, opinionated, and excellent at hijacking our lives. For years, their schedules became our schedules. Their tastes in music, TV, even snacks determined what went on in the house. Maybe that was when Samantha and I stopped compromising with each other. We didn’t need to—the girls ran the show.

When the nest finally emptied, all those little differences Samantha and I had been sweeping under the rug came tumbling out like dust bunnies the size of small dogs. She loved trashy reality shows; I loved anything with a ball. She wanted to eat kale and quinoa; I wanted burgers and wings. Even yoga couldn’t save us. We started it together, but she was a “hot yoga until I faint” girl, while I preferred yin yoga—slow, deep, meditative. Soon, we weren’t even rolling our mats out in the same room.

Then came the part of our marriage nobody else would have believed: Samantha discovered her submissive streak. She’d devoured Fifty Shades of Grey in secret, then one night slid the book across the bed and asked me to read it. I thought she was joking—my wife, the PTA mom, the bake sale queen, wanting to be collared? But the gleam in her eye told me otherwise.

Soon enough, I was the man with a wife kneeling at his feet, choker on, begging to be used. Toys filled our closet: vibrators, clamps, butt plugs, paddles. Once a month, the house transformed into a 48-hour sex dungeon. She’d kneel before me on Friday night, promise to be my slut until Sunday, and by God, she lived up to it. I fucked her into carpets, bent her over tables, whipped her tits until she came squirting like a fountain.

The cruel irony? Those weekends were volcanic, but the rest of the month was barren wasteland. Samantha went from insatiable slut to detached roommate as quickly as she could say, pass the remote. By the time our daughters returned home during Covid, the toys were boxed up, the dog bed (don’t ask) was tossed in the trash, and our marriage was as sexless as a monastery.

Two months later, Samantha slapped divorce papers down like she was tossing in her poker hand. Just like that, twenty-plus years evaporated with barely a whimper.

I bought out her half of the house, tried to adjust to the silence, and mostly failed. That first year, I didn’t date. Didn’t even try. I just worked, drank, and sulked.

Then came Sally.

It was a Thursday night at the bar down the street, the kind of place with decent steaks, overpriced scotch, and the same sports anchors yelling on the TV every week. I was two glasses in when Sally and her friend Susan plopped down at my table like they owned it. Both were moms of my daughters’ old friends, both recently divorced, and both clearly tipsy.

They teased me about being a lousy cook. I gave as good as I got. They whispered and giggled like schoolgirls at a slumber party, clearly in on some private joke. Before I could escape, Sally leaned in, thanked me for dinner I hadn’t even agreed to buy, and invited me over to hers the following Friday.

Her grin was wicked. “Susan was going to invite you too,” she said. “But I won rock, paper, scissors. First dibs.”

I should’ve run. Instead, I said yes.

***

The Dinner That Turned Into Dessert…

Friday night, I found myself on Sally’s porch with two bottles of wine and a bouquet of flowers, feeling like an awkward teenager on prom night. Dinner was good—shockingly good. She wore a casual dress that clung to curves I’d stupidly never noticed back when we stood together at PTA meetings.

After dinner, we settled on the couch, and Sally pounced. No warm-up, no coy glances—just pure, hungry woman. I hadn’t kissed anyone but Samantha in over two decades, and I’ll admit, I was rusty. But muscle memory kicked in fast, especially when she bent over the couch and wiggled her ass at me.

I took her hard, hands gripping her hips, the sound of skin on skin filling her living room. Sally came quick, moaning into the cushions, and I followed not long after, collapsing beside her, both of us sweaty and laughing like lunatics.

“God, Jerome,” she sighed, head on my chest, hand idly playing with my cock like it was a stress ball. “I needed that. Badly. And you… you’re a machine.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. Should I thank her? Apologize? Put my pants back on?

Before I could decide, she slid down my body and started sucking me hard again.

Round two was upstairs. No pretense, no tenderness. Sally climbed on top, grinding, bouncing, moaning so loud I half-expected the neighbors to call the cops. When I squeezed her tits—hard—she didn’t flinch. She moaned louder. When I pulled her nipples, she came instantly, shuddering against me.

“Do it again,” she gasped. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

By the time dawn broke, Sally was bruised, sore, and glowing like a teenager sneaking home after prom. Over coffee, she confessed.

“You know your ex told us everything, right?”

I blinked. “Everything?”

She smirked. “The sex weekends. The collar. The squirting. All of it. We had a whole girls’ night about it. We were jealous. Hell, Susan and I flipped a coin to see who got to… test drive you first.”

I nearly spat my coffee.

Sally sipped hers primly, like she hadn’t just admitted to a suburban wife sex lottery. “And, Jerome… we want the 48-hour treatment too. At least me and Susan. Probably more, once I tell them about last night.”

I stared at her, dumbstruck. My cheating, divorced ex-wife had turned me into a goddamn urban legend at wine night. And now, there was apparently a line forming at my door.

Some men go to Vegas for fantasies. Some hire escorts. Me? My divorce had accidentally turned me into the neighborhood’s most coveted fucktoy.

***

The Slut Collar:

Friday rolled around again. Sally showed up at my house, right on time, wearing the slut collar I’d ordered online. She looked like every dirty thought I’d ever had about a PTA mom: short pleated skirt, sheer blouse, half-cup bra with her nipples begging for attention. No panties.

“Ring the bell, slut,” I said, opening the door.

She rang. I yanked her inside by the leash, lifted her skirt, and slapped her ass hard enough to make her gasp.

“Show the neighbors your cunt,” I ordered. “Hold that skirt up.”

She obeyed, cheeks flaming red, eyes wide and wild. Her pussy glistened in the porch light.

Inside, I shoved her onto the coffee table, filming her with my phone as I twisted her nipples until she squealed.

“Say it,” I demanded.

“I’m your slut, Jerome. Your whore. Use me.”

I grabbed her hair and shoved my cock into her mouth. She gagged, then moaned, sucking me like she’d been waiting her whole life for it. Every slap, every command, every filthy word drove her wetter and wilder.

Soon, the table was drenched in her squirts, her tits welted red from my belt, her ass stuffed with a plug. She begged, sobbed, came over and over until her body shook.

And me? I was grinning like a maniac, thinking: Jesus Christ, I might actually enjoy this divorce thing.

***

And that was only Friday night.

By Saturday, I had Sally crawling on all fours in the kitchen, leash dragging on the tiles while I fucked her with one hand and flipped pancakes with the other. She loved every humiliating second. By Sunday, she was hoarse from screaming my name, covered in bruises she wore like badges of honor, and begging me to do it again.

But Monday morning, reality hit. She confessed over coffee that she didn’t like feeling like a “whore” anymore. She wanted to keep fucking, but not in that way. And maybe, just maybe, I understood. Because I didn’t just want holes to use—I wanted connection too.

And then, of course, Samantha came knocking.

Ring glinting on her finger, eyes wet with guilt, she dropped her final bombshell: she’d been cheating on me for years, and the whole “submissive slut” routine had been her way of punishing herself.

I listened. I didn’t yell. I didn’t cry. I just opened the door and told her to get the fuck out.

For the first time in years, I felt free. Bruised, horny, confused, maybe—but free.
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The week after Sally’s initiation, I couldn’t wipe the smug grin off my face.

Imagine it: for years, I’d been the faithful husband trudging through a sexless, acrimonious marriage, and now suddenly I was the most in-demand bachelor in the neighborhood. Not because of my cooking skills (which were questionable at best), not because of my dad jokes (though they were elite), but because Samantha—my ex, my own Judas in yoga pants—had bragged to her girlfriends about my ability to turn a suburban mom into a puddle of squirting, screaming filth.

And now those girlfriends wanted a taste.

Susan was next in line.

If Sally had been all eager grins and slut-collar obedience, Susan was… different. Older by a couple years, sharper around the edges, with that cougar confidence that comes from knowing exactly what she wants. Where Sally giggled and blushed, Susan leaned in, eyes gleaming, lips curling in a smirk that said, I dare you.

By Wednesday, she texted me:

Susan: Friday. Seven. I want the full 48. No excuses.
Me: Slut collar required.
Susan: Already bought one. And lube. Lots of lube.

I nearly spit out my coffee.

***

Friday Night—Susan Arrives:

When the doorbell rang Friday at seven sharp, I half-expected a shy knock or maybe a sheepish wave from the driveway. Not Susan.

She strutted in like she owned the place—tight leather skirt, red lace bra under a see-through blouse, black stilettos sharp enough to kill a man. Around her neck? The collar. Not the timid black leather one I’d ordered for Sally. Oh no. Susan had gone full BDSM catalogue: a studded red leather choker with a silver O-ring dangling in the middle.

“Evening, Master Jerome,” she purred, handing me the leash. “Where do you want your new toy?”

Jesus Christ. I hadn’t even shut the door and she was already dripping attitude.

I yanked her inside, shoved her against the wall, and kissed her hard enough to smudge her lipstick.

“You call me Master,” I growled. “You understand?”

She smirked, licking her lips. “Yes, Master. Now are you going to fuck me against this wall, or are you all talk?”

Well, fuck. Game on.

***

The Wall…

Her blouse ripped in my hands like tissue paper. Red lace bra popped open with one flick. Her tits were fuller than Sally’s, heavier, with nipples that practically begged for abuse. I took one in my mouth, sucked hard, then bit down just enough to make her gasp.

“Slut likes pain, huh?”

“Yes, Master,” she hissed. “More.”

So I slapped her tit. Hard. The sound echoed off the hallway. Her knees buckled, but she moaned like I’d just given her a gift.

My cock was already straining, so I spun her around, hiked up that leather skirt, and shoved her thong aside. One thrust and I was buried inside, her cunt hot, wet, and tight as hell.

She screamed. Not a polite bedroom moan. A raw, feral scream that probably rattled the neighbors’ windows.

“Fuck yes, Master! Pound me!”

I did. God, did I. The wall shuddered, the picture frames rattled, and Susan clawed at the drywall like she was trying to leave her signature. By the time I yanked her hair back and came deep inside, we’d probably knocked a few nails loose.

She slumped against the wall, gasping, mascara running down her cheeks.

“That,” she panted, “was the best welcome I’ve ever had.”

Round two happened on the living room floor. Susan stripped down to nothing but the collar and heels, crawling on all fours while I filmed her on my phone. She swayed her ass like a cat in heat, moaning every time I tugged the leash.

“Beg for it,” I ordered.

She arched her back, ass high, dripping wet. “Please, Master. Please fill my cunt. Fill my ass. Fill my throat. Use me.”

Sally had been submissive, yes, but Susan? Susan was reckless. Unashamed. She wanted to be degraded, marked, owned.

I looped the leash around my wrist, shoved her face into the carpet, and fucked her from behind, snapping my belt across her ass until her cheeks were striped red. With each slap, she squirted harder, soaking the rug like a busted faucet.

“You’re a fucking fountain,” I muttered.

She giggled between screams. “Your fountain, Master. Mark me. Break me.”

So I did.

***

Saturday Morning…

I woke to find Susan already in my kitchen, naked but for the collar, frying bacon like she’d lived here her whole life.

“Morning, Master,” she chirped, flipping strips with one hand while stroking my cock with the other. “Hungry?”

“For breakfast or for your throat?” I asked.

“Both,” she said cheerfully, and dropped to her knees right there on the tile.

By the time the bacon burned, I’d face-fucked her so hard her mascara was ruined again, my cum dripping from her chin as she licked her lips and grinned.

“Oops,” she said, pulling the smoking pan off the burner. “Guess you’ll just have to spank me for ruining breakfast.”

Christ, she was insatiable.

***

Saturday Afternoon…

By noon, we’d fucked in the shower, the hallway, and halfway through the laundry room before she suggested something wild.

“Let’s go outside,” she said, eyes gleaming.

“Outside?”

She tugged the leash. “You heard me, Master. Backyard. Broad daylight. Collar and heels only. I want to be your exhibitionist slut.”

I hesitated. My backyard was fenced, but fences didn’t block sound. My neighbors were nosy. This was suburbia, not Vegas.

Then again, the look on Susan’s face—hungry, daring, wicked—was too good to resist.

So five minutes later, she was bent over the patio table, shrieking while I railed her from behind. Birds scattered from the trees. A lawnmower stopped somewhere nearby. I swear I heard someone gasp over the fence.

Susan loved it. She screamed louder, begged me to slap her tits, spread her ass, leave bruises for the world to see. When she came, it was violent—legs trembling, juices splattering the table, her scream echoing across the neighborhood.

I half-expected the cops to show up. Instead, she looked over her shoulder with a wicked grin.

“Next time, let’s try the front porch.”

***

Saturday Night:

By nightfall, I was wrecked. My cock was raw, my thighs ached, and yet Susan still wanted more. She begged me to tie her up, gag her, edge her for hours.

“You’re going to kill me,” I muttered.

She smirked. “Then die inside me, Master.”

So I strapped her wrists to the headboard with my belts, gagged her with her own thong, and spent hours teasing her with toys—vibrators, plugs, clamps. Every time she squirmed, I’d stop. Every time she begged, I’d walk away.

By the time I finally slid inside her, she came instantly, violently, sobbing around the gag as her body convulsed. I pounded her mercilessly until I filled her ass, then collapsed beside her, both of us drenched in sweat.

I don’t even remember falling asleep.

Sunday Morning:

I woke to find Susan straddling me, riding me slow, her hair wild, her tits bouncing. She leaned down, whispered in my ear:

“Master… you know the others are waiting, right?”

I blinked. “Others?”

She grinned, grinding harder. “Sally told them everything. They want in. Anna. Michelle. Even quiet little Diane. We’ve all been talking. You’re the neighborhood’s best-kept secret, Jerome. And we’re greedy bitches.”

I groaned, half in shock, half in pleasure. “You mean there’s a… a queue?”

“A line,” she purred. “A harem. And guess what? We don’t share toys, but we’ll share you.”

And with that, she slammed down on my cock, screaming as she came again, dragging me over the edge with her.

***

Sunday Night:

When Susan finally left that evening, she kissed me long and hard at the door, her makeup smeared, her body marked with my fingerprints.

“Same time next month?” she asked, winking.

I didn’t even answer. I just watched her strut away, my mind spinning.

Sally had been wild. Susan had been feral. And now there were more—Anna, Michelle, Diane—lining up, waiting for their 48-hour turn.

I poured myself a glass of bourbon, sat back on the couch, and laughed.

Divorce hadn’t ended me. Divorce had made me the fucking king of the cul-de-sac.

And the kingdom was hungry.
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The Divorced Wives Club:

Jerome had always suspected that divorced women had their own language—a secret tongue of shared eye rolls, bitter laughter, and whispered survival tactics traded over brunch mimosas. What he didn’t know, until now, was that sometimes those whispered tactics had a much filthier twist.

It started, as all outrageous things seemed to lately, with Sally.

One lazy Saturday morning, Jerome was still in bed, sheets tangled around his legs, when his phone buzzed. He squinted at the screen.

Sally: Brunch. Don’t be late. Wear something that makes your ass look edible.

Jerome chuckled and rolled onto his back. Edible? That woman had a way of issuing demands that left him both laughing and nervously adjusting himself.

When he walked into the little seaside café, Sally was waiting—wearing sunglasses, sipping iced coffee, and looking like sin in yoga pants. But she wasn’t alone.

Two other women sat with her. One blonde, one brunette. Both radiated that same strange, confident energy he was starting to recognize—the kind that came from women who’d burned their old lives down and rebuilt themselves sharper, hungrier.

Sally grinned wickedly.
“Jerome,” she purred, patting the seat between them. “Meet Claire and Denise. They’ve heard all about you.”

The way Claire’s eyes flicked down to his jeans told him Sally had shared far more than brunch stories. Denise licked her lips—actually licked them—and leaned in like she was already unwrapping him in her imagination.

Jerome sat, suddenly aware that this wasn’t just brunch. This was… recruitment.

***

At first, the conversation stayed safe—jobs, weather, funny stories about ex-husbands. But then Denise dropped it.

“So, Sally tells us you’re very… attentive.”

Jerome nearly choked on his coffee.
“Attentive?”

Claire smirked. “She said you eat better than a Michelin chef. And you don’t… quit early.”

Jerome shot Sally a look. She just shrugged innocently.
“What? Sharing is caring.”

The table burst into laughter, but Jerome felt the shift. The air was charged. Every glance, every touch lingered just a little too long. When Claire’s foot brushed his under the table, he almost spilled his drink.

By the time brunch ended, he was sweating, half-hard, and thoroughly confused. But the answer came that night when Sally showed up at his flat with a folder.

Not lingerie. Not toys. A literal manila folder.

“What’s this?” he asked.

Sally flopped onto his couch, crossing her legs. “Welcome packet.”

He blinked. “Welcome to what?”

She grinned like a cat with cream.
“The Club.”

He opened the folder. Inside were glossy photos—nothing pornographic, just headshots of smiling women, ages ranging from late twenties to early fifties. Each had a name, a phone number, and a few cheeky notes scribbled underneath.

“Miranda: Loves spanking, allergic to shellfish.”
“Janet: Screams louder than she realizes, tell her neighbors it’s karaoke night.”
“Tina: Can tie a cherry stem with her tongue, test this immediately.”

Jerome’s jaw dropped.
“You’re joking.”

“Nope,” Sally said, popping a grape in her mouth. “The Divorced Wives Club. We’re a support group. Emotional, financial… and physical.”

He stared at the photos, then at her. “And I’m supposed to… what? Be the club mascot?”

“Not mascot,” Sally corrected. “Centerpiece. Stud. Therapeutic tool. Call it what you want, babe—you’re the reason everyone’s suddenly very eager to host book club at their place.”

That was the moment Jerome realized his life had officially veered into erotic sitcom territory. He wanted to protest, to say he wasn’t some community cock-for-hire, but then Sally leaned forward, kissed him slow and deep, and murmured against his lips:

“You’ll love it. Trust me.”

***

The following week confirmed it.

Jerome would run into women at the gym, at the supermarket, walking their dogs—women who gave him smiles that lasted too long, women who dropped hints like breadcrumbs.

Claire “accidentally” left her yoga mat behind after class and invited him over to return it. Denise showed up at his flat with wine and “questions about taxes,” though they never made it past the second glass before her blouse was on the floor.

Every encounter was different. Claire was sweet and giggly, like sleeping with your naughty neighbor who can’t believe she’s being this bad. Denise was aggressive, pushing him down and riding him like she was punishing her ex through his body.

And Sally? Sally watched it all with smug satisfaction, like a queen overseeing her kingdom. Sometimes she joined in, sometimes she orchestrated, but she always claimed him at the end, making sure he remembered who introduced him to this new world.

***

One night, after yet another marathon session that left him sprawled in sweaty exhaustion, Jerome finally asked the question.

“How many of you are there?”

Sally smirked. “In the city? Dozens. Here in town? About twelve. Don’t worry, we rotate. No one woman hogs the prize.”

“Prize?” he groaned.

“You,” she said simply, tracing a finger down his chest. “Our shared secret. The one man who actually listens, actually works, and actually… performs.”

He should have been insulted. He should have said no, drawn a line, reclaimed his sanity.

But when Sally slid down his body and proved, yet again, that being their “prize” came with very persuasive perks, Jerome decided that maybe, just maybe, this was one club worth renewing his membership for.

The funniest part?

The men in town had no idea. At backyard barbecues and PTA meetings, they slapped him on the back, clueless. Meanwhile, their ex-wives shot him sly smiles over the potato salad.

Jerome had gone from heartbroken divorcé to the most envied—and most secretly used—man in the county.

And as he drifted into sleep that night, sore but smiling, he realized:

He wasn’t just part of the club.

He was the club.
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The invitation arrived in a way that should have tipped Jerome off that this wasn’t going to be any ordinary night. A thick cream envelope slipped under his door sometime in the afternoon, sealed with a crimson kiss mark instead of a stamp. Inside: a card embossed in gold lettering.

“The Club requests the pleasure of your company. Dress sharp, arrive hungry. 9 PM sharp. Address enclosed. Your role: Guest of Honor.”

Jerome read it twice, chuckling as he leaned against the doorframe. Guest of honor? He wasn’t naïve anymore—after the wild weeks with Sally, and then stumbling into Samantha’s circle of newly liberated women, he knew better than to pretend this was just a wine-and-cheese evening. No, this was the next level. The club had tested him, teased him, pulled him deeper into their orbit. Tonight they were throwing off the gloves—and probably every other piece of clothing too.

***

The address led him to a sprawling house tucked behind wrought iron gates. It wasn’t a gaudy mansion, but one of those stylish suburban homes that whispered money and taste. Soft jazz spilled through the open windows, mingling with laughter that was already several glasses of wine deep.

Jerome rang the bell. The door opened to reveal Sally, draped in a silk robe the color of midnight, cinched just tight enough to hold but loose enough to tease.

“Well, well,” she purred, tugging him inside. “Our man of the hour has arrived.”

The foyer smelled of vanilla candles and something headier—desire, anticipation, women who’d already decided tonight was theirs to script. She pressed a champagne flute into his hand and led him toward the living room.

The sight stopped him in his tracks.

Six women lounged across velvet couches and armchairs, each dressed like they’d raided the lingerie section and decided to make it couture. Samantha was there, a devilish grin spread across her lips, clad in a sheer black number that left nothing to imagination. Beside her sat two women Jerome hadn’t met before—one with fiery red hair cascading over a lace bodysuit, the other statuesque in a pearl-white corset that gleamed against her deep skin.

The room buzzed, not just with chatter but with hunger. Every pair of eyes slid to him at once, assessing, undressing, claiming.

The Rules of the Club:

Samantha stood, clinking her glass. “Ladies, our guest of honor has arrived. Jerome, welcome to the Divorced Wives Club proper. Up until now, you’ve only had… previews. Tonight, you see how our meetings really unfold.”

Jerome smirked. “And what exactly are the rules of this club?”

The redhead rose and crossed the room, trailing her manicured nails along his jaw. “Rule number one: what happens here never leaves here.”

The statuesque woman in the pearl corset added, “Rule number two: the guest of honor obeys.”

Sally leaned in from behind, whispering against his ear, “Rule number three… you’ll find out soon enough.”

They laughed, and Jerome’s pulse kicked up. He wasn’t nervous—more like electric, caught between curiosity and the sheer erotic charge of the room.

The women circled him like huntresses. Samantha produced a satin blindfold and dangled it in front of him.

“We start with a game,” she said. “Truth… or Touch.”

Jerome raised a brow. “And if I refuse?”

“Then you’re punished,” Sally replied sweetly, already tugging at the buttons of his shirt.

The first round began. Blindfolded, Jerome stood in the center of the room while one of the women—he never knew which—stepped forward. A question whispered in his ear: “Have you ever fantasized about one of us before tonight?”

He answered truthfully—yes, he had, plenty of times. A ripple of laughter and teasing moans filled the air. The next round came with a fingertip tracing down his chest, followed by the dare to stay still while hands explored.

By the time the blindfold came off, his shirt was gone, his chest slick with lipstick marks, and the women looked at him like a prize unwrapped.

***

The Feast:

Dinner was served, but not the kind that involved plates. The coffee table had been transformed into a makeshift buffet of chocolate-dipped strawberries, whipped cream bowls, and champagne bottles.

“Tonight,” Samantha declared, “you’re not just the guest—you’re the meal.”

The redhead pushed him back onto the couch, straddling his lap while Sally fed him strawberries between kisses. Another woman knelt at his feet, running her tongue slowly along his thigh. Jerome tried to speak but was silenced by Samantha pressing a finger to his lips.

“No talking. Just tasting.”

The room dissolved into laughter, moans, and gasps as the women took turns—teasing, feeding, devouring. Jerome lost track of whose lips were on his neck, whose hand slid across his chest, whose tongue traced patterns lower and lower. All he knew was that the Divorced Wives Club didn’t just dabble in fantasy—they lived it, breathed it, owned it.

At the height of the frenzy, the pearl-corseted woman raised her glass. “Time for Rule Number Three.”

The others hushed. Jerome, panting, leaned forward. “And what’s that?”

Samantha’s grin widened. “Rule three: once you’re ours, you don’t leave so easily. The club always takes care of its guest of honor… and in return, the guest must take care of us.”

Jerome laughed, shaking his head in disbelief. “So this wasn’t just a one-time indulgence?”

Sally pressed herself against him, whispering hot against his ear: “Baby, you’re the center of the club now. Our shared secret. Our favorite addiction.”

The women raised their glasses in unison, chanting softly: “To Jerome.”

And just like that, he understood—tonight wasn’t the endgame. Tonight was initiation.

The Divorced Wives Club had claimed him, body and soul. And as their hands pulled him back into the velvet cushions, Jerome realized he wasn’t just the guest of honor—he was the permanent centerpiece of their wicked little society.
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Jerome had thought the house party was intense. He had thought the evenings with Sally, Samantha, and Susan were the peak of erotic chaos. But when he received the next invitation, he understood he’d only been warming up.

It wasn’t a card this time. It was a text, in bold caps, from Sally:

“Weekend. Our house. All club members. You. Bring yourself and your stamina. Dress for obedience. The Club’s rules apply. Arrival: Friday 8 PM.”

He blinked at the message. “All club members”? That meant every woman. Every. Single. One. His stomach twisted with excitement—and terror.

By Friday, Jerome was sweating under a suit that now felt like armor he was about to strip off. As he stepped into the house, a hush fell over the room. The women were gathered in the living room, each in lingerie more daring than the last. Velvet, lace, silk, leather—all colors, all textures, all equally deadly to his self-control.

Sally approached first, hands on his chest, tugging him forward. “Welcome, Guest of Honor. Tonight, you’re ours. Every rule we’ve whispered… you follow. Every fantasy we’ve hinted at… you satisfy.”

He swallowed hard. “You mean… all of you?”

Samantha smirked. “Yes, Jerome. Every single one of us. Consider this your initiation challenge.”

***

Round One: The Games Begin

The first stage was a simple one—simple only in name. Jerome was seated on a plush armchair, blindfolded, as the first two women approached: Claire and Denise.

“You know the rules,” Claire whispered, brushing her nails down his chest. “Truth… or Touch?”

Jerome groaned. “I—Touch.”

Immediately, hands explored him from every angle. Denise trailed her lips down his neck while Claire’s fingers traced teasing patterns along his inner thighs. The air smelled of perfume, sweat, and lust—a cocktail so potent it made his cock twitch against his suit pants.

Sally entered behind him, trailing a riding crop over his shoulders. “We’re testing obedience,” she murmured. “If you fail… punishment is mandatory.”

Jerome didn’t care about punishment. His hands were tied—literally and figuratively—but every nerve in his body hummed.

By the time the first round ended, he was stripped of his shirt, blindfolded, pants loosened, and quivering. The first round had been the appetizer; he hadn’t even begun to taste the main course.

***

Round Two: Flavors of Desire

The women brought him to the center of the living room, now transformed into a “playground” of sorts. Pillows, ropes, vibrators, floggers, and handcuffs were scattered across every surface.

Sally handed him a leash attached to a new collar. “Your first task: obedience training,” she instructed. “Each member will direct you, in turn. Fail, and… improvise.”

It was a test of stamina, imagination, and sheer audacity. First, Denise guided him to kneel, then crawled behind him, teasing his ass while whispering instructions about how to pleasure her before moving on to Samantha, who insisted he worship her feet with a slow, meticulous tongue.

Jerome’s senses were on overload. Every woman had a distinct taste, scent, and set of demands. Claire moaned encouragement while Sally used the crop to draw patterns along his back. The thrill wasn’t just sexual—it was performance art, and Jerome was the canvas.

Round Three:

Sally had prepared for this. The women distributed toys—plugs, vibrators, clamps, and restraints—and explained the rules: Jerome would alternate between pleasuring them with his hands, mouth, and body, and using the toys as directed.

It began with Claire and Denise again. Vibrators buzzed against him as he manipulated the toys with precision. Moans filled the room. Jerome’s own cock ached, trapped in a torturous mix of arousal and frustration.

By the time Samantha climbed onto the table, riding a large wand while Jerome held it against her, he was sweating in every crease. Sally hovered nearby, adding slaps, commands, and occasional public humiliation for extra spice.

Each woman had her moment. Each moment escalated—Jerome was gagged, tied, teased, and made to obey instructions that became increasingly outrageous. He licked, sucked, slapped, spanked, fingered, and fucked, shifting from woman to woman in a blur of color, heat, and scent.

Round Four:

The true challenge came when Sally gathered all the women for the final act. They surrounded Jerome, hands on his chest, legs, and cock.

“This,” she said, voice low and commanding, “is the ultimate test. You will bring each of us to the edge—and past it—simultaneously. You will remember every order, every fantasy, every kink we’ve whispered. Fail any of us, and… you know the price.”

The next hour was chaos. Jerome alternated between fingering, fucking, and oral attention. Two women rode his cock, another straddled his face, one used a vibrator he held. He was being tugged, teased, slapped, kissed, tied, and handled like the most luxurious instrument of pleasure imaginable.

And he thrived. Somehow, the madness of multiple orgasms, multiple demands, multiple scents and sounds of women writhing, screaming, and begging beneath, on top, and around him drove him further. Jerome realized he wasn’t just performing—he was orchestrating, directing this erotic symphony.

***

Between waves of pleasure, women confessed secrets. Sally whispered about her first 48-hour session and how it had changed her life. Samantha moaned about fantasies she’d never dared mention aloud. Denise gasped that she had fantasized about Jerome’s mouth on her ass for months. Claire admitted she wanted him to mark her with bruises, bites, and scratches.

All of it was layered atop the physicality of the moment—pleasure and kink mingled with intimacy, confessions, and shameless teasing. Jerome was the catalyst and the recipient, exhilarated by the trust, naughtiness, and sheer audacity of the club.

By Sunday morning, Jerome was drained, coated in sweat, cum, lube, and lipstick, but still rising to the occasion when necessary. Each woman had come multiple times, each scenario had escalated beyond anything he had imagined, and the room smelled like decadence.

Sally, holding the leash, guided him to kneel before her one last time. “You’ve passed the initiation. You’ve satisfied us, honored the club, and survived.”

Jerome gasped, chest heaving. “I… I didn’t think I could—”

Samantha interrupted, straddling him, whispering, “Oh, but you did. And you will, every time. Welcome, Jerome. You’re officially the centerpiece. Our lives, our fantasies, our pleasures… you own them all now.”

The other women gathered close, forming a circle of heat, scent, and desire around him. Jerome realized with a wicked, satisfied grin that he wasn’t just the center of the club—he was the club’s ultimate indulgence. Every woman’s pleasure, fantasy, and kink now orbited around him.

And as they kissed, touched, teased, and claimed him one final time before collapsing in laughter, moans, and sweaty embraces, Jerome knew his life had shifted forever. He would never be the same… and he wouldn’t want to be.


CHAPTER 6




The text arrived on a Thursday evening, sly and commanding. Jerome’s phone buzzed in his pocket as he scrolled through emails and messages from work.

“Pack light. Bring stamina. Weekend getaway. Club rules apply. Friday 6 PM. Location: enclosed. This is your life now, Guest of Honor.”

He stared at the screen, a shiver running down his spine. The Club was escalating. The house party had been wild, the challenge had been extreme—but now, a full weekend, away from home, away from the safety of his own bed, meant complete surrender.

By Friday afternoon, Jerome was packed with essentials: underwear that could take punishment, lube, and a few discreet toys Sally had instructed him to bring. The rest… he would discover at their secluded estate, nestled in the hills outside the city.

***

Arrival:

The driveway was long and winding, flanked by towering pines and scented with jasmine. As Jerome pulled up, the women were waiting—Sally at the front, arms crossed over a sheer black robe, Samantha stepping forward in a tight corset and stockings, and a few others—Claire, Denise, Miranda, and Tina—grinning like conspirators who knew a secret he was about to live.

“Welcome,” Sally purred, one hand brushing against his chest as she led him inside. “This weekend, you will learn the full extent of our rules. You are ours. Every desire, every kink, every hole… it belongs to us.”

Jerome’s pulse spiked. He had surrendered before, but never this thoroughly, never this publicly.

The Rules:

Inside the estate, the living room had been transformed. Candles flickered along the walls, soft music hummed in the background, and furniture had been rearranged to allow maximum indulgence. Pillows, ropes, floggers, vibrators, and other toys were strategically placed.

Samantha spoke first. “Jerome, the rules are simple: obedience, creativity, endurance. You will pleasure us all. You will listen. You will follow. And above all… you will never hesitate.”

Claire added, tracing her fingers down his chest, “Failure is… punished creatively.”

Jerome’s cock twitched, already hard. The thought of surrendering to six women for an entire weekend—each with their own demands, fantasies, and kinks—was simultaneously terrifying and thrilling.

***

The First Evening:

They began with a playful, teasing session. Jerome was kneeling on a plush rug in the center of the room, blindfolded, while Tina and Miranda guided him.

“Your first task,” Miranda whispered, lips brushing his ear, “is oral. Do not stop until I tell you.”

Tina moaned as Jerome leaned forward, tasting her. His tongue traced every curve, flicking over nipples, around thighs, and finally, between her legs. The blindfold heightened every sensation; he could feel every quiver, every shift of weight, every gasp of pleasure.

“Harder, faster, Jerome,” Tina commanded, tugging his hair to guide him. “Don’t forget me. I want my tongue teased too.”

He alternated expertly, pleasuring one woman orally while his hands explored the next. Dirty talk filled the room—moans, commands, praises, and gasps. Jerome felt like a conductor of erotic symphony, orchestrating pleasure with every touch, every lick, every thrust of his fingers.

By the end of the first hour, he was drenched in sweat, spent, but the Club wasn’t done. Sally stepped forward, sliding a hand over his chest and down toward his aching cock.

“You did well,” she whispered, “but now you will learn the real test of obedience…”

Round Two:

They led him to a bedroom arranged for full indulgence. Pillows covered the floor, ropes dangled from the ceiling, and a table held an array of toys: vibrators, butt plugs, floggers, clamps, and blindfolds.

Samantha straddled him first, sliding her lace panties to the side. “Jerome, your mouth belongs to me now,” she said, pressing her cunt to his lips. “Taste me, until I can’t hold back.”

Jerome obeyed, losing himself in the salty, sweet taste, savoring every shiver, every twitch of muscle beneath him. Claire and Denise took turns guiding his hands over their bodies while he remained bent over Samantha, alternating between licking, fingering, and sucking.

The energy in the room was raw, electric. Every gasp, moan, and command drove him further, pushing him to pleasure more women simultaneously.

Miranda added a new layer, slipping a vibrator against his ass as he worked, the sensation pushing him to the edge again and again. Dirty talk mixed with laughter and moans:

“Use your tongue, Jerome!” Sally commanded.
“Don’t stop! I’m close!” Tina cried.
“You’re ours,” Samantha whispered, hips trembling on his face.

Round Three:

By the second night, Jerome’s stamina was tested further. The women lined up, each taking a turn in their preferred position. Some wanted oral, others fingers, others a combination. Jerome alternated, transitioning seamlessly, following every command, never breaking rhythm.

“Touch me like you mean it,” Claire hissed, pushing him down to kneel between her legs.
“Now my ass, Jerome,” Denise added, flipping over and presenting herself.

He slid a finger inside her ass while licking Samantha’s cunt, fingers still stroking Claire. The room filled with the sounds of women moaning, gasping, and whispering dirty confessions. Jerome was constantly moving, teasing, pleasing, adjusting.

Sally hovered, offering light spanks, biting nipples, and dirty words that drove him wild.

“Your cock, your mouth, your fingers, your hands,” she whispered, trailing a finger along his chest, “every inch of you belongs to us tonight. And the weekend has only begun.”

The Morning After:

Sunday morning, Jerome woke tangled in sheets, limbs intertwined with the women. Each of them smiled, whispered, and teased him as he tried to regain consciousness.

“Good morning, Guest of Honor,” Samantha murmured, pressing a hand to his cock.
“You survived,” Miranda added, running her fingers along his chest.
“And you’re ready for round two,” Tina whispered, biting her lip.

Jerome groaned, knowing full well that this weekend was a mere preview. The Club’s desires were endless, their creativity limitless, and their pleasure insatiable.

And he was the centerpiece—the man who fulfilled every secret fantasy, every whispered kink, every shameless desire of the Divorced Wives Sex Club.

By the time he left, sweaty, spent, and utterly satisfied, Jerome understood one thing clearly:

He had crossed a point of no return. The Club didn’t just want him—they owned him. Every fantasy, every playful command, every dirty whisper belonged to them. And in return, he had never felt so alive, so desired, or so shamelessly powerful.

The weekend getaway had revealed the truth: Jerome wasn’t merely a participant. He was the heartbeat of the club, the living instrument of their desires, and the ultimate reward for every divorced wife who dared to indulge in their fantasies.

He smiled, exhausted, knowing he would be back. Because once the Club claimed you… there was no escape, and why would you want one?


EPILOGUE




Months had passed since the ultimate retreat. Jerome’s life had shifted completely. His neighbors had no idea of the secret world that pulsed just a few doors down. He went about his days normally—running errands, attending meetings, and casually sipping coffee—but when night fell, he returned to the life he had chosen, the one he craved.

The Divorced Wives Sex Club wasn’t just a weekend indulgence anymore—it was a lifestyle. Jerome was no longer just a guest; he was the centerpiece, the man whose obedience, stamina, and creativity drove the fantasies of women who had once felt limited by life, marriage, or fear.

Sally, Samantha, Claire, Denise, Miranda, Tina, and the other members rotated schedules, fantasies, and tasks. Every week brought new challenges, new toys, new roleplays, and new heights of pleasure. Jerome had learned to anticipate desires before they were voiced, to read a quiver in a lip or a tightening of thighs, and to respond with shameless creativity.

***

Morning Rituals:

Mornings began with whispered instructions and soft touches. Jerome would kneel while Sally traced his shoulders, fingers occasionally sliding lower, teasing. Samantha would hum against his ear as he massaged her feet. Claire and Denise often claimed his hands for morning orgasms before breakfast, leaving him dripping and already aching for more.

“Good morning, Guest of Honor,” Miranda purred one day, lips brushing his earlobe. “Are you ready to serve?”

Jerome smiled beneath his restraint—yes, he was always ready. Being their centerpiece wasn’t punishment; it was a privilege, a thrill, a life of pure indulgence.

Weekday Games:

Even ordinary weekdays carried the promise of erotic surprises. A text from Sally could arrive at any moment:

“Tonight. You. Our fantasies. Dress for submission.”

And just like that, Jerome would strip his normal life away, don his collar, or kneel, or kneel and gag himself with his chosen toys, awaiting the Club’s arrival. Dirty talk, teasing, licking, fingering, anal play, toys, and oral indulgence were now routine pleasures, ritualized and savored.

He learned to anticipate desires without words: a fluttering skirt meant one woman wanted him to follow her into the bedroom; a bite of a lip meant another wanted him gagged; a casual touch along the thigh meant a vibrator or plug would soon be in play. Jerome’s life had become a symphony of shameless pleasure, and he was both conductor and instrument.

Weekend Retreats:

The Club organized occasional weekend retreats—secluded houses, cabins by the lake, even luxury villas. Each retreat escalated fantasies, roleplays, and indulgences. Jerome would wake to multiple women, each demanding attention, submission, and creativity.

“Your body belongs to us, Jerome,” Sally whispered one morning as he licked and teased three women simultaneously. “And your mind follows.”

Jerome groaned in pleasure, already responding, already thriving. Being their centerpiece was exhausting, exhilarating, and utterly addictive.

Private Moments:

Of course, Jerome had moments alone, and in those quiet times, he thought about how his life had transformed. He had been married for decades, thinking compromise and routine were enough. Now, he lived in a world where desires were celebrated, fantasies explored, and indulgence unlimited.

And the best part? He wasn’t alone in his indulgence. The women of the Club trusted him, craved him, teased him, and loved him in ways he had never imagined. Every moan, every gasp, every whispered “mine” was a reminder that he had found his place—and it was entirely erotic, shameless, and unapologetically naughty.

***

One night, as he knelt between Sally and Samantha, fingers tracing Denise’s curves, mouth pressed to Miranda’s, toys buzzing, ropes tangling, whispers and moans surrounding him, Jerome realized the truth:

He wasn’t just living a fantasy. He was the fantasy.

And the Divorced Wives Sex Club would never let him forget it.

“Forever ours,” Sally whispered into his ear.

“Yes,” he breathed. “Forever yours.”

And as their hands, lips, and toys claimed him once more, Jerome smiled, knowing he had found a life hotter, kinkier, and naughtier than he could ever have imagined—and he wouldn’t trade it for anything.

The centerpiece had found his throne.
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