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CHAPTER ONE

The lingerie felt a bit tight, but she knew it looked good on her. Even though she felt mildly surprised it didn’t have moth holes, since it had been months since she’d worn anything even remotely close to this filmy garment. Her recent extra fifteen pounds also didn’t help it to drape quite properly.

But upon posing at the mirror, she thought that even after bearing two children, now grown, the sexy outfit might do the trick. At least she hoped so.

When she walked into the room he simply couldn’t contain himself. Standing up and almost rushing to her, his hands easily gripped the thin material, almost tearing at it with eagerness and lust. Her naked skin was suddenly exposed and covered with his lips and hands as he ravaged her body.

Leslie was nervous, even though the man she was wearing this outfit to seduce was her husband of twenty-five years. She was hoping for the best tonight, since they were hardly ever intimate anymore, their evenings in bed together typically spent watching Netflix or reading their respective tablets, before turning off their lights with a perfunctory kiss good night. And waking the next morning was no fun because they both had to rush off to work.

Given their respective office jobs, and their kids in college who used to be their primary focus so now it was just the two of them, it seemed like they hardly still knew each other. She knew this state was totally common among empty nesters, but it still drove her up the wall with frustration.

Many of their friend groups had either imploded into their own relationships, started drinking too much, swapped their houses for mobile homes and hit the road for good, or simply gotten divorced. But none of that was her and Adrian’s style. They had always been a duo, excellent at compromise and communication, and they still were. Supposedly.

He tossed her like a rag doll over the side of the couch, her naked ass pushing up to show him exactly where she wanted him to fuck her. A growl emitted from his throat as he gripped her hips, spreading apart her cheeks and exposing her pussy that was now dripping with desire. One hard thrust and he was inside her, filling her wanting hole with his erection, hard as steel.

But tonight, she was feeling neglected and horny. Really horny. And the vibrator she had secretly purchased from Amazon several months ago, while sufficient to provide her with some satisfaction, didn’t feel at all the same as a good, hard, flesh and blood cock inside her.

And admittedly, Adrian was a good lover when he wanted to be. When he wanted to be. Which was pretty much the point. She missed feeling desired. She missed his demonstrating how sexy he considered her and earnestly moaning while she took care of him.

The coup de grâce to her outfit tonight was her ’fuck me’ four-inch heels. Clicking down the hallway, she slowly, gracefully, stepped her way down the stairs like an elegant lady of the night. Hopefully, anyway.

Even wearing heels of any height, let alone four-inchers, felt slightly unfamiliar because of how seldom they had gone out lately. An occasion for wearing heels was rare, mostly just weddings or funerals, and it was the same for any kind of evening dress.

And lingerie? Until tonight, never; not even Valentine’s Day.

But tonight, she had taken the trouble, and she definitely did feel sexy. And sure enough, when she stepped into the living room Adrian looked up and his eyes went wide.

“Woah! Well, hello there,” he greeted her, all sing song. He gave a small whistle.

“Hey there yourself. Thought I’d show you the new purchase I made. You like?”

Leslie stepped in front of him and spread her legs, striking a pose using the backlight of the television. She was slightly annoyed he didn’t decide to turn off the television right away; she had obviously impressed him, but the effect was short-lived.

“It looks amazing.”

‘It’, not ‘you’. His words of admiration didn’t even sound genuine, like he was barely focused on her. Strike one.

“Yeah?” she stepped closer. “I love the way this outfit feels against my skin. You should come over here and touch me.”

“Why… why don’t you come over here?” he asked in a hesitant voice. Leslie wondered if this was because he was attempting to be controlling, or perhaps he was comfortable where he was and just didn’t want to stand up. Whichever it was, she accommodatingly walked over to him and leaned down, deliberately causing her top to fall open, loosely exposing her breasts.

“Here I am, tiger. What are you going to do with me?”

What she wanted was for him to grab her, to tumble her onto the couch and kiss her passionately. The fantasy she had in her mind involved the lingerie being torn off and her naked body being pressed against the cushions.

What she got was his hands tentatively reaching out, grabbing her breasts through the thin material and massaging them. Better than nothing, I suppose.

“Mmm… that’s a good start, lover.” She wanted to encourage him. Sliding her straps down her shoulders, she revealed her breasts to him fully, inviting his hands to roam.

Adrian cupped them and teased her erect nipples, giving her some mild shivers, not only due to the cold. “Why don’t you turn the TV off?”

He finally grabbed the remote, and the room became silent and dark. Which felt awkward somehow, there being nothing to fill the silence except for two people staring at each other, one of them half naked, and the other with his feet still resting on the coffee table awkwardly massaging breasts. With little to say to each other.

Still, Leslie thought her husband might just need a bit of prompting. Any regularity in their sexual activity had trailed off a long time ago, but even now once he got going, it was usually enough to satisfy her.

She slid sideways onto his lap, feeling her barely covered ass against his slacks. “You may continue touching me if you like.”

His hands went to her breasts again, still tentative in their exploration. She wanted him to kiss her hard, to maul her, to throw her onto her back on the couch and dive between her legs tongue first. But what she received from him was just… very little enthusiasm.

A flash of frustration rolled through her, but she told herself getting him started was a process. Newton’s Law about a body at rest kind of thing. He just needs to get warmed up.

Maybe things would work better if she took a bit of control. She stood up and tugged on his hand. “Come up to the bedroom.”

Without a word, he obediently followed her upstairs and into their master suite. As soon as they were next to the bed, he began to undo his pants and slide his shirt off, folding them perfectly before setting them down. It was typical, she thought. Methodical. Not an item out of place. And totally not sexy.

Couldn’t he tell that all she wanted was passion? Lustful abandon? For him just to lose control and tear her clothes off, throwing his own carelessly on the floor because he couldn’t wait to mount her?

Obviously he couldn’t tell. He was more focused on making sure his pants didn’t get wrinkled than ripping off her lingerie.

Either that, or he just wasn’t that much into her anymore.

She knelt on the bed and slipped her lingerie off completely, since he didn’t seem interested in it anyway. Naked and vulnerable, she was still aroused. Still needed the touch of a man. Her man.

Adrian just stood there gazing at her, his cock dangling between his legs and not even hard. Yet again, this would be all up to her. Leslie sighed. Okay then.

Stepping toward him, she cupped her breasts. “Touch me. I want your hands all over me.”

Yet again, he caressed her very gently, the very opposite of what she was looking for. “Do you like that?” he whispered as his hands traversed lightly down her naked skin. “What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to force me down and take me like a man,” she whispered back, arching her breasts into his hands so he was forced to press them more firmly. “Show me how much you want me.”

He kissed her forcefully, finally demonstrating some passion, and she reached down between his legs as their tongues met each other.

And found him completely soft. Had that been passion just now? More like accommodation. He wasn’t unwilling, but neither was he enthusiastic.

Tugging on his flaccid dick, she sighed again. “Come on, baby. Show me how much you want me.”

Still, there was nothing stirring down there. Leslie pulled him close, and together they fell back onto the bed, still locked at the mouth, him on top. She had craved for him to rip the lingerie wildly from her body, and then to mount her like a stallion, holding her helplessly in place while he ravaged her.

Instead, he was writhing listlessly around on top of her, half-heartedly trying to get himself erect. It was like trying to stuff a marshmallow into a piggy bank.

Finally after more than a minute of his hopeless attempts to penetrate her, he rolled off to sit on the side of the bed. “Sorry babe. I don’t know what’s wrong.”

A pang of disappointment coursed through her. She was desperate to be touched, to be made satisfied. By an actual person, not a toy made of silicone or rubber. To interact with someone who really craved her. But just like so many other evenings, it obviously wasn’t in the cards for this evening either.

She slid around to rest her head on the pillow. “It’s okay. Maybe we can just do… something else.”

He moved up beside her. “Do you want me to… play with you?”

“Sure.” The moment was essentially gone, but she was still wet and ready, and his hand would probably feel better than her own. Although when he did touch her, she only felt roughness; it wasn’t sexy at all.

He was playing with her as if he was manipulating a gadget; like her own husband hadn’t ever touched her before. Attempting to quell another flash of frustration, she knew what she had to do.

“Why don’t you let me take care of it? You can watch?”

Adrian looked up at her. “Okay. Yeah, that would be hot.” But still, even while she slowly masturbated herself in front of him, there was no response from his cock. Zero.

He stared at her slow-moving hand with eager eyes, but he never made a move to get himself hard at all. And there was nothing stirring down there. What the hell is wrong with him?

Closing her eyes now and ignoring her husband, Leslie summoned up her usual fantasy. A massive, sexy man who would pick her up in his strong arms and toss her around like a rag doll. He would pin her down by her hair, and slap her ass, until she shrieked in both pain and ecstasy, and then would enter her hard and deep, to fill her pussy with his many inches of thick cock.

As her fantasy continued and she lost herself in it, her body responded. Her nipples ached to be touched, and so she grabbed them with her own hands and squeezed them, desperately hard.

She imagined it was a man pinching them, mauling her chest while his heavy, muscular body pinned her down, his pelvic bone hammering against her clit while he fucked her hard and deep.

A masculine man, smelling like sweat and eager to devour her with his hands, lips, and cock. Strong, aggressive, and someone who simply took what he wanted. And what he wanted was her.

It was familiar, it was the usual way she got herself off. Instead of her husband making her cum with his cock, she was doing it with her hand and fingers. Or when in private, with her favourite vibrator, of course.

Within moments, she felt her body begin to shiver, and a weak orgasm washed over her. It hadn’t come close to what she really craved, but it would have to do. The fantasy had done the trick even though her husband hadn’t.

She opened her eyes, her skin flushed and breathing hard.

Adrian still knelt there, still not even hard, even though he had just watched her masturbate to a climax. “Was it good?” he asked mildly.

“Sure,” she responded curtly. He might as well not even have been in the room. Even just having him asking the question caused in her a wave of irritation. Right after an unsatisfying orgasm, it was just more frustration.

Like she did most nights, she rolled over and closed her eyes, the moment gone. It was heartbreaking their relationship had come to the point where he wasn’t even interested in touching her or himself. And that made her angry.

What she had just experienced wasn’t the kind of experience that fulfilled her, not in the least, but she couldn’t think of an alternative. But there was no way around it: they needed to fix something, and soon.

Adrian crept into bed beside her, obviously not wishing to rock the boat, as usual. He then lay there silently. Even though she was lying next to him totally naked, he made no attempt to get close to her, no attempt to create any intimacy.

Just like always, if she wanted anything from him she would have to tell him what to do instead of his just doing it because he couldn’t stop himself. That would be the day. Sheesh!

Leslie listened to their breathing and pondered what she could find to do that might have a chance of changing things. There were some hard decisions ahead, of that she was sure.

She might have to take her marriage to some places she would rather not go. Or perhaps some places she’d love, if she could just think of one. It was definitely time to find out, one way or another.


CHAPTER TWO

Work the next day was busy and distracting for Leslie, which given her lingering frustrations from last night was actually a relief, since she didn’t have time to dwell on them.

She had been an accountant at a large property maintenance firm for over a decade, and happily the work required enough of her focus to keep her distracted. Examining columns on computer spreadsheets and analyzing budgets and projections had always given her much satisfaction, and her mind worked well that way.

Which was one reason her and Adrian got along so well. He was logical and measured, but he never demonstrated much of emotion. As they had gotten to know each other and fallen in love, their interactions had always been highly communicative, and between them they always managed to hash things out.

But that was very different from the passion some of her friends described to her about their relationships. Adrian was safe. And normal. Never lost his temper.

So maybe now three decades later, his mellow temperament had become boring.

What the hell am I going to do about this?

Leslie had been thinking hard, following the upsetting events in their bedroom. Her husband not even making a serious attempt at drumming up some enthusiasm for her sex appeal was causing her to reflect seriously, but if truth be told also sometimes despondently, on the most recent couple of years of their sex life. Or lack thereof.

Because what had happened the previous night wasn’t abnormal recently; similar things had happened before, just not as upsetting, and that assessment made her feel even more discouraged.

For years she had wrestled with her sense of not getting enough from her marriage. As with most couples she supposed, things between them had just gotten routine, and then stale, and then… nothing. Like ‘I’m sorry dear, I just can’t get it up.’

“Leslie… hey, Earth to Leslie!”

A deep male voice jarred her out of her dissatisfied thoughts. As he always did on Monday afternoons, their delivery man Ray stood there smiling down at her. His shirt was slightly unbuttoned. It was the first thing she always noticed besides his usual cocky grin.

He was young, he flirted with her a lot, and he used his job as an excuse to visit her desk every time he came into their office.

She was one of only two women in the office, and the more attractive one, so she was the one he always hit on. Special her; he probably flirted with anything that moved.

Tall, thin and athletic, he reminded her of her husband twenty years earlier. Although she was probably hurdling a low bar, it still always felt immensely flattering whenever he winked at her, or struck up a conversation about something… about anything… other than his job.

He also always made a point of making some sort of veiled sexual innuendo, and she was used to them. Instead of being the typical offended woman, it was a refreshing change to her day. She sort of even looked forward to their banter.

It wasn’t as if the married Leslie had become completely oblivious to other men. She had just forgotten how to be… well, sexy. Being married for so long to a husband who was more into things like building Lego structures and watching documentaries, meant the sex factor in her life was pretty low. Ray was a welcome reminder that some people still found her attractive.

“I’m sorry, Ray. Just in the clouds a bit. You have something for me?”

“Yep. This delivery. And my phone number is at the top.” he winked, as he handed her the stack of papers.

“I think I already have that number. 867-5309?” she laughed. He had given the real one to her about a dozen times over the months he had been coming to their office; it was still flattering that he kept trying.

“But you see Leslie, the nice thing about having people’s phone numbers is when you actually use them. You know, with that magic phone of yours.”

“Magic? How could you know my phone is magic?”

“Well, potentially magic then. Just like your outfit today; I wish I could make it disappear, even though it’s super cute.” His come-ons were a bit crude, but cute. Just cute enough to make her blush sometimes.

And Leslie knew if she were single, she probably would have considered his advances a bit more seriously. He was just the kind of guy it would be fun to spend some time with, no strings attached. Fun. Thanks, see ya later.

Leslie wondered what he would do if she simply stood up, told him to follow her to somewhere private, and then offered to do something her husband wouldn’t approve of.

Something teasing, and just enough to drive him crazy. To make him hard under his shorts. It would be a bit cruel, but a guy like him deserved some cruelty; he might even get off on it.

Would he chicken out, or would he be a man and go for it? Even just speculating about her theoretical options sort of thrilled her.

A thought flashed through her mind of dragging him into the closet where they kept their office supplies. His pants down, a nice hard cock jutting out, and her mouth eagerly wrapped around it. Feeling his hands tugging her hair while she pleasured him and listened to him moan.

Having a real man take control of her or better yet, take control of the situation herself, and enjoy what he was assuredly more than willing to give her. Or if not, it would just be fun to call his bluff following his months of come-ons.

Coming back to reality, she realized that just her naughty speculations had made her nipples hard. But it was time to squash the fantasy for them both.

“Not today, Ray.” That succinct statement was usually the end of their banter, but today for some reason she decided to give him a bit more. “But keep trying, stud; you never know when you might wear my resistance down.”

Leslie even gave him a wink before she could stop herself.

He smiled broadly. “Don’t worry, I think you’re worth the wait. At least I hope you’ll be.” Even though he knew she was married, his confidence and that she couldn’t ever totally dissuade him was another turn on.

She had friends who had affairs and shared about them, and she always felt a bit jealous whenever they told her about another illicit rendezvous. As desperate as she was getting, maybe it was something to consider.

And as he swaggered away, Leslie couldn’t help checking out his tight shorts. Nice butt, I guess.

It wasn’t that she didn’t think she was still desirable, she knew she was. But there was just something off about the dynamic between her and Adrian. He simply wasn’t able to do for her the things she needed him to.

She’d heard of couples going to marriage counselors, or even sex therapists, and in fact they had watched a funny show about the latter on Netflix only a few weeks ago.

Could that be the answer? And might Adrian even entertain the idea? He definitely had an analytical mind, they were very alike that way, but when anything about their sex life came up, he always buried his head in the sand, she wasn’t even certain he had a choice about it.

There was even a time when they were at a resort on vacation, and they held a toga party one of the nights; and Adrian had just continued wearing his normal clothing instead of stripping down and having fun. And she asked, he couldn’t come up with a reason. “I guess I’m just that kind of a guy,” was all he said; it was pathetic, really.

But pathetic or not, even hopeless or not, Leslie still needed to see what was out there. Maybe the right professional would know what could bring them back to the place they had been in the past, or to create a situation where they could go forward instead of back, and even explore new things. Hopefully still with each other.

A Google search for sex therapists instantly coughed up about a million hits. But that was no problem: due to her meticulous accountant’s nature, Leslie was excellent at dialing down into search engines.

Still, the quantity of options she narrowed it down to, still appeared overwhelming. And almost all of them just screamed marketing ploys instead of useful information.

Get what you’re looking for in the bedroom – and beyond! Change your lifestyle with newfound sexual freedom! We have the pill you’re looking for!

Experience ecstasy and love with energy work that will heal your relationship!

Learn how to fuck like a porn star in just 30 days!

All of it seemed either ridiculous or not at all what she was looking for. Then an advertisement caught her eye.

Allow our licensed professional to guide you in discovering your uniquely inborn role in the bedroom. Then then once you discover your true self, Mistress Angelique will educate you in exploring your own unique sexual nature.

Educate? Discover? Unique? Explore? That seemed right up her alley. Leslie clicked on the link.

The website was arranged and decorated gorgeously, obviously the product of a professional graphics artist. Perusing the woman’s credentials, it appeared that Mistress Angelique had earned a PhD, which also impressed her.

Her site elaborated on terms Leslie was hardly familiar with, but she could tell each of them was either kinky or sexual or both. But the nice thing was that the discussions presented didn’t come across at all raunchily. The adjective ‘professional’ was once again apt.

She took a deep breath to gather her courage… this was a bold new step for her.. and clicked through to book an appointment. There was a time slot available two days hence, and she took it.

Leslie knew her making such an executive decision on behalf of her husband would necessitate a conversation at home… perhaps even a mild confrontation… but she wasn’t going to allow Adrian a choice about this.

They just had to do something about their bedroom situation, and he had been so painfully uncomfortable last night, she was certain he would agree.

And last night had only been the final straw; over the past year or so, the spark between them had just… died. And she was determined to resurrect it. Both for herself and for their marriage.

Again, Adrian would certainly go along with this effort. It was just his nature: to go along to get along. And he never argued, he was just…well, obedient whenever she put her foot down.

Now they were about to take this next step in discovering a new sexuality, all Leslie could hope was that his timid nature would translate into what she needed after all.


CHAPTER THREE

Two days later, there they were inside what looked very much like a psychologist’s office. It appeared completely professional from the outside in a strip mall, with a tempered glass door and inside, over a dozen comfortable chairs in a waiting area presided over by an attractive receptionist wearing a skirt suit.

Nobody would never suspect this was the office of a sex educator. Even the artwork was well appointed.

The inner door opened and a striking woman stepped out, dressed in a business suit Leslie thought must cost more than her monthly car payment. She was tall, French looking to match her name, with long black hair bound in a tight ponytail.

Dark rimmed glasses framed a striking face, and her presence made Leslie feel intimidated. She exuded an aura of serene authority as she approached the couple, although she was smiling warmly and sincerely.

“Leslie. Adrian. Welcome, I’m so glad you could come. I’m Angelique. Come join me in my office.”

She offered a gracious hand to each of them, but Leslie noticed that similar to the other night, Adrian seemed intimidated as well, shaking her hand only limply.

They followed her into a large open room with a well-stocked bookshelf against one wall. At a glance, most of the books appeared scholarly, but a number of them looked lurid. A sizeable oak desk dominated one end of the room, and directly across from it was a loveseat along with two chairs.

“Please; sit down.” She didn’t indicate specifically where.

Leslie chose one of the chairs, so Adrian sat in the adjacent one. Angelique beamed at them and commented. “So, one thing I check immediately is where a couple sits. If you choose to sit separately, it tells me there’s a current division between them. Is that the case with you?”

Adrian looked at his wife, obviously as startled as she that the session was substantively beginning so abruptly. He raised a questioningly eyebrow, so she replied on their behalf, “I’d say that’s precisely why we’re here, yes.”

Angelique nodded. “Good, so you’re willing to open up to me right away; I appreciate that. Because the most important thing we need to build in this room is trust. You can be open with me, and you shall become confident over time that I will never judge either of you, no matter what you reveal to me. And I will be open with you about what I think are your best solutions to achieving your wants and needs. Both of yours.”

As the woman finished speaking, Leslie caught Adrian’s eye and gave him a loving, reassuring smile. He smiled back, looking greatly relieved.

“I need to assure you… and to demonstrate to you both, perhaps over and over, as often as it takes… that there’s never any shame in this room. Or at least not any provoked by me. And if either or both of you bring up a topic you do feel shame about, there’s no shame in that, either; I shall do my very best to assist you in alleviating it. For shame is invariably both unhealthy and unnecessary. In short, you two may discuss absolutely anything you want, with no restrictions. I’ve heard it all before, and I’ve helped hundreds of couples just like you, and also many who are probably nothing like you. So how does all that sound? Do either of you have any questions before we get into specifics?”

“I think it all sounds wonderful,” Leslie replied. “How about you, honey?”

“Umm… okay, I guess.” She could tell he was still nervous.

“Not to worry, Adrian. We’ll have you feeling comfortable about all this in no time.” Angelique paused for a beat before continuing. “So… today is all about my getting to know both of you as a couple, and getting started in setting some exciting goals for your marriage. Okay?”

“That’s great.” Leslie offered. “What do you need to know about us?” Angelique’s open nature had her feeling relaxed and excited right away.

The impressive woman jumped right into the heart of things with her very first question. “Tell me about the beginning of your relationship. How often did you have sex at first?”

Leslie had to think. Like any budding relationship, they’d had sex often at first, but then it had dwindled. “At least three times a week, or more.”

“It was definitely more,” Adrian laughed, which surprised his wife. “At least at the beginning. I remember finding it hard to keep up with her. Some nights she would totally exhaust me.”

Leslie was amazed at her husband’s sudden display of self assurance. But perhaps he was buoyed up from flashing back to those fond memories. Those were definitely the good times… for them both.

“So Leslie, your husband seems to think you were pretty high libido back then, if I may be so bold. Do you agree with him? Would you describe yourself as having a high sex drive? You craved sex often back then, and perhaps now you still do?”

She nodded. “Yes, I’d say that pretty much sums it up. I’ve always had a high drive, I guess. What can I say? I like sex.”

“And what about you, Adrian? Are you similar to your wife in that respect, or different in some respects?” Leslie thought the question extremely diplomatically phrased. The poor dear was as timid as a mouse!

He paused. “I’d say I enjoy sex, but I don’t need it as often as my wife does. I’m happy to do things she enjoys, though. To keep her happy, even if it’s just something for her.”

“Are you saying you do things to pleasure her without any need for your own satisfaction? And then do you masturbate a lot due to frustration?”

“No, never.”

“Leslie, how about you? Do you masturbate a lot, somewhat, a little, or hardly ever?”

She felt rather embarrassed for her husband to hear her answer to that one. “Could you please define ‘a lot’?”

“Daily?”

Leslie blushed. “That’s pretty close. Although sometimes there just isn’t the opportunity.”

“More often than daily?”

Ugh! “Ummm. Sometimes.” Adrian looked at her in surprise. He had no idea that whenever she was in a bath, or sometimes even the shower, she would get herself off if she had the urge, and during the past year It had become a regular occurrence.

“Adrian, how does it feel to hear that? Obviously, you didn’t know.”

“Um… well, no I didn’t. But it doesn’t bother me.”

Leslie looked at him. “What do you mean?”

“Babe, I know how horny you get sometimes. Lots of women masturbate frequently.” He made it sound like she was the subject of a National Geographic article, and Leslie almost laughed. But it was reassuring to hear now that he knew he was okay with it. 

“So Leslie, now that the pussy is out of the bag so to speak, is that something you’d like Adrian to participate in? If you’ll pardon my levity.”

Now that they were all relaxing a bit Leslie could tell Angelique was turning it into more of a banter session. It helped her feel she could open up.

“I don’t know. Sometimes, I guess, but usually it feels kind of private. Sometimes I enjoy it when he does it to me though But again, sometimes not… like the other night, when it just didn’t click.”

“Do you ever feel the urge to tell him to get you off? And to be clear, I deliberately chose the word ‘tell’ over ‘ask’.”

That was an interesting question, and Leslie needed to think about it. She definitely had felt that the other night when she was feeling so desperate, even though it hadn’t really gone anywhere. “Yes, I guess so.”

“Do you fantasize about other men while you’re masturbating?”

She had to blush again. “Yes… I’m afraid that I do.”

“Often?”

“Yes.” She had to admit it. Even that night while he was right there, the only way she’d been able to orgasm was with of her fantasy.

“And where is Adrian in your fantasies whenever you’re visualising these other men?”

Another interesting question. “I… I don’t know that… that I even do think about him at those times?” She looked worriedly at her husband. “I hope that doesn’t upset you, sweetie.”

“Leslie. One thing you must stop doing is apologizing for your feelings, and also for what you feel you must do because of them,” Angelique reprimanded her very curtly.

“There’s nothing wrong you’re your entertaining unbridled fantasies and desires, whatever they are. You’re not harming anyone; in fact, you’re helping both yourself and your husband by not pushing him somewhere he might not want to go.”

This strong statement was something Leslie hadn’t ever considered before. And she realized that she did apologize a lot for things she probably needn’t, just to try and make Adrian feel better than she thought he might be feeling.

Angelique continued. “Part of the process I’ll be guiding you through is learning to own your own feelings, and to be okay about sharing them with your partner with full openness and honesty. That way you’re both being genuine, each of you is doing what you feel is best, and if a conflict arises, you can work together… again with openness and honesty along with each of you doing your absolute best to set aside any hurt feelings… to find a common ground you can both live with comfortably.”

They all continued talking and working their way through Angelique’s long series of questions.

She was incredibly thorough, exploring topics like the explicit ways they chose to enjoy each other including how well or how badly they had gone, their separate and mutual fantasies, and activities they had enjoyed both separately and together in the past.

Leslie had never spoken so openly about her sex life before, and hearing some of the things Adrian revealed had shocked her.

He was definitely into some fantasies she had not been privy to. Things, mainly scenarios, he fantasized about she had never expected. And it was never anything aggressive.

They were all about people doing things to him. Or him doing things for people. At one point he called himself a ‘people pleaser’, and Angelique told Leslie to remember his saying that because it was significant, and not in a bad way.

Angelique finally leaned forward at her desk and said it was time for them to stop talking and listen, for she now had something to say .

“So after interviewing you two at length, here is my current diagnosis. To put it in a nutshell, you’re both going about your sex lives all wrong. And please don’t take that with hurt feelings, because if you accept this diagnosis as fact, then I can assist your marriage in progressing to a dynamic that both of you will find far more satisfying.”

Leslie paused. She’d had a feeling Angelique might tell them something like that. “How do you mean progress? In what direction?”

“Well, before addressing your couple’s specific case, let me begin by explaining in general terms that in the world of kink, which is what we need to discuss here… for as you two have proven to at least my satisfaction, you’ll never find satisfaction in anything vanilla… there are… classifications. We tend to describe people that way so everyone knows how they fit into things.”

They both nodded.

“So with couples with your inclinations, I need to tell you about a discipline called Dominance and Submission; I call it a discipline, but it’s also very much of a game, with rules. And the primary rule is quite simple: in a relationship suited for this game one person is naturally drawn to the role of a Dominant, and the other to the role of a Submissive. And the rule is that the Dominant tells his or her partner what to do, and the submissive does without argument whatever the dom requires.”

“So how does that concept apply to us?” Adrian asked.

“In your relationship, your wife is naturally driven to be dominant, while you naturally are driven not to be, but to be submissive instead, and thus you two can only find contentment together, or sexual satisfaction, when each of you take on your natural role.”

This was said without any judgement in her voice, it was simply stated as fact.

“Are we good so far? Are you both following me?”

They both nodded. Leslie’s mind was already reeling at how deep Angelique had gone.

“Good. But in your case it gets more complicated than that. Adrian, you’re a natural submissive, but you Leslie, are what is called a Switch. Judging from what you’ve told me, not only do you have a strong drive to be dominant in a relationship, but you also feel the need to be submissive… to surrender your will so someone else can take charge.”

“But…” Adrian interjected, but seemed afraid to continue.

“It’s okay, Adrian; I know what you want to say, and we won’t mind if you say it,” Angelique reassured him gently.

“But I… I just can’t do that for her!”

“Exactly. And I’m certain that inherent inability of yours has at times been immensely frustrating for you both, hasn’t it?”

They both nodded.

“So there’s another term that is coming into play here, but it is a subset of what we have been talking about. Adrian, you like to participate and bring your wife pleasure. But you like to watch. Leslie, you like to be the object of desire.”

Leslie nodded again. It was exactly why her and Adrian got along well as lovers. He was excellent at tending to her needs. In fact, he had been one of the few men who could make her orgasm from oral sex.

“And really deep down, you want a man who will dominate you. Ravage you. Tear your clothes off and to be blunt, fuck you. Correct?”

She was far too correct. Even just hearing the words explained to her made Leslie’s body twitch. “Completely.” Glancing over at Adrian, it was hard not to feel guilty about the fact she had just confessed that she wanted another man to fuck her brains out. 

“Which brings us to another subject: that of the hotwife, if you understand what I’m saying. Leslie, just nod for now if you can see where I’m going with this.”

The realization of what Angelique was suggesting washed over Leslie. She was suggesting someone else would need to fill that role. The role of not only dominating her, but also of satisfying her sexually.

“So Adrian.” Angelique gazed at him compassionately but also insistently. “I think it’s time you admitted all of your true feelings to your wife.”

“What… what do you mean?”

“I mean I believe it’s clear to all three of us by now that you’re only comfortable, at least in the bedroom, when you’re being submissive to your wife. And I believe you can tell she’s okay with that; it’s a crucial piece of knowledge for your mutual growth. But there’s another deep dark secret you also need to entrust to her. That not only would you be okay with it, but the idea of her having intercourse with other men actually excites you. Truth?”

Adrian looked sheepish and then sideways at Leslie. It was something she had never considered, but now that she had heard him describe what he was interested in, it made sense.

“Yes ma’am. Truth.”

She next turned to Leslie. “And Leslie, you need to tell him whether you’re okay about knowing that side of your husband. He’s been afraid to tell you for a very long time.”

Leslie turned to Adrian. “It’s okay. I just…had no idea. Why didn’t you tell me before?”

“I guess I just…couldn’t.”

She could understand. It would be hard for any man to admit that he had a fantasy about watching her with another man. To see her getting pleasure from someone else and then welcome her back into their marriage bed.

Just the thought of it already had Leslie quivering. Her thoughts were interrupted by Angelique again.

“Leslie, you need to start this whole process by telling Adrian what to do. He wants you to. He needs you to. I suspect there are times you become dissatisfied when he fails to take initiative, and I can tell you that’s an unreasonable expectation on your part. It simply isn’t in him, and he needs you to be the assertive one.”

It was as if she had jumped into both of their minds and read them perfectly.

Obviously her training and her years of experience in dealing with couples like the one in sitting in front of her had honed her talents very impressively.

There was silence… a very long silence… until Leslie finally looked at Adrian and ended it. “Is that true?”

He silently looked down at the floor, not moving a muscle.

“Given the unwarranted expectations in our society, it’s extremely difficult for men to admit they need something like this. It isn’t considered manly, more’s the pity.” Angelique said in a supportive tone.

“There are strong prejudices against their admitting they want to be told what to do by the so-called weaker sex. But their needs are openly out on the table, it can be very liberating, even in the more extreme cases. For instance, I have friends who almost literally own slaves who are totally devoted to them. Who absolutely love performing acts of service for their Mistresses, which is how they address their wives. I don’t think that extreme quite describes you, Adrian, but I do think Leslie, you definitely need to be more proactive in your dominant role, and in requiring him to fit into his natural place.”

It was as if a lightbulb was going off in Leslie’s head. She suddenly realized Adrian had recently been trying to point out that direction to her, albeit it ineffectually, which in retrospect was quite understandable.

And she, you big dummy, had chosen to ignore the signs, feeling it wasn’t the role a proper wife should take.

But sitting there thinking about it felt quite daunting. How on earth were they supposed to integrate all this into their lives? She was surprised when Adrian piped up first.

“So how do we begin the process? Like to fix all this?” He seemed to be quite eager to move forward, which was a massive relief. Leslie was grateful he was this open to beginning the process.

Angelique nodded and leaned forward to get their full attention. “I have some homework for you two. Exploring these new concepts and roles will unavoidably take time, perhaps even a lifetime to get it perfect. But in the short term, I think it will be beneficial for you both of to progressively explore the natural side of your relationship. With Adrian as the submissive of the family, and Leslie the dominant. Are you both prepared to work on that?”

Leslie looked at Adrian, and this time he met her gaze with a helpless look that spoke volumes. She knew from the way he was looking at her, which was with great relief, how happy he was about the prospect of finally learning how to fit into the natural roles that going forward, they would play for each other.

Her heart went out to her husband; he had obviously yearned for something this for a very long time, but he couldn’t ever bring himself even to mention it. Thank you for finding Mistress Angelique!

“Definitely,” they both pledged in unison.

“Okay then. Leslie, your first assignment is simply to take charge of your next sexual encounter. Tell him exactly what you want from. Don’t be afraid to be as selfish as you like; in your specific case that’s not only okay, but it’s necessary. And communicate with authority and openness. You’ll be able to count on Adrian to listen, and more importantly, to do whatever you wish, and be happy to do it.”

“Adrian, your assignment is to perform all tasks your wife requires of you whatever they are, especially in the bedroom, and to allow your feelings of satisfaction in serving the woman you love to become a major part of it. It may take some time to sink in until this feels natural and automatic, but do your best to dismiss any pesky guilty feelings of your needing to be the stereotypical man, and just enjoy serving the woman who is now your Mistress.”

He nodded. “I can do that; usually enjoy that side of things whenever I get the chance.”

Angelique reinforced her statement to him. “Remember, you’re doing these things because it is a desire of yours, not because you feel obligated. Embrace it, just like Leslie needs to embrace the idea of taking control and enjoying being the one calling the shots. Understand?”

“I think so.”

“Okay.” She stood up. “That’s our allotted time. You guys can check in with me in two days time, at which time I expect you to have that first assignment done. Please schedule that appointment with Cynthia on your way out.”

Just as professional as it had begun, the session ended with the pair walking out of her office to see another couple waiting their turn. And then to witness Angelique coming out to greet the couple cordially and escort them in while they spoke with Cynthia.

They got into the car and drove home in silence. She, and presumably Adrian as well, was spending the time in processing everything that Angelique had told them. Including all the revelations about the two of them and their heretofore unrealized dynamic together.

But it was exciting. Finally she saw a way forward, an exceedingly promising one, and the most fantastic part was it would begin with her making their decisions herself. Which she had unknowingly wanted to do all along.

And Adrian seemed fully on board with happily coming along for the ride. It was time for the ride to begin, and their roller coaster was moving slowly up to its pinnacle, with the two of them firmly side by side in the car. 


CHAPTER FOUR

“So…how should we start this?” Adrian asked.

Truthfully Leslie had no idea herself. Although Angelique had been specific on how the act should take place, she definitely didn’t specify what they should do. But if she wanted to be pampered a bit and not feel bad about it, there was one way that popped right into her head.

They were in the bedroom getting ready to retire for the night, but both of them seemed to feel like they should at least start to approach their homework.

Leslie was actually eager because it meant that she could command what she wanted without feeling any kind of guilt. The feeling was liberating.

Well, no time like the present I guess. She slid her nightgown over her body and lay down naked on her stomach. “Massage my back. I’m very tense right now. There’s some oil in the nightstand.” Her prone body quietly waited for his response.

There was a brief pause, and then Adrian opened the bedside drawer, extracting a tube of massage oil; it had been stored in there forever. He squirted some onto his hands and began rubbing it into her skin, rubbing his hands lightly and respectfully over her.

His touch was slow and sensual. He had always been fantastic at touching her, and feeling his hands on her brought a response right away. But she knew that she had to almost push down the urge to stop him. To do something to make him happy.

Leslie instead embraced how he was servicing her without expecting anything back, and that he was obviously content about his lack of expectations.

“You can rub harder; but just a bit.” One thing he should reasonably expect was clear instruction. And sure enough, his pressure instantly changed. “That feels great.”

She lay there, her first instinct to reach over and try to start playing with him. Which inevitably always led to a blowjob. Which, again, was something for him.

Ignoring the thoughts, Leslie lay there and simply enjoyed her husbands’ hands on her body. He was an excellent masseuse and she quickly realized that he was thoroughly enjoying himself.

Turning over, she enjoyed his attention to her legs, then his hands moved up to her stomach. Because of the way his hands were touching her, she was dripping wet and dying for some attention.

Normally she would have accepted it if he offered, but this time she decided to tell him what to do like Angelique had suggested.

“Now, lick my pussy. I want you to make me cum with your tongue.” had always been good at getting her off that way, at least.

When she lay back, he eagerly crawled between her legs, his tongue moving to her wet slit and quickly taking her to a higher level of arousal.

Leslie had a realization while he was so eagerly lapping at her – that this was something a natural submissive would have to enjoy. He was servicing her, she approved, and therefore all was right with the world.

She felt growing confidence in guiding him, in telling him precisely what she wanted. “Put your fingers inside me.”

Adrian obeyed with first one, and then two slick digits probing her.

“Mmm… yes… touch me inside just like that. Swipe your tongue around my clit. That feels so good.”

Whatever she communicated, he followed suit, using great care to get it right. His tongue was working considerable magic all over her sensitive lips and clit.

Leslie wondered how far she could take this. Would he really do whatever she wanted?

“Massage my legs while you continue licking me. Do both slowly.” Without missing a beat, Adrian brought his hands to her thighs and began massaging them slowly while he continued licking her. It felt fantastic to be massaged simultaneous with his tongue still working on her.

“Take your time. Slowly. Yes…right there…” Leslie moaned as he hit one of her sensitive spots. “Don’t move for a bit…okay now continue, but a bit faster.” It was refreshing to now be able literally to coach him on exactly how she wanted things done.

With the result that she was experiencing wave after wave of intense pleasure. Part of it was how he was licking her in all the right places, part of it was the knowledge that she was in total control.

“Mmm…yes, baby. Keep going… please don’t stop!”

Normally as she approached her orgasm she would be scrambling around to take him into her mouth, feeling obligated to reciprocate the pleasure he was giving her.

But the guidelines Angelique had given her made doing that irrelevant. Which was incredibly welcome. Instead of distracting herself with that unnecessary duty and thus compromising the orgasm she felt pending, she fully embraced his effort and pushed her mons into his mouth even harder.

“Fuck… FUCK… YES! Don’t STOP!” she gasped, letting the intense shudder of her pussy contracting race through her body like an electric wave. The spasms made her lie there writhing and let out a low, deep moan.

It was an incredibly intense orgasm, far better than any she had experienced recently. Especially because it was a real tongue instead of a toy.

He sat back on his haunches, looking down at her with a smile. “Was that… was that okay?”

Purring like a cat, Leslie allowed herself to lounge with her legs spread open, enjoying the aftermath of his hard work. “It was fantastic! But I still need more.”

She wanted to feel his cock in her pussy. The difference this time was that she was doing it because she wanted to, once again not because she felt an obligation. It was an incredibly liberating thought process. “Make yourself hard for me.”

Leslie looked down and saw he was already mostly erect. All it took was a couple of strokes and his looking down at her prostrate naked body, and he was hard for her.

“Roll onto your back.” Without hesitation Adrian flipped onto his back, his cock jutting upwards from his hips. Without even offering him any affection, Leslie positioned herself on top of him and felt his hard cock probing at her wetness.

There would be no problem getting him deep into her. She lowered her hips, and he entered her with a sigh.

Normally she would be trying to utter some appreciative noises, to show him he was a good lover and that he was pleasing her, whether in fact he was or not. But their dynamic was different now.

It was his newly assigned job just to be used in satisfying her, and all that was required from her was to communicate clearly how she wished him to perform. Or to simply use him for her own satisfaction, requiring nothing at all, if that was her choice.

His cock filled her in a familiar way. It had usually been satisfying enough, but now that she knew she had his permission (and better, Angelique’s) to crave more, she wondered what it would be like to be with another man.

Someone with the equipment and ability to fuck her the way she wanted to be fucked. For instance, harder and deeper than Adrian was capable of doing.

Still, he was sufficient for the moment. “Harder… yes, that’s good, baby. Push it up into me,” she verbally guided, as he obediently began thrusting his hips into her.

The cock inside her felt wonderful, tickling her in all the right and familiar places that it always had. He almost seemed like he was longer. Or harder.

His hands reached up for her breasts, but she swatted them away. “No.” He often fumbled clumsily with her nipples, which killed her mood. And now she felt comfortable denying that of him.

Instead, she took one of his hands and guided it to her clit, which was engorged with blood and ready to be touched, something only she would know with any precision. “Touch it lightly. Make circles.”

It was like he was a new lover, one she had to teach from scratch how to get her off. They hadn’t had a totally unsatisfying sex life, it had just been… not this.

And judging by how crazy she was already feeling, her pending second orgasm was about to be an explosion unlike anything she had felt in a very long time.

Leaning back, she arched and pushed out her breasts, grasping them in her hands while she slowly rode him, grinding herself up and down. His hand remained busy on her clit, and Leslie closed her eyes.

Without any qualms this time, she pictured a massive, sexy man filling her with his cock. Somebody who could grab her by the hips and spike her down onto his cock, and who was able to lift her and position her with great ease wherever he pleased.

Keeping her eyes closed, she leaned forward and placed her hands on the chest below her, starting to move her hips faster and gasping harder. “Fuck… yes, fuck me… come on, baby, this is really working!”

This orgasm was going to be different from the last. Much more intense.

He’d already done a fantastic job of getting her off with his mouth, but now instead of his doing it, she was going to give herself the next one, essentially by using his cock as a sex toy.

But this toy was part of a warm human, who was also massaging her clit and moaning beneath her.

Their combined sounds filled the room. Leslie let herself go, her inhibitions totally absent for the first time she could remember, while her body experienced wave after wave of intense pleasure.

As she crested, she leaned forward to brace her hands on his bare chest and began riding him with passion, gasping with each vigorous downward thrust onto his erection.

Her cries reached a feverish pitch, and then she finally felt the explosive release of her massive orgasm, her pussy spasming with wild shocks as she shuddered through it. And this time instead of checking that he was also having one, she just concentrated on herself, enjoying each and every one of her contractions and aftershocks.

Slowly she allowed her diminishing orgasm swirl away through her body, feeling satisfied with what she (and her willing assistant) had accomplished. And now the final piece was to end things.

He didn’t need to be satisfied; she knew that. He was here to service her, and she was here to enjoy it.

“That was perfect. Good job, baby.” She slid off of him. He looked at her with wild eyes, not being accustomed to being denied his own satisfaction. But that was part of their new dynamic. He was here to service her, and then he was only allowed to be satisfied if and when she decided he should.

Upon the occasion of this… ‘first test flight’ she decided to call it… her denying him this time was partly to break the mold, and partly a test to see whether he was determined to go forward in his new role.

She lay down beside him. “Come and cuddle with me.”

Following a pause this time, while she gave him time to come up to speed with this new reality, he slid into be beside her from behind, his erection probing against her ass. But he was a good boy, making no attempt to insert it anywhere.

No attempt to do anything at all sexual to her. But she had said he could cuddle, so he wrapped is upper arm around her lovingly, and she squeezed it affectionately. “That was amazing, sweetheart. You did a great job.”

His lips fell to her neck, and he kissed her there. “Thanks. I enjoyed it… a lot.”

Rolling over, she looked him directly in the eye, needing to challenge that.

She had controlled every aspect of their playing, and he had done a great job, but the truth of what Angelique had predicted about his own satisfaction needed to be confirmed. “Are you being totally honest with me?”

His eyes never left hers. “I totally am. It’s actually… really nice to know I don’t have to force myself to do anything, just because I think you want me to. Tonight I knew exactly what you required of me every step of the way, and that meant the world to me!”

“Wow.” She paused for a moment, considering. “I guess this new journey might work for us after all.”

Turning back around, she enjoyed the warmth of his body pressed against her back. Running through her mind were possibilities of what might be next on their agenda, and what Angelique’s guidance and her inclinations might allow them to explore. And so far so good, but whether Adrian would remain contented, as she heated things up, remained to be seen.


CHAPTER FIVE

Giving their new arrangement a couple days to settle in, Leslie behaved exactly like she always had with Adrian. Well, not entirely: she did take the chance to test some waters.

Instead of offering to help with chores like the dishes, she simply told him to do them, which he did not only without complaint, but also without the slightest hint of reluctance. When she decided the bathroom needed cleaning, she told him she wanted it done, so he did.

Every time she expressed a wish for something, no matter how simple or subtle her indication, he leapt into action. And never complained or even hesitated. At times she felt she was treating him like a slave, but then she realized that slavery didn’t have to be a bad thing. If the slave was devoted to his Mistress and had no wish to be freed from her, then it was just fine.

Their next session with Angelique reinforced that thought:

“I know some people who simply live to serve those that they love,” she explained to the couple. “Even if there’s nothing sexual about it. Now the two of you include a sexual dynamic, but based on what Adrian is telling me, he also enjoys the nonsexual being told what to do and serving you. So go ahead and enjoy it fully, because you’re also giving him what he needs.”

It made sense. The puzzle pieces were all beginning to fit into place for Leslie. And what was even better, she was starting to get excited about the process. So far things had been fun, but they had barely begun.

“Okay, so now it’s time for another homework assignment. Adrian has asked me to design a situation for his pleasure that pushes his barriers a bit further. He has an unexplored desire for… humiliation.”

Another term Leslie was unfamiliar with, at least in any positive way. “What does that mean?”

“First, I need to remind you Leslie, that somewhere along the road ahead you’ll begin fulfilling your need for having sex with other men, and that Adrian will be participating in some fashion. The terms are that you’ll be a ‘hotwife’ with a ‘bull’, and Adrian a ‘cuckold’ or more degradingly, a ‘cuck’. So to answer your question, men inclined to be cuckolds often feel the need to be degraded, or to be forced into doing things they would normally resist in their everyday life. It’s a way of particularly embracing the role. For example if you and your bull taunted Adrian for having a small penis. But there are other ways, which are what we’ll explore next.”

She laid out guidelines that Leslie had to inwardly chuckle about. It was hard to believe her husband was interested in the practices Angelique described. She knew he wasn’t exactly a manly man, but some of the revelations their therapist shared were very intriguing.

Humiliation hadn’t been part of their equation up until this point, although Leslie concentrating on her own needs to the total exclusion of Adrian’s had been. But Leslie had the perfect idea for how to begin.

She took some inspiration from the internet by googling tasks (for a broad definition of ‘tasks’) that other dominant wives had their husbands perform. And she planned an entire day that Adrian had no idea was coming.

The next weekend arrived, and Leslie told him she wished to go shopping for a new dress. Part of her new role was to dress sexier, and he should join her while she picked clothes that she would wear for other men.

It was to be part of their process of making him not only more submissive, but also to indulge some of his fantasies. Except he would have no idea it was coming until he was in the midst of it happening.

“Come into the bedroom,” she called to Adrian as she finished applying her makeup. “I want you to do something for me.”

He casually strolled in. “What’s up? Are you ready to go?”

“Almost. There’s just one more thing before we do.” Her body tensed, because she was about to tell her husband, the man of the house, to do something not at all manly.

“You need to put these on.” She held up a pair of her filmy lace panties. “They’ll fit you perfectly.”

His face went pale. “Are you… serious?”

She watched him gulp before replying, “Of course I’m serious. Everyone is supposed to know you’re my little slave, which means in part that you have to wear my panties while we go shopping.” She continued holding them out to him.

Angelique had explained that men who wanted to dress like women often felt much shame about it. Likely he had done it sometimes as a child, then had gotten caught and chastised. But his wife now telling him not only was it okay, but that she wanted him to do it probably felt quite liberating to him. But it was also a big step for him.

To add complexity to this exercise, his wearing her panties today would likely stir up the shame and humiliation he had felt as a child when he was berated for doing this exact same thing. Which feelings, paradoxically, he would find pleasurable.

He accepted them tentatively.

“Go into the bathroom and put them on.” She could see he was thinking about resisting. Possibly even rejecting the idea.

Angelique had told her she needed to be firm at times like this one. “Go. Now. We need to leave.”

Moments later, he came out of the bathroom with a subdued expression on his face. He was walking differently. “Okay. Can we go?”

“Hold on, I want to see them,” Leslie said with a smile. She was starting to enjoy exerting her power, and it turned her on to know he was wearing her panties under his pants.

Adrian grimaced and then undid his jeans, pulling them down slightly. His bare cock was encased in filmy white lace, which tucked it up against his body. Leslie was happy to see he was partially erect.

Even though he had resisted, she knew that inside, he was enjoying himself as much as she was.

Once they arrived at the mall, she could see he was having a bit of trouble walking properly. His walking stance had to widen because the lacy material rubbing against his cock was giving him an erection, which he felt the need to conceal.

As they mostly held hands while strolling around, she made a point of sliding her hands down his lower back past his waistband to feel the hem of ‘his’ panties. She could feel him tense when she did, obviously worried that somebody might see. But the erection didn’t go away.

Her declared intention for this shopping trip was to find her some sexy lingerie and dresses to wear. Something out of character for her to wear while they were out, both visibly and hidden, so she could exhibit her body in ways that previously she hadn’t wished to. Or felt that she was allowed to as a demure wife.

But she was also plotting something for her husband. As they went in and out of a couple of stores, she made a point of trying apparel that were noticeably more provocative than normal.

One dress was barely more than a tight drape, hugging her body like a sleeve. It was a dark green material, almost iridescent and shiny that came down just below her hips and tight across her butt. There was a large gap in the back that plunged down, and the front had almost the same effect, coming down below her breasts. 

There was no way to even wear underwear with it because the material was so thin it would have been visible. It cupped her breasts and pushed them up and hid absolutely nothing.

Suddenly she was very grateful for her pilates teacher. Seeing herself in the mirror normally would have embarrassed her and she would have never purchased it. But the new Leslie had different ideas.

When she walked out of the change room, every man’s head turned in the store. Leslie reveled in the fact that her body was still good enough to create a response. Adrian looked at her and gulped. “That’s…wow. You’re…wow.”

She could see several men trying hard not to look in her direction, pretending they were staring at their phones.

“You like it?” Leslie asked the question even though she knew it shouldn’t matter to her. The question was whether the other men liked it.

She walked around in front of a large mirror the store had available, turning her body and intentionally flaunting it. The eyes of all the men kept boring into her body. It was fun to see Adrian looking at her while she displayed herself. “I love this dress. Should I get it?”

The decision had already been made, he just didn’t know it yet.

“Of course. Whatever you want.” Adrian stammered. Leslie felt a rush of satisfaction. Buying the dress felt strangely liberating, although she realized wearing it at a public event might be a whole different story.

They continued to walk around, and even though she could tell Adrian was growing tired of shopping Leslie had one more item on her agenda. It was time to see if she could push the boundaries of his submissiveness like Angelique had described.

In a department store, they walked around and looked at some more filmy items that were supposed to be for her to try on.

She picked a longer summer dress off the rack and held it up. But instead of taking it herself, Leslie reached out to hand him the garment saying, “I think you should put this on for me.”

Adrian’s eyes widened in shock. He didn’t reach to accept the dress, but resisted, keeping his arms at his sides.

“And then come back out of the dressing room and show me how it looks on you,” she continued smoothly, as if he wasn’t balking at all.

He looked around nervously. “But… there are people here. They’ll be watching.”

Leslie felt a surge of power, because of the opportunity he was providing her by arguing against something she required of him. Angelique had told her there would be times he would challenge her authority, and that she might be required to stand her ground. But in the end he would really desire to submit.

“I don’t care if they do watch. And neither do you. You’re in this world to please me, not them, remember? And I’ll be pleased to see you wearing this dress.” She tried to make her tone as commanding as possible.

This newest task would be totally humiliating for him, but Leslie now knew from all he had already done for her, he craved the control. He basically wanted to do this, even though she was insisting on his doing something currently beyond his comfort zone.

She remained in place extending the dress to him, seeing clearly the conflict in his head, probably with various pros and cons arguing back and forth.

Finally he sighed, and accepted the dress from her before stepping behind the curtain of the changing area. She quivered with the thrill of making her husband do something so contrary to what had been his normal preferences.

A couple minutes passed, and he slid the curtain aside, but remained in place in the small room. The dress clung to his body, and she needed to restrain a laugh at how well it fit his slender frame.

If he’d been wearing a wig and his legs weren’t covered in body hair, he could probably pass for a woman. A slender one with no apparent breasts, but he looked just fine in the feminine garment.

“Is this good enough?” he asked.

Leslie frowned in apparent irritation, although inwardly she was sympathetic to his predicament. “Come all the way out here in the light. I want a closer look.”

His eyes widened as he looked around. There were four people waiting for their turns to go in and change, and two more people holding clothes but not actually lined up.

“Hurry up, there are people waiting. Get out here.” She pointed at the floor in front of her.

He still hesitated.

Leslie decided she needed to be a bit more forceful. “Just do it. Get out here. Now.” She ejected the last word from her mouth firmly, so as not to be questioned.

He stared at the carpeted floor and shambled out of the booth. Two more people looked over, one of them elbowing his friend. It was obvious there was a man in a dress standing there. It was also obvious he was too ashamed to look up and face anyone.

Leslie thought for a second and decided she was satisfied he was at least submitting to her, even if not at all comfortably. “Okay, that looks good. Now spin around.”

Now he did look up, but only at her, looking like his eyes were about to tear up. “You want me to… spin around?”

“Yeah, you know… to show off a bit, show me how your pretty dress looks when it’s in movement.” She was still speaking in a playful tone, but her underlying meaning was clear: he was required to show off for her in women’s clothing, and he had no recourse. “Don’t worry about people watching; there’s nobody here we know.”

Adrian gulped, but then finally spun around. As Leslie had hoped, the full skirt of the dress whirled up to just barely display a glimpse of the lace panties he was wearing underneath it. She looked around and saw four people staring at her and her husband.

“Do you people have a problem with something?” she demanded curtly.

All the people staring had been wearing smiles, but those vanished immediately as they turned away.

It was an incredible feeling to assert herself, not only with her husband, but with complete strangers. And all it took was a bit of confidence and an authoritative voice. She turned back to Adrian. “Okay, that’s good. You may go change back now.”

He nodded with a grateful look and hurried back inside the changing booth. When he stepped back out dressed as a man again, he presented the dress to her in his hand. “Here you go.”

“Thank you. You did very well.” As if she were praising a child for being good. Which she realized in a sense she was doing. He enjoyed being treated that way, as a subservient very like a child who needed to be told what to do.

Leslie turned and walked briskly towards the exit, discarding the dress on a counter. It wasn’t necessary to purchase it; it has served its purpose.

What had been necessary was to establish for them both that Adrian would allow her to dictate what he should do, even to the extent of performing embarrassing tasks in front of other people. But also to establish she would stand up for him, like she’d done by putting those four gawkers in their place.

“Carry my purse again,” she said. He accepted it and held it while they walked, keeping himself a respectful half step behind her.

Leslie found a surge of courage inside her. Adrian followed her dutifully, and she found herself making eye contact with and smiling at men they encountered.

Inside one store she even complimented one gorgeous guy on the selection of a jacket he had made, and they engaged in a flirtatious conversation while Adrian stood nearby… and comfortably, she noticed when she glanced at him.

It was incredible to know she could be open and flirty with other men, and he not only didn’t mind, he was happy about it.

Once they finally arrived home and set down their purchases, Leslie turned to Adrian and praised him. “You’ve been a very good boy so far today. I think you deserve a reward.”

Of course the reward would mostly be for her satisfaction, which was the point. She needed to maintain their pecking order in every situation, and even though he might be getting rewarded in this one, it needed to be in a way that reinforced their dynamic.

“Sit down and make yourself hard for me. Keep your sexy panties on, though.”

Nodding his willingness with relief in his eyes, Adrian sat down on the couch and leaned back, undoing his pants. The white panties came into view, his cock jutting up past the narrow, lace waistband.

He was already mostly hard when took himself in hand, stroking his growing erection while looking up at her. The lace still mostly covered his shaft, and it took him no time to go from semi-hard to sporting a rock-solid erection.

“Very good. Now tell me how it felt to wear that dress today, and please be totally honest. Did it turn you on?”

He paused for a moment of thought, and then nodded. “It felt different. But good. I was embarrassed. But it was okay somehow.”

“That’s what I’d hoped. And do those panties feel good on you?”

“They feel great. I love the way the lace feels.” His hand moved faster.

“Nuh uh… not so fast. Slow down. Actually, stop touching yourself completely.”

He paused, and then removed his hand. Leslie could tell he still yearned to feel the pleasure she had temporarily allowed him, but nevertheless he obeyed. He was breathing hard.

“Good. How do you feel right now?” The idea was to get him to open up about how he really felt.

“Frustrated.”

“Horny? Like you’re dying to get off?”

“Yes, exactly like that.”

“Okay, you can begin again. Go slowly.”

He grasped himself and began stroking again, this time deliberately slower. Leslie watched as a bead of precum arrived at the tip, leaking because of his need.

Should I let him relieve himself? What excited him was obviously that she was the one doing the choosing. That her decision determined whether he was to be denied or not; and that it could go either way, entirely out of his control.

“Tell me when you’re getting close.”

It took barely seconds. She could see his balls tighten and his cock begin to flex. “I’m….I’m close.”

“Okay. Cover your cock with the panties. I want to see you cum into them and make them all slimy.” His eyes met hers again with a flash of defiance, but that immediately disappeared as he used his other hand to drape the lace panties over the head of his throbbing member.

Leslie watched eagerly as he began to speed up, and then slowed himself down again, edging himself a bit. It was incredibly hot to watch him under her control, doing exactly what she asked.

After a few more strokes, Adrian began gasping out loud. He closed his eyes and wrapped the panties tightly around himself, and then Leslie saw him erupt a massive spurt of white.

It soaked through the panties and pooled in drops, oozing down the outside of the fabric. The volume was impressive. As he gasped through his orgasm, the thin fabric became oversaturated with his release.

“Ah… oh… wow…” he groaned, then opening his eyes and smiling gratefully at her. Then looking down, he pulled the lacy fabric away from his cock, showing her it was coated and sticky. He reached for a box of tissues from the mantel beside him.

“Ah ah…” Leslie stopped him. “Nope, don’t clean up. Wipe off your hand, and then you’ll be wearing your soaked panties until bedtime. And now you need to start getting dinner ready.”

The intriguing idea had come to her earlier. Requiring him to spend the entire evening with sticky panties touching his crotch would be a constant reminder not only that he was wearing them, but that she was in control of his comfort.

Adrian reluctantly did up his jeans, tucking his softened sticky cock back inside. A damp spot slowly soaked through because of the sheer volume of cum inside his pants.

“Excellent. Now you may go get dinner ready.”

Without any hesitation, he set off towards the kitchen. Leslie felt herself shaking, the newness of being able to tell him exactly what to do still making her almost disbelieve all that was happening.

But enough of that, she had a sexy new dress to try on.

When she examined herself in the mirror wearing her new acquisition, she could tell immediately it would attract a lot of attention. Her cleavage plunged and was pushed together, making her breasts appear at least a cup size larger.

The hem was just low enough to cover her ass, but if she swayed when she walked or bent over, it would reveal the bottom of her cheeks. There was no way she could wear anything but a thong with it. Or nothing at all.

Perfect. Now she only needed to figure out where to wear it for the first time. Somewhere Adrian could watch her meet and flirt with other men. Which she had been dying to do, it was just a matter of where and how to begin.

And for that, she first needed to take some time and find out what was the best way to get what she wanted. At least they were on the right track, of that she was sure.


CHAPTER SIX

“Your next assignment is to do something completely provocative and slutty. Something you’d never even consider doing as a proper married woman.”

“I don’t even know what that means!” Leslie exclaimed. Although the idea was definitely exciting.

Angelique nodded encouragingly. “Okay. So let’s talk about that.”

“Well… like what are the parameters?” Here was the accountant in her coming out, needing to know specifics. In a ledger, and in her world, everything needed either to be black or white.

“Ideally it should be something spontaneous that feels naughty in the moment. An example might be something like public masturbation.”

“Isn’t that… illegal?” Adrian piped up. “We don’t want to do anything to get her arrested.”

Angelique laughed. “Of course, nothing that extreme. But for example, have you ever masturbated inside your car in a public parking lot?”

“No, of course not.” Leslie said.

“Or, for example, something public such as the entertaining account you gave me of Adrian’s dress and panties incident while you were out shopping, but this time taken a step further, and with you too being outside your comfort zone. Having sex in a change room would be another example. Doing something where there’s a chance, but not a certainty, you might be seen by other people.”

Leslie paused. “Okay, I’ll have to think of something.”

“Yes of course, but ideally not beforehand, since it’s ideally supposed to be spontaneous. But there’s an additional requirement I want to stipulate.”

She paused. “Adrian needs to know about it while it’s happening, but he shouldn’t be directly involved. So, either you tell him what you’re going to do right before you do it, and then tell him the details right afterwards; or even better if possible, he gets to listen in.”

Leslie turned to look at Adrian, who visibly gulped. “So she needs to tell me what she’s going to do before she does it?”

“Yes. And however you feel about it, good or bad, you’ll need to sit with those feelings, to savour them and enjoy them if you can, and know she is satisfying herself. But then she’ll share it with you. Part of this exercise is to teach you to enjoy the role of being the watcher and provider, and another part of it is to give yourself some stimulation. If you feel you can, and Leslie, you should definitely permit him to on this occasion, you should masturbate while you’re thinking about what she’s doing, or if you get really lucky, while you’re listening to it.”

Adrian released a tense breath. “Okay. I think I can handle that.”

Leslie looked at him closely. “Are you sure?”

He met her gaze. “So far so good. I trust you. And I trust the process.”

It seemed as if the sky was the limit now. This assignment was the first step towards being sexual outside of their marriage. And it could even involve other people watching her, which was incredibly hot.

The main problem with this assignment… the only problem really… was for Leslie to find a way of pulling it off. She didn’t feel comfortable going out, say to a night club, and propositioning some random stranger, at least not yet. Work filled her daytime, so that was out.

And as for the evenings, considering men she already knew, she didn’t really have any friends she could entrust with a secret like this, anyone with whom she could flirt looking for an end game of hooking up. After all, she didn’t want to risk her new adventurousness getting out among people who knew her.

Dating apps? Too many creeps. And going out exposing herself really wasn’t her thing.

But then… the very next day at work, she spied Ray approaching her desk with his usual midmorning delivery. “Morning, beautiful,” he greeted, his eyes dropping to her breasts like they always did.

For work that day she had worn a tight sweater, and she knew exactly what he was checking out. Her breasts were definitely on display. The push up bra underneath the wool had added substantial size. 

“That’s a gorgeous sweater you have on.” Yep, exactly. I’m sure you’re looking at the fabric.

As usual, her first reaction was to reply with something snarky. After all, he was totally objectifying her. But he was also a very attractive younger man, who obviously wanted to do more than just flirt. And he was always on the prowl so he might have some success in scoring, yet he’d never so much as hinted at any other women, so he probably knew how to be discreet.

And had she consciously thought about it? She had known he was coming today, just like he always did. So maybe he had been part of her unconscious thought process that morning when she dressed a bit more provocatively than usual. And maybe it was the right choice. Maybe he was the right choice.

“I wore it just for you,” she heard herself say with a flirtatious lilt. “Thought you might appreciate it.”

“Oh yeah? I definitely do. And I’d love even better to see what’s underneath it,” he said, lowering his voice. Leslie met his gaze, suddenly filled with confidence. The situation was perfect.

“If you’re thinking of clothing, there’s not much underneath it. And there’s no way I can show it to you out here.” It was an open invitation, and she knew it.

“Yeah? Then come on out to my truck, and you can show me there, where we’re alone.” Ray said with an audacious wink. “Maybe I can show you something too.”

Leslie looked around. There was nobody watching them at the moment, and it would be easy for her to slip away for a bit. And this was exactly what Angelique had assigned her to do.

It was an unexpected opportunity for normally straitlaced Leslie to do something nobody would ever expect of her. Ray was the perfect foil for her homework assignment.

She decided to flirt back a bit more daringly. “And what might you have in your truck to show me?”

“It’s called a package,” he laughed. Then leaning towards her, he lowered his voice even further, although it was hardly necessary.

His being so close to her right now while suggesting what he was suggesting, was turning her on. He was confident and aggressive, exactly what she was looking for in a quick encounter.

Just having the idea of being alone with another man, one who obviously intended more than just talking, had her pussy damp.

“Listen, we’ve been doing this mating dance for a month now. You’re hot. I’m hot. Come to my truck with me, and let’s have some fun. You can’t be so standoffish all the time.” Finally, the statement was out without any innuendo.

The words resounded in her ears, particularly because they so perfectly complemented the journey she and Adrian had embarked upon. She’d been yearning for something different. Something sexy and slutty where she needn’t be her everyday self could give into her desires.

And right now with Ray, a switch had been flipped and she had become someone else entirely.

Giving him her best flirty smile, she decided to take advantage of the situation. It just felt right. But she would also take control.

“Okay, so here’s the deal. We go out to your truck. This so-called standoffish accountant will rock your world. But I get to call all the shots.”

Ray grinned. “Now that’s what I’m talking about. It’s always the quiet ones.” He pointed through the window into the parking lot. “It’s right over there.”

After she rechecked that they were unobserved, they hurriedly exited the building and walked quickly over to his delivery truck. Leslie took one last look around, and gestured for him to open the side door and usher her inside.

The belly of the truck smelled like paper, and there were racks of shelves stacked with boxes and envelopes. She doubted it had been swept in at least a week, since there was paper dust coating everything.

As soon as they were inside and the door was securely shut, Ray grabbed her forcefully from behind and pulled her to him. Hands went into her hair and groped at her breasts, and he quickly turned her around. She could hear his breath panting and his foreign hands on her body felt incredible.

His lips quickly came down onto her mouth in a sloppy wet kiss. It was hard and his tongue pushed into her mouth right away. For a moment Leslie let the shock of a strange man kissing her wash over her body, then she immediately shoved him away. “Not so fast, bud.”

She had an agenda. The kiss was the beginning, and she could tell Ray was more than ready for her, but this was her time.

He reached for her again. “Aw, come on. We both know why we’re here. Let’s see what’s under that sexy skirt, baby.”

She slapped his hand away… hard. The echo of the impact vibrated through the truck. “Hands off, Ray!”

Ray looked startled, and then glared at her. “What the fu…”

Leslie needed to let out some of the aggression she was feeling and growled, “We already agreed I call all the shots. So you get to touch me only if and when I say you may touch me. Otherwise everything ends right now, and I walk. But if you behave, I stay and we can have some fun. Deal?”

She felt a surge of power course through her when he dropped his eyes and nodded, standing there expectantly, but now under her control.

“Undo your pants.” Saying such a thing as a command felt liberating. When he obeyed her and unzipped, instead of eagerness, he showed a slight hesitation. His doing what she commanded turned her on even more. “Take them down.”

He slid his pants and shorts down with a grin, and his cock popped into view. It was nothing spectacular, just average in fact, but it was big enough to enjoy. Not that she had seen many new ones recently.

She could tell Ray was still confused. He was probably accustomed to simply getting girls to yank their panties down, using them for a quick fuck, and then driving off into the sunset in his truck.  

But that wasn’t about to happen with her. “Jerk off a bit for me.” She tried to give him a seductive smile. Her body was buzzing with anticipation.

“What…? but…”

“I said jerk off. Get yourself hard. You’re not even erect yet. Show me whether you can get that thing hard. If you can manage that, I’ll show you what you’ve been dying to see for all this time.”

Leslie lifted her skirt slowly up and turned around, showing off her ass. She had noticed his eyes always followed it whenever she was up and about.

“That’s fucking sexy. Nice panties.” He grabbed hold of his dick and began stroking it quickly. “I knew you had a great ass.”

Dropping her skirt, she turned back around. “Slow down cowboy, not so fast.” He grimaced in frustration, but then his hand slowed its pace. At least he’d gotten hard.

She lifted her skirt back up, this time from the front, and began rubbing her panties. They were hot and damp against her cleft.

He leered. “Yeah, baby. Is that pussy all nice and wet?”

“It is. So wet. But you’re not touching it today.”

His face fell like a stone.

She continued rubbing her panties, enjoying the delicious friction, the enjoyment enhanced by her having the power either to please or to disappoint him, whichever she chose.

“Don’t worry, Ray. You’re still going to have fun.”

Leslie decided this was the perfect moment to initiate exactly what Angelique had assigned her to do. It was the perfect scenario.

She pulled out her phone, using her thumb to speed dial Adrian, while she continued to stroke her pussy through her panties. Ray also kept stroking himself while staring at her hand, but now with a skeptical look on his face.

Adrian answered immediately. “Hey babe, what’s up?”

She knew he would likely be alone at his desk. She pressed the speaker button. “Hey yourself. I’m calling you because I’m here with Ray inside his truck. Say something to my husband, Ray.”

Ray stopped the movement of his hand, looking confused. “Umm… Hi?” he offered tentatively.

Adrian quickly replied. “Babe? What are you doing?” He sounded concerned. “Are you okay?”

“Couldn’t be better. Like I said, I’m in here with Ray. He’s been flirting with me a lot for over a month, and he wants to fuck me. So I’m going to sort of give him what he wants. And you’re going to listen to it.”

“Babe… what the fuck?” Adrian sounded totally confused. “What do you mean?”

“I mean you need to keep listening to your phone while I suck this guy’s dick and make him cum. You know, like Angelique told us to do? So just shut up and listen.”

She set the phone down on one of the shelves, not saying another word to him. To his credit, Adrian didn’t say a word in protest.

This scenario was so good, it was almost too perfect. Exactly what Angelique had instructed her to do. And the way Ray was allowing her to control him when it was obvious he was accustomed to taking the opposite role, was perfect.

“Get over here and bring me that nice hard cock. Would you like me to suck it for you?”

Ray looked still confused, but he finally smiled and stepped forward. “Yeah, baby. Husband on the phone, huh? You’re way kinkier than I’d ever guessed. Get those sexy lips around my dick.”

Leslie knelt on the ridged rubber floor. Her knees felt slightly abraded by its rigid softness but it was inconsequential enough to ignore as she grabbed Ray by the hips and tugged him towards her.

She cooed, “Just look at this big dick… it looks so tasty. Mmm…” she lifted the shaft and ran her tongue down its underside, and Ray moaned. Talking this much was purely for Adrian’s benefit, and she hoped he was listening intently. And that he was hard.

“Let me get that lovely prick into my mouth.” With a loud slurping noise, she sighed as she slid her lips over the spongy head and took enough of him into her mouth to elicit a distinct gulping sound.

Ray groaned again. Excellent!

“Oh, fuck… I knew you could suck a cock this good, you sexy fucking slut.”

Immediately Leslie ejected him from her mouth, barking, “Don’t you ever talk to me like that!”

He blinked and then lowered his eyes.

“Be respectful, otherwise all this goes away. Got it?”

He nodded.

“Tell me you understand. Say it.”

“I… understand.”

A thrill of satisfaction shot through her. Not only was she controlling Ray, but Adrian could hear her issuing commands to her temporary stud, just like she always did to him.

She fastened her mouth back onto his erection, making loud moaning and sucking noises with every stroke of her lips.

Ray finally caught on to what she was doing, and so he joined in, by giving a play by play of her actions for their listening audience.

“Ooh… yeah… take it all the way inside your mouth. Lick around the shaft, just like that! Fuck, that’s so good, baby. My cock is so hard for you right now.”

Leslie was thoroughly enjoying herself, far more than she could remember from giving a blowjob in… well… ever! And it was happening in the back of a dirty truck surrounded by packages, with a man she hardly even knew.

The dirtiness of it, added to the knowledge her husband was listening intently, had her pussy dripping wet. But this wasn’t really about getting her off. She actually couldn’t care less whether she came or not this time. It was really about showing her husband how well she could control another man.

“Mmm… mmm… mmm…” she groaned, as she increased the pace of her strokes, with her combined hand and lips working in tandem. She could feel his body tensing up. Almost there.

But he moved his hands to her hair as if to control her, so she ejected his cock as she slapped them away again. “Put those fucking meat hooks behind your back. Now!”

Ray obeyed instantly, then stood there rigidly like a soldier at attention while she resumed tending to his cock, providing him with what she knew was an unforgettably hot blowjob.

His smell, his size and his taste were all totally unfamiliar, and that just added to the thrill of it all. She began taking him deeper, into her throat to make choking noises loud enough so Adrian could hear them on the phone.

“Oh… fuck… Jesus…” Ray began to gasp, and Leslie could feel his body begin to spasm and tighten up, his cock flexing in her mouth. He was extremely close.

But instead of allowing him to explode like any other woman probably would, she slid her mouth off of him, and then tightly squeezed the base of his cock. “Nuh uh …not so fast!”

His eyes flew wide and he gasped, “Oh, fuck… come on… please… I’m so fucking close…” he begged.

Leslie once again thrilled to the power flowing through her. She had total control even over his orgasm! “I like how that sounds. Beg me some more.”

“Oh my God, I’ll fucking do anything… please,” he mewled, far more softly than before. “Please,” he whimpered almost inaudibly, “make me cum.”

Without any warning, Leslie released her solid grip and slid her hand up his shaft, jerking him hard and fast as she slipped her mouth back onto his head and flicked her tongue around it. She began to suck hard, knowing that the friction would send him over the edge quickly.

Ray gasped… very loudly now… and then she felt his body jerk and his hips buck. “Oh…OH…OH, FUUUUCK!” he bellowed!

His cock swelled, and then a hot spurt of thick cum shot into her mouth. Gulping loudly, hoping Adrian could hear that as well, she swallowed the first spurt, and then the second one that quickly followed.

Simultaneously she moaned, low in pitch and deep in her throat. Ray almost gasped his lungs out, but he still kept his hands behind his back, as she no doubt still required. “Oh… holy shit… fuck.”

Finally his cock stopped pulsing, and Leslie lapped up the last drop of his cum. Her mouth felt sticky and tasted slightly sour, but she felt wholly satisfied. Removing her mouth from his organ and standing back up, she smiled benignly at him. “Good boy.”

Glancing at her phone, she saw the connection was still intact. Adrian had listened to the entire event.

Snatching it up, she slid open the side door of the truck with Ray still standing where he was, hanging onto one of the shelves, apparently too weak to move for a while. Peering out, she looked around and saw nobody within sight. Without another word to her paramour, she stepped down onto the pavement and shut the door behind her, bringing the phone to her ear.

“Did you enjoy hearing that?” she asked her husband. “Tell me you listened to all of it from start to finish.”

“I did,” he replied enthusiastically. He added, “That was… totally… amazing.”

“Are you hard?” Leslie needed to know how much he had enjoyed the sounds of her servicing another man. It was a vital step towards their both knowing he was not only okay, but hopefully could actively enjoy her being with other people.

“Now comes the most important part of this entire exercise, and you need to be totally honest with me; there are no wrong answers, we both just need to know what they are. Did you get hard from listening to your wife sucking another man’s cock?”

“Yes. Absolutely,” he reported.

“Excellent. Next question. Did you feel any jealousy or discomfort? Did you feel betrayed at all by what I just did?”

“Only the discomfort of feeling hornier right now than I can ever remember.”

“That’s perfect. Okay, so here’s what you’re going to do next. Go into the bathroom and jerk off. Picture my mouth sucking off that dipshit’s hard cock, and remember how it sounded when he came down my throat.”

She paused, wondering how far she should push this. “Cum into your palm, and take a picture of it for me, like my very good boy. Send it to me.”

Without waiting for any reply, she terminated the call. Her body was trembling, and she glanced over her shoulder as she walked back into the office, Ray’s truck still sitting there in the parking lot, still without him in the driver’s seat. I must have really sucked it out of him… literally!

As she breezed past her co-workers desks, she could still feel and taste his hot cum in her mouth. And there was a prominent part of her that didn’t want to wash it out, so she didn’t.

Ten minutes later her phone dinged, so she opened her messages. A delightful picture of Adrian’s hand covered in sticky white cum filled her screen, accompanied by a message. Just for my hotwife.

Good boy. she replied.

Her entire body was shaking. She had just given the hottest blowjob she could remember. If things had been just slightly different, she easily could have been that woman getting bent over in the truck, fucked from behind. The thought was filed away for a possibility of some future fun.

Angelique had given her the perfect assignment. She couldn’t imagine what might come next in expanding their boundaries another notch, so they could both continue enjoying what had become an amazing adventure. And Adrian seemed to be right along for the ride, enjoying it side by side with her.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Leslie couldn’t wait to check in with Angelique and to report her success with the recent assignment. The power she felt when Ray was begging her to let him release himself still resonated through her body.

As they sat together outside her office, one of their bi-weekly live sessions about to begin, Adrian held her hand like a lover. He had been even more affectionate as of late, which Leslie was very happy about. They were certainly on the right track, and now things felt like they could go even further.

She sat there and recounted her experience with Ray to Angelique, their teacher nodding and smiling as she explained what she had done. “It was…amazing.”

“So Adrian, what did you enjoy the most about your wife’s adventure?”

He paused. “I could picture it all in my mind. I kept my eyes closed while I listened to her with that guy, and I could visualize her sucking him so very clearly.”

“And it aroused you?”

“Yes indeed.”

Leslie broke in. “I couldn’t resist taking it a bit further. I told him to go to the bathroom and masturbate for me, and then send the proof to my phone. Was that taking things too far?”

Angelique laughed merrily. “Of course not! In fact, it was perfect. You took control and told him to do something you knew would give him some satisfaction. Even though you’d just received yours from another man. That’s what this education you’ve hired me to provide is all about.”

It had felt strange to be smiling at her husband and squeezing his hand affectionately while telling a third party she had commanded him to jerk off, and that he had obeyed.

Somehow it felt very right as well.

“So what’s next?” Leslie asked, eager to see how they could next push their sexual adventures forward. And as Angelique explained the next step in their evolution, she found herself getting more and more excited.

Now she could really have a chance to explore her sexuality in public, without needing to feel worried she might be doing something wrong.

“Well, you’ve done some exploring of the new roles each of you are playing, and I can tell you’re both becoming more comfortable with them. So Leslie, now it’s time to give you both what you’ve been craving.”

Thinking back to their first session, Leslie remembered what she had described. Her desire to get fucked by an aggressive man who could dominate her, even though she was more than willing to be the dominant party in her own relationship. But finding someone who could fit the bill still looked daunting. However, Angelique came up with the perfect approach for their next step.

“I know a club where on Friday nights they allow single men to come out. It’s a swingers’ club, and there are always lots of bulls in attendance. It will be an ideal opportunity to find a match for you two as a couple.”

“A match for what?” Adrian asked.

“Well, the next step is to experience a proper bull in your bedroom. For you to watch, and Leslie to enjoy. Are you okay with that?” Angelique challenged, looking directly at him.

Thankfully Adrian nodded, squeezing Leslie’s hand at the same time.

Angelique continued. “All you need to do is show up after ten and show them the invitation I’ll provide you, and pay the cover charge of fifty dollars, which entitles each of you to two free drinks once you’re inside. Then go in and meet someone, or several someones. Dance, flirt, enjoy yourself as the centre of attention. Adrian can either just watch, or participate as much as you want him to. Adrian, unless Leslie has greater expectations for you, your job is simply to enjoy watching your gorgeous wife be flirted with and be picked up.”

Just as she had always been able to do, Angelique had pointed out the best progression for them to take their evolution further. She handed them the invitation for attending the club.

The entire rest of the week Leslie couldn’t wait for the fateful night. She was desperately horny just thinking about fantasy scenarios in a crowded club with a hot new man. Adrian finally had to hand her a vibrator one night when he was exhausted from tending to her needs.

That Friday night, Leslie knew exactly what dress she was going to wear. The one she had purchased that made her feel so incredibly sexy. When she walked out of the bedroom wearing it, Adrian goggled at her. “That’s…wow. You look really good, babe.”

She kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you.” The unsaid portion of it was I hope the other men think so too.

Her dress was so tight there was no way to wear anything underneath it, which Leslie hoped wasn’t too much to display for where they were going. Angelique had reassured her that anything went at the club and sometimes people even disrobed, so a tight dress wouldn’t be an issue.

The event’s concept was ideal, being designed for people looking for new partners. They attended either as couples or singles, where for instance couples like Leslie and Adrian could seek a man to become their bull.

As an indicator of each person or couple’s interest, they used a variation of the old children’s game of red light green light. So if you were actively interested in meeting one or more people for the purpose of having some physical fun (off the premises for anything serious, this was essentially just a meet and greet, not a party where clothing would be flying off), you wore something green.

If you were unsure whether you wanted to swing but wanted to find out more, you would wear something yellow, and if you were just here to watch, you would wear red.

Leslie and Adrian had learned about this colour coding by reading the printed invitation. She had chosen to accessorize with a green scarf to signal she was looking. It looked like a collar. Her hair was done up in a tight ponytail, the hope that it would make her submissive intentions for a bull a bit clearer.

That, and the hot dress she was wearing would make her intentions obvious. She instructed Adrian to wear a red tie, and he was happy to comply, obviously not just from obedience.

When they arrived at the club, it was just as Angelique had stated. Entry was simple. The place was elegantly put together and there were at least a hundred people in attendance of all ages, shapes and colours.

Leslie saw that a lot of the wives were wearing green, or at least yellow. It was rare to see one in red. What would be the point?

There were also at least two dozen single men that she could spot. Most of them were dressed impeccably and talking to various couples. As they walked to the bar to turn in their drink tickets, Leslie asked Adrian is he was okay with everything. His eyes were just as busy as hers around the room.

“This is really something else.” He commented. “Do you…see any guys you like the look of?”

After scanning the room Leslie had seen a few, but she didn’t want to be obvious about it. Eyes had followed her in her tight dress as they walked by and she had received more than one smile from men in the room. “I don’t know yet. Let’s have a drink and just watch for a bit.”

It wasn’t meant to be long. She stood at the bar waiting for a drink and felt a large presence move up beside her, ordering a drink with a wave. Turning, she saw an absolute beast of a man standing beside her. He glanced over and looked her directly in the eye.

He was at least five inches taller than her, and massive across the chest and shoulders. Eyes that were blue like steel met hers and his suit was tailored perfectly to fit his impressive frame. The aura she felt exuded aggression without even a word.

“Wow, that dress is amazing.” His predatory eyes roamed up and down her body without any qualms. Immediately Leslie felt him enter her personal space without hesitation, and her body responded. Her nipples went hard right away.

“Thank you.” He leaned in and inhaled deeply. His cologne even smelled manly, like a forest. Before she knew it Leslie found herself instinctively moving closer to this strange man who had immediately turned her panties into dampness.

“And your perfume. That’s Chance Au Vive. I love it.”

Jesus, this guy is good. “You’re right. That’s amazing.”

“That’s not the only amazing thing about me.” His eyes locked onto hers. Suddenly the entire room felt like it vanished.

“I think you’re looking for someone.” His hand reached out and grabbed her scarf, stroking it gently. “Is that the case?”

Leslie almost found herself unable to speak. “Yes, definitely. My husband and I-”

“Let’s not talk about your husband yet.” Her cut her off. “My name’s Gabe.”

“Nice to meet you, Gabe. I’m Leslie. Do you come to these parties a lot?”

Gabe smiled. “Often enough to find what I’m looking for.” The unspoken word was that he seemed to have locked in on her. “And right now I’m definitely very taken by you. You’re sexy as hell.”

Leslie knew that her green attire could possibly make men bold, but she hadn’t been expecting someone so aggressive. His eyes on hers and his hands touching her, even simply, had her ready to melt into a puddle right away.

“Come dance with me.” Without waiting for a reply, the stranger took Leslie by the hand and led her onto the dance floor. Suddenly, at least for the time being, Adrian became an afterthought. She could feel how strong Gabe’s sizeable hand was as it enveloped hers.

The music wasn’t so loud you couldn’t hear yourself think, but the bass was cranked up, sending sympathetic vibrations through her body as Gabe pulled her to him and began dancing very close. Kind of a ‘take no prisoners’ approach to speed dating.

What struck her immediately was how fragrant the man smelled; how primal. Like a real man, emitting a musky scent that made her body tingle. Within moments he was guiding her, turning her around this way and that, and running his hands up and down her mostly bare back, flirting with becoming too aggressive, but not quite straying into her intimate places.

While they danced together, she could see Adrian watching them intently. Gabe was completely oblivious, or more probably uncaring, there might be anyone watching them. His hands roamed her body freely, the fingertips skimming across her bare skin. Leslie could sense aggressiveness simply oozing from his pores.

Finally he did stray a bit further, by sliding his hands down to her ass and squeezing it gently. “This is such a sexy dress, and so are you; your husband doesn’t know what he has. I can’t wait to get to know you better, Leslie.”

She didn’t have an answer to that, but neither was she inclined to resist his liberties; at least not quite yet, she wished to keep her options open for now.

Whispering into her ear, she felt his hot breath. “When was the last time you were fucked so hard you could hardly stand up after?”

Her body almost collapsed with desire, and she groaned under her breath. Her pussy was dripping through her delicate panties, and she was already breaking into a sweat.

He continued. “I think you must be a really dirty girl. I think you want a man to grab you by the hair and fuck you until you’re screaming for more.”

With those words, he allowed a to hand drift to the back of her neck and tug firmly on her ponytail, giving her a preview of how the hairpulling part of it would feel. Leslie’s knees almost buckled.

“I know what couples like you enjoy. Your husband likes watching, doesn’t he? He loves watching you getting used as another man’s little toy. My little toy.” His hand squeezed her ass cheek firmly as they spun around. Gabe apparently wanted to show Adrian that his hands were on her ass, because he made sure her backside was turned towards him as he fondled it.

Next she felt a growing hardness pressing against her thigh. It felt generous, as he molded his body against hers. Large.

He stopped her dancing. “Open your legs for me.”

Leslie paused. She’d literally known this man for all of two or three minutes, since he had appeared out of nowhere and dragged her off to the dance floor, and here she was, entranced almost like he had hypnotized her. Telling her what to do already. Which on this occasion was exactly what she was looking for: a man with enough confidence and ability not to give a fuck as he seized control of her body.

In this assigned exercise, instead of her controlling her husband being the source of the high she was craving, the goal was for another man, a strong and well-muscled man, an uncaring and assertive man, to control her along with her husband.

And she discovered this insensitive and abrasive man was absolutely thrilling her. Something she hadn’t expected.

Knowing Adrian was watching, she went ahead and spread her legs. Gabe stepped close, but his hand came even closer, darting right beneath her short dress and instantly cupping her mound.

It was sopping wet, and his finger pushed against her panties, coating it with her slickness. “Mmm… somebody’s feeling a little horny.” He withdrew it, then sucked the finger into his mouth for a taste.

Turning her away from him by tugging on her shoulder, he reached down behind her, lifting her dress from the back this time and thus exposing her derrière, clad only in her thong panties, to anyone on that side of the room who cared to look.

Adrian too had a clear view of her butt, and of the hand probing between her legs. This time he actually slid his hand across the side of her panties, touching sensitive flesh, and he almost reached inside her. Leslie gasped, and closed her legs around his hand.

Just a simple touch had almost resulted in a wet mess in her panties. Gabe didn’t seem to have any restraint at all. And his Philistine approach was exactly what she craved.

He turned her back around to face him, and once again she felt his hardness pressing into her thigh. She opened her mouth and tilted her head back, hoping he would hungrily kiss her; she was already craving that, and how long had it now been since she had first encountered him? Probably not even as long as ten minutes by now.

If they hadn’t been in a crowd of people and if he suggested it, she knew she would happily let him bend her over and fuck her right here and now without the slightest hesitation.

Instead his head lowered, and all she could concentrate on was his hot breath on her neck. “I think I like you, Leslie.”

That wasn’t what she desperately wanted him to do. She wanted him to grab her hand and take her to a secluded area. To lift up the short length of dress covering her ass and pussy, tear her thong off, and then plunge himself inside of her. Fuck.

“Do you like me?” He huskily whispered to her ear. “Do you want me? I love sexy little hotwives like you. Tell me what you want.”

Finally she found her voice. “I want… I want you to keep touching me.”

“Yeah? What do you want me to do to you?” His erection was grinding against her hip again, and his hands were all over her body.

Leslie couldn’t take this anymore without responding in kind. “I want this.” She reached down and felt his cock through his tailored pants. It felt massive. “I want you to fuck my brains out.”

“In front of your cuck husband?” Gabe smiled.

“He does like watching,” Leslie admitted.

“So you’re free tomorrow night, right?”

Leslie paused. “No, not tomorrow. But soon,” she promised. His hand went back between her legs and he touched her flooded pussy again, making her gasp into his ear. His fingers traced her lips with firm movements.

“You’d better make it soon. I want to feel this sexy pussy spasming all over my big dick.”

Without waiting for her answer, he grabbed her hand and led her back over to Adrian to tell him, “I really like your wife. She’s hot. So I’m going to give her my number. I want to see her soon.” He retrieved a card from his pocket and handed it to Adrian, and Adrian willingly reached out and took it.

There was a point behind that, and it made Leslie even more crazy. Gabe had already known her husband was a submissive who would happily accept another man’s contact information, even knowing the man wanted to fuck her.

It was so damned hot to have a guy just tell her what was going to happen. To invite himself to her house with both she and Adrian fully knowing his only purpose in coming was to seduce her. To enjoy her body under no pretense of it being anything other than straight sexual pleasure. No sweet talk, just sex. Exactly what she was craving.


CHAPTER EIGHT

They walked into their house together, and Leslie imagined it was Gabe she was with. And then he threw her against the wall of the vestibule and tore her dress off. But fulfilling that fantasy would have to wait. She knew exactly what she wanted to do next.

She walked upstairs without a word, and into the bedroom, pulling her dress off over her head. Adrian had followed her dutifully, and began unbuttoning his shirt. He looked at her, waiting for some kind of command. It felt familiar.

There was a craving inside her. A need for some satisfaction beyond Adrian servicing her with his hands or lips, or even his cock. After feeling what Gabe had under his pants, she needed something else.

Leslie turned to Adrian. “No, don’t get undressed. Go fetch my big toy. You remember? The one you didn’t like.” She hadn’t used it in a couple of years, and she had to think where it was located. “It’s under the sink on my side of the bathroom, in the green canvas bag.”

Obediently Adrian walked into the bathroom and she heard him rummaging through the cupboard. She slipped her panties down her hips. He returned carrying the object of her desire, holding it away from his body rather diffidently.

It was a large black dildo, at least three inches larger and thicker than a conventional cock.

She had purchased it years ago on a whim at a sex toy party, but had only enjoyed it a few times, mostly because Adrian had told her it intimidated him. Now she didn’t care about that, and given their new priorities regarding sex, neither did he.

“Thank you.” He looked at her naked body, and she knew it would be easy to ask him to fuck her and give her some satisfaction. But tonight she wanted to imagine that there was another man there.

One with a massive dick that was craving to be inside her pussy. One that wanted to fuck her so hard she was sore the next day. One like Gabe.

She climbed onto the bed  and spread her legs, her pussy lips aching to be touched, but what she really wanted was to get fucked. Closing her eyes, she summoned up her recent memories of Gabe, and how his hands had felt on her body while they danced.

The phallus felt huge in her hand. She ran the large head over her pussy lips, and easily got it moist. Pushing it inside herself, she gasped to feel herself being so widely stretched, only able to take the first one or two inches at first.

Leslie had bought it on a lark amidst lots of the aforementioned giggling, and she had barely used it, except to experiment with trying out something really big inside her.

She wasn’t a size queen at all since Adrian wasn’t all that well endowed and she hadn’t wished to hurt his feelings, so she had quickly relegated it to the back of a bathroom cupboard where she also stored toilet paper, bathroom cleanser and the like.

But tonight she wanted to be stretched. To push herself to the extreme.

Sliding it out, she felt the end coated with slick lubrication from her body. It slid back in easier this time, going deeper and making her feel the amazing sensations of pressure and stretch. “Oh… fuck… it’s so big,” she moaned.

Once the toy had spread her wide, she managed to relax and enjoy it. It even stretched out her clit, making the hood go wide and rubbing the perfect spot while she fucked herself.

Leslie knew it would only take a small amount of stimulation to make her erupt. Finally she looked at her husband, who was watching, his eyes fixed on the massive rubber cock fucking her.

“You like watching this? Are you picturing this monstrous toy as a real cock belonging to a big man fucking my pussy, baby? Just like when I sucked that delivery guy’s cock the other day?”

“I… I liked hearing you… but I’m pretty sure… I’ll like watching you… even better.” he stammered out.

“You’re going to watch Gabe fuck me, and he’ll do it so hard. And you’ll love every minute, won’t you?” She checked out his pants, and saw them tented with an obvious erection.

“You’re hard just thinking about that, aren’t you? Will you be my little cuckold, loving to watch other men fuck me?”

He nodded eagerly.

“Take your tiny dick out. I’m going to enjoy this monster cock, and you can watch.”

His hands went to his fly, and within moments his pants and underwear were flung down, his erection rock hard. Leslie kept slowly fucking herself with the dildo, and nodded at him standing beside the bed.

“You may jerk off if you want baby, and today I’ll even allow you to cum. Just imagine this big cock is a man’s as he rides me from on top.”

Adrian took hold of his erection and began stroking it. Which Leslie took as a promising sign, considering she was about to begin openly imagining another man fucking her while describing the play by play to him.

It was another test for him, and she felt certain he would ace this one just like he had all the others so far.

“Jesus, his big cock feels so fucking good inside me Adrian, stretching my pussy so good,” she gasped as she managed to slide the massive fuck toy all the way inside, feeling it touch down all the way to her cervix.

“Fuck, I can’t wait to feel the real thing. To have Gabe’s hands all over my body, and to feel his cock deep inside me, just like this.”

Closing her eyes, she pictured Gabe’s powerful arms holding her down while she struggled against him, just because she was powerless to achieve anything with them, except to spur her own excitement to greater heights. His eyes, currently imaginary, bored into hers while he claimed her.

The rubber cock sent shockwaves of pleasure through her entire body, and Leslie knew they was only a small promise of how it would feel to have a real man filling her.

“Yes, fuck me Gabe… fuck me so hard, baby. Oh my God… yes!” she thrusted her hips up, the entire dildo now coated with her wetness, and easily thrust it in and out of her without any restraint. She was becoming exhausted just from masturbating, like a really good workout.

“Yeah, I’m going to fucking cum, Gabe! All over your enormous cock!” She felt the wave of pleasure reach a massive crescendo, and then finally her pussy contracted hard, the orgasm almost banishing her consciousness.

Her contractions pushed the big dildo out of her all by themselves, and with a massive gasp, she felt herself release and squirt clear fluid into the air in a fountain, that then rained down all over the sheets on either side of her. “Holy shit! Oh FUCK!”

It was a release like she hadn’t felt before, a wet reminder that the power of her fantasies could always provide her with something new and exciting. Her entire body was singing as she panted for breath, feeling her legs spasm and flop around on the bed, totally out of control.

She tossed the dildo aside, and enjoyed the experience of her writhing body having lost all control.

Now she had emphasized something more that she needed. Just imagining a well-hung and vigorous man doing things to her had made her cum harder than she could ever remember, so now and she anted… no, she needed to experience what it would feel like in the flesh.

She looked around the room with hazy eyes and saw Adrian standing next to her, his cock wilting in his hands. His hand coated with his own cum was obvious, following an orgasm of his own while watching her.

“Mmm…” she sighed, stretching her body out. “That was fun. Did you enjoy watching me?”

“I did. That was… really amazing.”

“Really?” Leslie felt a strong wave of affection for the man who was now her lover in name only, but nevertheless still her sweetheart. “Could you imagine my being ravaged by someone else? And you’re still okay with it?”

“After tonight… I really do think I am. But can we sleep on it?”

“Of course, my darling.” Leslie rolled off the bed, and carried the toy back into the bathroom. Her entire crotch was sore and sticky, but she felt exhilarated, just like the rush she had felt on the dance floor with Gabe. It emphasized her need to experience the real thing, and Adrian’s need to watch. She felt certain they were both ready.


CHAPTER NINE

There was a follow-up call with Angelique booked for the next day. It was so Leslie could tell her what had happened at the meet and greet, and to talk about other things as they came up. Adrian had already been on his own separate call.

Angelique had explained this was so she could now encourage them to explore this new road individually without the need to constantly inform each other about absolutely everything. Leslie couldn’t wait to hear what she had to say.

“So, you had a good time last night?” Her voice over the phone was supportive.

“Yes, we had a great time. It was exactly like you said it would be.”

She laughed into the phone. “I knew it. There’s never a shortage of bulls in that china shop. Did you meet someone?”

“Yes.”

“Someone you’re attracted to?”

“Definitely. He was… is… incredible. We danced, we flirted, and all right in front of Adrian.”

“And that felt good?”

“It was… amazing. He was actually a complete jerk until I got to talk to him for a bit, and he was forceful and in complete in control of everything, which was wonderful!” Just recalling all that had happened the previous night still made her tremble. His massive physique, his powerful hands, and the way he simply didn’t give a fuck whether her husband was watching or not.

“Perfect.” Angelique said. “So now you have your potential bull, although perhaps not a long-term one. Which is perfect for your fifth homework assignment as a budding hotwife.”

Leslie couldn’t wait to hear what it was, hoping it was inviting Gabe to do whatever he pleased with her. Even within a crowd of people he hadn’t held back very much, and she could only imagine what he might do to her once they were in private.

“So you’re going to invite him into your home for dinner. And if he’s the kind of man I think he is, then you’ll enjoy a nice meal together. The three of you of course.” She paused. With significance. Leslie belatedly realized she meant herself, Gabe… and Adrian as well.

“So Adrian will… watch?”

“He wants to watch. He told me so. One of his strongest desires is to see you being pleasured by another man.”

Leslie had to giggle. She was starting not only to accept the idea of inviting Gabe into her bed, but to enjoy it.

“But then after you have your fun, and I’m sure you’ll have lots of fun, you need to remember what will happen next. You’ll experience a severe sense of loss. [A1]You’ll feel a rush of adrenaline unlike anything you’ve known before, because the experience will be highly addictive. And it will be Adrian’s job to provide aftercare for you, and to do his absolute best to guarantee a loving and caring environment for you.”

“How do we know he’ll have the necessary to ‘guarantee’ that happens?”

“That’s not your concern; I’ll talk to him about it, and never fear, it will happen. Your top priority is to ensure you’re physically safe and that Gabe is allowed to enjoy you within whatever limits you’ve already set beforehand with him. That’s the role of a bull, which I’m certain he very well knows. From how you’ve described him, he won’t be a problem in that regard.”

When they finished their conversation Leslie felt excited, as of she was about to call the hot guy in high school she’d had a crush on.

Adrian had helpfully transferred Gabe’s phone number from the card to her phone where it had remained stored, unused, since the night at the club.

Hi there. It’s Leslie, the woman from Oasis you danced with.

Almost immediately a response came.

I danced with a lot of women that night.

You almost made me cum on the dance floor with your hand.

I danced with a lot of girls that night and almost made three of them cum. Send me a selfie.

She had to laugh at the irony. He had completely blown her away, yet he couldn’t even remember her name without a face. Leslie held up her phone, trying to assume a demure expression. She didn’t have to wait long for a response.

Ah yes. I knew you’d reach out. Send me another pic, and this time I want to see you sucking on your finger so I know it’s really you.

It was so commanding she got wet just from reading the message on her screen. Lifting her finger to her mouth, she presented him with another expression, this one not so demure, and snapped the picture.

Good girl. Now I’m assuming you’re reaching out because you want to see me again?

Yes. I’d like to invite you over for dinner. Friday evening.

At your place? Will your husband be there to watch?

Again it was incredible his knowing up front why she was really inviting him over.

Yes to both.

Good. So he will cook dinner, you and I can get to know each other, we all eat, and then you and I can play. Make sure to wear a sexy dress like the one the other night. Again with heels.

So demanding. But she was enjoying this. Especially his telling her exactly what he wanted, right down to including details of what she should wear.

I demand complete obedience. And it shall be rewarded.

The reward likely to consist of having her body used in ways she had only ever fantasized about.

Okay, I will do that. I will text you my address and see you on Friday. Is 7:00 OK?

7:00 is fine. Goodbye for now.

Leslie sent off her address, then closed her texts and considered what she had just committed to. A man she had danced with… once, for perhaps all of fifteen minutes while he felt her up… would enter her house, eat dinner with her and Adrian possibly courteously, and then while her husband watched probably as inconspicuously as possible, he would do everything sexual to her she had ever wanted anyone to do. Or at least she hoped he would.

This was the first time she had felt excited about spending time with someone in a long time, and already she could tell this excitement would glow like a slow burning high, lasting until she saw Gabe again and got herself well and truly fucked.

When she told Adrian it was on, he nodded and said only, “Okay. I’ll plan something tasty for dinner.” He was just casual about it, far more so than Leslie had expected. She considered asking again if he was okay, but realized part of the process for them both was for him to be able to simply accept (or not) what was happening, not her trying to convince him he was okay with it.


CHAPTER TEN

“What time is it?” Leslie was applying the finishing touches to her makeup. Adrian was tidying up the house around her as she had requested.

“Almost six.”

“Then he’ll be here soon,” she said, giddy with excitement. Following their brief texting conversation to set up this date, Gabe had been messaging her regularly with teasing innuendos, keeping her in a constant state of excited anticipation.

This final homework assignment had seemed daunting at first, but for Leslie, it was already the best one of all! Finally she would have a tiger of a man in her bedroom who could make her submit. And she would enjoy the experience thoroughly.

Angelique’s take on it was that both Leslie and Adrian would find the evening the most challenging one of their lives, but once it was over they would consider it the most satisfying. But that was if and only if they were both involved from start to finish.

When she had messaged Gabe and invited him over, he had accepted quickly. Even his messages were intense, and he slipped into his role of being in total control right away. He even texted her in detail what she should wear that night, right down to the colour of panties to wear underneath her dress.

In reply to her modeling some potential outfits for him, he texted her a beautiful picture of his cock underneath his tight underwear, as a preview of what she would be dealing with.

There was never any hint that sex wouldn’t occur; in fact part of her wanted to simply tell him to forget about dinner, and he should just come over and fuck her brains out.

But Angelique had been very specific. There needed to be a proper pace to the evening, an established plan to it, and Adrian needed the opportunity to participate as well.

All the rigamarole with the planning beforehand seemed like something out of a steamy sex movie, but her mentor had assured Leslie this was the kind of preparations wives with extreme desires such as hers negotiated frequently. Somehow learning she was treading a path that many other women had taken before made all of this feel more natural to her. Which was Angelique’s main point.

As she dressed for the evening, Adrian watched her, which was part of his assigned role: to take part in everything possible before, during and after this evening. “Did Gabe tell you to wear that?”

“Yes.” Whenever she answered his questions about this other man telling her how to dress, she couldn’t help feeling guilty about it. It was difficult to process those feelings about another man… a loose cannon really… running their lives, if only for one night. “Is that okay?”

Adrian nodded. It was obvious both of them were struggling with their concerns about their spouse’s feelings, and part of what Angelique had told them to do about that anticipated challenge was for them to be perfectly open with each other about how they were feeling: their thoughts and concerns… everything.

But they had already talked all this through for hours, and all Adrian felt the need to say at this point was, “I think you look amazing.”

She walked over to him with a serious expression as he sat on the side of the bed, and reached down to take his hands in hers. “Look, it’s no secret that I’m totally excited about what might happen tonight. But I’m also extremely grateful to you for the life we have together. Nothing that will happen tonight can possibly change that.”

He looked up at her gratefully, and stood up to hug her and then gently, respectfully, to kiss her. “Thank you, my love; I truly appreciate your saying that.” Then stepping back, he ran his hands down her bare arms and smiled. “And once again, I think you look gorgeous. I think our… bull… is going to really… like you.”

Leslie returned his smile and kissed him gently. “I certainly hope so. But I have to admit I’m really nervous.”

“So am I. But I still believe we’re heading in the right direction.”

“You mean that? For sure?”

He nodded. “For sure. And you look amazing tonight. He’s a really lucky guy. And so am I.”

Hearing his reassurances was exactly what she needed to relax. Instead of feeling guilty about what was about to happen, Leslie now knew she could allow herself to get as excited she liked, and to enjoy the evening like she really wanted to.

For the next thirty minutes, time crawled. Adrian busied himself in the kitchen, and Leslie poured herself a generous glass of wine, watching the clock creep from minute to minute.

The doorbell rang and Leslie stood up, holding herself back from dashing to the door. She was more excited right now than she could remember being in a long time.

Her anticipation about the evening ahead, coupled with days of Gabe texting her what he was going to do to her tonight, accompanied by pictures of what he would be doing it with, already had her dying to feel his hands and lips and cock all over her.

She opened the door.

Gabe stood on the porch, his broad-shouldered frame filling the doorway. His face looked rugged with just a hint of five o’clock shadow. His hair was perfectly waved across his head, and he looked totally sexy. His twinkling eyes met hers, as Leslie blatantly gazed up and down his body.

His large, muscular frame was encased in a tight buttoned up black shirt, the sleeves rolled up to show off some of his multiple tattoos. It was open at the neck, three buttons, enough to reveal some of the muscles of his chest.

His jeans were painted onto his thick legs. It was like he was a hungry alpha male looking to eat her, which Leslie realized was exactly what he was, and what he was here to do, among other things.

And his smile was just as seductive as ever. Cocky, yet just engaging and confident enough to be sexy as well. “Good evening, my dear.”

“Hi.” Leslie felt at a loss for words but managed, “Glad you could come.”

“I wouldn’t miss this for the world,” he said, probably the most gracious thing he would say all night, as he strode into the front hallway. He towered over her as he turned back to face her. With one quick move, he had her pressed against the wall, his body inches from hers as she gasped in surprise.

His lips fell hotly onto hers without warning, hungrily tasting her lips. His tongue probed into her mouth without restraint, and Leslie found her body responding to him immediately.

Her panties were soaked as soon as he kissed her, and his hands roamed up and down the fabric of her dress, teasing her breasts and threatening to rip their way through it.

Just as quickly he broke the kiss, thus terminating their intimate moment saying. “Mmm… I’ve been wanting to do that all day.” Turning away from her, he peered into the living room. “Where’s your husband?”

Holy. Shit. Leslie’s breathing was already erratic, her heart hammering. She really needed to compose herself. “He’s… in the kitchen.”

Gabe strolled casually into the living room as if he lived here. “Good. Go tell him to fix us a couple of drinks, and then you can come join me on the couch. I’ll take a bourbon. Neat.”

Leslie had never been so daunted in her own home. Without even thinking, she obeyed.

Adrian was standing over the stove as she walked into the kitchen. “Gabe is here.”

“I saw.” He turned and added, “You guys started smooching just as soon as he came in.” His statement was just short of a needy complaint.

Leslie felt a pang of need to prop up his emotions, but then she remembered tonight wasn’t about that. Tonight was about satisfying her needs, and about establishing a new dynamic between them. So she ignored his implied plea for support. “We need drinks. A bourbon whiskey straight up, and I’ll have a Chardonnay.”

Adrian nodded and went to the cupboard, willingly pulling out the appropriate glasses and fixing drinks for her and her lover without another word. He’d gotten the message. When he handed them to her he nodded, like a servant. “Dinner will be ready in about twenty minutes.”

Carrying the drinks into the living room, Leslie felt strange, like she was floating. Here was this sexy hunk of a man sitting on her couch, her husband was cooking dinner for them all, and she had no idea what would happen next. Or later on.

All she knew was that she was desperate to give in to Gabe’s alpha energy, and to allow herself to be used like a sex toy for his pleasure, and his alone. And that he was definitely the man for the job.

Handing him his drink and setting hers on the coffee table, she sat down and smoothed her dress.

He immediately grabbed her knees and turned her body to face him, so her bare thighs were sandwiched between his clothed ones. The contact sent another pulse of electricity through her. “I like your dress. But show me what you’re wearing underneath it.”

Trembling, Leslie instructed her hands to pull her dress up to show him the mesh panties he had sent her to wear. There was a visible damp spot on them already. Her legs spread slightly, and she felt her wet labia sticking to the inside of the sheer material.

Gabe nodded. “Good girl. Obedient girl.” His hand fell to her leg and he massaged her knee. “What’s for dinner?”

“I think he’s cooking chicken with sautéed vegetables.” It was impossible even to think about carrying on a normal conversation with her body so filled with adrenaline.

“Good. We need to keep your sexy body healthy.”

Leslie decided to ask some of the questions that had been burning in her mind, even though it was hard to focus with his hand gently caressing her thigh.

“So… have you done this often? Being a bull for a couple?”

Gabe laughed unrestrainedly. “Of course! I enjoy doing it. It’s my principal source of entertainment.”

“When did… or how did you get into doing it?”

“Well, one night I was out at a club, and I had a husband approach me about doing his wife. We had a wild night together, and I enjoyed the dynamic. So then all I had to do was find the right environment for someone with my… skills.”

The word dripped out of his mouth with significance. Which made Leslie wonder which skills he was referring to: just sex, or… extras?

“What precisely do you mean by skills?”

“That’s easily explained. I love women. I particularly love sexy women. And I love taking control of them and doing whatever I want to them. You’re not alone, there are a lot of wives who just want to have a guy take control of them when their husbands either can’t or won’t.” He smiled like the predator he was. “At least not like I can.”

“Like you can do what?” she felt silly asking the question, but she needed to hear the answer.

“Like I can… fuck.” He leaned forward, the pertinent word flowing out of his lips like honey. “What I do best is fuck. Which is exactly what I’m going to do to you right after dinner. I’ll take that sexy body of yours, strip it naked, lick your pussy, and then I’ll fucking fuck you so hard, you’ll feel it for days.”

Leslie was speechless. His words and the images they conveyed were enough to send another slippery gush flowing out of her pussy.

“I know that’s what you want. You want a real man to give you a night you’ll remember forever afterwards. The memory of orgasming so many times you couldn’t keep track.”

He presented his glass for a toast. “That’s what I do, and I do it better than anyone you’ll ever meet again in your entire life!”

This guy was just so damned confident. Not arrogant or cocky exactly, but totally assertive, and speaking his mind without hesitation. Which made her want him even more.

Taking another sip of his drink, he set his glass down. “That’s enough talk for now. Slide over here and give me those sexy lips again; we have some more time before dinner.”

Without requiring an answer, he grabbed her arm and pulled her onto his lap. She felt the warm, massive bulk of his body through the thin material of her dress. Taking her chin, he reached a hand into her hair and looked her deep in the eyes, hesitating slightly, before his lips crushed onto hers again.

The kiss was full of passion, lust and need, hers just as strong as his.

Their tongues swirled together, and she couldn’t stifle her moan into his mouth. His hands slid under her dress and up her leg, finding her ass and squeezing it, much harder and longer than he’d done that evening on the dance floor. His other hand tugged at her hair while they made out. It was furious and passionate, neither of them holding back at all.

Her legs parted voluntarily, needing to feel his touch between them. Continuing to tease her, he slid his hand onto her inner thigh, just barely grazing the edge of her damp panties. Leslie was dying to push herself onto his hand. To feel his powerful fingers inside her, or even to feel his slightest touch on her pussy.

With perfect control he teased her skin, his fingers dancing across all the places that drove her crazy, but without actually fulfilling her need. Finally he pushed her face away from his, one final lick of his tongue on her lower lip to break the moment.

Then he growled into her face. “I can’t wait until after dinner. You’re going to wrap those sexy lips around my cock right now. I’m fucking rock hard just from kissing and touching you.”

Which was exactly what she needed to hear right now, and to feel: the thrill of driving a man crazy. Crazy enough to demand a blowjob right in her living room, with her husband not far away in the kitchen.

He lifted her easily off of his lap, and then stood up. “Undo my pants and take my cock out.” Arrogantly he grabbed his glass while waiting for her to obey, and he took another sip.

Leslie’s hands moved to his fly, feeling the presence of a deliciously thick cock lurking under the denim. With his belt undone and his zipper down, she twitched his briefs aside, and his erection popped out.

The first thing she registered was that it was huge. Not particularly long, but very thick, a massive rod with delicious blue veins vining their way down the translucent skin. Leslie knew it would be a challenge not only to open her mouth wide enough to suck it, but also whether her little pussy could accommodate it. But no matter what it took, she was definitely going to suck and fuck this serpent.

Gabe held her hair, stroking it gently while Leslie leaned forward to apply her tongue to his shaft, licking down its underside. His entire groin region was shaved, making it a pleasure to kiss and lick without encountering any pubes to distract her. “Put it in your mouth, Leslie.”

Obediently bringing the head to her lips, she needed to open her mouth very wide to accommodate it. As it slid inside, it severely stretched her lips, cutting off her air supply through her oral passage almost from the very start.

She concentrated on breathing through her nose, her heart pounding. She managed to take it in a few inches and then she withdrew, watching his slick, saliva-wet cock emerge from between her lips.

Taking him back in, this time feeling more accustomed to the stretching, she could use her tongue to tease the skin. His hands were soft in her hair until she relaxed her neck a bit, and then he gripped her with more force, taking charge but not overmuch, moving only slightly in and out. For now, she suspected.

“Relax your throat,” he instructed helpfully, relaxing his control, obviously appreciative of the challenge she was facing, like any good tutor would. Leslie withdrew and took a deep breath, held it, then concentrating fully on relaxing her throat, successfully slid the organ deep inside her mouth, understanding exactly what he wanted from her.

Taking charge again and pushing deep, he gripped her hair and forced himself even beyond her newly expanded comfort zone and slightly into her throat, making her gag reflex surge and almost… not quite… making her choke.

Just before she had to begin struggling, he pulled all the way out and released his grip completely. “That was good. Very good. Now you can go deeper on your own.” He was expertly coaching her, a novice at giving oral to hugely wide dicks, on how to actually deep throat him, and she was eager to learn. Eager to give him whatever he wanted, for that was what she wanted too.

Relaxing her lips and throat, getting the hang of concentrating on not forcing anything this time, she slid him deeper inside, this time the head of his cock penetrating her throat further than before, which sent a jolt of pleasure down her back and straight into her pussy, which was sticky and seeping its fluids down her thighs.

“Yeah, there you go. Good girl,” Gabe sighed. He pulled out then pushed back in, and began slowly fucking her throat with gentle but deep strokes. Leslie heard herself moaning around his thickness.

Adrian walked into the living room while she was eagerly deep throating their guest, small choking noises coming from her throat. He halted and stood there, his eyes wider than usual, but not making a sound.

Gabe didn’t miss a beat, continuing to thrust into her mouth, holding her head in place with his hands. But he did look directly at Adrian. “Fuck yeah… see this, Adrian? Your sexy wife is deep throating my cock; I’m certain she’s never done that to anyone before, and it’s sooo good.”

It was true, this was a brand new experience for her, and she had never felt anything so incredible. A man was fucking her mouth with ease, holding her head in place while he did whatever he wanted with her.

There was no way for her even to try to escape, even if she wanted to. The experience incorporated pain and pleasure and almost choking, making her entire body tremble.

And she couldn’t see him, but her husband was apparently not only watching, he was likely still in his apron while he cooked their dinner.

“Take that dick, you sexy fucking bitch,” Gabe growled.

Leslie wanted desperately to please him. To give him whatever he wanted. To surrender her will completely. He pulled himself out of her mouth, and then slapped her lightly across the face with his right hand. The slight sting made her body even hotter.

“You’re a fucking excellent little cocksucker, and I’m going to cum right down your throat.” Then not missing a beat, he looked over to Adrian and asked pragmatically, “Is dinner almost ready?”

Leslie looked over her shoulder and saw the stunned expression on her husband’s face. But glancing down, she also saw his pants were tented.

“Uh… almost ready… about five more minutes.”

“Perfect timing,” Gabe said. “We’ll finish up here, and then you can serve us.” He leaned down and kissed Leslie hard, his tongue piercing her mouth, and she eagerly sucked on it.

He could have done anything at all to her in that moment, the way he had just so casually checked in with and then dismissed her husband, before going right back to claiming her body.

Grabbing her hair again, he slid his massive thickness back past her lips, and she licked him fast and hard, willingly enduring the temporary cessation of her breath as he closed off her throat again, saying, “Fuck yeah…”

Eagerly she sucked him hard, her cheeks puffing with the effort, and sweat beading on her forehead. Her tongue ran under his shaft, feeling its veiny fullness.

Finally Gabe began to sigh and to stroke her hair. “That’s it, baby. I’m so close… good girl.”

She felt his hips begin to tense, and then without any other warning he emitted a loud gasp, and cum erupted from his cock, spurting into her mouth and throat. Her instinct was to back off as it immediately began choking her, but instead of allowing her to do so, his hands had taken hold of her head, and he held it firmly in place while he drained himself.

Finally he released her and she quickly fell back, gasping for breath. But she was completely exhilarated. Nobody had ever done anything remotely like this to her before, and all she craved was more.

More of his alpha male dominance. More of his sexy body. More of him doing whatever the fuck he wanted to her. And her husband getting hard from watching some of it only made the whole thing even hotter.

Gabe’s thick cum tasted slightly salty, but also sweet. In addition to most of it gushing down her throat, it had also flooded her mouth and coated her tongue. If it had been Adrian’s, she would have rushed to the bathroom to rinse out of her mouth. But Gabe didn’t allow her the chance, but just grabbed her chin and said, “Swallow it, baby. All of it. Then open wide and show me.”

She already had swallowed, so she cleared her lips and tongue before swallowing again. When she opened her mouth and tilted back her head to show him, he nodded with a smile, and then leaned down to kiss her hard, his tongue swirling in her recently semen-filled mouth. “That’s a good girl.”

Leslie was breathless as she recovered some composure. Gabe turned away and did up his pants, then picked up his wineglass. Her hands smoothed her dress as she stood up. “Why don’t you go and check on dinner?” he asked, dismissing her like he would a servant.

On shaky legs, she went into the kitchen without a word, her heart still pounding while her breath gradually returned to normal. In only scant minutes Gabe had transformed her from a gracious hostess greeting her guest, into a cum-swallowing slut.

Her pussy was dripping wet, and her thighs were soaked with the evidence of her desire to be used even more severely.

Adrian had his back to her as she quietly came in, obviously trying to ignore that he’d just witnessed his wife on her knees getting her throat fucked by another man right in their living room. Leslie came up behind him and gently touched his shoulder. “Everything okay in here? Are you okay?”

He turned and looked at her with eyes that spoke volumes. He was obviously conflicted about what he had witnessed, and about whatever he was likely to witness later on that evening.

Leslie could tell he needed some reassurance. She kissed him gently on the cheek. “Thank you for allowing this to happen, sweetheart. Dinner smells amazing.”

“It should be ready in just a couple minutes. Why don’t you guys sit down and finish your wine?”

He obviously didn’t want to talk about it right now, but was willing for the evening to proceed, come what may. She nodded gratefully to him and walked back into the living room. Gabe held up his empty glass, and she dutifully went back into the kitchen for another glass of whisky and ice for him.

It was amazing how he was able to turn his sexual aggressiveness on and off like a switch. Right now, if she didn’t know better, he could have easily been just a respectable guest sipping cordials with her, ready to chat about their weekend plans and activities.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Dinner was very like any other they might have shared with a friend, even though honestly, Leslie knew very little about Gabe as a person. Adrian was mostly quiet, but as a gracious host, he filled everyone’s glasses including his own, removing and serving plates as the four courses he had prepared for them progressed: butternut squash ravioli; pear, walnut and baby kale salad; balsamic glazed lamb chops with a white bean purée; and finishing with crème brûlée. Adrian was an excellent cook… always had been.

They talked about work, theirs and his… Gabe was a building contractor of private homes… and other vanilla topics. She was surprised at how easily a sex-charged man like him could smoothly engage in urbane conversation, when only thirty minutes earlier he had been fucking her throat and insisting she swallow his salty load. The wine helped to soothe her throat, and it also helped her to relax.

By the time Adrian had served dessert, she was inwardly trembling with anticipation. Gabe had mildly insisted upon seating himself to her right, and now, even while continuing to engage with them both in polite conversation, he was now secretly and lightly grazing his hand against her bare leg.

The hem of her dress had been eased completely into her lap, and more than once he massaged her inner thigh, turning to look her in the eye as he also indulged in a bite of his crème brûlée, or a sip of his wine.

Adrian for his part, had seemed to relax. He asked Gabe a few questions about his lifestyle as a bull, and Gabe answered them courteously and openly. He was obviously comfortable discussing his role with the women and couples he interacted with, which Leslie found surprisingly refreshing.

Gabe took one last sip of his wine, obviously having been teasing his two hosts, since anticipation was thick in the air. “This meal and our conversation has been excellent. But now I believe we’re ready to move on.” It was a statement, not a question.

He turned to Leslie and took possession of her hand with his for a moment. “Go and put on something sexy for me,” he told her. “Something you won’t mind getting ruined when it’s ripped off of you.”

This straightforward way he was informing her what was about to happen made her pussy wet all over again. And she knew the perfect article of clothing to put on.

That same seductive lingerie she had worn so unsuccessfully a couple of weeks ago, but which had prompted her to seek out Angelique, and thus to initiate this ongoing sexual adventure, including everything happening this very night.

“And come to think of it, get your cuck to dress you in it for me. He gets to dress you up in something, knowing I’ll soon be fucking your brains out in whatever it is.” He looked questioningly at Adrian for any objection, but he just sat there silently for a moment before returning a slight nod of agreement.

Leslie nodded as well, more vigorously. “I think that’s a great idea.” She stood up and went around the table to her husband, extending her hand. “Come on, my cuckold.”

He stood up without a word and allowed her to lead him upstairs to their bedroom. Leslie felt a flash of sympathy for him. She had probably been cruel to expose him to what had already occurred in their own living room, and having an idea of what Gabe likely had in store for her next, to which she would readily agree, whatever it was, made her feel even worse for him.

But on the other hand, he had told her that was what he wanted. Even if she didn’t understand his feelings and motivations fully, she wanted to give him what he wanted while satisfying herself. Once they were alone, she finally turned to him and whispered, “Are you okay?”

He smiled shyly at her and nodded. “I’m fine. This is a lot to process, but I’m not only excited, but hard as a rock. Nervous, though.”

Leslie checked the front of his pants with her hand. “You certainly are. Are you excited that Gabe is about to fuck my brains out right in front of you? Like a good little cuck should be?”

Adrian gasped, “Yes.”

“Yes, what?” She squeezed his erection.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That’s my good boy. Now you may undress me for my lover.” She raised her arms over her head.

He slid her dress up her hips, exposing the stockings she had worn especially for Gabe, along with the black mesh panties he had sent her. Once the dress was off, she turned to face away from him. “Unhook my bra.”

With shaking hands he undid the clasp, freeing her breasts. She could feel her nipples aching to be touched and kissed. Opening her lingerie drawer, she retrieved the filmy negligee she had worn that night Adrian had totally failed at fulfilling his manly duties. And there was one more thing.

“Now take my panties off. But don’t touch my ass or my pussy.” She leaned forward against the dresser.

His hands went to either side of the black transparent garment and slid it down her hips.

“See how fucking horny I am? How dripping wet? This pussy is going to get fucked so hard tonight. Aren’t you excited about watching that happen?” She wiggled her hips suggestively.

“Yes, Mistress. No question.” His hand grazed down the back of her leg, making her shiver at the touch she had been craving. But Leslie needed to make sure he knew his place. She turned around and slapped his hand away.

“No touching!” she rebuked him firmly. “That’s a bad boy.”

He jumped back, startled, and looked apologetically down at his feet.

Sliding the lingerie over her head, she pulled it down over her naked body, adjusting the narrow straps. “Now make sure it’s smoothed out properly.”

“Isn’t that…” Adrian paused. “what you wore a couple of weeks ago?”

Leslie thought, Yes, because that’s why I chose it. Their marital relationship had come full circle in a very short period of time.

When she had worn it before, it had been for an entirely different reason, to try to entice her reluctant husband into some pleasurable action. But that was entirely the wrong approach he needed, and she knew that now.

“Yes. The night I wore this outfit for you seemed disastrous at the time, but it led to all the sexy excitement we’ve shared ever since. So I think my wearing it for this new man in our bedroom so he can rip it to ruin, just like we’ve cast aside our former lifestyle, is ironically appropriate, don’t you?”

Adrian nodded and agreed, “That sounds perfect, Mistress.”

“Why don’t you go over there and sit down?” she suggested, pointing.

She nervously smoothed out the lingerie yet again, and brushed her hair over her ears. It was time. Her entire body was quivering like a racing filly’s would at the Kentucky Oaks starting gate.

“I’m ready!” she called downstairs. Now that she and Adrian had satisfactorily touched base, the anticipation was killing her… she couldn’t wait another moment.

She also didn’t know if she should lie down on the bed in a provocative pose, or stand submissively with her head down and hands behind her back, or something else. Adrian had no such uncertainty; he simply went to the corner of the room and sat down in the reading chair she had pointed out, where he would have a perfect view of everything.

Footsteps sounded loud and solid as Gabe walked slowly and deliberately upstairs to the bedroom, obviously in no hurry at all. Each one of his heavy footfalls built Leslie’s agonising anticipation a notch higher.

He finally filled the doorway and Leslie, still standing and dithering, attempted hurriedly to strike some sort of sexy pose. Pausing, Gabe took it all in. “That’s perfect.”

She was visibly shaking. Her crotch was soaked, and her nipples were throbbing. From earlier down in the living room, she could still feel her throat slightly raw from having his cock inside it. Her body was humming with electricity.

He slowly padded towards her, like a lion about to devour its prey. Looking over to the chair where Adrian sat, he nodded. “Okay, cuck. You’re about to watch me fuck your wife, and I’ll be fucking her hard. Tell me that’s what you want me to do.”

Her husband paused and looked uncertainly at Leslie, who wanted to scream at him, Just fucking tell him. Now! But she know this was part of an established ritual. For the cuckold, without coercion, freely to give the bull permission to do whatever he wished to do.

“I… I want you to,” he breathed, almost inaudibly.

“You want me to do what? Fucking spell it out,” Gabe retorted. “And say it loudly.”

Adrian raised his voice and said, almost shouted, “I want you to fuck my wife! I want to watch while you fuck her brains out!” His face trembled earnestly.

Gabe nodded, smiled at him rather formally and said, “I thank you, sir. Please enjoy the show.”

He then turned to Leslie, his demeanor instantly changing into ferocity and growling, “Come here.” He grabbed her arm and yanked her to him with an easy tug, and she was suddenly wrapped up inside him again. His lips crushed down on hers, and she felt her body melt into his kiss.

All she could think about was the imminence of his naked skin all over hers, his magnificent cock inside her pussy, and his hands mauling her for his amusement just like an inanimate object might be used, uncaringly.

Then shoving her away, he grabbed the top of her lingerie and jerked it hard, tearing the thin fabric and ripping it halfway down her body. Accompanied by the sound of her loud gasp, her breasts popped free, swaying from the force of his vigorous swipe.

Hungrily he leaned forward and took a nipple into his mouth, tugging it with his teeth, while grabbing the other breast fully into his hand and squeezing it hard enough to make her gasp again.

Feeling pain, although it was mild, in a part of her body where she had only before felt tenderness ever since she had weaned her second child over two decades ago, was a startling but amazing experience.

His lips went back and forth from one breast to the other, teasing and biting each of them. Then one of his hands plunged into her long hair, the other between her legs. The lingerie, now torn from around her waist, drifted to the floor. With one more quick tug, he ripped her panties off of her hips, leaving her gloriously naked in front of him.

Turning her around, he wrapped an arm around her waist to grab a breast, then slid his other hand down to squeeze her bare ass. “Fuck, I love your ass. I can’t wait to see it stretched around my cock.” He spanked her quickly and hard, the sharp pain making her gasp. But all she could feel emotionally was how incredible it was to be unquestioningly guided, touched, and forcefully used in accordance with his every whim.

Shoving her towards the bed, he had her kneel on it, and then she turned her head around to watch him. With deliberate slowness, he undid his shirt buttons; he certainly wouldn’t be ripping his clothing apart.

As he removed it, his massive chest and arms came into view, covered with tattoos. His powerful chest tapered down into a set of delicious-looking abdominals.

Undoing his belt and jeans, he removed them just as slowly and deliberately, simultaneously pulling his shorts down. His body when naked was spectacular.

The gorgeous upper body narrowed into his well-defined waist, his thick cock hanging between his legs, which supported him like two tree trunks might. They too looked powerful and sexy.

“Get back over here. Lie on your back. Show me your pussy.” He waved at her with his hand.

Leslie scrambled into the required position, lying down with her legs draped over the edge of the king-sized mattress. She had shaved her pussy earlier today just for him.

“Play with yourself.” Gabe’s intense eyes looked down at her, and while she reached a hand between her legs he grabbed his cock, beginning to stroke it. “Stick your fingers in there and spread your lips. Show me the pink inside that sexy hole.”

Leslie pulled her pussy open.

“Wider.”

The way he kept barking out requirements rather than tentatively asking had her grossly exposed pussy gushing. He could easily see how aroused she was.

“Okay, now sit up and get my cock wet with your mouth again.”

He stepped forward, and she eagerly slid her lips around his head again, pleased that it now felt familiar the way it stretched her lips. This time instead of urgency, she felt him grip her hair with only a light tension, and she listened to him sigh as she licked and sucked his shaft, desperately wanting to please him perfectly.

After only a short time, he pushed her head off of him and yanked her roughly back to her feet. His lips found hers again, his tongue sliding easily against her own, causing her yet again to melt into his arms.

She next unexpectedly found herself standing up on the bed with her arms wrapped around him and his face buried in her cleavage. Yes, he was standing on the floor; he was just that tall.

“That’s fucking perfect,” he said. He kissed each of her nipples, then stepped back, pulling her helplessly off the bed and into the air while she gasped and instinctively wrapped her legs around him so she wouldn’t tumble to the floor. Whereupon with ease he adjusted her, and then she felt the head of his cock probing against her pussy.

First looking into her eyes, he glanced over at Adrian and smiled ferally. “The fucking is about to begin.” Adrian gulped, but nodded gamely.

He then turned back to her, saying, “Now lower yourself down onto me.”

Leslie felt like a feather in his powerful arms. As he slowly set her down onto his tool, she felt him finally pushing into her and her pussy being stretched out. A massive shockwave of pleasure shot through her body, and as Gabe lowered her onto him so agonisingly slowly, inch by inch, it was obvious he was going out of his way to tease her.

Instead of just fucking her, he enjoyed himself by tantalising her. And he had intentionally adjusted the angle of his stance so that Adrian could easily see her widely spread pussy being lowered down onto his cock ever so gradually. And then once she was fully down, he carried her to the wall and pushed her against it, his mouth finding hers again hungrily.

Once she was pushed firmly against the wall, supported primarily by friction, he began to move inside her, pushing into her with force and depth. His cock felt so impossibly large, and it was spreading her pussy wider than it had ever been before. Her being suspended in the air so precariously only added to the intensity of her emotions.

But even with her attention being scattered by so many distractions, almost immediately she felt her body responding sexually. Her hard nipples scratched against his chest, his hands under her ass kneaded the skin there, and his pelvis ground against her clit.

“Oh… oh… oh…” she gasped, as he continued his relentless assault on her body. Even with her legs wrapped so desperately around him to keep herself from falling, she managed to tilt her pelvis just enough to feel his cock pressing into her most sensitive spots, and without warning, an orgasm appeared from out of nowhere, roaring through her body like a freight train.

She screamed out loud, and her body twitched hard against him as she came, squeezing his hard cock tightly inside her.

Gabe chuckled while he continued to hold her against the wall. “All you hotwives are the same. You just love the cock, don’t you? Tell me you love it.”

“I… I do love it,” Leslie gasped. He stopped moving inside her and she felt a massive need escape her in a cry that sounded pathetic in her ears.

“Tell your husband how much you love my cock.” He turned his head, pointing at Adrian with his chin.

Leslie opened her eyes and turned to look through her sexual haze at Adrian, who was sitting watching the two of them with a dazed expression on his face. “I hope you know this man’s wonderful cock has just given me the best orgasm of my life! And I hope it gives me some more of them tonight. Aren’t you so happy for me, baby?”

He shook some presence of mind into his face and replied, “Actually, I am. I love seeing you enjoying yourself this much.”

She turned back to Gabe and kissed him hard again.

“I fucking love what you do to me with your cock, and it appears so does my husband. Please keep fucking me.”

He grinned and let her go, but gradually, safely lowering her to the floor as he removed his organ. She almost wailed again, feeling as if she had just lost a part of herself. And then with careful guidance, he steadied her arm and propelled her towards the bed. “Get over there and on your knees.”

Leslie eagerly scrambled onto her marriage bed, desperate to feel his hands and his cock again. She looked over her shoulder and saw his hunger and his intensely staring at her naked body spread open for him. “Please… please…” she begged. “Get back inside me.”

Gabe roughly grabbed her hip and with an open hand, struck her soundly on the ass with a loud slap. The sting made her crave even more. “You’re my dirty married slut, aren’t you?”

High on adrenaline, Leslie craved only more pleasure. She had lost all control of herself, and would do anything he asked. “Yes, I’m your married slut. Your dirty married slut. I’m yours.” She had forgotten at this point Adrian was even in the room.

Gabe grabbed her hips and pulled her back towards him, aligning his throbbing cock head with her slit and pushing himself back inside. Leslie gasped loudly, embracing this massive member stretching her with such ease once again.

Now he was inside her completely and she was on a stable base, his cock now free to bang completely without caution against every inch of her insides, even causing her some slight and exciting pain with each thrust. It was incredible.

Waves of pleasure coursed through her, and whenever he paused occasionally mid-thrust, she whimpered in disappointment until he resumed.

With one hand he found her clit, beginning to play with it while he fucked her. Within moments of his beginning this additional touch she crested again, this time bending down and clutching the sheets while she gasped into the fabric. Her body exploded once more, sending her into another series of spasms and shakes. This was totally unlike any sex she’d ever had before.

Pulling out, he took hold of her hair and roughly jerked her around to face him. She looked and felt like a rag doll in his irresistible hands. Without pausing, he offered her his thick cock, and she plunged her mouth around it, savouring the taste of her own salty juices all over him.

“Next I’m going to fuck that sexy little ass of yours.” Gabe warned in a guttural voice. His cock was still at full mast, looking delicious, coated with the juices she had flooded him with. “Bend over and show me.”

The tension almost more than she could bear, Leslie got onto her hands and knees and spread her knees wide, bending forward. His hands gripped her hips and kneaded her ass cheeks. He leaned forward and inhaled. “Fuck, do you smell good.”

A finger probed at her tight, dry ass, and then it roughly slid inside, making her gasp. With his other hand, Gabe moved two fingers into her wet slit. “This juicy pussy is so good. Before we start anything new with my cock, I think you need to cum for me again.”

With deft ease, he started pumping both fingers into her pussy hard and fast, while also moving his other finger deeper into her ass, using it to spread out that hole. He seemed to know exactly what speed and depth to use so she would erupt like a volcano. “Oh… oh, fuck… yes… fucking make me cum…”

“Yeah, cum for me you dirty little hotwife,” he hissed, while his hands moved even faster and with more pressure, overwhelming her.

A massive wave of pressure slammed into her pussy, and without warning she exploded, her cunt tightening around his fingers as she felt her entire body release another flood of squirting wetness.

Gasping loudly, she clutched at the sheets while her legs shook, and her entire body vibrated with the intensity of what he was doing to her.

And then before she could even recover, she felt his powerful hands grab her hips and pull them towards him. His cock slid between her dripping pussy lips, paused inside her for a moment, retreated, and then returned to touch down on her asshole. Poising there for a second, he massaged her ass cheeks and sighed. “You’re so fucking hot. Are you ready for anal? Tell me you want it.”

Leslie’s thoughts were lost in a frenzy of lust. Gabe had already made her body feel things she had never thought possible, and now he was about to go even further. She looked to the side and saw Adrian still watching, and still wide-eyed with his mouth open, as if he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

“Yes! I want it so bad! Fuck my ass!” Her words fled her mouth sounding desperate, and she realized she really was as desperate as she sounded. She was desperate to experience this man in every fashion possible. And that included him fucking her backdoor with absolutely no restraint!

Then he pushed forward, and she cried out as his cock widened her ass, feeling like it was drilling her in half. But following that initial… agony wasn’t too strong a word… she experienced an intense sensation of fullness and pleasure. A high-pitched mewl sprang out of her mouth as he pushed inside deeper and deeper.

Once he was entirely inside, he paused, something she really needed him to do at this juncture. Leslie could feel every beat of both of their pulses as his cock throbbed inside her ass and her muscles squeezed him, trying desperately to relax themselves and to stretch so she could accommodate his size.

After giving her a few moments during which she did manage to relax somewhat, he began slowly and gently sliding back and forth inside her.

As soon as he began, she felt an entirely different kind of pleasure than she ever had before. It manifested as delicious burning heat radiating all over her body, the kind that was only possible at the times she was being pushed to the very limits of what her mind and body could endure.

Then a few moments of gentleness later, sensing she was ready for more, Gabe gripped her hips tightly while he now pulled almost his entire length out of her, and then slid it all the way back into her tight hole.

In and out, with long, deliberate and slow strokes, he continued his thrusts, with every inch sending a surge of ecstasy through her body. “Roll slightly to the right.”

Leslie rolled her torso sideways slightly.

“See this, Adrian? Your wife’s sexy ass is taking my cock perfectly. And she’s so fucking tight. But watch this.” He pulled out completely, and Leslie heard her husband gasp.

She could feel from currents of air where she had never felt them before, that the tight hole was gaping open, before it slowly closed itself up. “She’s gaped perfectly for my cock.”

He slid himself back inside her and this time Leslie cried out as he plunged in deeply with a single thrust. The pressure and slight pain were perfectly balanced.

Gabe delivered her a sharp, hard spank, and she yelped. “Play with yourself. I want to hear you cum all over my cock while I fuck your ass.”

“Oh my God…” Leslie sighed, and she reached a hand between her legs. It was very strange to feel nothing in her pussy, even while her body felt so fully penetrated. Her clit was easy to find, filled with blood and aching to be touched again. She moved her hand slowly over it, sending new spasms of enjoyment through her body.

It was barely a few seconds before she felt the crest of her next orgasm arriving like yet another freight train. As she tensed up, Gabe could feel her building arousal like a virtuoso conductor could sense each and every sound in his entire orchestra, and he pushed himself deep inside her for an added kick, just as she tumbled over the edge.

“OH! OH! FUCK! YES!” Leslie couldn’t stifle her scream as her entire body convulsed. Her pussy contracted hard enough to squirt out even more of its wetness. It felt like this orgasm lasted forever. Her head spun, overwhelmed by the turbulent sensations.

As she collapsed in front of him, Gabe chuckled, his cock still firmly buried in her ass. He began moving again. “Good girl. That screaming was exactly what I was hoping for. Nice…and…loud.” Every word was punctuated with another thrust.

She’d never had an anal orgasm before. It was different, intense, and it left her body awash with intense pulses of muscular fatigue. But Gabe unmercifully didn’t stop, only increasing the power, depth and speed of his thrusts.

He leaned forward, growling into her ear. “Now it’s my turn. I’m going to fill up this sexy ass of yours with my hot cum. Tell me how bad you want it.”

She had long before given up not obeying his words. Leslie wanted to give into him, to tell him whatever he pleased as long as he just kept fucking her.

“Fuck…please…fucking cum in my ass…” she begged. Turning her head, each gasp and slap of their bodies rubbed her cheek against the sheets while she locked eyes with her husband.

“Yeah…fuck yeah…uh…uh…UUUHHH!” Gabe groaned loudly, pushing into her hard and deep one more time.

That was when she felt a hot spurt of cum shoot into her gaping ass, feeling like a searing poker of pleasure filling her. It was quickly followed by another, the volume making it coat his cock and start to squirt out of her as he slowed his thrusts.

Leslie lay there gasping at the sensation. It was the perfect ending to their intense sexual coupling to have his seed filling her tight hole. Slowly Gabe stopped with another low moan and then pulled himself out of her. After he was gone she could feel her hole gaping again and then drops of sticky cum sliding out her down onto her pussy lips.

“That looks fucking perfect. My cum dripping out of that sexy ass of yours.” He kissed her lower back and spanked her ass sharply once again as she lay bonelessly prone on the bed.

Rolling off her, he stood up. “Now, cuck. It’s time to come and clean up your wife. Lick my cum out of her ass like a good little sissy. And then you’ll get to clean off my cock.”

Leslie turned her head, unable to move anything else for the moment, to watch Adrian. She hadn’t expected Gabe to take such liberties to humiliate her husband like he periodically had tonight, but this time, just like the other times, it sent another shiver through her body, and it felt right.

Her husband looked pleadingly into her eyes, silently begging for her permission to do otherwise. To give him the authority to refuse.

She rolled herself to face him and then to struggle to her hands and knees, her muscles protesting because of the exhausting way Gabe had just fucked her. On all fours, she looked over her shoulder. “Come on, Adrian. Lick our bull’s cum out of my ass.”

There was a thick dollop of his sexy seed rolling down her ass that she could feel. Finally Adrian joined her on the bed and knelt down behind her.

His hands touched the sticky backs of her legs tentatively, and then finally he sighed and brought his mouth to her ass. The wetness of his tongue probing into her sensitive, gaped pucker felt incredible.

The important thing, more for his benefit than hers, although she wasn’t certain he would see it that way right now, was that he was giving in. That he was hers to command, willing to do things, even humiliating things, solely in order to give her pleasure.

Because deep down where his soul lived, he found enjoyment and comfort in serving her, particularly in extremis. In giving into his need to satisfy and obey others, especially her. She was his Mistress now, at least in their bedroom and whenever else she decided she wanted to be, but particularly when she sensed he needed her to be. She had rights and privileges in lording it over him, but she also had a profound responsibility for his inner welfare.

He moaned slightly while his tongue licked and probed into her ass, cleaning out the cum still leaking out of her.

“Tastes good, doesn’t it, baby?” she sighed.

He gave her a few more licks, and then sat back.

Leslie turned and studied his face, slick with her sweat and with Gabe’s cum. And she then she looked elsewhere. He was hard as a rock.

“Okay, now clean my stud up like a good boy, and you can have your reward.”

Gabe stood next to the bed, his cock soft now, but still hanging down between his legs looking like a delicious treat Leslie wanted to taste again. It was so incredibly long, thick and sticky. But it wasn’t for her this time. Gabe held it up as Adrian crawled across the floor towards him.

“Yeah, little cuck. Lick your wife’s enjoyment off my cock,” Gabe said, this time as gently and… caringly?... as Leslie had just spoken to him.

Adrian tentatively stretched his head forward and then closed his eyes, wrapping his mouth around the head of the larger and stronger man’s member. He paused and then went deeper, sucking the dick past his lips and swirling his tongue around its head and shaft. Once he had diligently cleaned it off, he sat back and turned to look at Leslie.

“That’s a very good boy,” she sighed lovingly. Watching her husband with another man’s cock in his mouth had been fun, and even gratifying on several levels, but now she felt the need to reward him for his service and for unstintingly allowing her to do whatever she needed to do. “Come here, sweetheart, but take your clothes off first.”

Throughout this entire crazy evening, Adrian had remained fully dressed, and his little penis must be desperate for some freedom and release. He stripped and knelt on the bed, and Leslie turned herself around, taking hold of his erection.

It obviously craved her touch, because the moment she wrapped her hand around it he gasped loudly, and it twitched in her hand.

“Oh my God… you’re going to cum really quickly, aren’t you? You loved watching me get fucked so hard and long, didn’t you?”

As she stroked him, Adrian closed his eyes contentedly. Leslie licked her palm, and then moved her hand more rapidly. “That’s it, baby. Let go all over me.” She moved her body closer, her breasts thrusting out.

As soon as she grazed the head of his cock with her breast he gasped again, and his cock erupted with a thick stream of white all over her chest.

“Yeah… that’s it. Cum for momma… Let it all out…” she sighed as if she were calming a child. Leslie continued stroking until he was drained, and then he sat back on his heels.

Leslie could feel his sticky cum all over her skin. She had been fine with her new alpha male bull ejaculating inside her, in fact inside all three of her places during the course of the evening. But her husband was reconciled to masturbating, or upon special occasions such as this one being masturbated, onto her body only at her request. “Good boy. Now go get me a towel.”

Adrian nodded and walked serenely to the bathroom. Gabe chuckled, and reached down to grab his jeans. Leslie felt a slight pang of loss that he was leaving.

Part of her wanted him to stay, to claim her yet again. But she knew tonight wouldn’t be the last time for them to use each other, each in their different fashions.

As Adrian wiped off her cum-soaked skin, Gabe did up his pants and slid his shirt over his head. His rippling muscles still looked incredibly delicious. “That was fun, guys. I’ll definitely be coming back for more.” He motioned Leslie over to him.

She stood up, and he swept her naked body into his arms, kissing her with passion. She wrapped her legs around him as she feasted on his tongue one last time for now, his hands tugging gently at her hair. She still wanted to beg him to stay, to strip his clothes back off and fuck her one last time.

The intensity of the way he treated her, like she was no more than a plaything for his enjoyment, she found completely addicting, and she was now mainlining him straight into her veins.

“Okay.” He set her down and spanked her bare ass farewell. “We’ll talk soon.” Without another word, he turned and strode out of the bedroom. She listened to him stepping down the stairs and out the front door, the sound of it closing echoing through the otherwise quiet house.

And now they were alone. Leslie was still standing there, naked and feeling the sticky residue of her husband’s cum on her breasts. Adrian was sitting on the bed, looking at the floor.

“Are you okay? Tell me.” She felt a strong wave of sympathy for him. The night hadn’t gone quite as she had expected, although she was thrilled with everything that had happened between her and Gabe.

He had played the part of her bull magnificently and had totally blown her away, several times. So now it was time for some aftercare for her husband, which was a very small price to pay.

“I’m just fine.” He looked up at her and smiled brightly. He obviously was, and she wasn’t certain whether that was miraculous, or just how things were.

Leslie walked over to him, held out her hand and asked playfully. “Want to shower together?”

He eagerly took her hand and stood up, pulling her into him, a liberty she normally wouldn’t allow, but he had definitely earned the privilege tonight, and she felt like relaxing the rules. Feeling their skin pressed together was comforting for her, and she knew it was for him as well.

His arms wrapped around her felt secure and safe. Sensing her mood, his lips lightly found her neck. “I’d love to.”

Under the water, they lovingly soaped each other and Leslie found herself laughing at all that had happened. It hardly seemed real to her that a few moments ago she was getting fucked by someone else, and now here they were, a loving husband and wife playfully cleaning off the residue of their… primarily her… night of fun. And Adrian still seemed absolutely fine with everything that had happened.

Her pyjamas felt a bit restricting against her skin, but the silky material covering her body brought her warmth and comfort. Her husband’s loving arms wrapped around her accomplished the same thing as they settled into bed.

Leslie’s mind was surprisingly calm. The recent encounter with Gabe already felt like something from another time and another place. But knowing she could indulge herself with him, and with other men like him whenever she wished, brought freedom and security to her marriage.

Adrian was also happy curled up against her, contentedly waiting for her to tell him what she wanted him to do, and basking in her approval.

She would never have thought that in such a short time their entire relationship could have changed so drastically, and so much for the better. Now it felt natural and right, and they could move forward as two satisfied and loving people for the rest of their lives.

THE END
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