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Chapter One

Hannah and James' Induction Fuck!

◆◆◆

I insisted we join the Alphas, but my husband was reluctant.

Ten years of sexual exclusivity was enough for both of us. I watched James’ desire for me wane and felt mine diminish rapidly. Our marriage was intact, but we didn’t appreciate each other the way we once had - an element of mutual attentiveness was lost. The spark that burns brightly in the other person’s eyes, which speaks to their deep-rooted desire, was burning low.

I needed to act decisively, so through a series of fantasy role-playing scenarios acted out in our bedroom, I sowed the seeds for our sexual freedom.

“It’s not about love; I still love you as much as when I walked the aisle to meet you beside the altar.”

I remembered every word I had spoken to my husband, James, on the morning we readied ourselves to visit Freedom Club for our induction. I felt excited, lifted, and heavily aroused at how we might light the fire in our relationship - a passion that I had missed so much.

My panties were damp, my pussy trembled wildly, and I thought of nothing except the love I felt for my husband and the sexual satisfaction we would both soon enjoy. I wanted other men to fuck me and desired the same freedom for James.

Am I making a huge mistake?

I must push this for both of us.

Or we will lose each other.

But my husband was distraught, and it showed now as he hesitated while sitting beside me in our car. James inhaled deeply and sighed, his nostrils flaring as tumultuous emotions owned him. His fingers trembled in my hand, and his bottom lip similarly quivered anxiously. He glanced sideways at me, absent of the confidence I knew he had within him.

“I understand what you are saying, Hannah, but I worry the Club might not accept me.”

“Of course they will; you’re totally an Alpha.”

“I’m not sure what I am.”

“I’m sure about it.”

“This isn’t just an introduction, Hannah. You know that, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“They will want to fuck us both as a test to establish our type.”

“I know.”

James looked downright miserable.

When we parked outside Freedom Club, the car lot was empty. I studied my husband, who’d become terrified during our drive here. Tears welled in his eyes, and my heartstrings tugged in sympathy for the man I love, but I knew if we weren’t true to ourselves, our marriage would wither on its vine.

“Shall we go home?” I asked him gently.

“I don’t want to lose you, Hannah.”

I pulled his head onto my chest and felt James sob gently. Waves of emotion hit me. I’d never seen him looking so vulnerable, and I worried he might fail the induction assessment on sight because of his emotional state.

“Let’s try it out. I promise I won’t fuck anyone until you start.”

I reassured him, knowing that was the only way to convince my husband to do it. And do it we must, or suffer a long, painful end.

“Okay, Hannah.”

Having control seemed to make my husband more comfortable with our decision, which just became determined by his choice once our induction began. I felt happy because losing James was the last thing I wanted. I slipped my hand over his, squeezed confidently, and led him through the car park toward our Freedom.

The Freedom Club owners were a beautiful couple around our age. They met us at the front door, smiling affably and greeting us with their hands outstretched. I took the lead because James clammed up.

“I’m Hannah, this is James. We called ahead.”

“To enroll in our Alpha Club, right?”

“Yes.”

The club owners introduced themselves as Caleb and Emma, and honestly, I liked them both instantly. I felt aroused just from being there to join a fetish club, and judging from the bulge in his pants - my husband clearly liked Emma, who smiled warmly and seductively at him.

She’s going to fuck my guy.

Our hosts and potential fuck buddies led us through the near-silent club lounge with its small, highly polished parquet design wooden dance floor and two modern bar areas with tons of pristine stainless steel and mirror glass. We passed a few pole dancing platforms and a tasteful scattering of luxurious brown leather sofas. It felt like the first-class lounge at a major airport, replete with a smell of brand-new leather upholstery where no expense was spared on fixtures and fittings.

Rooms were romantically lit with thick pile carpets underfoot, and I saw signage for changing areas, a spa, and heavy wooden doors marked private, where I imagined orgies, gang-bangs, swinger exchanges, and voyeur parties took place.

We’d applied online to join the elite ‘Alphas’ where a strict code of conduct and sexual exchange applied. If I got in and James didn’t qualify as an Alpha, he’d be excluded from fucking me for most of the year while others took that pleasure as my equal.

If James qualified as a Beta, he would only be able fuck girls of that category who agreed, or Alpha girls, who asked to bed him, demanding his service. The only other category was General Service partners - nice guys and girls who were fucked by those Alpha and Beta types at a loss to find anyone else to enjoy.

Freedom Club’s literature inferred that GS members spent much time on their knees sucking and licking. If my husband didn’t pass in any category, he would not be allowed to fuck any club member - me included. I considered that eventuality very unlikely.

If we were deemed unequal, as an Alpha, I would have a choice of sexual partners, while James was severely limited, possibly ending up with none. That thought made me shiver fearfully because this was an all-or-nothing gamble for our marriage. We had to qualify in some category or take our chances in an ocean of marital turmoil where I didn’t feel lucky.

I needed more lovers and a new sexual experience that would satisfy my burning desire.

The owners invited us to sit beside a sizzling log fire in a luxuriant, massive private living room. I glanced around, enjoying the opulence, sipping a Long Island iced tea when offered to me by Caleb.

Emma wasted no time on cocktails, dragging my husband playfully onto a leather couch, taking the lead, and engaging him in flirty, girlfriend conversation. She lovingly stroked his face and ran her fingers through his thick hair as if they were a couple - it felt so natural I relaxed, believing Emma would deal perfectly well with my husband.

I couldn’t tell if this was part of our induction or a genuine fascination Emma had for my husband, but it damn well turned me on as both my nipples rose solid, rasping hard against a tight cotton blouse.

Emma had entirely seduced my husband in minutes, wrestling his emotional needs away from me to her - he was captivated by the new woman in his life. I watched them kiss passionately, tongues and lips explosively engaged with moans of desire; it seemed equal in every way to how my husband kissed me. When James gently cupped Emma’s breast, thumbing a nipple through her blouse fabric and bra, I felt satisfied that he had chosen to move ahead.

I turned my attention to Caleb, who sidled up beside me.

“Can we play, Hannah?”

“We can.”

“How do you play?”

“I know how this interview will go, Caleb.”

“It’s important that Emma and I categorize you both accurately. To fail in that regard causes unhappiness and embarrassment.”

“We’re both Alphas.”

I felt less confident than I sounded and carried more worry than I wanted due to the rapidity and ease with which Emma had taken my husband.

You should have pressed her somehow, James.

Caleb kissed me gently, brushing my lips sensuously with his, seeking my tongue when his darted gently inside my mouth, exploring, sending me a few notches higher on the damp pussy scale. My spine tingled as each vertebra felt like it was brushed with a live wire. Butterflies exploded from the pit of my stomach, their sexually charged tingles reaching every part of my body, and I felt invigorated by desire while deliciously riven with jealousy as I watched my husband kneel before Emma.

Do what makes you feel happy, sweet husband.

When James slid Emma’s green pencil skirt upwards, I knew it was a mistake because an Alpha would not usually go down on their lover first, but at least he was on board with our induction, meaning I could explore Caleb and my sexual choices freely.

I pushed my prospective bull backward on the sofa, straddled him, and moved my pussy up towards his mouth. He inhaled deeply and smiled in the most sleazy way. My tangy feminine aroma twitched his nostrils precisely as it did my husband’s.

“I don’t wear panties when I intend fucking a man, Caleb.”

“An Alpha chooses where, when, and how they fuck a partner - you are off to a perfect start.”

“I’m taking what I want.”

“You should do that, Hannah. In fact, you must, but your husband didn’t, though.”

“It means nothing, yet. Jason is happy, and it seems Emma is too.”

“Your husband is content to start things off on his knees with his head between my wife’s legs, and that’s all that matters. I want you to enjoy me, and what happens, happens.”

I positioned my pouting, cream-filled, swollen labia over Caleb’s mouth, brushing them on him just enough to coat my flavor on his lips, nose, and chin. He panted, poking his tongue between my lips, slurping gently as though tasting a soft whipped ice cream. My pussy leaked onto my lover’s tongue as my body ascended, finally free of marital shackles.

“Are you dominating me, Hannah?”

“I enjoy marking my territory before I fuck it.”

Imprinting my pussy juices on my husband leaves him feeling lonely without my aroma and taste. His addiction to my flavor in the early days of our marriage kept our love strong. I wanted the technique to work on Caleb, too, at least for a short while until he filled me with his Alpha cock and then squirted seed inside me, his only real purpose today.

I stared down, grinding my sticky, swollen lips against his.

“Lick my pussy, Caleb! Start with my lips, then dabble your tongue inside my hole and move on to my clitoris!”

I settled down gently on his face, providing Caleb excellent access to my throbbing, soaking-wet pussy. James hadn’t fucked me for days, per our agreement to be inducted, so I was fresh, tight, semen-free pussy, and desperate to have my hole well fucked by an Alpha cock.

“Do you have any other demands before I dine on you, Hannah?”

“Don’t let my juices run down my legs like I’m some cheap whore.”

I knew I was an Alpha, but Emma reinforced my lingering doubts about James when I watched her force him to feast hungrily on her cunt. She’d wrapped her legs around his neck, pulling his head into her with both hands gripping a handful of his thick hair. He loved it, purring like a contented cat lapping a bowl of cream.

Emma struck a classic dominant pose from where I looked, while my husband seemed utterly submissive.

James deserves to be happy, too, regardless of his category.

This was a test to establish our status, and being the first to go down on a lover was an early sign of submission. It was not an absolute qualification of type, but James was not making a good Alpha start. Miscategorization might harm our relationship as much as not being accepted into the Freedom Club.

I couldn’t see myself attending fuck buddy sessions at Freedom Club without James. We agreed to swing, but cuckolding was far out there and not our preferred option. Either we both got to fuck at Freedom Club, or we must try another scene.

I wanted the Alpha men to fill me with cock week after week.

“You’ll select from Alphas or subs, Hannah.”

“I know. Be quiet and lick my hole - I kept it pure, especially for you. We’ll talk later.”

Caleb licked my pussy expertly. I always face away from the feet to explore my partner’s tongue and nose while controlling their head. I enjoy dominating and gripping handfuls of hair while having cunnilingus, grinding my throbbing clitoris hard into the guy’s nose, and leaking thick, sticky hormones into his nostrils so I can brand him my own.

I closed my eyes and shuddered as my body ascended to a peaceful, relaxing place. I imagined being worshiped by a gang of Alpha males, enjoying being licked before they took turns to fuck my pussy and breech my anal whorl with long, thick cocks more substantial than my husband’s while I sucked off a careful lover who face fucked me at a pace and ferocity I allowed.

“Argh, fuck, that’s it. Suck my sticky pink pearl, Caleb.”

“I love a dirty-talking woman.”

Emma squealed from somewhere behind me. I knew James would give her great tongue and felt proud to have taught him how to satisfy a girl in that regard. Caleb moved his tongue down onto my perineum, searching for hidden treasure. He almost reached my puckered anus when I shut down access, leaving him somewhere between heaven and hell.

He stared up; I stared back.

“Ask me for permission first, Caleb. That’s fucking naughty!”

He stared up, creating a moment of extreme sexual tension. His expression flickered with high emotions, revealing that I had gotten the better of him. Caleb licked his lips, retracting his tongue, tasting my sweet, sticky hormonal mess, blinking in a moment of vulnerability because he desperately wanted me.

“May I lick your anus, please Hannah?”

I spread my knees wider apart and relaxed, granting full access to Caleb, who spread my ass cheeks and lapped the ridges around my forbidden fruit. His tongue stiffened, and he licked across my tiny sphincter before slipping it inside that tight, naughty, puckered hole. I enjoyed his warmth and wetness inside my back passage while I rubbed my solid, throbbing clitoris with an index finger, dragging it gently sideways using thick, sticky cream as lubricant.

My wanking was perfectly complimented by his excellent rimming of my asshole.

“You need to finish me with an orgasm. I’m taking your cock soon, Caleb.”

“You are an Alpha.”

“I know.”

“I don’t think your husband is.”

“He is what he is, and I’ll always love him.”

“I am simply preparing you for the inevitable, Hannah.”

I fucking know.

Caleb slid his expert tongue slowly and deliciously back inside my soaking wet pussy hole, harvesting the sticky nectar that had pooled between my engorged labia since he abandoned them. I glanced over my shoulder and spectated Emma riding James’ cock in reverse cowgirl. Uncertainty swept through me as reality struck, and I realized I would have the pick of whomever I desired while my husband waited in line to be selected.

He’s cute - I am sure the Alpha girls will love him.

Emma winked at me, cheeks puffed and speckled crimson, lips puckered as she panted, enjoying riding my husband’s cock. I knew his choice meant I had permission to sample Caleb should I wish for it. She knew my husband was submissive and accepted him affectionately, and I realized it was time to stop clinging to a stereotype he didn’t enjoy.

I felt selfish, struck by the reality that I was the problem in our marriage. James wanted my acceptance as a submissive husband in love with his Alpha wife, and I’d denied him and us that opportunity. My eyes welled with tears, but only until my lover clenched his lips around the base of my clitoris, sucking gently, sending electrified jolts through my midriff, igniting my soul.

I vowed to right a wrong when I got my husband home, but I needed to close my Alpha status first. James had already made his choice clear, and I must still pass the ultimate sexual test. Caleb worked my pussy, slurping, sucking, and licking every drop of honied nectar that leaked from my throbbing hole.

“Ohhhh, ahhhh, that’s a good boy, Caleb.”

Caleb was crushing it, my swollen clitoris, that is. He sucked gently, flicking my solid pearl up and down and then dragging it from side to side inside a delightful, slick vacuum sealed by his lips. He drank my juices hungrily and as though he were seriously into me, demanding more.

My orgasm began as a tickle or a thought I had in a moment of clarity amid the utter hedonism of riding my lover’s face. Then, with an involuntary flutter of muscles inside me, a whimper escaped my lips, and excitement surged through me, signaling my body chemistry transformation. Adrenaline, oxytocin, and dopamine coursed through my veins, fueling an immense climax. I threw my head back, screaming like a maniac, while grinding my pussy into Caleb’s face.

I turned around, facing my lover’s feet, needing more from him.

“I have two holes down there. You started licking the other one. Now finish it.”

While he licked my sticky, throbbing clitoris, Caleb inserted a finger into my pussy hole, swirling it around, forcing me to yield copious, sticky lubricant. When he had collected enough, he rubbed the ridges around my puckered hole with natural juices, pressing hard enough to ease my lubricant inside without fully breaching my seal.

When Caleb finally inserted his finger deep inside my back passage, I gasped, and he pushed deeper, forcing my satisfaction while I rode his face and ground my clitoris into his nose, seeping juice from my love tunnel across his chin.

“Argh! f-fuck. Ooooh! I’m almost there, Caleb. Fuck my back passage faster and harder, please.”

This is what I need. A stranger to fuck me without caring.

My husband’s semen dripped from Emma’s well fucked hole just before she mounted his face to feed him. I knew she’d categorized him as a submissive Beta, but I was glad his cock was above average size. I felt confident Alpha women would select my beautiful James frequently, knowing he was patient with his tongue and would gladly spend time on his knees, caring for their needs.

The sight of my husband cleaning Emma’s creampie-crammed pussy excited me, and I ground mine harder into Caleb’s face. At the same time, he finger fucked my anus, slipping a second digit deep inside my rectum, massaging the sensitive soft tissue walls.

“Argh! F-fuck, shit, fucking hell! Good boy, Caleb!”

I felt ascendant when I shuddered and screamed out my second orgasm. Caleb puckered his lips, sealed them around my pee hole, and swallowed every drop of tangy lust I squirted while I rode him entirely and to my utter satisfaction.

When my ecstasy diminished, I pulled the fetish club owner’s cock from his pants. He was enormous, easily an inch and a half longer than James and much thicker, like a soda drink can.

“May we help?”

I was surprised to see Emma appear alongside us, with my husband in tow. I noticed James looked happier than I’d seen him in years. My plan had worked, although not precisely as I imagined it would.

“I’m a submissive beta, Hannah.”

“I know, honey.”

I felt despondent, and it showed.

“Don’t be sad about this. I’m happy to be myself, finally. Emma taught me so much about how to enjoy being who I am in just half an hour.”

That makes me a terrible wife.

“I’m sad because I’ve treated you poorly, not because you’re submissive, honey. I never realized you wanted to submit.”

“I love you, Hannah, and I think this is right for both of us now. You did well bringing us here. Now finish your induction and fuck your bull.”

James gripped my hand tightly, helping me dismount from Caleb’s face. He kissed me deeply and held me tight. I felt reassured by my husband’s love and was fully prepared to fuck my lover, even while James and his new girlfriend watched us.

James grinned from ear to ear.

“He has a bigger cock than me, Hannah.”

“I need deeper penetration, honey.”

Oh fuck, I am a slut.

“I want you to enjoy him.”

“Will you both help me? Caleb has an enormous cock, and I want it all inside me.”

My lover sat on the sofa, with his knees planted wide apart, while I squatted over his solid, gnarly cock, with the soles of my feet balanced on his upper thighs. Emma took my weight under one armpit, with James holding me up on the other side.

“James, will you pull Caleb’s foreskin back and lubricate his cock with my cream when I sink down?”

I smiled while instructing my husband, feeling my way into his submissive psyche. Emma nodded at him encouragingly, and I watched James grasp my lover’s cock, peel his foreskin, and line the massive shaft up with my trembling pussy hole, almost rocking my world.

Emma smiled at me and nodded to the cock held in my husband’s fist. She smiled graciously at me while stroking James’ back almost lovingly.

“You’re an Alpha, Hannah, possibly the most dominant we’ve had in years,”

They took my weight when I slid my tight, trembling pussy slowly down Emma’s husband’s cock. She and I locked eyes in a strange sisterhood, and I conveyed my gratitude for sharing what was hers while she cared for what was mine.

Thank you, Emma.

“You’re welcome, Hannah.

She read my mind.

Emma kissed me while my pussy slowly descended Caleb’s steel rod. She sought out my tongue, stifling my grunts and almost painful groans with her lips as I took her husband’s shaft to his pubic bone, grinding my swollen clitoris hard against it.

My husband leaned in, inspecting the scene of my debauchery.

“You have all of Caleb’s cock inside you, sweetheart.”

James reached in and gently fingered my sticky clitoris, smiling at Emma, who kissed me sensuously.

“Tell me how Caleb feels, Hannah.”

“Caleb’s cock feels incredible inside me. He’s much bigger than you are, and I like him, but I love you with all my heart, babe. You are my world; he’s a wonderful bull to enjoy.”

“I know - I get it.”

Emma cupped the back of James’s head, encouraging him onto his knees. He went willingly, glad to be guided by his Alpha girlfriend.

“Why don’t you lick your wife’s clitoris, James? Now you understand yourself better. Why not enjoy Hannah differently?”

Emma kissed me while my husband kneeled, with his face inches from Caleb’s veiny shaft, which was entirely buried inside my fuck hole. James carefully peeled the protective hood on my clitoris upwards with both thumbs and licked the solid, sticky pink pearl buried below, eliciting my immediate moans, grunts, and groans. When he dragged my solid nub from side to side while Caleb’s giant cock was buried balls deep inside me, both men tore a hole in the fabric of my universe.

“F-fucking Hell, argh, ugh! That’s incredible!”

I whimpered, terrified that the eruption boiling inside me threatened to explode uncontrollably. I still had plenty of unicorn pee to squirt, something I rarely did.

I cupped the back of James’ head and forced it closer into my pussy without caring if he touched my lover’s cock as long as he served my needs. I had three people focused on my satisfaction and knew then that Freedom was the right place to fix our marriage.

My third orgasm tore through me like a tornado, ripping my inner muscles and throwing my reproductive organs into disarray; such was the trembling inside me. I tossed my head wildly, thrashing my long blonde hair like a whip while my emotions surged. My sleazy need to be fucked by an Alpha male was a selfish desire, but I had never anticipated a hint of jealousy that now burned inside me for the woman who understood my husband better than I did.

When Emma found it impossible to kiss me, she clutched my face to her breast, where I sought her nipple, sucking her areola deeply. I slipped a hand between her legs and found her cum and saliva-soaked clitoris, rubbing it gently, forcing her closer to another orgasm while suckling and fucking towards mine.

I moved my hand and saw James’ fingers replace mine between Emma’s legs. I felt impressed that my husband could finally multi-task. He was fingering his girlfriend just like I taught him. I gasped, rose up my lover’s gnarly cock, descended, and pointed down to my pussy.

“I need to slide up and down Caleb’s cock to be fucked properly. I don’t feel as though I’ve been fucked enough.”

James stood up and took my side and his share of the burden. Emma nodded to him, and they lifted me in unison until Caleb’s cock almost cleared my swollen, soaking-wet lips. With another nod from her, they lowered me down the most exquisite and massive cock I have ever fucked.

They repeatedly hoisted and lowered me rapidly, ensuring on each downward stroke that I bottomed out on Caleb’s immense cock every time. My pussy tingled and stretched wider than ever to accommodate my big-cocked bull while I milked it, slathering tawdry cream all over his shaft.

“Fuck me harder… f-fuck me, Caleb! Oh god!”

Caleb filled my pussy, knocking against my cervix with his cock head - a feat no man had achieved before him. When his prostate finally launched his seed, a familiar rush of warm semen rejoiced inside me, and his potent swimmers set off to find my ovaries and hunt down the precious egg, waiting expectantly. I thanked god I was on the pill because the raw, primal energy of Caleb’s cock and seed wanted to impregnate me.

Emma and James let me rest for a few minutes with my lover’s cock buried deep inside me. We were exhausted and needed to regroup before they attended to our mess.

When they hoisted me off Caleb’s cock, Emma turned to my husband and smiled.

“Will you clean your wife up, or shall I?”

“Shall we share?”

“Yes, please! Good boy, James.”

They cleaned my creampie-filled pussy together while James stared up at me lovingly, and I smiled back.

“I owe you an apology, James; I damaged us.”

“You fixed us, too, and we’re both in the club as full members. You are an Alpha - I am a contented Beta.”

Emma kissed my husband, sharing the spoils of my well and truly fucked pussy. I watched as she lovingly wrapped her arms around his neck and wondered whether he had gotten the better deal. I knew in my heart that Beta men generally made far better long-term propositions than Alpha’s - they possessed love, empathy, and patience. Caleb showed no affection, treating my induction as transactional fun - just as I expected, but I saw from glances exchanged between them that James had affected Emma most unexpectedly.

When Emma was done kissing and cuddling my husband, she looked at me.

“James is an excellent submissive lover. He mustn’t fuck you in the week before an event. Alphas won’t go second to any Beta, Hannah - not even for incredible husbands like yours.”

“I understand.”

I felt a mixture of fear and excitement at her pronouncement because it was final and binding through the covenant of club membership. My worry was extinguished when I saw James’ joyous expression. He had no reservations about sharing me, and I knew other Alpha and Beta women would enjoy his beauty.

Caleb had one final cautionary point to make.

“James needs an Alpha other than you to invite him for ladies’ night. You may choose whomever you wish and have the run of the place, Hannah.”

I looked at my husband to see his response before I responded, but Emma beat me to it, leaning into James from behind, cuddling him, and kissing his neck.

“I don’t think you’ll have any problems being invited or selected, James, but if you do, find me, and I’ll gladly play with you all night, every night, James.”

Emma smiled and winked at me, blowing a kiss.


Chapter Two

Breeding For A Regular

◆◆◆

Our first few attendances at the ‘Freedom’ Club on Alpha nights had gone well - at least, I thought so.

Women selected James frequently, entirely allaying his fears. He was a happy, submissive man, beautiful in body and soul, and with a larger-than-average-sized cock. He also built a reputation as a loving, affectionate boyfriend experience, to which the ladies flocked and enjoyed.

He was enjoyable in every sense.

After his submissive nature became fully revealed, courtesy of Emma, adapting to our new relationship dynamic was important. I wanted to be dominant but wasn’t sure how to manage that with James. He was the same man I married, strong, dependable, and took no shit from others, but privately, he deferred to my decision-making more and more.

I enjoyed his submission but feared I might misinterpret his needs and make poor choices. With James a happy husband, I quickly became a happier wife, enjoying a fight for primacy in bed and something similar out of it with many lovers. Caleb and other Alpha males gave me that thrill and challenge when they fucked me hard, but something was missing.

One Saturday morning, I woke up early and watched my husband sleep peacefully. My thoughts roamed, and I ran my fingers gently through his hair, waiting for him to rise from a deep slumber. James’ eyes focused on me as he woke, and he cuddled closer, shaking off the anchors that still tied him vaguely to his dreams.

“Did you sleep well, Hannah?”

“Very well. I was dreaming about Freedom Club.”

We both chuckled, each remembering our last fuck session with affection. The night was great, but this weekend was a doubleheader, with more to come.

“It’s breeding night, James. Were you invited?”

“Seven WhatsApp invites have landed in my DM’s, including one from Emma. Do you know who’s breeding or being bred?”

“One of the regular beta ladies is up. She and her GS husband can’t conceive, so they’ve asked for help. Her husband helped select six Alpha bulls to fuck and seed her.”

“I’ll stick with Emma tonight.”

“She’s had you four times this month.”

“Each to their own, darling. You’ve been enjoying yourself, I see.”

James spoke in jest, but the fact was, I couldn’t get enough Alpha cock inside me, and we’d become twice-weekly regulars at ‘Freedom.’ I enjoyed the thrill, chase, and seduction interplay. Being penetrated deeply was incredible, as was the spit roasting that I’d enjoyed twice.

I made other men work hard to engage me in sex, teasing them to ensure a mutually excellent performance and guaranteeing their enjoyment while fucking me.

I’d enjoyed a couple of submissive Beta guys, and that was nice, too, more like a romantic first date than a no-nonsense fuck. I found the rampant pounding from a ‘couldn’t care less’ Alpha male intoxicating, almost addictive. They fucked me with wild abandon and with no emotional connection, often leaving me immediately after squirting their seed inside me.

Occasionally, I got my cuddles and post-coital love from a Beta who enjoyed sloppy seconds.

I worried about James and our marriage. We held hands, kissed, and cuddled on the sofa and between the sheets, but I longed for his semen inside my womb before settling into a night’s sleep. Our frequent visits to Freedom Club meant we were forbidden unless I took him after I fucked an Alpha on club grounds, but James was unavailable, his head usually found between Emma’s legs.

I missed making love to my husband.

“We haven’t made love in over a month. With each other, I mean, James.”

“Those are your rules, babe, not mine.”

“I’m not allowed to fuck you a week before an event.”

“Let’s go to fewer events or take a chance that they won’t test you. I miss making love to you, too, Hannah.”

“We’re morally obligated, and they could test me at any moment after we confirm my attendance at an event. Your semen will stay inside me for up to five days.”

“I don’t mind wearing a condom.”

“No thanks, you know I hate them.”

I’m not fucking my husband with a condom.

I worried James might not be happy with our abstinence, but, to my surprise, Alpha ladies flocked to him, and his WhatsApp group flourished - he no longer needed me. He seemed content, mainly with Emma, but who was I to judge his choices or those of another Alpha female?

Caleb’s wife spoke highly of my husband. She was particularly impressed that he provided an excellent boyfriend experience. I thought it might be his tongue, which I still enjoyed occasionally at home, but she said it was much more than that and something she didn’t get from her husband.

I missed James’s cock throbbing inside me, releasing the marital seed that I felt belonged to me with the love it contained.

Must I choose between love and sex?

Women liked that James wasn’t arrogant or selfish. My husband was kind, unlike Caleb, who frequently behaved like an ass. He cuddled closer in bed, kissing my neck while big spooning me lovingly.

“I’d love to lick your pussy right now if you’d allow me.”

James rolled onto his back for me to sit on his face, and I took advantage of the offer. I carefully stretched my knee and lower leg, crossing over his waist and straddling him, then I wriggled up his torso, leaned forward, placed one palm on the headboard, and settled my swollen, well fucked hole gently into his mouth. The immediate rippling of James’ tongue along my pussy lips and hole felt exhilarating.

I stared down lovingly, enjoying his sparkling, adoring eyes, something no Alpha gave me.

But they fuck me so much better than you, James.

“I love you, James. I’m not used to this submissive side of you, but I will learn to appreciate it.”

“It’s always been there. I love to wrap myself in a cocoon created by you.”

His voice became muffled when he focused on licking my tingling, sticky pussy, so I decided to pick up the conversation later. I gently pulled James’s hair into my V, knowing he would access all areas, cleaning, loving, and stimulating me in that order.

I hitched my butt forward, arching my back deeply, presenting my honied slit in all its freshly shaven glory, allowing James to lick my swollen pink petals and creamy pearl clitoris to his and my heart's content. He lapped my pussy gently, building up a head of steam inside me, stroking my thighs deliciously, scraping his fingernails tantalizingly up and down, then around my back, tickling my spine gently.

When he progressed to the stage where I moaned like a whore, James wrapped his powerful forearms around my thighs, reaching gently for my clitoris, rubbing it between two index fingers while poking his tongue in and around my pussy hole.

There’s still a residue of cum inside me. He loves knowing it’s there and feasting on me.

Maybe the flavor is better.

I sure enjoy it more.

I rode James’ face gently, rocking back and forth, rubbing my hard, creamy pearl against his nose while he harvested the remnant spoils of war decanted deep inside me. I reached high with both arms, practicing one of many exhibitionist poses, tossing my head, and swishing my long blonde hair in absolute freedom while my husband serviced my needs.

I turned carefully, lifting my body around James using fingers, toes, and gymnastic strength to maneuver myself. There were no club rules against me pleasuring my husband as long as he didn’t cum inside my pussy or anus.

He cradled my ass in both hands, delving his tongue deep inside my pussy, while I deep-throated him, bottoming my lips out into his beautifully manicured pubic bush.

“Oh, f-fuck! Hannah. Oh wow!”

As I considered all my extra-marital lovers, I felt like a whore. My oral skills had improved throughout servicing fourteen long and wide cocks in two months, with James an unintended beneficiary of my newly developed skills. I licked side to side across his taut banjo string on the underside of his trembling veiny, creamy cock, licking the entire length of his bloated urethra, pressing hard with a flat tongue, whimpering all the way.

I drove my lips back down James’ shaft, blocking my throat with his glans while fingering his perineum. I knew I’d swallow his hot sticky load soon because he was going nuts, prising my ass open as though treasure were within, burying his nose deep inside my pussy hole while flicking my clitoris desperately with his soft, wet tongue.

I squeezed a welcome through my pussy walls for two fingers when he slid them deep inside me. James would land on my rough tissue G-spot at any second. Emma had taught him to please her well - more patiently than I ever did.

“Argh fuck, James, you fu-fucking bitch. Oh god, you’re something else.”

“It’s a race to the finishing line, Hannah!”

My head bobbed up and down like crazy, slurping James’ cock. I rasped my teeth gently on his skin, sending lightning bolts through his steely rod, electrifying him while he sucked my clitoris into his mouth, sloshing it around in a delightful vacuum he’d created, engorging my pearly nub, clenching it tightly between his lips. He crooked his fingers and rubbed the rough patch underneath my clitoris, deep inside me, and I exploded.

I hungrily swallowed rope after rope of my loving husband’s salty semen, lining my throat with a thick layer of his fertility while rising to meet my climactic wave. When I crested a ridge of pleasure, shuddering violently, James’ cock jerked uncontrollably in its afterburner mode - his balls were empty, and I’d taken his seed.

I sat upright, grinding my pussy into James’ face while holding his foreskin all the way back, chugging out the remaining quivers of his orgasm until mine reached its crescendo. When he cried out in pain, I released his cock and leaned heavily on his upright knees, spreading my knees wider and giving all of my holes to James.

I squirted twice. My ejaculation was a combination of nectar from several glands and pee that fed my husband, who drank me until I screamed for mercy.

When I was spent, my emotions overcame me. I wanted James to love me, so I twisted and dove into his arms, desperate to be held. He smiled, cuddled, and kissed me, pulling the duvet across us.

“I love you, Hannah.”

“God, I love you too, James. We need a solution that allows us to make love whenever we want.”

“You’ll figure it out. You always do.”

That evening, I wore a Narvvi panty and bra set from Agent Provocateur, selecting my new Selene silk slip dress because it felt sexy and empowering, uplifting me. The burgundy fabric tumbled seductively to my mid-thigh, draping low across my breasts, with practically no back, offering easy access for anyone to do anything I approved of.

Per Emma’s instructions, James wore blue jeans and a pale blue, two-button linen jacket with pearl silk lining over a pure white cotton T-shirt.

We arrived at Freedom Club, mingled, and danced together until Caleb whisked me away while Emma led my husband toward the owner’s living area. I imagined she preferred James to service her in luxury rather than use one of the more basic private rooms.

Caleb had his suite inside the club, where he led me now.

As we passed by, I noticed a fuck swing being assembled in a sideshow area where others gathered. The straps, mesh panels, stainless steel springs, ropes, handholds, and the possibility of being fucked hard thrilled me.

I stopped in my tracks, captivated, but Caleb wanted to move on.

“It’s for the breeding of a wife, Hannah.”

“Can we spectate?”

“Well, err, it’s just a breeding gang bang.”

“I’ve never seen one.”

“Okay, but can you watch it alone, and I’ll catch up with you later?”

“Yeah, of course.”

I propelled him gently away with both hands, smiling, reassuring my frequent bull that he could fuck whomever he wished and still have me. I really had no problem with Caleb’s or my sexual depravity, and that worried me.

I approached the gang bang stage and watched a nervous couple sitting nearby. They looked normal but were clearly shitting bricks. The swains they had selected were all well-built, polite, and nice guys. I felt a pang of jealousy at the thought that she’d fuck them all during the same swing sitting.

I loved observing the sexually intense emotions of all the guests at Freedom. There were moments of extreme tension, then a welcome release, ecstasy, freedom, and some regret that cuckolds loved to roast in. I devoured other people's reactions and feelings like a vampire in a room full of eighteen-year-old virgins.

I went to meet the happy couple to see if I could help.

“Hi guys, you look afraid.”

“We are shitting ourselves.”

The wife replied, taking the lead. She looked pensively at her husband, who seemed close to a nervous breakdown. His hands shook uncontrollably, and his head was bowed low, with tears welling in his eyes.

It looks like your husband is the root cause of angst. I have to help.

“Aren’t you regulars here?”

“Yes, but we only come for discipline and rope bondage. Sometimes I might fuck an Alpha, but my husband doesn’t watch, then have a few drinks with like-minded couples and mingle politely.”

Her husband raised his hand and smiled nervously.

“Mistress Emma spanks both of us until we can’t sit.”

“Mistress Emma?”

“The owner.”

I see.

Oh, I really do see.

I placed a comforting hand over the woman about to be bred, smiled, and sat down, engaging her eyes reassuringly; I felt invested in their happiness and wanted them to succeed and have their baby.

“I’ve fucked all of the guys you have selected, and they’re great lovers. They’re all decent men, too, who’ll treat you nicely, and if you aren’t pregnant tonight, I’ll be amazed.”

Where did that come from… Fuck… I’m a total slut.

“We have to come back every night for six nights.”

Her husband paused a moment, struggling with his composure. His lips trembled almost violently. I felt terrible for him but knew he was focused on the wrong thing. He imagined how many times his wife would be fucked and how much seed was going to be squirted inside her. I let him gather his feelings and sat closer.

“What is it, honey? Tell me.”

“Mia will fuck the same guys every time and as many times as they can manage.”

“Are you scared?”

He nodded but couldn’t say the words, glancing between the men who were preparing to fuck his wife and her.

“I’ll sit with you if that will help.”

“Oh, yes, please.”

He looked as grateful as a man overboard who grabbed a liferaft. I held his hand and locked eyes with the hotwife, reassuring both. She was quite a babe, and her husband was a handsome guy. I nodded towards the swing.

“You’d better get up there fully undressed. Ask the swains to carefully fit you in the swing so you’re comfortable, and then ask to be shown the unique positions they can fuck you in.”

“Umm, what do you mean, unique positions?”

Her husband was skittish, affecting his wife. I wanted to help, so I resolved to take some control.

“What’s your name, honey?”

“Andrew.”

“Okay, Andrew, I’m Hannah. Do you mind if I get your cock out, please?”

“Umm, well, f-fuck… I, err, guess so.”

Mia nodded her approval for me to manage her husband’s cock, almost relieved he might cum before she did. Andrew stood up while I dropped his trousers, underwear and slapped his cock playfully before he sat back down. I noticed enormous welts on his ass and wondered if Emma had branded him.

“You have a lovely cock, Andrew.”

He smiled, seeming less nervous, especially when I rubbed his circumcized glans with a thumb wet with my saliva. Andrew moaned and went crazy, bouncing around in the chair like he was being electrocuted. Mia giggled.

I’ve broken the ice.

Mia kissed her husband lovingly while I wanked Andrew’s cock gently. When she’d calmed him down, reassuring her husband of their mutual love, I twisted his chin to face me.

“Are you ready to hear some truths, Andrew?”

“Oh god… umm… yes, okay.”

“You’re trying for a baby, and in doing that, Mia is going to get fucked so hard and filled with so much baby-making seed you’ll have to carry her out of here gently, look after her, and most likely carry her back in here tomorrow for another filling.”

“Jesus fucking Christ. Don’t pull any punches.”

“Mia is going to need your love, encouragement, and support to get fucked at least thirty times in the next six days. It will be exhilarating for her and exhausting for both of you. Some of those bulls will probably line up for a second shot inside your wife; such is their dedication to your needs.”

“Fuck!”

“Do you understand?”

Andrew nodded, and I knew I’d struck all the right chords. They wanted a baby, big time - more than they needed to retain complete marital fidelity. He turned back to his wife with a confident expression while I continued stroking his shaft.

“You go and enjoy those bulls, Mia. Go on, please. I want you to do this for us, please.”

“Are you sure, babe?”

I wanked him just a little harder to avoid any last-minute cold feet. It worked, and Andrew leaned towards her, kissing his wife lovingly.

“Get us a baby, please, Mia.”

A couple of bulls escorted Mia onto the stage where her entire team had gathered, each looking desirous of their new lover. Each man introduced himself, shaking hands, then French kissing her after she permitted them to touch and engage.

The bulls lifted Mia gently into the swing, adjusting a wide strap to cradle her ass well out of the way of her pussy, while another supported her back. Mia gripped the vertical suspension straps dangling from a heavy-duty spring embedded in the ceiling and shuffled herself around until comfortable.

The guys raised each of her legs until both rested on the inside edge of the upright straps. When her heels rested on her wrists, the position and chair presented her pussy in all its glory to be fucked. She looked comfortable and smiled at Andrew.

I stroked his cock, whispering commentary in his ear.

“That’s the perfect fuck position for Mia. It's better than using the leg harnesses because the guys will penetrate her cunt much deeper. They’ll service her like this now, all six of them, until she’s full of seed.”

“She looks so beautiful.”

“It’s like watching bespoke curated pornography.”

“Have you also done this?”

“I’ve been fucked in the swing loads of times but never been gang-banged or bred.”

I want to try now, though - not the breeding.

The guy’s cocks were all seven to eight inches long with nice girth, and they’d saved their seed all week, per the club standing rules. The first baby maker stepped up between the wanton wife’s legs, grabbed the steel spring suspension hand hold above Mia, and lined his cock up with her leaking pussy.

“He’s rubbing his cock up and down her slit, preparing your wife for penetration.”

Andrew became skittish again, so I stroked his cock harder till he settled down, letting his wife get fucked in peace.

“She’s going to be a screamer, Andrew, I can tell. He’s nuzzling his glans around her pussy entrance to get her wet so they don’t hurt your wife. Can you see one of the other guys fingering her clitoris?”

“Yes, Mia is fucking loving it.”

“Yes, and so she should. You should, too.”

I wanked Andrew’s cock harder, then dipped my head into his lap, sucking hard on his lovely five-and-a-half-inch cock. Mia’s husband lacked in size, but he made up for it in beauty and stiffness. I didn’t struggle to take him down my throat and felt pleased when he relaxed to enjoy watching his wife being fucked while I cared for him.

I could happily suck this size and shape all day long.

Lovely salty flow as well.

I could try a few GS guys.

When the first bull fucked her, Mia screamed in ecstasy, as I’d predicted. Her cunt was stretched as the first potential father to the couple’s child sunk his cock balls deep inside her hole. Two guys held the breeding wife steady while a third pounded her pussy with a cock two inches longer than her husband’s in an almost lying down position.

I knew for sure what Andrew suspected, that his wife was enjoying her lover more than him, so I sucked down hard to relieve tension and build his self-esteem.

“She’s loving it too much, Hannah.”

I felt irritated and stopped momentarily.

“She loves you, Andrew. Would you rather they hurt her and make Mia feel ashamed? Is it better that she doesn’t enjoy herself while you get a great blowjob from me?”

He looked surprised, and tears welled in his eyes when he realized Mia was doing this to create a family for them. I knew being cuckolded was a brutal sexual kink to have thrust upon you, however necessary; hence, I tried to give Andrew something while his wife got so much.

“No, you’re right, Hannah, I’m being selfish. We agreed this was the only way.”

“Do you want me to suck your cock?”

“Yes, please.”

The first guy to fuck Mia suddenly buried his cock balls deep in her cunt, slapping his balls against her ass cheeks, undoubtedly pressing a swollen cock head against her cervix while reaching high on his tiptoes. I knew the bull was shooting his load deep; Andrew did, too, and in that instant, Mia looked over towards her husband, filled with devotion, love, and pride clearly written on her face.

I stopped sucking his cock for a moment, wanking Andrew gently to keep him balanced and make sure he lasted a reasonable amount of time.

“See, Andrew, Your wife is full of baby-making cream already, but only because you let that happen.”

“Yes, and she still loves me. Mia looked over at me when he came inside her.”

Andrew smiled at me. The thought of his wife’s pending pregnancy lit up his world. It helped that he looked forward to emptying his load in my mouth too, so I carried on sucking him slowly and gently. Mia’s gangbang was a marathon, not a sprint, and I was his comfort blanket for the duration.

The next bull up for baby-making duty for Mia moved her into a sitting position, staring into her eyes excitedly when he plugged the cum draining from her pussy with a beautiful seven-inch cock. When he slid his cock fully inside her cunt, she sounded sloppy, and a few spectators nearby cheered, applauding her performance, willing the pregnancy on.

Everyone hoped the healthy egg buried deep inside Mia’s ovaries would catch a daddy soon. I noticed Andrew was close to an orgasm, Mia was too, and I felt I should ask how he’d like to finish things up.

“Would you like Mia to finish you? The swing allows access at both ends. A spit roast, so to speak.”

“Umm, I’d kinda like, err… prefer you, if that’s okay.”

“Ahh, don’t worry. Say no more.”

I bobbed my head back down onto Andrew’s lovely stiff cock, knowing Mia was getting the better deal but that one day soon, my turn would come. My gangbang was on the cards, but only if James approved of it. As an Alpha, I could arrange one if I liked, but it was a boundary I wouldn’t cross.

I sucked the cock in my hand with my group fucking in mind. My pussy moistened as I imagined replacing Mia, and I slurped harder on Andrew’s glans, flicking the tiny eye with my tongue, nibbling around his circumcised rim, sucking, and blowing while his wife was reamed by one after another Alpha cock.

When he came in my mouth, Andrew bucked around in the chair like a man struck by lightning walking through a wet forest. His prostate was full despite him having poor swimmers. I had to go some to swallow every delicious, salty drop, especially when he forced my head fully down while jerking upwards, fucking my throat.

I hate spilling cum, it’s an insult to Mother Nature.

When his cock stopped jerking, I sucked hard all the way back up his shaft, cleaning as much cum off it as I could. A loud pop signaled my relinquishing control of Andrew’s cock just as Mia finished her sixth lover off with an explosive climax of her own. They held her tight when she blew her load, squirting onto the stage beautifully, while the last Alpha through her pussy nutted inside her for ages.

I could only imagine Mia’s womb resembled an explosion in a cream factory. She looked exhausted, fulfilled, and happy, searching for her husband, beckoning him to approach and help her.

The bulls shook Andrew’s hand, complimenting his wife on being a great fuck. I felt a tad unappreciated as I licked my lips. Without me, Mia might not have got the fucking she deserved for the many reasons that she wanted it.

She’s hooked on cuckolding Andrew.

I felt selfish when she smiled at me appreciatively, winked, and blew a kiss. All was forgiven, and I felt strangely proud.

She acknowledged me. I’m part of that baby’s story.

Dale was the first Alpha to be dressed after Mia’s breeding. He hurried over to me as I prepared to leave, all hugs and kisses, not caring about my cum breath.

“We’d love to get you in that swing soon, Hannah. A bunch of us are keen to gang fuck you.”

“How many is a bunch?”

“Well, everyone, to be honest.”

“That’s thirty-four Alphas!”

“Well, er… yes, it is, but we will go nice and slow, and you can take breaks.”

It’s still a lot of cock.

“I’ll have to think about it, Dale. For now, I must find my husband.”

Fucking hell! I hope James is in a generous mood.

I left as the usual suspects of the creampie clean-up crew loitered. They wanted to help Mia in any way she and Andrew chose. There was enough cum where it needed to be inside her, so it was up to her if those guys and girls could join in the fun while she and her husband kissed and cuddled for a while.

I walked over to congratulate the happy couple, hugging and kissing both, pointing at the swing encouragingly.

“The swing is a great place to be eaten out or cleaned up.”

I left it at that and strolled towards the owner’s private area to find Emma and James. The whole ‘Mistress’ thing intrigued me. I deeply desired to connect with my husband and discover what he was up to.

How do I ask James if I’m allowed to be gangbanged?

“Hey, Hannah, are we still hooking up?”

“Not tonight, Caleb, I’m going to fuck James.”

“Emma has him. She wanted James, and you wanted me, remember?”

I want a real man who gives a shit.

Caleb walked away, sulking, and I stopped in my tracks. I had no right to interrupt James and Emma and certainly couldn’t take him away by the right of marriage.

He’d never disapproved of my unions or any activities at the club. My heart rate sped up, my brow became sweaty, and anxiety enclosed me like a straight jacket pinning me down.

What the fuck have I done?

I cautiously approached the connecting door to the owner’s home, knocking timidly, then again, harder, when there was no answer. On the third knock, Emma opened the door without James.

She wore a one-piece black school uniform, the dress of which just about covered her ass, with a striped tie, white blouse, and straw boater hat. She’d tied her hair into long pigtails, but what steamed my pussy were the mid-thigh length white hold-ups with black bows and patent leather two-inch wedge ‘schoolgirl’ heels.

Emma carried a wooden table tennis bat with the words ‘Bottom Warmer’ printed on both sides. I didn’t know what to say; my mind went crazy with excited potential, so I went with the truth.

“You look fucking awesome, Emma.”

“Are you here for James’ parent-teacher meeting, Hannah?”

She smiled seductively, and I desperately wanted to be her daddy or James’ mommy in whatever fun and games were happening in her living room.

“Fuck yeah!”

“Come on in, we hoped you’d join us, eventually.”

Once through the door, I drooled at my husband, who stood on his tiptoes atop a short metal step. Both Jason’s wrists were cuffed to webbing straps anchored into steel rings embedded in the ceiling. But on the step he teetered on, once kicked away, he would swing freely, suspended only by the straps.

“You’ve arrived just in time; I’m about to kick the step away and thrash this naughty little boy before I fuck him. His grades just aren’t good enough.”

“Oh god, don’t I know it?”

“Hi, Hannah.”

My husband shouted, smiling sweetly, and I felt my pussy ache for both of them. I’d found something much better than Alpha cock.


Chapter Three

Neglection and Alpha Cock

◆◆◆

Emma’s living room felt surreal as if she’d somehow suspended normal human behavior in favor of something more delicious. The whole space transformed into something different from the room where Caleb first fucked me. My goosebump-filled arms were warmed by a crackling, spitting log fire at one end that cast an other-worldly glow over an erotic PlayScape that felt vibrant and uplifting.

I felt welcome, relaxed, and instantly excited. My pussy throbbed anyway from the scene of debauchery that was an excellent breeding party. Light, smoky Joss stick Asian perfumed aromas and subtle Ella Fitzgerald jazz wafted, seducing my senses, while subdued lighting prepared me for the fun and games ahead.

Emma had worked hard, creating a sublime, seductive environment that James looked like he loved.

Emma had entirely captivated my husband since his induction fuck, as was her right during their dates. I’d entered the lair of a naturally dominant woman who strode around the room casually commanding James, and now me, to her slightest whim.

“Sit at the desk over there, Hannah.”

She pointed at a school classroom desk from a hundred years ago. The aged wooden surface had an ink well, carved pencil runner at the steep end with love messages scraped into cheap varnish. Everything was authentic and created to allow its mistress to exercise her control.

How the fuck do you sound so polite without actually saying ‘please’?

“Okay, Emma. I want to play.”

I craved to do her bidding as if desperate for Emma’s approval. Her tone was strict, without sounding harsh, and I obeyed willingly. In part, her presence turned me on, capturing my will like a child gently clasps their palms together around a butterfly. I also wanted to be respectful that this was their time. My husband’s choices and freedom were important to me.

Emma wafted a whicker cane, vigorously whipping the air, and pointed it at me, waving towards a chair that looked too low to be comfortable. She nodded, raised an eyebrow, then smiled, melting my heart and the will to resist.

When I sat down, my knees knocked against the underside of the desk, reminding me of boring lessons with Mr. Henstock in English Literature and exciting ones with Miss Redpath in Social Studies. She was the first lesbian I met, and I spent many dreamy lessons dampening my simple white cotton panties, hoping that someday she might take me in hand.

I felt comfortable, unrelentingly floating toward their utopian fantasy.

“Argh! Oh f-f-fucking hell!”

Emma kicked the step away, and my husband dropped six inches, bounced, then swung tantalizingly back and forth. He tensed, and his muscles became striated, fully extended, and massively pumped. His six-pack was sharp enough to grate cheese on.

I was seriously impressed.

“You’ve been working out, James.”

I hadn’t noticed before, realizing in that moment and to my utter horror that I’d neglected my husband, failing to recognize changes he’d made in his life. Emma strolled to my desk as if addressing a poorly behaved pupil. I gasped, utterly floored by her presence.

“James and I agreed he should work out. For you, and perhaps for me, too.”

“Oh, I see.”

Who the fuck are you, agreeing to essential life choices with my husband?

“I’m his Mistress, Hannah - in case you were wondering.”

She read my mind.

“I’m his wife.”

I snapped at Emma without meaning to, instantly regretting my behavior. My intrusion into their time together made me anxious, but I had no right here. I had given up my husband as he had done for me, respecting my choices.

“You aren’t James’ wife here, Hannah.”

“Okay, that’s true, but this is getting complicated. You must agree.”

“Did I tell you how to handle Caleb?”

“No.”

Emma strolled towards James, and I felt lost as she left me. I wanted her attention but didn’t know why. I missed her scent and presence, clinging to the idea of her to boost my confidence. I glanced at James, realizing there was much more to his and Emma’s relationship than the quick fucking I’d got from her husband.

“You’ve neglected your husband and focused exclusively on Alpha cock, Hannah. Particularly my husband’s, which you’re welcome to have as much as you like, by the way.”

When Emma swung her bat, it surprised me both with the whooshing sound and the violence of its slap against James’ ass cheek.

{Stroke} - Smack!

“Argh! Argh! F-fucky, fuck!”

Fuck, she spanked him hard.

And I… mmm… enjoyed that. Do it again, please.

{Stroke} - Smack!

Emma did it again, and I winced at my husband’s delightful pain and my surging arousal. He swung slowly back and forth, and she hit him with another whopper on the return journey. James wasn’t screaming anymore - he moaned and smiled, seeming to drift in body and mind.

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

I was the single witness to a surreal live performance of my husband’s thrashing by Emma’s hand, enthralled and excited by the manner of her control. I saw goosebumps rise on his skin while the hairs on James’ legs and arms fluttered imperceptibly, exciting him and me.

Pass me the fucking popcorn and a dildo, please!

Emma returned to me, and I felt comforted again. She sat on the end of my desk, back to me, watching James, who stared adoringly back.

“Your husband is worth ten Alphas, Hannah.”

“I know.”

“And yet you still fuck them and not him.”

Fuck off and mind your own business… but don’t actually leave me, please.

She was right to point out what I had missed until now, but I couldn’t figure out where any of this was going. I was glued to the viewing screen of my life, waiting and watching for the next scene to play out. When Emma stood, she turned and placed a hand inside her panties. Her eyes bulged, and she frowned, smiling sincerely and sighing before showing me two fully loaded, creamy fingers.

I lurched forward slightly, but Emma turned and headed for my husband, feeding him the creamy treat I would have gladly cleaned off her fingers.

Emma spanked my husband with a dozen more strokes, and my mind went crazy, swirling in the thrill of their moment. I was a voyeur to an ongoing seduction that had robbed me of my husband, drunk with ecstasy when adrenaline, dopamine, and endorphins surged, demanding that I do something, anything, to satisfy my need to quench a desirous urge.

My husband looked happier than I’d ever seen him before.

James swayed each time Emma’s bat caught him beautifully at the bottom of one butt cheek, then the other, as she struck him again and again. She pushed him gently, and he swung like a desktop ball bearing stress relief pendulum.

I wanted Emma to speed things up and make love to my husband so I could watch and feel some punishment for my erring.

Did I say make love?

Flay him some more and harder, please, please.

My knee jerked under the table like a jackhammer in anticipation and delight. My mouth felt parched, and my body chemistry turned up my level of arousal to a rampant boil. My pussy burned like the sun, seeping sticky hormones that layered my gusset.

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

James’s thrashing continued.

Fucking hell. I need to rescue him. I know… I could swap places to save James.

What the fuck?

When Emma stroked James’ ass with the bat, his body jolted violently as if struck by lightning. Every muscle tensed, rippling under the strain while he swayed gorgeously in his restraints.

I could fucking eat you, James, both of you, actually.

“You look so fucking desirable, James.”

I ran my fingers through my hair, then flicked it over one shoulder in absolutely delicious sexual frustration. I was desperate to get at both of them and be in the game.

But it’s not my game.

To be the fucker or be fucked. That is the real question, dear Hamlet!

Emma circled James, never breaking eye contact with her submissive boyfriend unless she strolled entirely out of his sight. She was invincibly dominant, and I couldn’t imagine mimicking that performance.

Fuck, she even owns me.

Subdued lighting and warmth from the gentle flicker of a nearby log fire washed over me. The experience of watching Emma and James felt profound, like the first time alcohol tantalized my lips or when I got my first kiss and the first time I was fingered, slumped against my boyfriend in a lane behind the local cinema.

This was another first.

Emma eyeballed me dispassionately, strolling to the halfway point between James and me, pointing at both of us.

“See what you’ve missed, Hannah?”

“Yes.”

“This man is ten times the man that Caleb is.”

I felt jealous that she’d connected with my husband in a way I hadn’t but could have.

Emma wore seductive six-inch black heels with red soles, and I watched her move but didn’t notice if she walked on a cushion of air or the wooden floor. Emma inspected an array of spanking equipment pinned to a nearby wall, testing each weapon of mass buttock delight on fresh air, then against her thigh or palm.

Her seduction technique was partly deployed through an acute attention to detail and a deep love for her art and target. Terror consumed me as I realized the biggest error of my life.

She’s caught feelings for my husband.

Emma selected a broad, black, dimpled leather paddle with a stubby wooden handle. She sprayed the spanking surface with liquid from a plastic bottle, which I thought might be for hygiene, but she never wiped it off. I spectated wondrously, urging her to thrash my husband almost as much as he begged her with his eyes to do it.

She returned to James at a teasingly slow pace and from outside his range of vision. He twitched when she touched, then stroked one leg from his heel, along a spasming calf and thigh, to his ass cheek with a single index finger. My husband wriggled and shivered deliciously with an expression of utter joy beaming towards me.

Emma inspected her target as a butcher eyes a side of beef determined to maximize its yield, he with his knife, her with a leather paddle and heaps of love.

She deliberately caught my eye, winking when she walked in front of James before smiling at him. She moved in close, fucking him with her eyes, sliding her hand down over his cock, cradling his balls, and squeezing them gently.

My husband’s erection rose quickly, and I enjoyed watching his beautiful, veiny, stiff cock rise for his lover. I felt jealous when Emma made sure I had a perfect view when she peeled his foreskin, swallowing my property into the back of her throat.

You’ve lost him and gained ten percent of Caleb.

James twisted tantalizingly on his restraints, moaning like a pleasured demon, something I’d never heard from him before. Emma slurped and sucked his cock noisily and deeply for a minute, to my delight.

I love this version of James.

“Hannah, please finger yourself while I deal with James.”

I pressed my thighs tightly together as if any friction near my cunt might prompt an even more desperate urge to be fucked. Its only effect was to spread my hot, sticky juices even further.

I lazily dangled a finger between my legs, slid my wet panty gusset aside, and dipped a finger inside my trembling hole, marinating my digit before returning it to my lips, savoring the essence of sweet, burning sex on my tongue. It was a treat until I had something more substantial to occupy my tongue.

Having got a taste of pussy, I sent my fingers back down below, plowing my creamy slit harder, dipping two digits inside my hole where I felt warm. I was soaked and ready to accommodate… anyone or anything. My other hand went down there to help, splaying my swollen labia wide, and I began rubbing my clitoris off hard.

I lay my cheek on the desk surface, tilted sideways to spectate, drifting off into the same dreamy space as James occupied, watching his thrashing. As I rubbed my creamy pearl towards orgasmic delight, I wondered how many pubescent teens had wanked off at or been fucked over this desk.

How many boys had creamed against its underside with their young baby-making jism, then rubbed it in to hide their crime, lubricating the wood? How much hymen blood was spilled in the conquest of cock over virginity where my cheek now lay?

“Would you like to suck your husband’s cock, Hannah?”

“Oh fucking, yes, please.”

I tucked my swollen labia back into my panties, confident my fingers or something else would return to service my pussy soon. In a rush to move, I tangled myself in the annoying chair and expensive antique school bench, staggering drunkenly toward my husband and his lover, girlfriend, whatever she was… fuck! I don’t know anymore!

Emma thrashed him while I approached.

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

I could swear my heart palpitated, and my knees buckled in sync with her swing. My panties were soaked and sticky, with pussy juice dribbling from my throbbing hole in rivulets down my thighs. But, I was like a starving lioness with dinner in her sight.

This moment was bigger than me. A dominant woman way beyond my ability was in charge, making sure the redness on James’ cheeks subsided just before the next strike.

It was the BDSM version of Cirque de Soleil. Emma created a performance for the benefit of many. At that moment, I realized kink expresses love and serves to combine the essence of two or more people. I hadn’t reached my husband in all our marriage.

As I got close, I saw light bruising on James’ cheeks and felt desperate to lick it. I stood in front and reached around, grabbing his ass instead, lining my mouth with his glans, which glistened with pre-cum. His ecstatic convulsions and gentle swaying made it difficult for me to target his cock, but I was determined and swallowed James’ shaft down my throat once Emma had relented on his beating.

He danced at the end of taut webbing straps, having gripped them tightly in his fists, lifting his knees in agony. No… James loved the pain, and for him, it seemed like sheer ecstasy while I sucked his cock and his lover enthusiastically thrashed his gorgeous butt cheeks.

What the fuck am I doing?

He’s fucking smiling.

She is, too.

I would too, if my mouth wasn’t crammed full of his lovely cock.

While James fucked my mouth, I slurped his shaft, dribbling saliva down to the floor like a whore. Emma stopped him from swaying, then kissed and licked his beautiful ass cheeks while I got stuck into a well-earned blow job, whether or not my husband needed it.

He screamed passionately when Emma sunk her fingernails into my husband’s butt cheeks. She winked at me, prised them apart, and then launched a stiffened tongue into his puckered anus, rimming him.

I should have done that years ago. He did it for me.

James jolted delicately on the tips of our tongues; weirdly, I felt part of Team James.

“Mmm, oh, oh my, f-fucking hell, Emma.”

“Who do you love, James?”

“Hannah.”

I smiled, confident of my husband's affection.

“And Emma.”

My heart stopped, as did his cock sucking. The smile, expressing my delight, disappeared, and my head exploded in stomach-knotting, pre-retch mode. My life and marriage flashed past my eyes as a brain dulled by seduction processed what my husband had just said.

I stared at him in utter disbelief.

“What the fuck did you just say, James?”

I held James’ cock and balls in my hands, so this wasn’t a good time for him to fuck around with my head. I was caught somewhere between outrage and orgasm. Emma left her responsibility for James’ anus and walked gently up behind me, cuddling close, planting soft, rippling, pleasurable kisses along my neck while pressing her thighs into the back of my legs.

Emma’s breasts melted into my back while her palms traced their way across my hips, delicately sliding down my belly, hitching my dress up before delving into my panties, where her fingers soon discovered the source of my sticky wetness.

I gasped in a tumult of emotions, craned my neck, and stared at her.

“That’s not fair, Emma.”

“All is fair in love and war, darling.”

“Is this some kind of twisted game?”

“Stay where you are, Hannah, and don’t get scared. Do you know what this naughty fucking boy did?”

My head swam with a maelstrom of ideas and conclusions while jagged thoughts sawed into my brain. I hadn’t expected my husband to profess his love for another woman and felt sick. My vision blurred, and tears welled in my eyes. I bowed my head, touching my husband’s cock, smelling the man I thought was mine, firmly believing I had fucked up our marriage.

“Hannah?”

“What?”

“Ask James what he did, please. Be a good girl.”

Oh god, please, no. I love him too much for this; I can’t face it.

“Fucking ask him now, Hannah, or I’ll flay your ass.”

Emma fingered me so gently that I wanted more. Even more than I wanted an explanation from them. Her fingers stroked my sticky, throbbing clitoris, and I moaned loudly, caught in a savage dilemma. To move away or complain about my husband’s confession would be to end my fingering, and oh my, I wanted Emma to rub one off for me.

If she stops now, it could be the end of everything.

Emma fingered me differently to the way men diddle your pussy, not better or worse, just different, possibly more understanding and gentle, cognizant of how to maximize my orgasm. She tangled my soaked labia in her fingers, and I leaked sticky honey on them. It felt wrong but so fucking right. Emma was gentle but firm, and I choked while she kissed my neck, rubbing two swollen petals, diving into my hole, harvesting my cream.

I have to know what happens next.

“Hannah, you can spank James to get an answer if you wish. Six strokes with my bat to discover your husband’s naughty secret.”

“Okay.”

I nervously took the paddle from Emma and limped to where I could beat James. I stared at his reddened ass cheeks, wishing I’d discovered his kink before his new love had.

“What did you do, James?”

“I love you, Hannah.”

Stroke {Smack} — “What!”

Stroke {Smack} — “Did!”

Stroke {Smack} — “You!”

Stroke {Smack} — “Fucking!”

Stroke {Smack} — “Do!”

Stroke {Smack} — “James?”

Emma removed the bat, returning it to her shelf as much for James’ protection as to preserve my mood. She led me around to my husband's cock, forcing me to hold it while she leaned into my back, resuming my masturbation.

“Please, James, I need to understand. Tell me what happened.”

“I fell in love.”

“You said you love Emma.”

I spat my words with venom at the woman making love to me with her tongue swirling around my neck, two fingers buried inside my pussy hole, and a thumb squashing my clitoris, sending me toward heaven. I wanted her never to stop fingering me so I wouldn’t have to confront a terrible reality.

My heart pounded, as much in fear as passion, as I leaned back, exposing my pussy for Emma to work it harder. She strummed me like a guitar, kissing me passionately, whispering incoherently.

“I fell in love with Emma, too. It just happened, and I couldn’t tell you.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Emma loves you too, Hannah.”

“What the fuck do you mean?”

“Emma is in love with you, too, Hannah.”

I looked over my shoulder at the woman wanking me off. She smiled gently, nodded, and whispered.

“I love you, Hannah. I am leaving Caleb.”

I was desperate to stop my inevitable slide into orgasm, but the taboo of this maniacal threesome had gripped me. I couldn’t understand where Emma’s twisted seduction was going and felt like I was reading a novel, desperate to get past the horror that was coming so I could turn the corner of my life.

Even though I knew a chance of disaster lurked, I couldn’t rip myself away from my husband or his new love. If my marriage became a train wreck, I would be in the front row, watching every detail.

I relented, slumping backward against Emma, kneading my breasts while she rubbed my slit hard. She’d brought her second hand into play, stretching my swollen labia wide apart, rubbing the creamy, throbbing pearl hard with a single finger as if gently strumming a melody on my guitar string.

My head cradled back into Emma’s neck and shoulder, our eyes met, and I saw genuine love in hers. I felt affection, warmth, and comfort exude from her while resting in her arms.

I felt the green shoots of real, intense feelings.

“I love you deeply, Hannah.”

“Oh god, Emma! Oh my. Argh, oooh.”

“Lie down on the floor in front of James, please.”

I couldn’t resist. Even when she pulled off my clothes, I did nothing to stop her. When I was naked, Emma stripped, too, then lay on top of me, her legs resting between mine.

Her lips gently brushed mine, and our tongues tangled as we darted in, exploring each other's mouths. I wrapped my arms around her, caressing her back and clawing her buttocks, pondering if that meant I’d forgiven her, him, or them.

Am I part of this?

Emma lifted one leg over mine, molding a knee gently into my sopping wet pussy, while rubbing her soaking cunt on my thigh. It spurred me on. I needed her, wanted her, and gripped Emma’s ass cheeks hard, kissing her deeply. I pulled her upper thighs, trying to move Emma to meet my deepest desire.

“Please.”

She lifted her head and stared lovingly at me, knowing what I wanted.

“What is it, Hannah?”

“I want to eat your pussy, please, Emma. I need to know if you’re being honest.”

“What if I cum?”

“I want you to.”

“Will you know the truth then, Hannah?”

“You know I will.”

I don’t know why I thought Emma’s pussy in my mouth and her orgasm might allow me to seek the truth, but she shimmied delightfully up my body, using her knees to scramble along the wooden floor to avoid soaking me with her love nectar.

As she sat on my face, I smelled her powerful feminine aroma as it passed my chin and saw two freshly shaven, swollen labia holding back copious nectar just before she ladled her lips into my mouth, sighing.

“Ahh, Hannah. You don’t know how long I’ve yearned for this.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I wanted you from the moment my husband fucked you.”

I heard James groan, undoubtedly because he couldn’t get to his cock and suffered from tender denial while I feasted greedily on Emma. I swallowed her puffy, sticky lips, harvesting her excess cream to get better access to the hole they hid. I sucked each engorged rose petal labia almost until dry, darting my stiffened tongue inside her hole, draining what I could.

My nose worked against her creamy pearl nub, gently stimulating it with a side-to-side rubbing motion. I moved my tongue up, settling my chin into her pussy hole, preparing to eat her engorged bean.

I sucked her clitoris gently to stimulate Emma, flicking the sensitive tip that she ground desperately into my face. It became a battle of wills as I wrapped my arms around her thighs, pinning my girlfriend where I wanted her, forcing her orgasm into my design.

She rocked back and forth, riding my face, bucking and trying to rise when I licked and sucked her creamy pearl harder, eliciting gasps of joy from a woman who was right where she wanted to be. While climbing to an orgasmic peak, Emma ground her cunt into my face, and I grabbed mouthfuls of air whenever I could, licking whatever was most available.

Emma hit a series of orgasms, shuddering through wave after wave of delight, causing her to ride high and forcing me to hold on while she squirted and I devoured her feminine bounty.

All of Emma’s fingers were buried deep in her hair as she held her head as though it might fall off, screaming on the crest of an ungodly climax on the end of my tongue, rocking back and forth on my face.

She leaned forward, placing both palms on the floor, lifting her plowed pussy off my face, giggling while twitching painfully when too many orgasmic flutters shattered her body. Exhausted, she fell to one side, and I crawled into her arms, kissing her gently.

Emma stared at me with utter love shining in her expression.

“Do you believe me now, Hannah?”

“Yes.”

She pulled backward, looked into my eyes, and smiled lovingly.

“Suck James’ cock, please, for both of us.”

I felt compelled, stood up, and marched confidently to my husband, quickly stripping James’ foreskin, slurping his glans hungrily, and tonguing the banjo string while he bucked around in his straps, moaning.

I wrapped my lips around the side of his shaft, flattened my tongue against his bloated urethra underneath, pressing hard, then licking down to his balls in a single movement, where I swallowed one testicle, then another, sloshing them both gently.

“Wank his shaft, too.”

I obeyed Emma but didn’t know why. A need to be part of what they had, please him and her, burned inside me. I got back on his cock, while Emma resumed my masturbation session. I felt an intense orgasm rise by her hands while bobbing my head, bouncing off her shoulder like crazy, trying to suck his cum out before she might take over.

When I reached my orgasm, it came in waves of delight, pulsing and overpowering my body. Emma took control, flicking my clitoris, lining all four fingers of one hand along my slit, then powering them up and down my creamy furrow.

She forced my head forward until I deep-throated James, choking in one hole, squirting on Emma’s fingers and onto the floor from another. When I buckled, Emma stood fast, unrelentingly finger fucking me, using my labia as a furrow to plow my clitoris.

She judged my choking and released me before it became uncomfortable so that I could do the same for James. I glanced up at my husband’s face while my pussy pulsed through waves of orgasmic after-burner bliss and saw the same love he had for me at the altar.

“Please… I d-don’t, god, what the fuck!”

While squirting onto the floor, I struggled to stand up on wobbly knees, still gripping James’ spit-soaked rigid cock with a strand of saliva dangling from its glans to my bottom lip. Emma swallowed the dangly delight and kissed me as if bidding farewell; then, she moved behind James.

“Would you like to finish this naughty boy off, Hannah, or shall I?”

“Can I beat him again?”

“Later, after we discuss our, umm… situation.”

I sucked James slowly, freshly composed and less emotional than in pre-orgasm, focusing only on him. His vulnerability thrilled me, and I wrapped my arms around him affectionately, touching Emma’s face while she kissed his cheeks on the other side.

What the fuck! I may as well make the most of this and sort things out later.

With clawing fingers, I parted my husband’s cheeks as an invitation to my new girlfriend. Emma leaned in, interlocked her fingers with mine, pulling him wider before she rimmed James’ puckered hole while I sucked his cock. He thrashed around in his harness, screaming when his orgasm began as an itch in his balls and a twitch in his prostate.

Emma smiled at me, licked her finger, nodded mischievously, and pushed her digit deep inside James’ rectum to find his prostate. I held on tight when his cock stiffened, and he bounced as if trying to escape our joint efforts.

I sensed his load coming before it flowed. When he spurted vigorously, I swallowed more cum than I thought possible from one man while Emma fucked his back passage gently, pressing her finger against his prostate, milking him.

When he was done, Emma desperately sought my lips with hers, and I shared James’ cum generously, aroused by her sensual desire for both of us. I released my husband's cock and felt him swing while I passionately embraced my girlfriend, wrapping her in my arms, kissing hungrily, wanting more, wanting her and him.

When I snuggled into Emma, leaning against James, I knew something had changed, but I felt terrified because my life and its foundation relationship felt nebulous. Emma kicked the step under James, and I heard him sigh with relief, taking the weight off his wrists and arms.

“Let’s sit down on the sofa, you two.”

Emma sat beside me, precisely where I’d had my induction fucking on Caleb’s monster cock. It felt ironic and was the final straw that brought forth my flood of tears, which she wiped away, caressing and then kissing me.

Emma brushed my lips with hers and kissed me deeply, wrapping me in her arms. When she came up for air, my breathing was strained, and a tightness crawled across my chest. I beat my fist where the pain hit me while Emma rubbed my shoulders.

“I love you, Hannah.”

“Me?”

“Yes.”

“And you love James, too?”

“Yes.”

“And Caleb?”

“Not even slightly. Do you want him?”

“Fuck, no thanks. He is the most selfish, boring man I ever met.”

“You needed to learn to appreciate your husband again, honey - Caleb was a good way to do that.”

“Yes, I know now.”

“Let’s discuss what we do next, the three of us together.”

“Can that work, Emma?”

“Do you want it to?”

“Umm, yes, I think I do.”
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