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 Prologue



Sam hung up the phone, finally confident that the gift he got for his wife would be waiting for her when she got to the hotel after her conference tomorrow. His hands shook when he thought about how she would react to it. It was something she’d wanted for some time, something he had wanted for her. He’d just never been able to bring himself to let her have it, even though he knew it would make her happy.



Would maybe make her feel like her old self, if only for a while.



Anne had always been a very sexual person. She’d been the go-to blowjob queen at her high school, but she was only getting warmed up. When she went away to college, a place where she didn’t have to worry about disappointing her family, she got even crazier.



When Sam met her near the end of their college experience, she had slept with three of his friends. When they started going out, he figured she was an easy lay and that he’d move on from her the same way his friends all did.



It didn’t turn out that way. Sam and Anne fell in love, and she seemed surprised at how doting he could be despite her stringing him along with no sex for several weeks while she still messed around. They hadn’t fucked, in fact, until after she’d gone through two more of his friends, who had no end to the stories they told about how hot she was, how tight her pussy was, how talented she was with her mouth.



He brushed it all off. He was jealous, sure, but in the end, he got the girl and never looked back. Still, a part of him had always regretted the sudden change she had made in her life for him, and he often wondered if she regretted it as well.



His favorite sexual fantasies, his most-watched porn, didn’t help matters any. He loved cuckold porn, videos that featured a man -- usually with penis caged or physically bound in some way -- watching their wives and girlfriends fucked by men who could do a much better job than the woman’s significant other could. He loved women who owned their sexuality, who felt comfortable fucking as many men as they wanted without caring what anyone thought of them. He even included Anne in fantasies he played out in his head, and they had been starting to roleplay them in bed.



Taking it to that next step, however… that was big.



He was a little jealous now of the gift he’d gotten her. It had taken a lot for him to work up to doing something so crazy, but he felt like she deserved it. He felt guilty for not being able to go with her to the conference she’d be attending. The fact that it was also her birthday tomorrow made him feel even worse.



Also, she was up for a big award, and she felt sure she would get it. It would’ve been great to be able to celebrate both things with her -- her birthday and the award -- but he just couldn’t get off work.



She was on her way to Palm Beach alone, where she would maybe get a big award and then spend the rest of her three-day trip there just relaxing, swimming, and sampling the cuisine, all on her company’s dime. She worked hard, rose through the ranks quickly, and deserved everything she got. His heart ached that he couldn’t be with her, but he hoped the gift he got her would make up for it.



He figured he would be a nervous wreck until she saw what it was, and probably for some time afterward, too.



It turned out he was right about that, but for reasons he could not have foreseen.









 Chapter One



“I’m so proud of you, babe,” Sam said through her phone. “I just wish I could have been there to see it.”



“Me, too,” Anne replied, sighing while twirling some of her dirty blond hair around a delicate finger. She was riding a high right now, and sex would cap a perfect day. Alas, her husband had to stay home for work and would not be joining her in her hotel room this evening.



Anne had just received her company’s Salesperson of the Year Award, given out every year at their big conference. This year the conference was in Palm Beach, which, as cliche as it was, was the most exotic location she’d ever visited. It was certainly more exotic than South Point, Ohio, where she’d been born and had returned and sometimes felt destined never to leave again. The company had sprung for everyone to stay for three days, so it would’ve been the perfect vacation if she was able to spend it with someone she loved.



The award was always a big deal since it also came with a sizable bonus, but it was even more special this year. Anne was the first woman to win this award in the company’s nearly 100-year history. She did it despite everyone around her telling her the only way she could be successful at this company was to sleep her way to the top. Even Sam at first had (jokingly, she was sure, but given her past and the porn with which he was obsessed, maybe not) suggested she might need to find someone to blow to get anywhere.



The company even had to scramble to change the wording on the award plaque when it became clear she was going to win. It had previously always said “salesMAN of the year.”



“So, since I can’t be there, I’ve arranged something special for you at the hotel,” Sam said. His voice was quavering. “You’re in room 316, is that right?”



Anne gulped, instantly trying to figure out what he could mean. “Yeah, 316,” she said. “What is it?”



He laughed. “You’ll have to wait and see. Suffice it to say it’s something that you’ve wanted for a while. And something I’ve wanted for you but wasn’t sure about.”



She felt sweat starting to bead on her forehead. The first thought that popped into her head seemed crazy, but it grabbed hold of her and wouldn’t let go. Could he have arranged a man for her to fuck while she was here? She felt like slapping herself across her own face. Why had her mind instantly gone to that? It was something they’d often fantasized about, and their porn-watching rarely involved anything other than cuckold or hotwife videos. Sam had even posted pictures of her body — tiny A-cups and all — on Reddit for other guys to “tribute.”



It was an excellent kink for him to have, given how much she missed her old self. But, to her great disappointment, he had been adamant that he could never see himself allowing something like that in real life. That it would have to remain a fantasy forever.



“I have no idea what it could be,” she said, in a voice that was barely above a whisper.



“Oh, I think you know exactly what it could be,” he said, laughing again. “Why don’t you head on over and see for yourself. Happy birthday, baby.”



Maybe she wasn’t thinking clearly since she was still so excited about winning the award, but she couldn’t imagine that her husband had somehow gotten her anything other than someone to spend the night (or nights) with. How he would’ve arranged something like that was a thought she shoved out of her mind as quickly as it entered.



She almost came out and directly asked him before they got off the phone but didn’t want to ruin the surprise that she was already, with more than a bit of hope, expecting.



Her panties were positively soaked.



 



 



 



 









 Chapter Two



Anne saw him as soon as she stepped off the elevator. He was every cliche imaginable: tall, dark, and handsome. He was wearing nothing but gym shorts and flip-flops and was waving a keycard over the door handle of her room.



“Hey there,” she said as she walked up to him, looking over every square inch of his body as she drew closer. He was fit as all hell without being overly muscular. His chest was mostly hairless, but there was a patch of hair below his belly button, pointing to treasures below.



She surprised herself with her own confidence, but why not be confident in this situation? Her husband was finally letting her indulge herself — and really, this was what he wanted deep down, too, even if he’d never admitted it. She’d seen his browser history; sure, they watched cuck porn together, but he watched way more often than just when he was with her.



“Hi,” he said, flashing impossibly white teeth. His lips were full and looked soft, and she could only imagine what they would feel like on her mouth — and other places.



“Let me get that for you,” she said, waving her own keycard over the door handle. She opened the door and walked past him, feeling on her arm the heat from his naked chest.



When he didn’t follow her immediately, she turned and smiled at him. “Well, don’t be shy,” she said.



He smiled again and said, “I’m not sure I have the right room.”



She wondered if his hesitation was because she probably didn’t look like the women he was used to servicing. While some men liked the whole innocent, girl-next-door look, she knew porn had shifted the attractiveness level of someone like her down a few notches. Not that she wasn’t pretty, but usually, this guy would be way out of her league, and she knew it.



“Oh, you have the right room,” she told him, slowly unbuttoning her blouse. “Come on in, and I’ll show you how right it is.”



She shrugged off the blouse and then removed the bra that she really didn’t need from her tiny breasts. As he stood looking at her amateur striptease, she reached down and pulled her panties down and out of her skirt.



He took a look up and down the hallway and then back to her. The fire in his eyes looked like he was about to eat her alive, and she couldn’t wait.



She felt dizzy like she might fall back at any moment. Luckily, he was there to hold her up as he kissed her for the first of many times.



 



---



 



He had his tongue in her slit almost before she had fully landed on the bed. She gripped the blanket covering the bed with both hands and held on for dear life. He was an animal down there, buried in her skirt, making audible slurping sounds as if he was starving, and her pussy was his favorite meal.



She couldn’t believe the sensations she was feeling. Sam went down on her occasionally but never like this. And back in her wilder days, most of her adventures left little time for foreplay. She started to wonder if she might have her first oral orgasm.



She didn’t have to wonder long.



He put a finger in her as he licked, and she was surprised that it went in as quickly and easily as it did. She must have been even wetter than she’d realized.



She had her first orgasm of the evening as shock waves of electricity coursed through her body. Her thighs clamped around his head so tightly that some part of her worried she might be hurting him. Most of her didn’t concern itself with thoughts of his well-being.



She had gone from not having anyone other than her husband in five years to coming on a guy’s mouth minutes after meeting him.



She realized she didn’t even know his name.



She was about to ask when he stood up and took off his shorts, revealing one of the biggest cocks she’d ever seen up close. It wasn’t like the ones you see in porn, and it wasn’t incredibly long, maybe 7 inches, but its girth was incredible. She sat up and reached for it, quickly forgetting the need to know his name.



She worked his shaft with both hands, eventually taking one hand down to cup his smooth, warm balls. Now it was his turn to be dizzy, it seemed, as he swayed back and forth as she stroked him.



“Anyone ever tell you you have magic hands?” he asked, closing his eyes and holding his head up in the air.



“Only my husband,” she said, rubbing a bit of precum over the head of his dick.



“Your husband?” he asked, suddenly turning all serious.



“Yep,” she said, as she stopped touching him long enough to slip out of her skirt. She went down on her knees, eye level with his cock, her back against the bed.



“I didn’t know you were…” he began, but she interrupted.



“My hands may be magic, but my mouth is legendary.”



“Oh, really?” he said but gasped as her tongue found his prick. He had a considerable amount of precum dripping from the tip which she cleaned off, savoring the taste. She didn’t give Sam many blowjobs because his cum tasted nasty, but it was her favorite thing to do back in the day. This stranger must have been doing something right because he was delicious.



Deciding to mirror his behavior, she engulfed his dick with more enthusiasm than she’d ever had giving a blowjob, and that was saying a lot. She missed giving multiple blowjobs in a day, like back in her high school years, and wanted to make up for lost time. She took as much of him in as she could, but he seemed to want more. He put his hands on the sides of her head, slowly running his fingers through her hair. She moaned as she enjoyed the feeling of his hands on her scalp, and then he shoved himself even farther into her mouth.



She gagged on his cock as he face-fucked her, ramming into her mouth with the same intensity as his tongue in her pussy only minutes earlier. Saliva ran out of her mouth when he pulled back, and she looked up to him with tears forming in her eyes. When their eyes met, she whimpered, but whether it was from pain or lust, even she couldn’t tell.



He stopped suddenly, pulling slowly out of her mouth. She fell forward, holding herself up with her hands. Her hair brushed against his sloppy wet dick.



“I’m sorry,” he said. “Sometimes I get carried away.”



Through heaving breaths, she said, “It’s okay,” and she meant it. She stuck a hand on her warm mound, knowing what she would find and still not believing it: she was even wetter than before.



“We can stop if you want,” he offered.



“Fuck that,” she said, reaching for him again and licking her lips. “I’m just scared if you come too soon, I won’t get the main event.”



“No danger of that. I can be ready again in a few minutes. Ten tops. My refractory period is legendarily short.”



She raised both eyebrows and looked up at him, holding his prick in one hand. “Really? My husband’s done for the day if he comes once.”



“I feel sorry for him,” he said. “And for you.”



She smiled at that. “Now, where were we?” she asked, opening her mouth and inviting him back inside.



He was even rougher this time, but now that she knew what to expect, she got better at taking it. Every time she made eye contact with him, he smiled down at her and seemed impressed with her increased vigor.



“I’m going to come,” he announced smoothly as if he weren’t ramming her face at what felt like a hundred miles an hour. “I’d like it to be in your throat, but I’ll let you decide.”



Anne pressed her lips tighter around his glorious cock and started stroking with one hand. She felt the pulsing of his prick microseconds before he emptied himself into her mouth. She’d never let Sam finish in her mouth like this, and the hot, slimy mess that was suddenly flooding onto her tongue, against her teeth, and into her throat was too much to handle.



She fell back away from him onto her ass, coughing and gagging. Most of his cum spilled out of her mouth onto her breasts and stomach, her arms too tired and sore to attempt catching any of it. She’d had every intention of acting out porn scenes of playing with his cum before swallowing it all, but the harsh reality of it was just too much.



She fought back the urge to vomit, gasping almost uncontrollably. The cum ran from her stomach into her crotch, which she thought was pretty fucking hot, so she allowed herself to enjoy that.



He knelt next to her, his dick somehow still looking hard.



“Are you okay?” he asked, genuine concern coming across.



She nodded, still out of breath. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever been part of.”



He laughed, and it was a big laugh. “I thought I broke you.”



She used the bed to help steady herself as she got to her feet. “Not yet, but the night is young.”



He stood up and kissed her full in the mouth, even though she still had a fair amount of his cum on her face. He started to push her back onto the bed.



“Do you want me to clean this off first?” she asked.



“Nah,” he told her as he laid her back. “You’ll just have to clean more off later.”



He told her he was going to be gentle — he still seemed worried about the trauma he’d put her mouth through — but that was a lie, and, really, there was no need. Her pussy was ready and willing to do what had to be done.



He did enter slowly as if wanting to savor the moment. He met almost no resistance, which surprised her. Even Sam, with his much smaller penis, had to take it slow when entering her. What little pain she now felt with this strange new man, as his cock pushed against the walls of her pussy, was welcome.



Once he was in, his animal side took over once more. He slammed into her, and she felt the stirrings of another orgasm. She tried to help out by moving her hips in time with his, but it was pointless. What movement she managed to make was nothing in the wake of his onslaught.



He wasn’t making love to her; he wasn’t even fucking her. He was using her body for what right now seemed to be its only purpose. She may as well have been a Fleshlight.



And she loved it.



She came again only a few minutes into it, and when he realized she had, he slowed down his pounding until he stopped altogether. He just lay on top of her, supporting his upper body with his arms on either side of her, and brushed her dirty blond hair away from her forehead.



“Let me know when you want to continue,” he said, pulling his cock from her wet and gaping hole. “I know it might be… sensitive down there.”



Anne shook her head. “You have no idea. But I’m ready.”



She rolled over and stuck her ass up in the air. This whole experience felt like a porno, and she decided to lean into it. “My husband prefers missionary, so I don’t get this very often,” she said. “C’mon.”



“My favorite position,” he told her, moving behind her.



She felt his prick touch her asshole. It wasn’t the entrance she’d intended, but she couldn’t blame him. She was the one who stuck it in the air as if it were a goddamned invitation.



For all the men she had fucked and sucked in her younger days, she realized she’d never been all that adventurous. Nearly every time had been ordinary, run-of-the-mill, vaginal intercourse or a blowjob-then-done. When she felt the tip of this handsome stranger’s cock push against the one hole in her body that had never been occupied, she felt a sharp, stabbing fear. She said, in a voice so soft she wasn’t sure he was going to hear it, “Not that.”



If he didn’t hear it, she resigned herself to the pain that would follow. She had some vague idea that ass-fucking required a fair amount of prep work, but she wasn’t thinking clearly and decided to let whatever happened happen.



That in and of itself got her off — what was she becoming? Or, more accurately, what was she becoming again?



“Okay,” he said after what must have only been seconds but seemed much longer.



She had only a moment to wonder about what might have been, and then he rammed his cock into her pussy again, shoving her whole body forward on the bed.



When she came this time, there was no hint of him stopping like the other times. He only went on for about a minute after she came until he did as well, his orgasm accompanied by a single grunt.



It was only when she felt his hot mess bursting inside her that she realized neither of them had even thought about using a condom.



 



---



 



Anne opened her eyes to see him staring at her. She had a fleeting moment of panic as she emerged from sleep, but the tenderness in his eyes sent that panic fleeing.



“Did I fall asleep?” she asked, already knowing she had. She could feel his dried jizz on her face, stomach, and inner thighs and wondered how long it took cum to dry.



“Just for a bit,” he said. He kissed her on her cheek, where some of his dried cum remained, and said, “I really need to get going.”



She sighed. “Can I see you again?” she asked as he got out of the bed. “I’m here for two more days.”



He smiled and walked over to the desk, his flaccid cock still beautiful even when soft. He wrote something on the notepad lying on the desk.



“Wrote my number down for ya,” he said as he picked up his shorts to put them back on. “What’s in the box?”



“What box?” she said.



He nodded toward the desk, where a gift-wrapped box sat. “Looks like someone sent you a gift.”



“I don’t know,” she managed to get out through trembling lips. She looked at him and then back to the box and realized what she had done. “It’s my birthday,” she said numbly.



“Well, happy birthday,” he said. He bent over and kissed her forehead. “Guess you got all sorts of gifts today, huh?”



She looked up at him with shame and regret and lust all waging war in her mind and nodded wordlessly.



“Call me in the morning,” he said. “We’ll have lunch or something and then see where things go from there.”



And with that, he left her.



Anne didn’t know how long she lay there, terrified of the gift-wrapped box and what it meant she had just done to her wedding vows. She finally decided to get up and face the music.



She felt beautiful soreness between her shaky legs as she went to open the box. She looked at the notepad first. Her lover had written his number there, but not his name, so his identity remained a secret. This sent a shiver down her spine that only intensified the strange mixture of regret and longing she now felt.



She opened the box and saw that it was an ultra-realistic thrusting dildo she’d wanted for a long time. She’d seen one like it in a porno and told Sam about it. This one was modeled after a real porn star, famous as most of them were for his large cock. Sam had said he wanted to get it for her but thought he might be jealous since he was so conscious of his size. She didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.



And then her phone rang. She didn’t have to look at it to know who it was, and she couldn’t bring herself to answer it.



When she listened to the voicemail, she wasn’t surprised to find that Sam wanted to know how she liked her gift. She didn’t have it in her to call him back and pretend like everything was fine. She’d deal with it later — if at all.



Sam called again after midnight, no doubt worried he hadn’t heard from her. She might have answered at that point if she wasn’t busy. She had her brand new thrusting dildo drilling her cunt while she stared at the phone number written on the notepad.







 




 Chapter Three



Anne woke up to the sound of her new thrusting dildo. Exhausted after the previous day’s activities, she must have gone to sleep without turning it off. At least she’d had the good sense to pull it out of her pussy first. She couldn’t imagine how sore she would’ve been by now if it was still going to town in there.



The damn thing had excellent battery life.



The sheet of memo paper with the stranger’s — her lover’s — phone number on it lay on the pillow next to her head. Part of the ink had smeared thanks to the saliva that came out of her mouth as she thought about him while her dildo fucked her, but it was still legible.



She didn’t know whether to be scared or excited about that.



She checked her phone. There were 14 missed calls — each with a voicemail — and twice as many texts from her husband. Sam was no doubt beside himself with worry that she hadn’t responded. After fucking a complete stranger because she thought he was the gift her husband sent her before finding the real gift — the dildo — she just didn’t know how she would deal with the fallout.



She still didn’t.



But she knew she needed to call Sam and at least let him know she wasn’t dead. She still had two more days here in Palm Beach, and she couldn’t avoid his calls for that long.



Sam answered on the first ring. He sounded like he’d been crying.



“Did you have your phone turned off all night?” he whimpered. “I was worried sick, Anne! I thought you hated the gift I got you and then maybe even me and…”



Then he just started bawling.



Ugh. Sam was in one of his moods again. He was usually a lovely guy, and she loved him very much, but when he got all whiny like this, it really soured her stomach.



“Listen, Sam, everything is fine,” she lied. “I was just really tired after getting to the room and went to bed early.”



It took a minute before Sam reduced his crying to mere whimpering. “So you didn’t see the gift I got you?”



She sighed. “I saw it,” she said. “It’s great.”



“Great?” he said, tears seemingly all gone now. “That’s not exactly the reaction I was going for…”



“Don’t be like that,” she said. “I really like it.”



“So you used it already?” he asked, noticeable excitement building in his voice.



“Yes,” she said. “I used it.”



“I thought you said you were tired,” he muttered.



She sighed again. This conversation was making her tired.



“I was so excited by your gift I used it immediately,” she said. “And I was drained afterward, so I went to bed.”



“Oh,” he said. “I guess that makes sense.” He sounded unsure.



It annoyed her that it sounded like he didn’t believe her, but given that she hadn’t exactly told him the truth, she figured it was just what she deserved.



“It’s a very nice gift,” she said. “Very thoughtful.”



“I thought so,” he said. “I wanted to remind you of the good ol’ days.”



“You mean when I was a slut?”



“Well, I wouldn’t put it like that. I know you gave up a lot when we got together.”



After yesterday evening, she couldn’t agree more. She hadn’t felt so alive since… well, since before she got together with Sam. At the time, she used to call herself a slut and own that shit. She hated that most viewed the term as derogatory. It was something that others wielded as a weapon of judgment against women (it was always only women -- men could fuck whoever they wanted and suffer barely any consequence) who enjoyed sex the way it was meant to be enjoyed -- with gusto and variety. She couldn’t wrap her mind around that being a bad thing. At least, not until she got with Sam. He was so sweet and took care of everything she ever wanted, that she thought giving all that up for one man was the way to go.



Now, she was more unsure of that decision than she’d ever been.



“Are you there?” he asked. She must have been lost in thought longer than she realized.



“Yes, I’m here. Look, Sam, I really appreciate the gift and…”



“Because I couldn’t stand it if I thought I might lose you.”



“Lose me? To a vibrator? I mean, it’s a hell of a sex toy, but…”



“I want you to enjoy yourself,” he said. “But I want to know I’m enough.”



He didn’t ask a question, but a question hung in the air across their cell connection regardless. She didn’t answer it.



“Am I not enough?” he finally asked. “Is there someone else?”



She wasn’t sure how he’d leaped to that conclusion, accurate as it was. It startled her enough that she remained silent, which just made Sam start crying again.



She wasn’t going to deal with this right now. She told him she’d talk to him later if he could compose himself and hung up the phone. She felt cruel for doing so and almost called him back to apologize. But she felt like her whole world had undergone a radical shift over the last 24 hours, and she wasn’t prepared to discuss how channeling her old self might fit in with her role as a sweet, loving wife.



 



---



 



She hadn’t entirely decided whether to call the number on the memo sheet before now. At least, that’s what she told herself. But, now, after dealing with the sniveling mess that was her husband, she longed for the man who had spoken to her so tenderly even as he used her body so roughly—the man whose name she didn’t even know.



She picked up the paper and typed his number into her phone.



His name was Douglas, he told her when she called. Never “Doug,” always “Douglas.” She told him hers. He said he’d love it if she’d have lunch with him. He said he had someone he wanted her to meet.



She felt a flutter in her stomach but had no idea why.



She dressed in one of her trademark floral-print sundresses. Her tiny breasts didn’t really need a bra, so she didn’t put one on. She thought about not wearing panties, too, but she was already so wet thinking about Douglas she didn’t want to risk leaving a mess on a chair somewhere.



She looked herself over in the mirror before she left the room. Her light brown eyes and dirty blond hair were her own but seemed to belong to another woman—a woman who would never betray her loving husband.



But that woman had left the premises yesterday. It hardly mattered that the reasons she did what she did were a misunderstanding of the nature of her husband’s gift and an auspicious encounter with a man who had mistaken her hotel room for his.



She had done it. Douglas had brought her to orgasm with his mouth, and she returned the favor before he fucked her as she’d never been fucked before. The damage had been done, and she saw no possible harm in meeting him for lunch.



It’s not like she was going to fuck him again, right?







 Chapter Four



She met Douglas at Roger’s, a bar and grill. He was sitting at an outside table with a stunning woman who looked like she’d be right at home on a porn set. She had long, dark red hair with jet black streaks, heavy makeup, tattoos everywhere, and breasts that each had to be the size of Anne’s head.



The woman smiled at Anne as she approached their table. “Is this your friend, Douglas?” she asked him.



Douglas turned and flashed his bright white teeth at Anne. “Yes, it is. Anne, I’d like you to meet my wife, Montana.”



Anne felt like falling. “Your wife?” she whispered.



Montana smiled and extended her hand. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Douglas and I have an arrangement. One that he takes advantage of far more often than me. He can be quite… voracious.”



Anne took Montana’s hand and felt a jolt run up her arm as the other woman gently stroked Anne’s palm. “I love it when my husband comes back to me satisfied,” she said as her hand lingered on Anne’s. “And last night, he came back
 very
 satisfied.”



Anne felt herself blushing, and she also felt something she’d never felt this close to another woman: arousal.



“You weren’t lying, Douglas,” Montana said, finally pulling her hand away from Anne. “She’s cute as hell.”



Anne blushed again as Douglas pulled a chair out for her to sit down.



The lunch was surprisingly normal for such an intrinsically bizarre situation. They chatted about anything and everything except for what Anne and Douglas had done the day before. They talked about work, Anne’s Salesperson of the Year Award, and Montana’s career as a romance and erotica novelist. Douglas had helped found some social network Anne had never heard of, which was now defunct. Luckily for him, he’d managed to sell it off to a competitor and net himself enough money he’d never need to worry about anything again.



They talked about their personal lives. Anne told them about her wild past and marriage to Sam. Douglas and Montana didn’t pry about her husband and instead went on to regale her about their adventures as a polyamorous couple. They had an open relationship and could each pursue whoever and whatever they wanted. Anne was envious that they could enjoy so much freedom but still be devoted to one another.



They all had a good laugh about Anne’s misunderstanding about her husband’s gift that had brought them together. Montana said it was fate, and when Anne chuckled at that, Montana suddenly grew serious. She genuinely didn’t believe anything happened unless it was destined to happen. Anne, who had long ago stopped believing in those kinds of things, humored her but had to admit it was a comforting thought.



They surprised her by having heard of her town before. She’d never met anyone who wasn’t from South Point or nearby who’d ever heard of it. But Douglas had gotten his bachelor’s degree from Marshall University, just across the river in Huntington, West Virginia, and was familiar with the area.



Occasionally, Douglas or Montana would reach over and touch Anne’s hand as they talked about something. Throughout the meal, Anne felt Montana’s leg brush against hers under the table and stopped assuming it was an accident after the first couple of times.



So it didn’t completely take Anne by surprise to hear Montana’s suggestion.



“Let’s take her back to our room, Douglas,” she said, looking Anne straight in the eye.



“Great idea,” Douglas said. “I was hoping you’d say that. What do you say, Anne?”



Anne, who had only rarely before even considered the idea of touching another woman sexually, much less touching that woman and her husband at the same time, understood perfectly well what was being proposed. She thought of Sam, alone at home and maybe still crying because she hadn’t answered his phone calls the day before. Her pussy was wetter than it had been in her entire life, but there was just no way she could let this continue. Maybe the initial mistake could be forgiven, but if she crossed this line, she would become something entirely unlike herself.



The self she was supposed to be now.



“I’m sorry,” Anne said, holding back tears. “This is not me. You guys are lovely, and I wish things could be different, but…”



They each put a hand on her own. She was surprised at the tenderness radiating from this insanely hot couple.



“It’s okay,” Douglas said. “We understand.”



“We don’t want you doing anything you regret,” Montana said. “At least not too much. We’ll make do with the what-could-have-been.”



With that, Anne got up and left her wild new life behind.



Or so she thought.



 









 




 Chapter Five



She thought she’d seen the last of Douglas and Montana, and that really had been her intention. She broke down as she walked away from their table and was full-on sobbing by the time she made it back to her room.



She threw herself on her bed and tried to collect herself. She picked up her phone, wanting to call Sam for some reason, thinking he might comfort her. After the way she’d ended their call earlier, though, she didn’t feel like she had the right to ask for comfort. Still, her finger hovered over his entry on her call list for some time before she finally threw down her phone in disgust.



But what was the source of her disgust? Was she ashamed of herself and what she’d potentially done to her marriage? Or was it something else?



After a while, she realized she wasn’t crying because of what she’d done to Sam. She was crying because of what she had done to herself. She’d wanted to go back to their room with them -- her pussy ached for the missed opportunity even now -- and she hated herself for turning them down.



She wondered if she still had time to turn things around and realized if she didn’t try, she might forever shut off this part of herself that she felt needed exploring. Her hand was opening her door before she even realized she’d made the decision.



 



---



 



Douglas had mentioned during lunch how he’d gotten their rooms mixed up. Their room was 416, exactly one floor above hers. He’d simply gotten off on the wrong floor and wasn’t familiar enough with the room numbers to realize his mistake. She timidly knocked on the door, wondering if they would even hear it.



Montana opened the door, completely nude. Anne considered herself straight, but the sight took her breath away and made her dizzy. The goddess before her was toned in all the right places and still impossibly curvy. Her large breasts, their erect nipples seeming to point right at Anne, looked perfect for tiny hands to explore.



“Hi there,” the other woman greeted her. Douglas came to stand behind his wife. “Everything okay?”



Anne nodded, wiping at her eyes. She felt embarrassed to show weakness in front of this creature, but not as much as she might have thought. “I was hoping…”



“The answer is yes,” Montana said. “If it’s what you really want.”



“I think it is,” Anne said, and she stepped inside.



 



---



 



Montana turned out to be just as greedy as her husband.



She pulled Anne’s sundress up over her head, licking at Anne’s nipples as she did so. Throwing the sundress to the side, she bent down to pull Anne’s panties down, turned Anne around, and shoved her, bent over, onto the bed.



Douglas took a seat in the chair at the desk and just watched.



And then Anne experienced having her ass eaten for the first time. She felt self-conscious because, while she was a very clean person, she obviously hadn’t known this would happen and hadn’t been prepared. If Montana had any issues with the cleanliness of Anne’s asshole, however, she certainly hid them well.



She was gentle with her tongue, barely probing the asshole itself. Instead, she licked around it and on it and eventually started using her lips, too. The feeling was more incredible than she would have thought possible.



Montana started rubbing Anne’s clit as she licked her ass. The sensation of another woman’s long fingernails there took Anne over the edge. Seconds later, she came on Montana’s expert fingers, raising her ass so it pressed against Montana’s face.



Montana pulled away, leaving Anne a quivering mess on the bed.



“Holy fuck,” she said, “I’ve never…”



From his chair, Douglas said, “This is going to be a fun couple of days, I can already tell.”



Anne rolled onto her back. Montana climbed onto the bed on top of Anne, her huge breasts dangling above Anne’s face. Anne couldn’t help herself, felt her hands drawn to the other woman’s tits as if she had done this a million times before.



She craned her neck up so she could reach Montana’s left nipple and kissed it. Montana groaned appreciatively.



She looked down at Anne and asked, “I’m guessing you’ve never eaten pussy before?”



Anne shook her head and shivered. Montana sighed and moved to straddle Anne’s face. She carefully lowered herself to Anne’s mouth and said, “First time for everything.”



Anne felt like she was watching from a distance, like it wasn’t her who was licking another woman’s pussy lips for the first time. She hadn’t known what to expect — not really — but Montana’s cunt tasted sweet, with just the hint of some sort of metallic flavor. The pungent smell made her dizzy, but it wasn’t bad — she actually loved it. She started kissing and licking with a fervor, mimicking what Montana had done to her ass. She smiled when Montana rewarded her with encouraging moans.



She could get used to this.



As she focused on pleasuring Montana’s snatch, she suddenly felt a mouth between her legs. Douglas had had enough of watching and wanted to join in. His expert mouth was just as she remembered it.



She had trouble concentrating on Montana’s delicious pussy, but Montana didn’t seem to mind. She looked back over her shoulder to see her husband snacking on Anne’s cunt. She started massaging her clit as Anne licked her, helping herself get to where she was going.



Not being able to see Douglas through his wife’s sexy body made what he was doing feel even better. She tried her best to grind her snatch into his face, and he must have noticed — he picked up the pace with his licking and gentle biting.



It was almost overwhelming. The intoxicating scent and taste of the beautiful woman above her, the sensation of an unseen mouth on her own pussy. If Anne had been asked what her husband’s name was at that moment, she might not have remembered.



She did her best to keep attention on Montana, but after a while, it was all she could do to occasionally lick the other woman’s tangy lips. Douglas was just too damn good with his mouth. Montana didn’t seem to mind; she was building to her own orgasm with Anne’s now meager efforts and her own fingers.



When they came together, at nearly the same instant, it was beautiful, impossible, chaotic.



Montana fell to Anne’s side after a moment. Anne, nearly out of breath, managed to look down at Douglas. He hadn’t completely stopped licking at her now almost painfully sensitive pussy. He looked at her and raised an eyebrow.



“You can stop now,” Anne said. “Give me a minute to recover.”



“Poor Douglas,” Montana purred. “Two gorgeous women in his room, and they finish without him. Whatever can we do to help him out?”



Anne looked over to her and smiled, biting her lower lip. “I’ve got an idea.”



As if able to read Anne’s mind, Montana motioned for Douglas to join them on the bed. Pushing him onto his back in unison, the two ladies licked either side of his rock-hard cock as their fingers played around his balls and taint.



As she watched Anne take her husband between her lips, Montana said, “It’s lucky he’s on his back. He can be a little… overzealous if you do that while he’s standing up.”



“She knows,” Douglas moaned, apparently enjoying Anne’s attention very much.



“Oh, really?” she said, raising an eyebrow at Anne, who smiled around the cock in her mouth. “Apparently, he didn’t tell me every detail from yesterday.”



Montana pulled her husband’s dick out of Anne’s mouth and engulfed it herself. Anne looked on in amazement, her fingers moving from Douglas’s prick to Montana’s face and back again, at something she’d only seen in porn. She felt the briefest of regrets when she realized she would never be satisfied with being only with her husband ever again.



Douglas started moaning louder, telling Montana not to stop. Anne had other plans, however.



“Let me have it,” she said.



Montana sucked hard one last time and then popped the cock of her mouth. She shoved it toward Anne and said, “Be my guest.”



Anne started sucking on the head of Douglas’s cock as if her life depended on it. Montana stroked it in time with Anne’s head bobs. Douglas got even louder.



“Go ahead, dear,” Montana coaxed him. “Empty yourself into your new slut’s pretty little mouth.”



No one else had called her that in a very long time. But Montana didn’t say it derisively, as had often been the case in the past. She seemed to use it in the same way as Anne always had, and her cunt responded to the word as if someone were touching her there. She started furiously rubbing her clit.



And for the second time in two days, Anne had jizz in her mouth. This time, she didn’t gag one bit.



Douglas and Montana watched with rapt attention as their new toy played with herself, the remnants of cum on her lips. After she had come, she collapsed, exhausted.



Douglas got up to go to the bathroom. Montana lay down close to Anne, absent-mindedly running her fingernails over Anne’s breasts.



“I’m a little out of practice,” Anne said.



“I couldn’t tell,” Montana said.



Anne felt her face flush, and she turned away.



Montana turned Anne’s face back and looked her in the eye. “Nothing to be ashamed of,” she said. “It turns me on when I find someone who enjoys this as much as I do. A lot of times, when we have a third, they’re not always so… enthusiastic.  Let’s just say… this is good for all three of us.”



She felt warmth well up inside her. She smiled as she snuggled against this strange woman’s shoulder. After a few minutes, Montana nudged her.



“One thing we do need to work on is your backdoor,” she said.



Anne gulped. “Yeah, he seemed a little disappointed when I wouldn’t let him…”



“Don’t worry about it,” Montana said. “He would never — and I mean never — force you to do something you weren’t willing to do. That being said, I think you’re missing out. And it is his absolute favorite thing to do, so…”



Anne sighed. “I’ve got one more day before I go home. I don’t suppose you could give me some tips for my first time?”



Montana rolled to her side and looked at Anne, smiling. “Sweetie, I thought you’d never ask…”



 



 



 









 Chapter Six



After Montana gave her some advice on anal sex, and they decided that Anne would try to give Douglas what he really liked tomorrow, the trio fucked again. This time, they both raised their backsides to Douglas, and he alternated between Anne’s pussy and Montana’s asshole until the ladies both climaxed. Then he emptied himself onto their different yet equally sexy backsides, doing his best to ensure an even distribution of semen.



Anne didn’t make it back to her room -- or check her phone -- until after 8 pm. At which point she saw that Sam had called and texted more times than she felt like counting. All she wanted to do was soak her sore muscles -- there were a lot of those -- in the tub for a bit before going to bed. Tomorrow -- her last day in Palm Beach and with her new friends -- was shaping up to be a big day, and she needed the rest.



But she knew she owed Sam a phone call. None of this was his fault, and she really did feel bad about how he must be feeling. She didn’t bother listening to his voicemails or reading his texts before calling him.



She put her phone on speaker and put it on her nightstand. Douglas’s dried cum on her back and ass made her sundress stick uncomfortably to her, so she took it off as the phone rang. She sat down on the edge of the bed, waiting on Sam to pick up. Her thrusting dildo rolled toward her as she did so.



She looked at it and shrugged. Sitting against the headboard, she turned the dildo on and teased it over her folds, which were still surprisingly wet. After everything her pussy had been through over the last two days, she thought it might be ready for a break.



That was not the case at all.



She gasped as she worked the tip of the dildo into her pussy, surprising herself by how good it felt even after having such a wild time for most of the day. So it was the sounds of her pleasuring herself that Sam heard when he finally answered.



“Anne?” he spat out through the speaker. “What… what the fuck?”



His speech was slurred.
 Great, he’s drunk
 , Anne thought. She thought she should probably stop with the dildo, but she had just worked the head into her pussy, and it felt so good.



“Are you with someone else?” Sam demanded.



Anne wasn’t exactly thinking clearly between earlier events and the shaking dildo working its way a little farther up inside her. “Would you like it if I was?” she asked.



She heard a bottle break on the other end. “What the fuck kind of question is that?”



Despite what she had done and that Sam was relatively blameless, she felt anger welling up inside her. He knew what she was when he married her. He watched nothing but cuckold porn. He fantasized about it almost every time they made love. Who was he to act like something like this came out of the blue?



She wasn’t completely fair to him, she knew that. But shunning her own nature all these years wasn’t fair to her, either. There wasn’t an answer to this problem that was going to be satisfactory to both of them.



She turned up the speed on the dildo and pushed it farther inside. As the dildo got louder, Sam could finally hear it.



“Oh, I see,” he said. “You’ve got the dildo out.”



“Oh, Sam,” Anne moaned, “the dildo isn’t out. It’s so very far in that you wouldn’t believe it.”



Silence followed for what seemed to Anne to be a few minutes, but she couldn’t tell. She was lost to the vibrations in her cunt. Finally, Sam spoke again, and all traces of his drunk voice were gone.



“Why are you like this?” he asked.



“Oh, god,” Anne exclaimed, getting close. “Like… like what?” It was all she could do to get the words out.



“Cruel. You’re cruel. This isn’t like you.”



She pushed the dildo in as far as she could as he talked, his whining somehow adding to her pleasure. She felt more than a little shame as she realized she was getting off on his pain.



But she didn’t stop.



She was somewhat aware of Sam’s continued talking but couldn’t make out much of what he said. Her orgasm tore through her like a blaze through a dry forest, and her gasps and moans and grunts drowned out her husband’s voice.



He had hung up by the time she pulled the dildo out. She lay there, panting, trying to catch her breath and wondering what the hell she could possibly say to him to make this all better.



She knew what she had to do, so she grabbed her phone and did it.



 



---



 



Sam had started crying again before she could finish talking. She had told him about the misunderstanding yesterday concerning her gift and that when she found this handsome stranger outside her hotel room, she assumed he was the gift. She assured Sam she wouldn’t have done what she did if she had known the truth and that it didn’t mean she loved him any less.



She did not go into graphic detail, nor did she discuss what had happened today. Sam could only handle so much, and she was afraid she’d already blown by his limit.



She had tried putting this situation into a larger context, saying that compared to all the men she’d blown and fucked before they got together (and there were even a few after they’d started dating), one more just shouldn’t be that big a deal.



This did not help to ease Sam’s mind.



When he finally calmed down enough to speak, the first thing he said surprised her.



“Did… did you like it?”



Anne rolled her eyes. “What do you think?”



“Oh, god,” he said, sniffling again. “Was he bigger than me?”



“Why are men so concerned about that?”



He sighed heavily, but at least he seemed to be getting the waterworks under control. “I know what that answer means.”



“Sam…”



“I’m okay,” he said, surprising her. “Really. It’ll hurt for a while, I know, but as long as it was just the one time and nothing ever happens again, I’ll be okay.”



Now it was her turn to sigh. She didn’t mean to do it so loudly.



“What does that sound mean?” he asked, his voice shaking. “It won’t happen again, right?”



“Sam…”



“You’re going to do it again?!”



“I already did.”



“With the same guy?!”



“Yeah,” she said quietly. “And his wife.”



“Jesus Christ,” he said. “I can’t believe you.” His voice revealed more anger than angst, which was fine with Anne. She could take rage; his whining was just too much.



And then a thought occurred to her. “Sam… are you turned on right now?”



“Why would you ask me that?”



“Because I know you. I know what you like. And you might be jealous and upset right now, but I also think you like knowing a total stranger made your wife come harder than you ever have.”



She bit down on her lip hard as the words left her mouth. Her chest ached because she knew how cruel she was being, but there was another ache farther down to which she was now enthralled.



“It doesn’t matter,” he said. He sounded resigned to his fate, and that told her everything she needed to know. He would probably search on Pornhub in a few minutes for an actress with small tits and dirty blond hair and say Anne’s name several times while he jacked off.



And that was fine with her. It would be the best thing in the world if he would just give in to what they both wanted.



“Are we good?” she asked.



“I don’t know,” he said. “You’ve got one more day there. I assume you’re seeing him again?”



“Yes,” she said without hesitation. No point in being gentle now. “I’m going to let him fuck my ass tomorrow.”



It took him a moment to respond. “Huh. I guess he’s not bigger than me, then?”



She laughed. “Oh, Sam, why would you assume that?”



“Just that you’ve never even let me try. I assumed you thought it would hurt too much, and…”



“He’s bigger than you, Sam,” she said. “Let’s just rip off all the band-aids. He’s not porn star size, but he’s longer and way wider.” At his silence, she said, “Happy now?”



“No,” he said.



“But are you horny?”



“Please don’t ask me that.”



“Your refusal to answer is itself an answer, you know. But I want to hear you say it.” She started rubbing her clit. “I’m touching myself right now, Sam. I’m touching myself while thinking about how much I want a long and thick cock stretching my asshole for the very first time. I’m going to give myself to a man in a way no other man has ever had me, much less you. I think you’re very turned on right now, and I want you to tell me if I’m right.”



Immediately: “You’re right.”



This was good. She didn’t want to discourage him from opening up about this. Unbelievably, she felt herself close to another climax.



“Do you have your cock in your hand, Sam?”



“Yes,” he admitted.



“Stroke it, baby,” she said. “Let’s come together, both of us thinking about what my ass is going to go through tomorrow.”



“Anne…” he said. It sounded like he might be close to crying again.



“It’s okay, baby. This is what we both want, deep down. It’s time to stop denying it.”



She slowed her fingers down, waiting to see if he was going to say anything.



“I don’t know, Anne,” he finally said.



“You don’t know,” she said, “but you’re jacking off right now, aren’t you?”



“Yes.” Without hesitation. Good.



“Good boy. Are you close?” He said he was. Though it was a struggle to keep talking as her pleasure built, she pressed on. “I keep wondering… what it’s going… to feel like. I bet it… hurts… like, a lot. But I’m going… to do it… anyway… I think I may even… beg him to fuck… my ass, Sam. Do you… think… he’ll… like…”



Her last word was lost in her moaning as electricity flooded her pussy for what seemed like the hundredth time today. Over the phone, she heard Sam gasp and knew that he had come as well. At almost precisely the same time.



“Sam?” she said. “Are we good?”



“I don’t know.”



“That’s better than ‘no.’”



 



 



 



 



 



 









 Chapter Seven



The next morning, Anne stood staring at the 416 bolted to their hotel room door. She was a bundle of nerves and hadn’t slept well overnight. Nevertheless, she was wide awake, her heart pounding hard. She couldn’t quite bring herself to knock and at one point almost walked away. It seemed silly that after everything, she’d again consider leaving and never seeing these two again. After all her brave talk -- taunting -- with Sam about how much she was looking forward to doing this, she just didn’t know if she could. She was so scared of disappointing Douglas and Montana if she couldn’t handle what all three of them wanted her to handle. While she knew they’d never try to coerce her into it if she wasn’t ready, she wanted to please them so badly. She had almost decided it would be better not even to try than to try and fail.



It turned out to be a good thing for all three of them that Montana opened the door before Anne had a chance to vanish.



Wearing a bathrobe, Montana leaned forward and kissed Anne on the mouth, sticking her tongue ever so slightly between Anne’s lips. She pulled back away from Anne and ran the back of her hand gently across Anne’s cheek.



“We were starting to worry you got cold feet again,” Montana said, taking Anne’s hand and leading her inside.



“I did,” Anne admitted. “I just…”



“It’s okay,” Montana said. “If you don’t feel comfortable trying it, there are all sorts of other things we can do.”



That immediately put Anne at ease. She only felt a mild jolt in her chest when she placed her cell phone on the nightstand next to the bed and saw a giant bottle of lube sitting there, waiting to be used.



“Let me help you out of that,” Montana said, lifting Anne’s sundress over her head. Montana chuckled when she saw Anne wasn’t wearing anything under the dress this time. She threw Anne’s dress to the side and let her bathrobe fall to the floor before shoving Anne onto the bed.



Anne had only seconds to wonder where Douglas was before Montana started work on her pussy. As good as Douglas had been, his wife was so much better. She started at the bottom, dragging her tongue up Anne’s lips painfully slowly and only flirting briefly with her clit. Just as Anne thought Montana’s tongue was going to pierce her folds, she stopped and spent time nibbling around the edges of her sex before moving to her inner thighs.



It was the most frustratingly satisfying thing Anne had ever felt.



Anne was trembling, sure she couldn’t take much more when Montana started furiously rubbing her clit. Anne visibly shook as her orgasm arrived unexpectedly.



Montana got up on the bed and kissed Anne’s face, working her way from her cheek to her mouth. It was tender and loving, and it would have been easy to imagine this exotic woman as a long-time lover instead of as part of a vow-breaking dalliance.



Anne managed to ask a question in between kisses. “What was that for?”



“Just making sure you’re relaxed,” she replied. “It’ll help with the other thing.”



“I’m feeling… very relaxed,” Anne admitted, to which Montana smiled.



Anne heard the door open, followed by Douglas saying, “Hey, ladies.” The sound of his deep, smooth voice sent chills all over Anne’s body.



Anne propped herself up on her elbows and smiled at him. Looking much the same as when she first saw him, shirtless with gym shorts, his bare chest glistened with sweat. A silly thought of wanting to smell him popped into her head, and her pussy throbbed. “Hey, there. Where ya been?”



He smiled back. “In the fitness room.”



“He had to work off some excess energy,” Montana said. “He’s very excited about today.”



Anne blushed and sighed.



“Gonna hop in the shower,” Douglas said.



“I’ll get started,” Montana said, causing Anne to raise an eyebrow.



“Thought you already did.”



“Oh, honey. Hush and roll over.”



Anne did so and heard Montana pick up the lube from the nightstand. “I want you to know how much I like you,” she said. “I trimmed a couple of nails for this next bit.”



Anne clutched the bedsheets, mind reeling. She gasped when she felt Montana’s slick fingers go between her ass cheeks and touch her anus. Montana slid her other hand under Anne and started massaging her pussy lips.



“Couple things,” she said. “I know you like to hold your breath when you come -- I’ve seen you do it, and I do, too -- but try not to do that when he’s inside you. You need to stay relaxed, and it’s easier if you breathe normally.”



“O…. Okay,” Anne said, her voice breaking up as one finger pushed just inside her ass and more gently rubbed her clit.



“This isn’t porn,” Montana said. “Don’t be concerned with what it looks like. If you’re uncomfortable -- I mean, truly uncomfortable -- it’s not going to be fun for any of us.”



“That’s so right,” Anne said, leaving it up to Montana to decide if she meant what she was saying or what she was doing.



“Something else that’s so right,” Montana went on, shoving her lubed-up finger farther inside, “is it’ll be easier if you’re horny as fuck when it’s happening.”



“I… don’t think… that’s going to be… a problem.”



“I hope not,” Montana said as she shoved the rest of her finger inside.



Anne gripped the bedsheets tighter, expecting pain but not feeling any. Feeling the entire length of Montana’s finger felt uncomfortable at first, and she wondered how in the world anything bigger could possibly fit. But after a moment, it got less uncomfortable. By the time Montana started sliding in and out, Anne found herself trying to help by moving herself back and forth in tandem with Montana.



“You like that?” Montana asked. She had to know the answer already.



“You… might… say… that.”



“Good. I’m going to put a second finger in now. Let me know if you want me to stop.”



“I won’t.”



And she didn’t.



 



---



 



 



Montana was working with three fingers most of the way inside Anne’s asshole when Douglas came out of the shower. Montana removed herself from Anne, asked one more time if Anne was ready, and then worked a liberal amount of lube onto her husband’s thick cock.



Anne didn’t turn to look at them while they got him prepared, but she may have raised her ass slightly in his direction.



He got up on the bed while Montana smeared even more lube around and into Anne’s anus.



“Okay, dear, I think we’re good, but go easy on her.” As she said this, she spread Anne’s ass cheeks open wide, a finger from each hand gently teasing open the hole itself. The thought of Montana presenting Anne to her own husband in this way drove Anne even crazier than she already was.



“I’ll be gentle,” he said, rubbing his dick against Anne’s anus. “I mean it this time.”



That earned a little laugh from Anne.



As Douglas started to push against her asshole, her cell phone rang from the nightstand. Montana glanced at it and said, “I think it’s your husband.”



Pushing herself backward against Douglas’ cock, Anne giggled and said, “Put him on speaker.”



 



 









 Chapter Eight



“Is that a good idea?” Douglas asked.



“The best idea,” Anne said. She held her hand out, and Montana handed her the phone. Sam wasn’t just calling her; he was using FaceTime. Part of her knew just how needlessly cruel what she would do would be, but she ignored that part.



She hit “Accept” and dropped the phone below her face.



On-screen, Sam blinked and tried to say something but couldn’t. He could clearly see Douglas behind her.



“Hi, baby,” Anne said.



“Anne, what the hell?”



“Sam, meet Douglas. His wife just spent 30 minutes fingering my asshole. Douglas has his dick between my ass cheeks. We were just getting started. Would you like to watch?”



Sam deflated. “I don’t know…”



“C’mon, baby. Watch me… for me.”



“Okay.”



She was surprised but pleased at how easily he took that. Douglas needed no further prodding to begin pushing himself into her.



“He’s starting to go in, baby,” Anne said. “Do you have your cock out yet?”



“No,” Sam replied.



“Get it out,” she said. “It’s okay. Nobody will judge you.”



He didn’t reply, but she could tell by how he was moving he was doing what she said.



“Good boy,” she said, grunting. “He’s got the tip in already, baby… and he is so wide you wouldn’t believe it. He really is a lot bigger than you.”



Sam leaned his head back against his chair and sighed. “Fuck, Anne…”



“That’s right, baby, I know what you like to hear. Are you stroking your dick right now?”



“You know I am,” he said softly.



“Sam, he’s hurting me,” she said. “But I don’t want him to stop. Should I tell him to stop?”



“Don’t.” She wasn’t sure if he wanted her to stop teasing him or not to tell Douglas to stop. Either way, she was thrilled.



“Good idea,” she said. “I won’t tell him to stop. In fact… Douglas, I think I’m ready. I want my husband to see my face when you shove it in.”



“I’m not even halfway,” Douglas said. “I’ll be slow, but are you sure?”



“Yes. And Sam, I don’t want you coming until I tell you to, is that clear?”



“Yes.”



“Good. Douglas, fill me up.”



She would never know for sure what her face looked like when Douglas slowly and methodically worked as much of his cock as he could into her anal cavity. She wondered if Sam could tell how much pain she was in at first and how quickly that pain gave way to only moderate discomfort before finally leading her to a place of bizarre fulfillment and satisfaction. Having Douglas inside her -- there -- felt wrong and beautiful and so, so sexy.



“He’s all the way in,” she muttered. “As far as he can be, I mean. I’ve never felt anything like this, Sam.”



Sam’s face was red, and his breathing labored. He was obviously enjoying himself as much as she was. Almost.



Douglas started moving out and then back in and, true to his word, was as gentle as he said. After only moments she was getting used to it and couldn’t believe she’d denied herself this feeling all along. Douglas must have been enjoying himself, too, because his breathing quickened, and she knew he was getting close.



Sam looked like he was getting close, too, and she said, “Hey, baby, I think Douglas is going to finish any minute now. Where do you want him to come?”



“Don’t make me say it,” Sam said. From the movement on the screen, he must have been giving his cock a workout.



“I want you to say it,” she said. “In fact, I want you to tell him.” She held her phone up so the camera would have a better view of Douglas. “Tell Douglas to come in my ass, sweetie. Then you can come, too.”



“Fuck,” he said. “Douglas… I want you to… come in my wife’s ass. Please.”



Her clit throbbed when he said, “please.”



“Yes, sir,” Douglas said, and she thought she might come just from that.



Douglas picked up his pace and started hurting her again. If circumstances were different, she would’ve told him to slow down or stop. But she was hornier than she’d ever been, and Sam was enjoying himself, and she wanted Douglas to have her in the way he wanted most.



And the pain was nice, in its own way.



She dropped her phone so she could put one hand over her mouth and grip the bedsheets with another. Montana got close, kissing the side of her head and positioning the phone so Sam could see things again.



“You okay?” she asked. Anne knew tears were forming along the sides of her eyes, but she nodded. The tears were more from the touching concern being shown by the man’s wife than from the pain the man was causing.



Finally, it was over. With one final forward push, Douglas came. Anne gasped at the feeling of his cum blasting into her, so different from when it happened in the usual place.  It felt like it filled her up completely but then immediately started rushing back out of her ass. She felt warmth spreading all over her body, which was probably in her head, but it made her feel so warm she couldn’t imagine ever being cold again.



Sam grunted on the other end of the FaceTime. Anne didn’t need to ask him if he’d finished.



 



 









 Chapter Nine



She almost missed her flight. Douglas and Montana tried to talk her into staying longer, offering to pay for a flight later in the week. Or month. Anne didn’t think she’d ever stop blushing at the thought of being desired so much by this amazing couple. They tried to convince her to stay by pointing out she’d been too busy with them even to set foot on the beach. But she had to get back to her life. Her work. Her husband.



Douglas and Montana worked something else out, but Anne wouldn’t know about that until after reuniting with Sam.



 



---



 



Sam opened the door before she could even turn her key. He embraced her right there in the doorway, kissing her hard on the mouth. When he pressed himself against her, she gasped when she felt his cock. She’d never seen him this excited.



He was trying to get her blouse off even as she pulled her suitcase into the house and closed the door. She was tired after her flight and drive home but felt energized by his attention. Her pussy was dripping by the time he started clawing at her pants.



It wasn’t hard for her to mimic his enthusiasm. She ripped his shirt open, buttons flying around the living room. Once he had her button and zipper undone, she stepped out of her pants and shoved him back onto the couch.



She knelt in front of him and pulled his pants down. He grabbed her head, fingers lacing through her hair, and pulled her to him. She descended on his cock like she wanted to impress him.



The truth was, she did. Despite what she had been up to these last few days, she was still Sam’s wife. She was never going to go back to being completely faithful to him -- and she knew she needed to have that conversation with him sooner than later -- but resurrecting a long-neglected part of her could do nothing but make her a better partner to her husband. Hiding one’s true nature does no one any favors.



It was almost comforting, taking in Sam’s small penis. She couldn’t lie and say she didn’t prefer Douglas’ thicker and longer cock, but that man could sure give a girl a workout. Sam’s more modest size was easier to manage.



And easier to get all the way in her mouth, for sure.



Sam gripped her hair so tightly it hurt a little, but she didn’t mind. She felt a little sorry for what she’d put him through the last few days and wanted him to enjoy himself now. If he got a little overenthusiastic with her, she couldn’t hold it against him.



Truth be told, she often wished he’d be a little rougher than he was.



She sucked him for a minute or so and then pulled off of him. Holding his shaft and massaging it just slightly with a couple of fingers, she ran her tongue from balls to tip and back down. Then she put her mouth over his tip and started rubbing her tongue along the bottom of it while stroking him.



Disappointingly, he didn’t last long. She thought about stopping before he got to the point of no return because her pussy was aching for him to fuck her. But he begged her not to stop. So she didn’t.



He released into her mouth and gripped her hair even tighter. She swallowed his meager seed easily, having experienced the much more productive Douglas a couple of times now. She almost gagged a little at the taste and still couldn’t believe how much better Douglas’ cum was. But she felt a duty here, and she did her duty well.



“That was amazing,” Sam said when she finally pulled away from him, wiping a small part of him from her lips. “You’re amazing.”



“I’m horny is what I am,” she said, smiling. “What are you going to do about it?”



“Do you want me to go down on you?” he asked.



She considered it, but she was so worked up there was only one thing she wanted. And that was something long and hard inside her. She told him that.



“I don’t think I can for a little bit,” he said, looking down at his shrinking penis in shame.



“I bet you can,” she said, getting up to go to her bag. She pulled out the thrusting dildo.



She lay down on the couch, knees up and legs spread. She turned the dildo on and placed the tip on her pussy lips. She wiggled it at Sam.



“You want me to…” he started.



“Fuck, yes,” she said. “Pretend it’s your cock and have your way with me.”



When he took control of the dildo, she used both her hands to spread her lips open. He started slowly, pushing it against her opening but not quite going inside. When it finally did enter her, Sam seemed surprised.



“I’ve never seen you this… ready before,” he said.



“Get used to it,” she said. “I don’t think I’ve been dry since that first day.”



“Oh,” he said. He sounded somehow disappointed, but he didn’t stop pushing the dildo into her.



She closed her eyes and moaned. “Oh, that’s nice, Douglas,” she said. She’d said the name intentionally, curious what reaction it would bring from her loving husband.



“You fucking slut,” he said quietly. He probably didn’t think she heard.



“That’s right, baby,” she said. “I’m a fucking slut, just like I’ve always been. Use me like the fucking slut I am.”



He turned up the intensity of the thrust and rammed the dildo in as far as it would go. She yelped in pain but moaned a moment later. He pulled it almost out and then shoved it back in. Over and over again. At first, she felt more pain than pleasure, but she didn’t want him to stop. After a bit, the violent thrusts became all she wanted in the world. She didn’t open her eyes while he worked, but she imagined his face was red, filled with a mix of rage and unthinking lust.



At least, that’s what she wanted it to be like. The orgasm she had, with her husband abusing her with his thoughtful gift, wasn’t quite the best one she’d had all week.



But it was close.



 









 Epilogue



Sam brought her to two more orgasms with the dildo. When he was finished, he didn’t say anything. He got up and went into the kitchen. She heard him pouring something into a glass. Whiskey, probably. She didn’t know if he was ashamed of himself or upset with her. Either way, he’d have to get over it.



She lay there for a while, feeling some stickiness on her face from Sam’s cum and on her thighs from her own juices. She was lost in thought, wondering where she might find someone like Douglas (okay, Douglas
 and
 Montana) nearby. She didn’t think there was anyone like either of them anywhere near South Point, Ohio, but she hoped she was wrong.



Sam would never again be enough for her. She didn’t want to break his heart, but there was no putting this genie back in the bottle.



She started to get up to check on Sam when her phone rang. Stretching as she got off the couch to answer it, she felt a tingling in her pussy. She thought it was her excitement over thinking about finding another lover, but when she saw it was Douglas calling, she wondered if she (or her pussy) might be psychic.



“Hello?” she said, hand shaking so much it was hard to hold her phone.



“Hi, Anne,” he replied. “Listen, I know this might be a surprise, so I hope you’re okay with it. Montana and I just got off the plane here at Tri-State Airport.”



He couldn’t have said what she heard him say. Tri-State Airport was the closest public airport to her, serving the entire Huntington, West Virginia, area. It was less than a half-hour from her house.



He had to be talking about another Tri-State Airport somewhere. But then why would he call her?



“You there?” he asked. “I hope this isn’t too much of an imposition, but Montana and I just didn’t think we’d had enough of you. We can do our work just about anywhere, and I thought it’d be fun to show her where I went to college. We thought we’d hang out in a hotel in Huntington for a bit and see if you’d like to… hang out sometime. Or many times.” He laughed at this last bit.



“You’re joking,” she said.



“Not at all,” he said. “We booked the flight as soon as you left our room earlier. Just lucky we didn’t have to wait for a later one. Here, Montana wants to say hi.”



“Hi, Anne!” Montana said. “Surprise!”



On shaking legs, Anne made her way back to the couch and sat down.



“I can’t believe you guys followed me,” she said.



“I hope it’s okay,” Montana said. “We didn’t want to scare you.”



“Scare me?” Anne said, touching her pussy. “I’m shocked. And amazed. And flattered. And extremely turned on.”



Montana laughed. “Well, good.”



Anne looked toward the kitchen, where she assumed Sam was still drinking. She sighed. What she was about to say would change things irrevocably. As if they weren’t already. But she said it anyway.



“I’m going to text you my address. I think it’s time you guys met my husband.”









 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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