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    1 / Meeting New Clients 
 
    “How do I look?” I asked. Jake just laughed, shaking his head with that same smirk he reserved for me being really silly. I hated it in one sense, but knew where it came from. My husband always thought my nervousness about appearance was amusing. He always saw right through me. 
 
    “Marga, come on. Could that business suit be any more conservative? It’s not your appearance that you’re worried about, is it?” 
 
    He had me there as I stared in the bedroom mirror. I always dressed modestly, even when not working, but for a new client, I always went ‘more conservative than thou’. This gray blazer with skirt down below my knees, a white blouse with two buttons strategically unfastened, and standard business pumps fit that pattern. 
 
    No, it wasn’t my appearance. I always felt this way at the beginning of a new consulting project. Our firm had been growing rapidly since we opened our doors five years ago. We specialized in expansion strategies for retail companies. The growing presence of ecommerce increasingly pressured traditional retail concepts to expand their sales channels to stay in front of customers. Online sales had gone from essentially zero 20 years ago to over 15% of all retail sales in recent years, with 75% of people now shopping online at least monthly. 
 
    Established retailers have found themselves under tremendous pressure to up their game to compete with specialty online firms. This is where our consultancy comes in. We use my 15 years of retail experience and Jake’s technology knowledge to help our clients transition to the new realities of retail life. Over that five years, we have doubled our sales annually, growing to 18 associates. 
 
    Today was the first day of a genuine breakthrough for us. MarseCo was the largest women’s clothing retailer in the Midwest. They had four different retail concepts with over 500 stores in 17 states. This was our largest client by a considerable margin. All six of our branding associates (plus me, of course) were going to be involved. Success here would move our firm into the upper echelon of our space with millions of dollars in new contracts now possible. 
 
    Jake was taking a back seat on this job since we were only focusing on marketing and rebranding, not the actual implementation. MarseCo had a full IT Department with hundreds of staff. All four retail concepts were already online. Management was concerned their websites had not matched the success of their brick and mortar stores and wanted to know why. We pitched them our services and won the contract over much larger firms. 
 
    The pressure was on, and Jake knew it. THAT was why I was so nervous about my appearance and why he smirked at the words. After 10 years of marriage, he knew me too well. 
 
    “You’re right, my love. Not my looks,” I grinned back at him. He knew confidence in my appearance had never been a problem. Even as I moved into my mid-30s, I knew first impressions would never be an issue. From my auburn hair, kept at mid-back length, to my green eyes and tight figure, the person staring back at me in the mirror was a confident young woman on a mission. 
 
    I was not tall, only five-five, but I spent a lot of time in the gym to maintain that shapeliness. I had the suit tailored to mask my breasts, which were large for my size, but the skirt/jacket combination highlighted my still narrow hips. 
 
    No, appearance would not be a problem. I knew that. Delivery was the challenge. I had been doing a lot of research about MarseCo before today’s meeting. The puzzle of the disparity between retail and online was a bit of a mystery. We had our work cut out for us. 
 
    “Maybe we should have done something a little smaller for our first foray into multi-concept retailers, Jake. I’m concerned they will need more sophistication than our team can deliver.” 
 
    “That’s nonsense, babe. Just insecurity talking,” he reassured, putting his arms around me as we both stared into the mirror. “You’ll be great. Nobody knows this space better than you. You’ve done wonders for every store you have taken on. MarseCo will be no different. At worst, we develop a range of new contacts. You’ll see. It will be fine. Let me know if you need any technical help. My team will finish with PetWorld in a few weeks. I will have some cycles to dedicate if you need it.” 
 
    “Thanks. I will bring you in if they need something extra on the tech side. Too early to know right now.” 
 
    “Happy hunting,” he said, kissing me on the cheek before walking out of the room. He loved that phrase. An old Navy term he picked up from his father, he once told me. It was the standard farewell for Navy captains setting out to sea, related to Navy ships hunting pirates and submarines during war. Funny how my husband picked it up. The guy hated water and even refused to go on a cruise! 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror one last time, making sure my makeup and hair were just right. The look showed confidence, and, truth be told, I felt that too. Jake was right. Vonn Retail Concepts had delivered positive results for every client that hired us. I knew MarseCo would be the same as I turned to pick up my Tumi briefcase. Happy hunting, indeed. I was ready as I would ever be. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    After the initial introductions of my team, all attention turned to me at one end of the conference table. “Thank you for allowing our firm to assist you in this project. We look forward to finding a solution that will work for MarseCo as you look toward the future.” Shit… such corporate drivel. Surely I could have come up with something better than that! I sat back, staring at the CEO at the other end of the table. 
 
    This project was so high profile, the CEO had come to the initial meeting. And she did not look happy. She kept glancing at the empty seat next to her at the conference table. Someone missing? 
 
    The door to the conference room flew open suddenly. A woman rushed in, huffing, obviously had been running down the hall, knew she was late. She apologized for her late arrival as she turned toward the CEO. “Sorry, Rosalind. Had problems with my car. Ended up taking an Uber in. My apologies to the group for being late.” 
 
    “I was wondering if you were going to join us, since this is YOUR project,” the CEO chuckled, pointing to the empty seat next to her. “Now that we are ALL here…” nervous laughter filled the MarseCo staff. Chuckle or not, no CEO liked to have their time wasted. The late woman just laughed at the gentle rebuke, didn’t seem to give it another thought. 
 
    “Marga Vonn,” Rosalind said, pointing to me, “please allow me to introduce our Assistant Director of Marketing, Harper Boudreaux. She will head up our end of the project.” The CEO stood, as did everyone else in the room. “I will allow Harper to catch-up. Let me know if you need anything along the way. We are serious about the success of this effort and look forward to your recommendations.” 
 
    The CEO came over to shake my hand, then exited. All attention then turned to Harper. 
 
    “Sorry about being late,” Harper laughed, seeming unconcerned. “The boss does not like tardy… in case there was any doubt.” That brought a genuine laugh to the room as the tension dissipated. “Now, let’s try those introductions again and get to work.” 
 
    The next two hours went by in a blur. I immediately knew why they assigned Ms. Boudreaux to the project. She and the team came well prepared. Charts flew up on the walls, showing sales data broken into micro categories. She handed booklets around with all the data included. Even had a complete breakdown of what her team believed were the issues facing MarseCo and seemed open to what solutions we could bring. 
 
    Over the last five years as a consultant, I had found the worst resistance to finding a solution is often the internal staff who, by our very presence, are rebuked by management for not finding the solution themselves. They often put up a range of micro-barriers to every suggestion. Perversely, these staffers see our failure as vindication of their own struggles. 
 
    I saw none of that hesitation in Harper. Her confidence betrayed how much trust she had in herself and the team she had assembled. She understood the challenges they faced and seemed genuinely interested in whatever help we could offer, making it clear to everyone in the room that her focus would be on solutions, not blame or credit. 
 
    Along the way, we took a coffee break. In between checking emails and chatting with my team, I looked at my counterpart at MarseCo. Harper was a tall woman, almost six feet. She held herself in an almost manly way. In the past, they probably would have called her a ‘tomboy’. She looked early 40s, maybe, though I didn’t see a wedding ring. Her full frame, short black hair, olive skin, and overt confidence told of a woman used to being in charge and knowing what she wanted. Her team seemed dedicated to her and open to ideas. 
 
    “How we doing?” Harper asked. I looked up, surprised by her presence next to me. She placed her hand on my shoulder. I had been in full evaluation mode, did not notice her moving. 
 
    “Doing?” I asked, a little startled at her sudden arrival, and the touch… 
 
    “The team. How’s my team doing? Giving you what you need?” 
 
    “Of course. Amazingly prepared, in fact. Very pleased with the start. You’ve allowed us to… I hate business buzzwords, but ‘hit the ground running’ came to mind.” 
 
    “It’s a good one,” she giggled. “Seems to fit. We don’t care how buzzy. If they fit, use them. We are only interested in finding answers. If anyone on my team gives you any push back, you let me know. I have made it clear you have open access to anything you need.” 
 
    “I appreciate that. Why don’t we get back to work?” I suggested. Harper gave my shoulder another soft, almost sensual squeeze, nodding her head in agreement. Another hour went by as we analyzed the numbers in more detail. Her coverage of the issues was amazingly thorough. Harper garnered a lot of respect from everyone on my team by the end of the meeting. 
 
    It was approaching 5 o’clock by this time. We wrapped up with assignments for the next session. As my team left, Harper came up to me once again, another grasp on my shoulder. I don’t know what it was. That touch left me feeling closer to her somehow. Like we were in this together. 
 
    “Let’s grab a drink,” she suggested. “Discuss where we are going next.” I nodded my approval. Long ago, I learned consultants generate most future business through these casual conversations, rather than formal meetings. 
 
    Unfortunately, I had to be careful about doing them with male clients. They often read the wrong signals. One guy got so attracted to me at one of these after-work conversations I ended up sneaking out the back of the bar to run away from his rampant expectations and active hands. He was really upset when he found out, bad-mouthing our firm to their management team. 
 
    When I found out, Jake and I had a long discussion about how to proceed. We decided life was too short to put up with shit like that. I scheduled a meeting with the head of the project, telling him we were dropping out. We did not want to continue the effort. When he asked why, I told him. The next day, the ‘handy’ client called me, asking us to return. They had apparently given him a very simple alternative. Keep his fucking hands to himself or find another job. 
 
    We actually developed a great working relationship after that, but ever since, I have been very careful about accepting after-work opportunities, ensuring I was comfortable with the invitation before accepting. Obviously, a woman would not be a problem. 
 
    And we had a great time. She invited several of her team members. We hardly talked about business at all. Mainly laughed about life and the men at the bar that kept looking our way. It became quite the game, rating the guys as if we were going to take them to bed. Everyone got into it. As the alcohol flowed, the rating system became more explicit with speculation about certain body parts and performance of said part being a prominent part of the evaluation. 
 
    By the time we were ready to leave, I was long past driving. I called an Uber for the ride home. This was definitely going to be a fun project. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    “You had a good time, I see,” Jake laughed, as he drove me back to get the car a couple of hours later. He had to help me out of the taxi when I got home earlier. I zonked on the sofa as soon as he had me in the door. 
 
    “The executive for MarseCo, Harper, appears to be quite the party girl,” I told him. “Kept buying drinks for everyone present. Hard not to get pulled into the fun.” 
 
    “Going to do this every night?” He chuckled, a leering glare in his comically raised eyebrow. 
 
    “No, of course not,” I said, really embarrassed. Not since the client trouble two years ago had I done anything like this. “Today was just the first meeting. I will let her know this will NOT be part of our routine.” 
 
    Jake was clearly not upset. “It’s okay if you go out with friends, Mags. I don’t mind.” 
 
    “I understand, Jake, even though they are not friends… at least not yet. It’s more fundamental than that. I will have trouble remaining productive if I get drunk like that every night.” 
 
    “I’ll give you that,” he laughed. “Just don’t turn down too many invites. Good to have some fun once in a while.” 
 
    Jake had always been after me to be more social. He was right. I have strong loner tendencies, am too shy, and struggle to make friends. Even with the drinks tonight, I seldom spoke, allowing the group to push the edges while I remained mostly quiet. 
 
    “That Harper is something,” I told him before getting out of the car. “She noticed I didn’t speak very much. Kept directing comments at me, pulling me into the conversation. We had fun once I had a few glasses of wine in me.” 
 
    “Maybe not as many glasses next time. I practically had to carry you out of the taxi,” he laughed. 
 
    “I’m sorry, my love,” I giggled. “I will try to be a little more… judicious… should there be a next time.” I knew he wasn’t mad. I didn’t have any kind of drinking problem. This was a one-off, and he knew. 
 
    “No problem. Be friendly. Good contact for the future, at the very least. Maybe a good friend along the way.” 
 
    After he dropped me off at the car, I thought again of what happened. That Harper was something. So full of life. A star pulling everyone around her gyrating orbit. You couldn’t help being pulled along. 
 
    I could see us becoming good friends before this was over. Jake was right. I did not have many friends. Since we got married when we were both 24, my focus had been on career and Jake. I had pushed everything else out of the way. Now, with our business looking to expand rapidly with the MarseCo relationship, that focus had grown even sharper. 
 
    Who had time for friends? I grew up in a small town a couple hours west of here, coming to attend State U. Then, meeting Jake after graduation… I had lost contact with almost all my high school friends and rarely went out with female colleagues from my team. 
 
    As I drove back home, I realized how much I missed having a girlfriend to talk to. I loved Jake with all my heart, but feminine sensitivity was not his strong suit. Maybe Harper could be that new friend, despite her being a few years older than me. We seemed to it hit off right from the start. 
 
    Her age was a minor concern. I wasn’t sure, but suspected she was early 40s. Slightly older than me. So what? Age didn’t matter as much as it used to. Besides, she obviously took good care of herself. Her lean body told of a dedication to fitness. 
 
    And those eyes… a curious hazel color with an intensity that seemed to absorb the entire room with each sweep. They promised an openness that seemed to understand me better than I understood myself. I shuddered at the sudden memory. During our drinking last night, I would occasionally look over, only to find those hazel eyes locked on me. I felt this weird tug, as if she wanted me to move closer. 
 
    Now that I think about it, we had started the evening on opposite sides of the bar table, but as the night progressed, she seemed to move closer until we ended with her next to me, her hand on my shoulder, or a gentle touch on my arm. One time, her arm was around my shoulders as she pointed to a guy at the bar. My petite frame instinctively melded into her body with only the slightest pressure from that arm. I leaned in to say something, only to find myself tugged so that I felt her large breasts pillowing against my face. I jerked back, embarrassed, looking up at her… only to have those eyes drinking me in with a gentle smile. I shuddered again at the memory. 
 
    Maybe we could be friends. The schedule called for us to work closely together for the next 10 weeks. It was likely we would either become very close or bitter enemies, depending on how things progressed. By the time I pulled the car into our garage, I sincerely hoped it would be the former.

  

 
   
    2 / The Invitation 
 
    Our project progressed nicely over the next few weeks. The schedule called for on-site work Tuesday through Thursday. The company had set aside a conference room with connectivity to the network for our computers. My team would take the data back to our offices to focus on analysis of results on the away days. 
 
    As we got deeper into surveys of users and product mix, looking for combinations that might improve their results, the team became a well-oiled machine, grinding through data and products, as if we had been together for years. 
 
    It quickly became obvious the online solutions were not highlighting the breadth of MarseCo offerings in each sales channel, especially leaving out certain products that appealed to younger women. We refined recommendations as the excitement of the team grew. We knew a genuine resolution was near. 
 
    To continue the camaraderie and team building, we made it a practice of hosting a team ‘happy hour’ after each Thursday session, wrapping up the week with fun and libations. MarseCo and my consultancy traded off paying for the drinks. We seldom talked about work, but we wanted the personal sharing and alcohol to offset the hothouse nature of this high pressure, collaborative environment. Happily, it brought the result we wanted. The combination of hard work and fun play melded our two teams into a tight unit. 
 
    But truthfully, I was having trouble maintaining my professional objectivity. By the fourth week, something had changed in my relationship with Harper, and I wasn’t sure how to handle it. We would work the same during the day, but the Thursday happy hour morphed into… frankly, I did not know what was happening. 
 
    The change was gradual. The group started with booths near the edge of the bar so we could have fun joking about other people filling the place, making our comical jabs. But as the weeks passed, the conversations became more personal, more about each other. We chose booths deeper into the bar. By the 4th week, we were clear at the back. 
 
    At first, I thought this was a group choice, showing a desire for quieter places to talk. Inside, I knew that wasn’t the total story. Harper was guiding us to be more private, and I was the reason. She wanted to be alone with me, desiring our touch… The surprise came when I discovered a need to touch her back. 
 
    The entire team always joined at the beginning, but after one or two drinks, they would head off to family and friends, gradually leaving only Harper and me at the table. Similarly, where we would begin at opposite ends of the booth, by the end, we would be right next to each other. 
 
    Again, I would seldom change position, but as the team members gradually left, Harper would get up, thanking them for coming, then return to the booth one seat closer. Our legs would frequently touch under the table as she moved in next to me after the last person left. That first touch of the night always sent shock waves through me as I shuddered with this strange desire. 
 
    Truth is, I wanted to stay longer. Aching to get closer to this enigmatic woman. Our conversations increasingly moved from business to more intimate topics with each week that passed. 
 
    I knew she didn’t wear a wedding ring. She spoke as if she was married, yet whenever I asked about her own life, she deferred the discussion to another topic. Clearly, I didn’t want to delve too deeply into a possibly painful relationship. Maybe that’s why she didn’t wear the ring. Separated or divorcing, I wondered? 
 
    Her interest in me, however, was total. She wanted to know everything about my life. And not just about my relationship with Jake. She wanted to know about ME. What I liked and disliked. My favorite foods and colors. Which movies and music I preferred. Where I grew up. 
 
    I opened up to her like I had never done with any other friend, telling her stuff I had not shared with anyone else, even Jake. How nervous I was about the business succeeding. How much I wanted to have children, though my advancing age made that problematic. How much I disliked my younger brother, who had tormented me viciously growing up. 
 
    More and more, I felt myself drawn to Harper in ways that were making me uncomfortable. Not that I was being pushed to do something I didn’t want. No. She touched places I wanted her to touch. Unfamiliar places deep inside. Desire for more contact grew stronger with every happy hour. 
 
    This differed from Jake. I instinctively knew that, though no less confusing. How could I be feeling this growing mix of love and lust so quickly? We met only a few weeks ago, when she arrived late at the intro meeting. 
 
    Before Harper crashed into my life, I had never even had a crush on another woman, even in school, when many of my girlfriends told me of ‘experimenting’ with each other. I never took part. 
 
    Harper… so different… so hard for me to handle. This temptress pushed every erotic button I possessed. These sexual thoughts embarrassed me at first, but by the 6th week, my thirst for her caress burned inside as my nipples pressed against my blouse, hard as pebbles, extended and throbbing. My sex often leaked as I drove home.  
 
    I tried to tell myself it was all her doing. That she was trying to seduce me or something, because the truth was too scary. On that fateful 6th happy hour, I wore a skirt that barely hit mid-thigh. Way too short for business… at least shorter than any skirt I had ever worn. As I glanced down at the white skin of my inner thigh, exposed by an outfit I had freely chosen to wear, watching Harper make the last farewell, it was all I could do not to touch myself. I wanted her touch. Longed for it. What is happening to me? 
 
    * * * * 
 
    It was during that 6th happy hour that our relationship veered into unfamiliar territory. As I waved to the last team member to leave, Harper turned back to the table. I wanted so much more, knew it in my very core, but stupidly, I remained sitting there, waiting for her to make the move, despite quivering with my desire. When she returned, it was like a different person sat next to me. The friendly conversation of the group turning more focused, more demanding. 
 
    “Just you and me now, babe… You want that, don’t you?” Harper stated. Not really a question. More a statement of fact we both understood. The words were innocent enough, but it was her movement that put my nerves on edge. There was no gentle leg touch this time. She sat right next to me, one arm around my shoulders. Her leg pressed against mine. Her other hand reached across, guiding my face up to hers. She pulled me closer, pressing me against her chest. 
 
    And here’s the hard part for me to admit now. I knew this was coming. Wanted it even. Those strange feelings had been growing very strong with each week that passed. My short skirt was just the latest outward sign of what she had to know was happening inside me. All those odd sensations I could no longer ignore came to the front as I quivered with her touch and the strangeness of feeling this way about a woman. It was so strange, I couldn’t talk to Jake about it. Knew it violated my agreement not to stray from our monogamous ways. 
 
    Yet, none of that mattered as so much passed between us without words. I knew where she was going. My eyes told her I wanted the same. I gave myself to her at that moment, wanting everything those hazel eyes planned to take. 
 
    The server came around just as she touched my chin. Harper ordered a fresh round without looking at the server or asking what I wanted. Our locked gaze burned with desire. My heart fluttered with something… joy at her touch… at her control. She did not give me the choice, and I wanted her to be just like that. 
 
    Take me, my heart said. I am yours, as I melted into her embrace. I couldn’t even blame it on drinking. This fresh round was only my second of the night. I was too keyed up to drink much. 
 
    Harper’s hazel eyes took me in with such passion… oh god! My sex quivered with a growing need to be touched as I unconsciously spread my legs slightly, not even knowing why I was doing it. Harper knew. She gripped my chin firmly. Our eyes bonded together. My quiver grew strong… this need, so powerful, yet scary and new. 
 
    “You want this, don’t you?” Harper said softly, stroking my chin with her firm hand. 
 
    “Yes,” was the only thing I could say, uncertain of what she meant, but not caring. I wanted to give whatever she needed at that moment. 
 
    Abruptly, she pushed my face away, pulling her arm off my shoulders. That arm went straight down, a hand stroking my leg under the table as the server brought our drinks. 
 
    I was still struggling to breathe from the arousal shaking me. 
 
    “Do you even know what yes means?” She asked. I could not speak, simply shook my head no. I didn’t care, wanting her to do with me as she wished. “That’s what I thought. We both know where this is going. We have gotten very wrapped up with each other, Marga. Unfortunately, the feelings we share lead to only one outcome. I want that love as much as you, but you are not a free woman. Free to make choices on her own. You are married. Jake cares for you very much.” 
 
    I shuddered at the mention of his name. Jake… my forgotten husband… what have I been thinking of doing? But the desire wouldn’t go away. The need. Each stroke of her hand down my leg scorched my sex, sending shards of pleasure the likes I had never felt before. 
 
    “What should I do?” I asked, feeling another flutter of excitement with each new stroke up my leg. My hand traced hers in return. 
 
    “You need to be open to him. Tell him about us. What we both feel and want. He must approve. It cannot be any other way. You know that. I will not do it behind his back.” 
 
    Her hand came up, stroking my leg, nearly touching my pussy lips, which were already leaking with need. “Please stop… I am losing control,” I begged. 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it? Letting go… allowing yourself to go wherever your body takes you. Wherever I want to take you.” Her hand suddenly thrust upward, tracing my vaginal lips, teasing my clit at the top, and rubbing through my panties repeatedly. 
 
    I gasped at her touch, couldn’t help myself. Pushing my sex against her hand, I welcomed the contact. The strength of my yearning becoming unbearable. “Please… please…” My hands grabbed her arms, pressing her touch stronger to my sex. 
 
    “Please what?” she giggled, her voice suddenly growing husky, demanding. “Tell me what you want me to do.” 
 
    “Touch me,” I said breathlessly. 
 
    “Like this?” She crushed her hand forcefully against my sex, yanking the soaked panty aside, pressing her fingers inside me. I groaned loudly as her touch took me higher, teasing me with the need, before suddenly being yanked out. I shuddered at the abrupt end. The desire in my eyes trying to will her hand back. 
 
    “Yes, you want that, don’t you?” Harper laughed. “You want to be taken at my whim? To have me control you in bed. To love you as much as you love me.” 
 
    I nodded, still holding onto her arm. Those hazel eyes owned me at that moment. I couldn’t pull away. “Don’t deny it,” she smirked. “We love each other, don’t we?” Another nod. “But Jake comes first,” she insisted, gently removing my hands from her arm. “When you tell him about us, and get his approval, I will take you any way I want… to places that will surprise you.” She gripped my chin again, pulling my eyes to hers. Those hazels ripped me apart. “That cannot happen without Jake’s approval. Understand?” 
 
    I tore my face away, tears filling my eyes. “How can I tell my husband I want another lover? It would break his heart. I can’t do it. It would hurt him so much.” 
 
    “Then we are done,” Harper answered. “Let me know if you change your mind.” She scooted out of the booth, walked over to pay the server, and left the bar without even glancing back at me. I couldn’t believe the rough ending, as I stared at the space where Harper used to be, so close, so invasive. 
 
    Tears were flowing as I buried my face in my hands. What have I done? 
 
    I stumbled out of the bar. Not because I was drunk! Harper had just torn away the thin veneer of my structured life… and the promise to my beloved… with one grasp of my chin, one touch of my leg. The need for her pushed at me, yanking at my heart… what about Jake?! 
 
    By the time I got into my car, I had my fingers plunging inside, flicking at my clit, as I brought a much needed finish to the session at the table. That was so… oh god… the release came for me at that moment. Visions of those hazel eyes filled my very soul as I came. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    I couldn’t go straight home! Pulling out, I turned toward the loop drive. That will take me over an hour to get back home as I drive around the city. I needed to figure out what to say. 
 
    How could I have let it go so far… get so out of control? Visions filled me… of her so close, feeling her touch. A groan of pleasure filled me. What was happening? I had never found a woman attractive before. Why now? I knew the answer as soon as the question came out. It was HER! She had somehow taken hold of me… peeled away all resistance, layer by layer. She had seduced me into being her plaything. A toy to abuse as she pleased, leaving me defenseless to resist. That had to be it! 
 
    Tears flowed as the falseness of that thought shook me. No one was being played here. THAT was the truth I had to face. I wanted this as much as she did. My left hand came off the steering wheel, touching my sex… the place where her fingers had so recently brought so much pleasure. The memory flooded into that touch. How could I not have this? Or turn my back on such powerful feelings? 
 
    Maybe I wouldn’t tell Jake at all. Let it be our little secret. I could tell her he had approved. It would be MY little secret. She wouldn’t know… 
 
    Now the tears flowed so strongly I had to pull onto the shoulder before I wrecked the car. What was I thinking? Lying to Harper? Betraying my beloved at the same time? Jesus, Marga, what has gotten into you?! 
 
    Each thought of having to choose between Harper, with her sensual touch, or Jake, with his love and our lifetime together, forced more tears from my already swollen face. I cried and cried, trying to remember who I was. Where had the Marga gone that stared so confidently in our mirror before this project began? 
 
    It didn’t take long. No amount of crying could erase the actual truth I knew deep in my bones. This wasn’t even a hard decision. My husband deserves only honesty from me. I knew Harper was right. Jake must remain my priority. 
 
    Another truth shook me at that moment. Certainty. I can’t hurt him in that way. Just can’t. Jake is my life. I love him with everything I am… have since we met so many years ago. We had shared difficulties like every couple, but through them all, our love and commitment to each other held us together. That cannot change, no matter how great my desire for her might be! Lying to that man would betray me as much as it did him. 
 
    Pulling back onto the loop drive, I sped home. Now anxious to see my beloved. No amount of desire could be allowed to change our relationship. The remaining time gave me a chance to put a plan together. To find a way to tell him about what happened at the bar. I would give him all the details he needed, assuring him it wouldn’t happen again. 
 
    But would it? We still have three weeks left of our project. I will see her every day at MarseCo. How will I be able to stop responding to her? I must tell him, give him some warning about the danger. 
 
    Maybe avoidance is the right answer, I assured myself. Harper and I don’t see each other much during the workday anyway, as we each focus on different aspects of the project. I’ll just choose some of those ‘other’ sessions for the next few days, beg off next week’s happy hour with another commitment. Let things cool down. It’ll be okay. I knew it would. 
 
    That was the plan, anyway, as I pulled into our garage after the drive. Just seeing his car next to mine confirmed the rightness of my choice. I just hoped he would not be too upset about what I have to say. He had every right to be. I had betrayed every vow I ever made to my husband, even if it didn’t go very far. In my heart, I wanted it to, and it would have if Harper had been willing. Shame filled me as I stared at myself in the rearview mirror, trying to clean up the makeup which streaked my face. I needed to be more presentable before I walked in the door. 
 
    How could I have considered going with her? I pushed away the simpering fool of the bar with a shove of will. My resolve became etched in stone.

  

 
   
    3 / Confession 
 
    “Have fun?” Jake asked as I walked in the door. He was standing in the kitchen, rummaging through the fridge. It was already past 9 in the evening. He typically waited to eat until I returned from our happy hours. Regrettably, I was much later than usual this week. I could see the chips on the table he had snacked on while he waited. 
 
    “What?” I was still in a bit of a daze, trying to figure out what was happening to me as I hid my face from him, setting my briefcase in the hallway. 
 
    “You know… MarseCo… happy hour… team building… later than usual tonight. I was just looking at what we had to eat in case you were much later.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry, Jake. Still a little tipsy.” My face grew hot as I thought about the night. I knew I was blushing. He had to see that. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked. His head turning to me, concern peeking out from the refrigerator search. 
 
    “We need to talk, my love. Something happened tonight…” 
 
    That got his attention. The refrigerator door shut as he turned fully toward me. “Hopefully something fun…” he said tentatively. 
 
    I could see it on his face. Fear of what he was seeing filled me… now that he was looking at me closely. The swollen, red eyes. Destroyed makeup. Wet blouse from all the tears. Wrinkled skirt from being pushed up to my crotch repeatedly. 
 
    My arms wrapped around him as I buried my face in his chest, hugging him close… hiding my face from him. The crying had already started and I couldn’t stop. Gripping him tightly, the tears flowed onto his t-shirt as his arms came around to accept the embrace. 
 
    Jake didn’t say any more, just held me, allowing me to cry. I could feel the trembling in his chest as his own emotions threatened to break loose. My Jake was not a crier. Still, I could only imagine what he must be thinking. An affair? Leaving him? How would he even know? My crying was giving an obvious message that something terrible had happened… and it had. God help me. It had. 
 
    He pushed me away. Not roughly, but firmly, guiding me to the kitchen table. I caught his look, full of worry and a blooming sorrow. Oh god… what have I done? 
 
    “I guess you better tell me before my active imagination pushes me even darker,” he said, moving over to the liquor cabinet. He poured himself a shot of whiskey, offering me the same. No, I shook my head. 
 
    “I’m really sorry, my love, but something happened at the bar I need to tell you about.” He stared at me, sipping his drink, waiting. “I have gotten very close to someone on this project. It came out tonight. We… touched…” 
 
    His face lost all color as he downed another sip; all of his worst fears fully realized. 
 
    “Who was it?” he asked. All emotion drained from his tone, now filled with resignation as he took a larger swig. 
 
    “Harper.” 
 
    “What?” he cried out, as he spat the whiskey out of his mouth, across the room. “A woman? I didn’t know you were into that.” 
 
    “I wasn’t… I’m not… I don’t know, Jake. There’s something about her. She touches me… I’m so sorry, my love. I didn’t mean for this to happen, to allow it to go so far.” Tears flowed again as I looked at him. Would he throw me out, reject me for this betrayal? 
 
    He was shaking his head now, almost smiling, sitting at the table next to me. “Tell me about it,” he said, softly touching my arm, moving that touch up to stroke my face. 
 
    So I told him. About the happy hours. The inevitable ending with her and me at the table. The long conversations, how close we had become. About how tonight we took a step further, touching her hand on my leg. The desire. How she thrust inside. He gasped at my description of her fingers, the arousal I felt. How I longed to do more. How Harper refused to go further without his approval. He just listened, occasionally stroking my arm. 
 
    “You wanted it to go further, didn’t you?” I nodded my head as shame filled me again. 
 
    That shame could not bear the silence… going on. I told him how sorry I was, how I regretted betraying him. How it would never happen again. Of my plan to stay away from her for the final three weeks of the project, limiting contact. How I would… 
 
    “Stop, just stop,” he said, putting his hand gently over my mouth. “You know how upset I am?” 
 
    I looked up, a little confused, as he grabbed my hand, pressing it down to his crotch. What the fuck? He was hard… hard as stone. I wrapped my hand around the shaft, feeling the tension, the throbbing… 
 
    “That may be the hottest thing you have ever told me,” he said. “Or done, come to think of it.” 
 
    My hand could not help itself, fondling his rod the same way I had done hundreds of times, but this one seemed different somehow… as if it was a fresh experience. Our eyes could find nowhere else to go except to stare at each other. He was right. This may be the hottest thing we have ever done. 
 
    “Maybe I need to make a confession of my own,” Jake chuckled, scooting forward a little in the chair, giving me easier access. My confusion was now complete as I continued stroking him through his gym shorts, nodding yes. 
 
    “I’m not a big porn guy…” he said, staring at me. His words were tentative. I knew he was uncertain how much he should reveal. I gave him a nod and a couple more strokes to encourage him. “… but when I do watch, it is always about hotwives and the men that love them.” 
 
    “What is a hotwife?” 
 
    “You know… a wife that sleeps around with the permission of her husband.” 
 
    “Sleeping around… with permission?” I stopped stroking, surprise filling me. Someone would do that? Give their wife permission? 
 
    “I get so aroused thinking about you in place of the pornstar. Watching you being taken, screaming out your pleasure while I stroke myself. It always makes me cum really hard.” 
 
    “You do?” This sudden turn from betrayal to arousal shook me as I stared back. “Why didn’t you ever tell me?” 
 
    “Granted…” he chuckled, ignoring my question, “… I thought it would be some big stud with a gigantic cock, not a woman… though now that I think about it, that’s even hotter.” He pulled his shorts off, standing as I stared. His cock wobbled with the movement. The angry purple head seeking what it needed. 
 
    I dropped to my knees on the floor, burying him in my mouth. I don’t think his cock had ever been harder, or more beautiful. All my worries of the last two hours washed away in an instant as I worshiped his shaft, lavishing it with everything I felt, for him, for us. Our eyes drowned in each other as arousal filled me. 
 
    Pulling back, I continued stroking, maintaining our eye contact. “You’re not mad? At what I did?” 
 
    “Well…” he chuckled. “Anger exists. Jealousy even. Unhappiness about it being behind my back. Yet, at the same time… I don’t know how to describe it… all those are there, but it mixes somewhere with arousal… Oh babe, so hot…” 
 
    I stroked him, using my mouth for several more touches to the back of my throat. 
 
    “How far do you want that to go?” He asked. “With Harper, I mean… One-night stand? Regular lover?” He continued to moan as I pleasured him. 
 
    “Maybe I should ask how far YOU want it to go…” I giggled, in between my full-throated worship. 
 
    He yanked me up off my knees, pushing my chest onto the kitchen table, yanking my panties down. My pussy was on fire. I pulled my skirt out of the way. 
 
    “Take this cunt,” I shouted at him, looking back across my shoulder. I don’t know what possessed me. I’m normally not a dirty-talk lover, but things needed to be said. “Fuck me… use me… I need it… I want you to…” My breaths were short as he stepped up to slam his man-meat deep into my satisfaction. I cried out with the sudden pleasure. 
 
    He took a few hard stabs as I groaned loudly, but then he slowed down, working me, feeding my arousal. “Tell me what it felt like with her hand pushing into your hungry pussy, my slut.” He didn’t slow as I gasped at his words. 
 
    “Oh, my love… so exciting… my entire body was on fire. I thrust my hips out at her. You’ve never met. Harper is a tall woman with long fingers. They went deep as I groaned loudly at the table, afraid someone heard me in the bar.” 
 
    “Fuck…” he cried out, slamming hard now, thrusting brutally. He had never been this rough with me before, but it touched me. I needed this. Wanted more. 
 
    “Yes, my love,” I howled. “Take me, use me. I want to be your slut, to be under your control.” Words like this had never escaped my lips, as I pushed myself back against him, receiving each thrust with a push of my own. 
 
    “My god, Mags… we’ve never…” He grabbed my hips fiercely, the pain on my asscheeks somehow pushing me higher. I cried out as the climax seized me. His thrusts were now frantic, forceful, unforgiving. Shuddering with my release, he pushed in hard, slamming repeatedly as I groaned, finally holding himself still as I felt his cum coat my canal. Waves of pleasure washed through me. The intensity was as strong as his hands. 
 
    We were both breathing hard, short gulps, trying to recover from the strongest orgasms either of us had ever felt. I was sure of it. He leaned down, his chest across my back as his cock softened, plopping out of me. I could feel his spunk dripping down my leg. The pressure of his weight added to my arousal, feeling his control, being trapped by his power. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, so waited, feeling our love grow with each second until I had to move, squirming, unable to breathe with the pressure. He knew what that meant, lifting himself off me. 
 
    Jake stepped away. I heard a drawer open, the faucet flowing, then a warm, wet cloth coating my sex, wiping the excess. I almost came again at his tender touch. He helped me up onto wobbly knees as I fell into his arms. 
 
    “What just happened?” I giggled, holding myself against him. 
 
    “We just turned a corner in our love life, I think. You have opened a door that neither of us wants to close.” 
 
    I pulled back from him, looking up into his eyes. “Are you saying what I think you are?” He just nodded. 
 
    I stepped away, tugging my skirt down, yanking my blouse and jacket over my shoulders. I needed to be naked. Didn’t know why, but I had never needed anything more. 
 
    Reaching around to unfasten my bra, I stood before my husband, holding my naked form in front of his adoring eyes, thrusting my chest out. “Are you serious? You want me to go with her? To allow her to be my lover?” He stroked my breast, pinching a nipple softly, nodding his head. 
 
    “I think I need that drink now,” I said, sitting down on the kitchen chair. 
 
    He went to the cabinet, fixed us each a drink, then walked back to the drawer, pulling out a towel, nodding his head toward the living room. I was still in shock at the sudden turn, but followed him in, glancing at my clothes still lying on the floor next to the table. Those clothes seemed a turning point, as if the crumpled pile symbolized leaving our old selves behind… to find a new life on the other side. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    After placing the drinks on the coffee table and the towel across the sofa, Jake dropped his own clothes, settling in right beside me. For the next two hours, we talked. About what my becoming a hotwife meant for us. What was allowed. What not. Turns out, even going with a man would be acceptable to Jake, as long as I told him about it. 
 
    Jake explained he was what they called a ‘stag’, a man who gets aroused at the idea of his wife sleeping with others. They sometimes use this interchangeably with the word ‘cuckold’, he explained, though cuckold was actually a man whose wife went out on him, whether he liked it or not. 
 
    My Jake… oh yes… he got seriously aroused. Definitely a stag! Just talking about it got him going. Twice during that two-hour stretch, I reached over, using my hand and mouth to relieve his throbbing rod as we talked about what I wanted Harper to do to me. 
 
    Okay… maybe one of those times I slid my leg over his lap, using that stiffness for myself as well. 
 
    While I humped on him, he asked me for details of what I wanted Harper to do. I didn’t know what to tell him, since I had never been with a woman before. I wasn’t even sure what women did with each other. My sex life was so wrapped around using a cock for pleasure, I wasn’t sure how it would be different. 
 
    Jake pushed me off him, running upstairs, returning with his laptop. His cock was still rigid as he flopped back onto the sofa. While I remounted, groaning at the renewed pleasure, he called up some lesbian porn. We watched as I ground on him. He was simply on fire… and so was I. I kept imagining Harper and me as the women on the screen, her licking me, using me however she wanted. 
 
    I slowed my movements a little. “Do they have any that show one partner controlling the other?” I asked. “Harper is very domineering. Gets me very excited.” 
 
    “Of course, babe. They call that Dominance and Submission. She would be the Domme and you the submissive.” He did a search, quickly finding a scene where a woman is tied to a bed while another woman licks her pussy while pinching her nipples. I went wild on Jake’s rod, driving myself down repeatedly, screaming a release that was probably heard down the block. But I locked my eyes on the screen, feeling Harper’s control, wanting it. 
 
    After our last release together, we went to bed. Both of us were exhausted. Our love glowed in the room as we held each other tight. 
 
    Once we settled on the pillows, I reached over, turning his face toward me. “Are you sure, my love? Letting someone else make love to me… It carries so many risks. Emotions have a funny way of going where you least expect them…” 
 
    “I know… I know… It’s risky. Especially with our shared professional and personal relationships.” He laid his head back, looking at the ceiling, thinking about it. 
 
    “Here’s the thing,” he said, turning his head to look at me again. “I trust you. Trust you to make the best choice for us both. You have the permission Harper needs to go further. I give it freely and openly. But what you do with that is up to you. If you don’t want to follow-through with her, I’m good with that. We can leave it a shared fantasy. My permission simply says if you want it to go further, I’m good with that too… as long as you tell me about it in as much detail as I want. Can you do that? Tell me about what you do? Being completely honest with me?” 
 
    The thought of what Harper would do filled me. So erotic! My pussy tingled again, despite our already making love three times tonight. Yet, telling him everything… Wouldn’t that violate trust? I didn’t tell anyone what I did with Jake. Why would Harper be different? I saw it as betraying our shared intimacies. 
 
    “I don’t know, Jake…” I said, rolling over to stroke his light chest hair, my head in the crook of his arm. A position I knew so well. “Would you want me to tell anyone else about what we do? Would that be fair to her?” 
 
    “Maybe…” he said, holding me tight against him. “But who’s your priority here, babe? Your husband, who’s allowing you to go with someone else, or your new lover, who you’ve known all of… What? Six weeks? I thought this was just erotic. Do I have to worry about your falling in love with her?” 
 
    I didn’t know how to respond, just glad my head was in his chest, that he could not see me blush at the sudden realization. I really was falling in love with Harper. In that six weeks, it has become so much more than just erotic. 
 
    This sudden emotion told me how right he was to ask. I already struggled with what this meant for our future. Yet, to make love to Harper, then come back and tell my husband about every detail? It seemed so… open! Could I reveal myself to him so completely? Allow him to see the truth of what was happening inside me? 
 
    “Don’t want to be cold about it,” he went on, as if he had read my thoughts. “but I’m sharing my wife with someone else… That’s an enormous gift to them, no matter how you look at it. You’ll enjoy the time with her… and I will too… Still, talking afterward seems a small price for her to have whatever you want to give.” 
 
    “Okay… I’ll tell her what you said. We’ll see where it goes.” 
 
    Sleep took me as I cuddled closer to my husband, wondering if we had just made an agreement that would be the end of our marriage. Was Jake right? Had I already started making my lover a greater priority than my husband? I sure hoped not… 
 
    Yet, all that night, Harper filled my dreams.

  

 
   
    4 / Uncomfortable 
 
    Despite receiving permission from Jake, I remained uncomfortable about a relationship with my almost lover. When I woke that Friday morning, I decided not to go through with it. There were so many risks introducing a third party to our love life. Especially with someone I work with! 
 
    If I got a reputation for sleeping with clients, male or female, it would hurt my ability to market Vonn Retail Concepts services, maybe permanently. Our city was good-sized, but the retail space and consultants surrounding it were a small community. Everyone knew each other. Gaining a reputation like that would be a disaster. I needed to proceed cautiously. 
 
    But the draw… The experience had ignited a carnal lust that I struggled to contain. All day Friday, while I sat in front of my computer at home trying to concentrate on the latest data set, I dreamed of Harper’s fingers touching me. Visions of what it would feel like to have her kiss me… use me… they would not go away. 
 
    Once I got so aroused, I walked into Jake’s office, demanding he fuck me right then. He did, of course, being happy to feed the fantasy as we continued dirty-talking while he fucked me roughly on top of his desk. 
 
    Using words had somehow become an integral part of the arousal. I demanded he fuck me. In just those words! While he thrust into my dripping box, my breasts pillowing across the desktop, I told him what Harper was going to do to me.  
 
    He got into this new style of play. While he pounded away at my welcoming sex, he fed that growing need for submission. I should give myself to her, do whatever she wanted, he said. Let her use me for her own pleasure. 
 
    As he thrust savagely into me, both of us moaning at the power of these new sensations, he went on… I was a submissive slut that should do anything my Domme demanded… that my desire entwined with hers… that I should let myself go, be the slut I wanted to be. He knew I would like that. 
 
    Okay… maybe allowing my stag to encourage more might not have been the best way to take a step back, to think sensibly about it! Virtually the entire weekend, we humped like teenagers who had just discovered sex. 
 
    Jake fed my new submissive side by ordering me to do every filthy thing he could imagine, brooking no resistance from me. And I gave him none! He fucked my ass for the first time, tying me to the bed with neckties while he did it. He demanded I drop to my knees and suck him at random moments. I did it. I even swallowed his load while we drove to dinner on Saturday night. He gave me explicit instructions on how to do it as he drove down the street.  
 
    I was on fire, falling hard into this submissive role. It touched something unexpected, a part of me I didn’t even know existed six weeks ago. I wanted to give myself to him, to obey his every command, worshiping the glorious pleasure I knew would follow. 
 
    We made it so often that weekend, by Sunday night, we collapsed in bed much earlier than usual. No playing around this time. Sheer exhaustion had settled in. I cuddled close to my husband all night, but my mind was full of Harper. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    By the time I woke Monday morning, ready for the workweek, I had reached a final resolution. The play was exciting. No question about that. Exhilarating beyond anything I had ever experienced, but the risk… just too much. I spent over two hours in Jake’s office that morning. No playing this time, just talking. About my fears, the risk to our relationship and our practice. What would happen if colleagues discovered it? 
 
    He was very clear about his thoughts. He had given permission. What I did with that was up to me. Doing or not, he would still love me. There was no changing that, despite the glorious sex. Either way, we would face the consequences together. 
 
    In the end, my nervousness won out. I would not pursue these physical activities with Harper. Yet I still had to work with her for the next few weeks. The teams had made a lot of progress in defining solutions for MarseCo, but we still had to tailor a cohesive response for senior management. That meant intense hours coming between the two leaders of the teams, Harper and me. 
 
    My automatic reaction to her was so submissive, I knew the only solution was separation. To schedule time apart to allow things to cool down. Practically, that meant avoiding Harper as much as possible as we finished the MarseCo project. 
 
    Monday afternoon, before heading back to the corporate offices the next day, I sent emails, scheduling meetings with other staff, leaving only casual, brief contact with Harper available in between meetings. When we were together at a meeting, I dashed out to avoid any social interaction afterward. I also pre-announced I could not attend this week’s happy hour because of a conflict. 
 
    Harper said nothing to me all week, at least nothing about what had happened at the happy hour. Every contact was cool, overtly professional. She had to know the struggle I was having. Even when I announced missing my first happy hour, she did not react, letting it go rather than creating a problem between the teams. 
 
    The following week was more difficult. We were deep into the project now. Only two weeks remained. We needed intense collaboration between Harper and me to tailor our message. I put off the first session until Thursday that week. But Harper had hit her breaking point, showing her growing frustration in several public meetings. The team was noticing the tension. 
 
    These last two weeks, to avoid social contact, I hid in a break room MarseCo had on the other side of the building, whenever I had a private moment. This was away from the hothouse of the shared conference room, and away from her. Harper would flit in and out of the team room so often, with comments and suggestions, that I had to remove myself from the temptation. Before the split, I had spent most of those breaks in Harper’s office. 
 
    Wednesday of that week, toward the end of the day, I was hiding in the break room, typing on my laptop, when Harper walked in, sitting directly in front of me. 
 
    “What’s going on, Marga? You have been avoiding me since we touched at the happy hour. We’re not friends anymore?” 
 
    “No… nothing like that,” I protested, avoiding eye contact… unsuccessfully. The hotness in my face told me I must be beet red. It gave her all the confirmation she needed. 
 
    “Okay… I get it,” she said. “Came on too strong for you. You want me to back off… I can do that. But that’s no excuse to treat me like I have some kind of disease. We still need to work together.” 
 
    “No, that’s not it…” Almost two weeks had gone by, yet I still hadn’t thought of what to say to her. Finally, I looked up, firm resolve in my gaze. We needed to talk if I was going to salvage the project. “I’m sorry, Harper. Our physical attraction just makes me uncomfortable. The feelings are so intense, so… potent. I don’t know. Frankly, it frightens me. And you were right that night. I AM married. Not free to do whatever I wanted.” 
 
    “So Jake refused to give permission?” 
 
    “No, he did, it’s just…” I gasped, surprised I had blurted that out so openly. 
 
    “So you talked to him then?” she stated, not quite a question. “And he gave you full permission to play… Interesting. So that’s why you have been avoiding me. You were afraid of what might happen.” I bowed my head. She knew… 
 
    I got up, heading to the water dispenser, talking as I walked, trying to hide my face from her. “Harper, I’m just not sure what to do. The feelings were…” 
 
    Before I got there, Harper came up behind, spinning me, pressing my back against the nearest wall, trapping me in her embrace. I gasped at the sudden change, at her forcefulness. Her mouth found mine as she pulled my breasts against her. The kiss electrified me. So full of passion, desire. I could not help myself, melting into her need… and my own! 
 
    She took control at that moment. Her tongue pushed in, dancing with mine. Her knee came up between my legs, sending shards of unbearable pleasure up my core. Oh god… I gave into her power over me. 
 
    But my eyes could not help focusing on the door. What if someone came in? I tried to resist, to push her away. The defiance was half-hearted. Deep down, I wanted this as much as she did. 
 
    Harper pulled her face away from me. She nuzzled my neck briefly. Then those hazel eyes captivated my very soul as our gazes met, only inches away from each other. “You must know how strongly I feel about you, Mags. It has been a long time since I felt this way… Don’t you think it’s just as hard for me? Knowing you are here, yet unavailable?” 
 
    “I thought I was only another conquest… for you to use…” 
 
    The surprise on my face just made her laugh as her lips came back to mine, gentle, loving. I could not help kissing back. My newfound love poured out as her hands pushed onto my breasts, a delicate stroke that made my entire body shudder with desire. 
 
    “Does this feel like someone who doesn’t love you?” 
 
    I could only moan in response, giving myself to her, feeling every bit of her love shining in that touch. Her knee came up to my clit again, a gentle push of arousal taking me higher. I moaned at her control, feeling the pressure for release growing. Her kissing became more intense, needing each other. I opened myself to her at that moment, the need for release pushing out, consuming me. 
 
    She had to hold me up as I shuddered, giving in to being with her. Wanting it. 
 
    Harper pulled back, yet kept her body pressed against me. “Let’s have a drink after work. We can do it away from the teams, away from hubby. Just you and me.” She stroked my chin with her soft hands. “That would be acceptable to you, wouldn’t it? Not too risky?” 
 
    I groaned as she said the words, knowing I wanted to, wanting her to finish what she started, but I knew any more contact would be like throwing gasoline on a raging fire. The explosion would consume us both! 
 
    I could barely talk as her knee continued to taunt me with more to come. She knew what to do, pressing her thigh up, rubbing just the right way, bringing me closer to a release as I groaned against the assault, whimpering, trying to push back. 
 
    “Harper, please… the risk… if word got around, it would ruin my business and get you fired. You know that’s true.” I was close, so close. Couldn’t help myself, pushing back against her leg and the pleasure. 
 
    Abruptly, Harper pulled back. We heard footsteps coming down the hall. She returned to her seat, leaving me gasping for air at the sudden stop. I spun to the water dispenser, acting like I was getting some, just as the door opened. Rosalind Belker, the CEO, walked in the door. 
 
    “Oh good, glad I caught you two together.” I turned around to look at her. At first, she did not appear to notice the tension in the room. Or the disheveled nature of our clothing, the skirt bunched up between my legs, or hair all over the place. My insides still quivered from Harper’s commanding presence. I could feel my face burning with embarrassment. 
 
    I glanced at Harper in amazement. Cool, calm, collected. As if nothing had happened. As far as she was concerned, we were just having a quiet chat with colleagues. 
 
    Rosalind looked at Harper closely. I could tell she sensed something in the room, but didn’t want to broach a topic for which she didn’t want the wrong answer. Yet… there was something more. A feeling came over me that Rosalind had her own desires left unsaid. She stared at us a moment too long, a hesitancy that told me of her own nervousness. Her own unspoken words. 
 
    Finally, the CEO shook her head, as if trying to clear it, looking at the both of us. On to business. “Would it be possible for your teams to be ready for the presentation a little early?” she asked, the questions on her face coming under control. “Harper’s progress reports have been so positive…” she continued. “I wanted to have you make the final recommendations at the quarterly board meeting next Friday. You think you can get it done in time? I apologize for moving the deadline forward a week.” 
 
    “Of course, Rosalind. That will be no problem,” Harper replied quickly, drawing the CEO’s attention away as I sat down, trying to straighten my clothing. “We were just discussing the shape of the plan now. Should be able to get something together by then.” 
 
    “Thank you. We are all very excited about the new direction. In fact, Marga, my head of IT was discussing implementation strategies around what we have seen to date. Harper suggested we bring in the tech side of your firm to help us get there faster. My CIO agreed. Would you be able to do that?” 
 
    I was still struggling to respond, but got out, “Yes, Jake has been fully briefed on what we are doing. He told me last week he would be available at the end of the month. That should not be a problem.” 
 
    Harper turned her head away from Rosalind, giving me a wink. I almost gasped out loud. She wanted us to stay around, to remain close. Oh god… what was I going to do now? 
 
    “Great news,” Rosalind said, as she turned to the door. That look again. Tentative, uncertain what to say… finally deciding to move on. “The meeting will be next Friday at 10 AM. I will have you at the top of the schedule, since I suspect a lot of discussion will follow. I look forward to what you have to present.” Then left. 
 
    It was like a balloon popped, all pressure suddenly released. Our eyes met as we burst into laughter. From THAT to THIS in a matter of moments. We laughed so hard, tears flowed. 
 
    Both of us knew something had happened… a barrier crossed. The question now was only when, no longer if. I settled back in my chair, almost breathless from the whipsaw. “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s the simple part,” Harper said. “We are going to call a truce. Effective today, we are just colleagues until after the presentation to the Board next Friday. We will work a lot of hours and I don’t want the team to feel any tension between us. I will not touch you or even make a suggestive remark. We have a lot of work to do.” 
 
    “And then…” 
 
    “After the presentation, you are mine. I want to take you to a club I enjoy, have some drinks, dance. See where the night takes us. You need to make sure your husband knows you may not be back that night. I have plans.” 
 
    I gasped at what those plans might be, but wanted to know in the worst way. “What are we going to do?” I asked her, my lips quivering with desire. 
 
    “Whatever I want, of course,” Harper grinned, standing up to leave. “Let’s go talk to the teams. Make sure everyone knows this will be an intense week. They should clear their calendars.” 
 
    I nodded, not sure whether it was to the work comment or the possibility of giving myself completely next Friday. Either way, I was ready for both! 
 
    * * * * 
 
    “That means we are going to put in a lot of time over the next week getting ready.” 
 
    “Time doing what?” Jake chuckled, his leering gaze telling me what was on his mind. We were sitting at the dinner table that night. 
 
    “No, you pervert. Not that! Though now that you have brought it up. Harper and I had a long talk. We have called a truce for the next week. Our sexual tension cannot interfere with the project.” I giggled loudly at the disappointed look on his face. 
 
    I reached across the table, taking his hand. “No need to be disappointed, my love. Harper has an answer for you. After the Board presentation next Friday, she is going to take me to a club she likes. We are going to dine, drink and dance. She told me to warn you I may not be back that night.” 
 
    “Stay all night with her?” he said, surprised, as if that had never occurred to him. 
 
    “When did you think we would have our little fling? At a rent-by-the-hour motel, mid-afternoon?” I giggled, taunting him. “Thought you got turned on thinking about us together. Is that not true?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, of course. Just wasn’t thinking much about the timing, more about being able to celebrate with you afterwards.” 
 
    “I understand, and I look forward to that too, but women are not like men. There’s likely to be more build-up, more sensuality as part of foreplay. Might take a while.” 
 
    I could see his mind calculating all the ramifications. My husband really was a smart guy. He could project multiple variations the way a Chess Master made moves, knowing what would happen later in the game. 
 
    “Okay… I agree for you to stay the night, coming home the next morning. But you should expect to get seriously fucked when you arrive.” 
 
    “Oh should I?” I said, smiling. 
 
    “No question about that. Don’t stay up so late… you’ll be too tired!” 
 
    “I look forward to the return, to make sure I fill my stag’s needs,” my eyes making sure he knew I completely accepted his demand. 
 
    “Me too… Let’s go up and practice. Just to make sure we have it down pat.” 
 
    As I laughed at his cheesy line, standing from the table, he barely let me get out of the dining room, flinging me over the back of the living room sofa. He yanked down my pants. This was so sudden, I wasn’t wet, but he had an answer for that, burying his face in my snatch, using his tongue to arouse and lubricate. 
 
    That didn’t take long. Quickly, he was pounding into me as I supported myself off the sofa cushions. God, this was so hot! 
 
    I needed to talk while he took me… “She is going to take me to a club on Friday night, dance with me, place her hands wherever she wants. I am going to let her. I won’t wear panties that night to allow open access.” 
 
    Jake was slamming into me, his breathing rough as he grabbed my hips for better penetration. 
 
    “Then she’s going to take me home, strip me naked, take me to her bed, bury her face in my pussy just like you did earlier. I will cry out with the pleasure, feeling her tongue inside me.” 
 
    My stag was losing it, as he viciously drove into me. Truthfully, so was I. My release wasn’t far behind. As I grunted and moaned at his thrusts, he slapped my ass hard in between lunges, sending a jolt of pleasure/pain through me. That took me over the edge as I cried out with the climax, groaning as I felt his cock unloading his own ropes of loving cream. 
 
    My head dropped to the sofa cushion, unable to support myself while I came. He sensed the discomfort helping me up after I stopped trembling. 
 
    I looked into his eyes. The intense expression of lust almost scared me. Where were we going with this? Would we be the same by the time it was over? Or were we permanently different now, our marriage on a different trajectory? 
 
    I shuddered with fear at the thought, but knew none of it mattered now. We were committed. Our relationship WAS different, and it was too late to stop now.

  

 
   
    5 / Getting Ready 
 
    The next week was just as hard as I suspected it would be. Hundreds of team hours dedicated to putting all our recommendations into a cohesive strategy, then into a concise presentation for senior management. It absorbed all my mental energy, leaving nothing for what was going to happen on Friday night. 
 
    Harper seemed to be the same. She took our truce seriously, not showing we had anything other than a strong, professional relationship. All that team building effort really paid off as we made this last rush to completion. 
 
    But Jake couldn’t let it go. Even when I would come home exhausted after a late session of work, he would be all over me, talking about plans for Friday and needing to fuck. He didn’t seem to understand how important it was for our firm that this presentation went smoothly. His mind was somewhere else. Somewhere lower, darker. 
 
    I was already struggling to separate the personal lust I was feeling from the demands of the project. All his pressure just made it worse. Wednesday night, we had a blowout argument over it. I accused him of only being interested in fucking and ignoring the business. He claimed I no longer wanted to make it with him, only with HER. 
 
    I should have seen this as a sign of what was to come, but I was so busy with the project I didn’t have time to think about it. Luckily, we could complete the presentation by mid-Thursday afternoon. I went home with nothing to do. 
 
    One thing I knew. My man needed to be more comfortable with what was to come. Knowing I would not be back Friday night, I made a night of it. 
 
    Luckily, Jake was working on-site that day, not getting home until after 6. I had one night to make my stag, and borderline cuckold, a partner in what was to come, not an outside observer. After his angry emotions on Wednesday, I knew he felt as much exposed as aroused. Surely there was a way to make us partners again, to reassure him of where this was going… for both of us. 
 
    I took this time to do some research online. It turned out many hotwives had their husbands help get them ready, to ‘prepare’ them for their outside partner, always referred to as a bull in the notes. This helps them feel involved in what is happening. Many suggested having them bathe the hotwife, or shave their pubic hair, having them take a shower with lots of sensual touches. These ideas would work for us, I thought, as a plan came together. 
 
    I got everything ready in the bedroom, closed all the curtains on the main floor, and prepared a meal for him to eat.  
 
    Jake came home around 6. When he called my name, I came downstairs to greet him in a silk robe I hadn’t worn in years. It was almost totally transparent, down only to mid-thigh. He had bought it for me on our 5th anniversary. With nothing on underneath, and my nipples on full high-beams, my intentions were obvious. 
 
    He choked as I walked in, greeting him with a hug that scraped my breasts against his chest. 
 
    “Welcome home, my love. Ready to serve me for the night?” 
 
    “Serve you?” The shocked look on his face made me smile inside. Oh yes, this was going to be fun. 
 
    “I want you to help me get ready for my debut as your hotwife tomorrow night… to become the stag you want to be. Or do you lean more on the cuckold side? Let’s find out. We are going to have a big night, don’t you think?” 
 
    “A big night?” 
 
    “Yes… tomorrow night. You’re hotwife is going to be taken by her lover. To be used for her pleasure however she likes. While you stay home, wondering… enjoying that delicious mix of jealousy and arousal… You want that, don’t you?” I asked, rubbing his rod through his jeans. He gulped. “To feel that… to wonder what it’s like… what she’s doing to me…” His rod was hard as stone by this point. “Yes, I think you are looking forward to this very much.” 
 
    As I reached into the refrigerator, pulling out the meal I had prepared, I continued my instructions. “Take your clothes off. You will wear nothing in this house until I come home Saturday morning.” His look was now one of confusion, almost resistance, not sure how far into this he wanted to go. “It’s time to become my cuckold, I think… yes, I think cuckold is the right description. Do it!” 
 
    Despite the hesitancy, he stood up, pulling his jeans and underwear down, t-shirt off over his head. I dropped to my knees to suck him deep into my mouth, getting him right to the edge of cumming before pulling back. My eyes stared into his. “And one other thing, you may not cum until I return. You are going to wait. Wait until I return Saturday morning.” 
 
    I continued stroking his cock with both hands, driving him ever closer. “You are to allow your desire to grow, to fester… to be helplessly hard, ready for my return. No beating off, or any form of release until then. Is that clear?” As I drove my mouth repeatedly on his shaft, he nodded his acceptance. 
 
    My hand and mouth continued its slow teasing as he grew harder, closer to release before pulling back. “You can stroke yourself as much as you want, just not cum. Is that clear?” 
 
    He didn’t know how to respond, totally unprepared for this new direction, but nodded another acceptance. 
 
    “If you follow these instructions, then your hotwife will come home Saturday, and be your willing submissive for the rest of the weekend, to be your slut, giving you every detail of what happened overnight. You want that, don’t you? To hear the details?” Again, a nod. 
 
    “Good. Sit, my love. Eat. I have plans for you. You will not have another chance.” Pointing to the seat at the table, he sat, biting into the sandwich. 
 
    “Tonight, you are going to help me get ready. You are going to shave me bald down below. Prepare my sex for whatever Harper wants to do to me. Then you are going to lick me to as many orgasms as I desire. You will pick out the outfit I am going to wear, with lingerie or not… your choice.” 
 
    I stepped up behind him as he ate, pressing my breasts on his back, reaching down to caress his chest, edging down to grip his stiff rod again. He trembled at my touch. I was going to need to be careful if I didn’t want him to cum. 
 
    “Then tomorrow, after the board meeting, you are going to prepare me for my lover, starting with a long hot bath to get my skin soft and scented. You will scrub me head to toe, with special attention to my sex and ass. Then, you will dress me, closing every zipper, tying every tie. You will offer me to my lover, a gift wrapped by you… for her pleasure.” He gasped at the very thought of what I was suggesting. 
 
    “Are you ready to become my partner… to be the cuckold you want to be?” He could only nod with a mouthful of food, groaning as I worked his shaft. “Yes, I think you are ready.” I abruptly changed my mind, gripping him, beating furiously. The onslaught took him by surprise as he shifted his hips out, exploding all over his stomach and legs. Some spunk even hit the table. Deep groans followed his unexpected release. 
 
    I tapped the hypersensitive head several times, making him squirm as I maintained my weight on him, trapping him in place. “Clean up this mess,” I giggled. “You’ve spread it everywhere!” 
 
    As he continued gasping at the power of the release I had given him, I stood up, walking toward the kitchen door. “Hope you enjoyed that. That will be your last release until I return. I am going upstairs. Finish the meal, fix us both a drink, then come up. I will be waiting for you.” 
 
    * * * * 
 
    At the top of the stairs, I listened to his reaction. He rushed around, trying to get the food eaten, fixing the drinks. Eventually, I headed to the bedroom where I had placed warm water, shaving cream and a razor, with a towel across the bed. I shed my robe, crawling on the bed, my legs spread wide to give him a full view when he entered the room. 
 
    The funny thing about all this activity is that it turned out to be so HOT!!! I had found all these techniques in my research and they really worked! That guy was on edge, aroused almost beyond belief! It wouldn’t surprise me if he was already hard by the time he got upstairs. It wouldn’t matter. He would not receive another release. Probably shouldn’t have done the one downstairs. I want him absolutely quivering by the time I get back on Saturday morning. I may not be knowledgeable about how lesbians get each other off, but I knew I would desperately need a hard cock by the time I got back from whatever that was. 
 
    As I heard him walking up the steps, ice tinkling in tumblers, I tucked my hands under my ass, spreading my knees wide so he could clearly see the moisture trickling out of me. It took everything I had in self-control not to pull him onto the bed to fuck the shit out of me! 
 
    He stared at me when he walked in the door, setting the drinks on the nightstand. Definitely excited! He was hard as stone already. I didn’t say anything, just pointed toward the shaving cream with my head, relaxing back on the pillow. 
 
    One post online told of how the woman would frequently cum herself as her husband shaved her before a session with her bull. Something about the combination of the husband’s keyed up need and the constant touching seemed to do the trick. 
 
    I closed my eyes as he began moistening my pubes with the washrag, smothering my sex in shaving cream, then systematically shaving every square inch, carefully pulling each fold and dip, to eliminate all hair. He even shaved my rear bud of any stray hair. I had always kept my pubic hair trimmed, but not bald. This would be a new sensation. If I was going to do this often, a Brazilian wax job or laser treatment was going to be required. I suspected the stubbles would be uncomfortable unless I did it every day. 
 
    He frequently ran a thumb over my clit as he worked, gently slicing across the nub. I gasped every time he did it. When it was complete, he rinsed me down with the washcloth. I reached next to my head, bringing out a hand mirror to examine his work, carefully reviewing the area. 
 
    “Good work, my love. Clean your supplies, then come back to bed. I have other things for that face to do.” 
 
    He jumped, suddenly in a hurry, pulling the supplies into the bathroom. I heard water running, rinsing tools, as I changed position into the middle of the bed, legs still spread. He returned moments later. 
 
    “Eat me until I cum. Do not use your hands.” 
 
    His face drove into my crotch, tongue fully extended as he licked, seemingly everywhere at once. From gash to clit, his tongue was in constant motion until I cried out with an orgasm. “Again,” I said. Then he repeated the process. This time he took a little longer, but I came, harder than the time before. 
 
    “Use anything you want to pleasure me,” I said. He did not hesitate, rolling me on my stomach, pulling out body butter and a massage mitt. For the next hour, he gave me a massage for the ages, turning every part of me into a goo of relaxed flesh. I could feel his hard cock bouncing against me as he moved around. In between his massage strokes, he would occasionally use his fingers to enter me, even my rear bud. I came twice more from these efforts, gradually falling to sleep as he touched me. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    I woke the next morning ready to take on the world. His massage had done wonders for the tension that had been building with all the hard work. Yet, I was ready. The team prepared. And my cuckold still naked. What could be better? 
 
    When leaving the house, I reminded him to pick out my outfit and to stay naked. He just laughed. Maybe I pushed that too hard, I thought, as I got in my car. Didn’t really matter. The presentation was the only thing that mattered. 
 
    I got there well before the meeting. We ran through a quick rehearsal of the recommendations. Everyone seemed to be ready. 
 
    Harper kept looking at me as we rehearsed. Somehow, I knew this wasn’t about the presentation. It was anticipation of what comes after. I was just as excited, returning those looks with smiles of my own. There would be no more hesitation or pullbacks. I was committed… to her, my husband, and myself. 
 
    While the Board meeting went smoothly, and everyone seemed pleased with the results, it could not have been over soon enough, as far as I was concerned. With congratulations and the next steps, it was already past 4 o’clock before I left. 
 
    Harper and I had barely spoken all day, but before I left, she handed me a piece of paper. The only thing on it was the time, 7 o’clock, with an address where to meet. Some club over on the edge of downtown. I looked it up on Google. Babe’s Place, an old speakeasy, converted into a romantic spot for couples; the website said. Pictures told a story of an active dance floor, subdued lighting, and dark booths with plenty of privacy… oh god, for whatever else might come up. This was really happening! 
 
    I assured her I would be there before hopping in my car, rushing home. Along the way, I sent texts to Jake to get the bath ready, lay my outfit on the bed. He said they would be ready. 
 
    When I walked in the door, I could hear sound coming from the bedroom upstairs. I put the briefcase down, then walked upstairs. I could see my naked husband in the bathroom, checking the temp of the water. 
 
    On the bed was a surprising choice. A green patterned sundress I had purchased for a resort trip three years ago. It had a low-back halter top, and came barely to mid-thigh. I had a few more pounds since then. Few, but enough to make it ride slightly higher. This would barely cover my ass. The outfit needed no bra, but I saw no panties on the bed either. My pervert wanted me full commando tonight. 
 
    He matched it with my favorite wedge sandals. These were three-inch heels. Knowing Harper was much taller than me, he probably thought it would be better to be higher. Though, judging from my other dancing experiences over the years, I often tripped on the shoes more than my feet. The sandals typically found themselves in my hands before the night was over. 
 
    Jake walked out of the bathroom, looking at the bed. “You like?” 
 
    “Very nice. Wise choice.” 
 
    “I also packed you an overnight bag,” pointing to a small satchel on the floor by the front door. “Toothpaste, brush, and a pair of panties. One thing to go commando to a club,” he chuckled. “Another while riding a taxi home in the morning.” 
 
    I smiled. “Thanks, babe. I think this is perfect.” 
 
    “Your bath is ready, my hotwife.” 
 
    He had put bath oils in the water, a light hemp smell he knew I loved. I threw my work outfit in the hamper, climbing into the water. Fuck! Very hot… but I knew it would cool down quickly, plus soften my skin. 
 
    As he scrubbed me, I told him about the presentation. How well it went. How both the CEO and the CIO mentioned opportunities for future business, thanks to the success of this first project. That he should expect a call next week to submit a proposal. He nodded, congratulating me on my success. But I knew that success was not on his mind very much. 
 
    His hands slowly covered every inch of my body, tracing my breasts gently, sensually, with an exfoliating mitt. He scrubbed my toes, moving up my legs to pay especially close attention to my sex and ass. He felt a little stubble on the pubic area, pulling out a razor he had aside just in case I needed a touchup. 
 
    By the time I got out of the tub, the arousal had spread from me to him. I could now see the wisdom of the sundress since I would not be wearing panties. I was already moist down below. By the time I got dressed and had him fondle me on the way out the door, I would be dripping. The sundress allowed me to pull the back up, so I did not leave visible evidence of what I was feeling. 
 
    It was now past 6 as he pulled the dress down my frame, leaning over to fasten the sandals on my feet. My pervert husband was taking his cuckold duties seriously! 
 
    He reached down to hand me the overnight bag and handed me my phone. An Uber had already been called. 
 
    We walked down the stairs arm-in-arm. He put on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt to walk me out to the car when it arrived. “I love you. Have fun,” he said. “Don’t forget where you belong, okay?” 
 
    Of course I would, I told him, but all the way to the club, those last words haunted me. What did they mean? Could he seriously think I would forget him? 
 
    Little did I know how prophetic they would be as this night rocked our marriage and my life. We would never be the same.

  

 
   
    6 / Visiting Babe’s Place 
 
    The website was right about Babe’s Place. The owner converted a speakeasy that dated back to prohibition days. It was in the basement of an old office building on the edge of downtown. The stairs were steep, and oddly irregular, yet when you walked inside the main room, the bar spoke of old-world elegance. Dark wood dominated in every part, subdued lighting giving a sensual feel. 
 
    The shock of seeing only women in the place was my first of many surprises for the night. This was a club that catered to a more feminine crowd. The only men I could see were the bartenders and some servers. 
 
    As soon as my eyes adjusted to the lower light, I saw Harper wave to me. She had a booth on the edge of the dance floor. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing as I made my way across. Women dancing with each other, openly kissing and fondling both on the floor and in the booths along the way, and no one caring. Maybe that was my biggest surprise. This was THEIR place… a bar where they could relax and be themselves. Suddenly, it occurred to me. This was MY place now too! 
 
    Harper stood as I approached, opening her arms to welcome me. In any other place, I would have given her a chaste peck on the cheek, with a soft ‘friendship’ hug, but here… with all the skin and contact visible on the way in… I buried myself in her embrace, as she lifted my chin to take me with her lips. 
 
    My heart fluttered as I welcomed her tongue, finally accepting why I was here and what I wanted her to do with me. My husband had given me carte blanche to have fun. As I pressed my lips hungrily into hers, pushing my breasts against her chest, my arms wrapped around her body, I finally understood. I was here for myself! My stag husband wanted it, but now the feelings we had suppressed could finally break free. 
 
    Harper gently pulled away, inviting me into the booth, signaling for a server to come over. After all our happy hours together, she did not ask what I wanted. She knew! God, I wanted this so badly! The desire for this woman surged in me. 
 
    I had barely scooted into the booth before her lips were back to mine, hands exploring my body. I thrust my chest out at her, welcoming her grasp of my breasts and her gentle rubbing of my nipples through the material. I gasped at the pleasure that shook me. 
 
    Her hand gradually moved down between my legs. She giggled softly when discovering nothing underneath. “Ready for tonight, I see…” 
 
    “I have been looking forward to this for a long time,” I said, moving my hand up to pull her mouth harder on mine. When we took a break to breathe, I continued. “I give myself to you… to be whatever you want me to be… to do whatever you ask.” 
 
    Her finger plunged roughly into my sex, already dripping with arousal as I moaned, trembling at her touch. 
 
    “So you want to be my nasty girl… to be taken hard… used for my pleasure…” 
 
    “Yes… yes…” I moaned, squirming as her fingers pushed deeper. A thumb flicked across my clit. I could not help myself, pushing my hips out to give her better access, whimpering at how strongly I wanted this. 
 
    “Hey, Harper, who’s your new friend?” the server asked as he placed our glasses on the table. 
 
    Harper barely slowed, driving her fingers harder, bringing another groan as she looked at the man standing at the table. “Her name is Mags and she’ll do anything we want… won’t you, Mags?” 
 
    I stared up at her, at him… the waiter appraised me with knowing eyes. I could only nod my head. What did she want me to do? 
 
    “This is her first time visiting Babe’s Place,” Harper said, reaching around to unfasten the halter strap at my neck, allowing the top to fall forward revealing my large breasts with nipples that throbbed with the arousal of her fingers continuing to destroy all resistance. “Look at these tits… magnificent, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Truly spectacular,” he chuckled, reaching over, pinching one, then the other. “Maybe you’ll let me taste her charms later.” 
 
    “Not tonight, Dale. We have other plans for her. You will be first on the list when she’s ready.” I gasped. We? Ready for other plans? 
 
    “Have fun then… Good to meet you, Mags.” He flicked my nipples another time, looking at me as I moaned at the fingers teasing me at both ends. “Harper will give you all you can take. Say hi to Grady for me,” he said, laughing, heading to the next table. 
 
    I didn’t know who Grady was, but Harper did not slow her pressure on me, lowering to suckle on my breasts as those fingers tormented my sex. I lost myself in the sensations, floating under her control, feeling the growing need fill me. It did not take long. Her thumb pressed on my clit as her fingers scissored inside. The release shook me as I whimpered, groaning louder than I should have. The sound just came out. I couldn’t stop it. 
 
    Harper raised her head, leaving my breasts exposed, as clapping filled the room. I suddenly opened my eyes, seeing women standing around our table, watching me cum, clapping and cheering. I blushed red, trying to cover myself, embarrassed at making such a spectacle. 
 
     “Did I tell you to cover up?” Harper barked at me. My sudden uncertainty brought another round of clapping and cheers from the audience as my hands dropped to my side and the crowd went back to their own activities. I did not know what to do as my chest flushed with embarrassment and the aftermath of my release. 
 
    “You made me cum in front of all those people?” I quivered with the discovery, uncertain where this was going. 
 
    Harper openly laughed as she pulled her fingers out of my pussy. I could see the moisture glistening on the digits. She held them in front of my face. “Suck each, then lick them clean,” she said. 
 
    The surprise stare at her fingers brought another burst of laughter from my lover. “Let me see if I understood your words correctly. How was it again… ‘I give myself to you… whatever you want… to do whatever you ask.’ Did you mean it? Or were those just words?” 
 
    I shuddered as understanding soaked into me. This was it. The moment of my submission. My choice to give myself to her or not. I closed my eyes, letting the need take me. I wanted this, wanted her control. I stuck my tongue out, touching her finger. 
 
    “Open those eyes. I want you to look at me as you lick your own arousal off my fingers.” 
 
    My eyes popped open. Harper’s glare stole every ounce of resistance away. Her hunger for me was as strong as mine for her. This sent electric shocks to my very core. I licked up one finger as if a barrier had fallen away, hungrily sucking each one, enthusiastically removing every bit of my arousal. The musky, pungent odor turned out to be slightly salty on my tongue. I couldn’t believe how great it tasted. Our gaze never faltered as I took it all in. 
 
    “Let’s go dance. You need to refasten the halter. Nobody cares what we do in the booths, but the city frowns on open nudity on the dance floor… kind of…” she laughed. 
 
    I hastily refastened the tie, repositioning my girls, then she helped me out of the booth. My short sundress did nothing to cover my glistening pussy. Eyes from all over the room stared at me as I got out. 
 
    It was a slow song. Harper took me in her embrace, holding me tight, occasionally reaching down, lifting my face up for a kiss. 
 
    At one point, we just held each other. I felt what had been growing over the last weeks blooming to something powerful as I pulled her tight against me. I could hear her chuckling above. 
 
    “Love is hard to contain. Amazing, right?” she said. All I could do was nod. “Especially when that love is returned… oh, my love…” She pulled my face up to hers. This kiss simply melted my heart, pulling me even closer to her, to this… whatever was happening. I could barely hold in the joy I felt as I returned her love with my own. 
 
    She pulled back, our eyes feasting on each other. Harper reached down, gripping my ass, causing the dress to ride up. I could feel the air on my crotch as the movement revealed my charms. 
 
    “Before we continue,” she said, staring down at me. “I need to know how serious you are about being my submissive. You said you would do anything I wanted, then resisted the first time I made a request.” 
 
    My chest trembled at her words. Fear took me… that she would throw me aside… not want to continue. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Harper,” I whispered. My eyes pleading my case. “This is all so new to me. I have never been with a woman, or so open about sexuality.” 
 
    “I know that, but this is not about new. This is about you… and me… and your choices. Do you want me to be the dominant in this relationship, or something softer? I got the impression that’s what you wanted.” 
 
    “Yes, of course…” 
 
    “There is nothing ‘of course’ about it,” Harper insisted. “We can have a soft, gentle relationship where we touch each other for nice orgasms, sharing our mutual feelings. I would enjoy that very much. Or, you can be my submissive… and I will give you pleasure you have never experienced. But… you need to understand… submission means something very different. It means obedience to what I request… to my every command.” 
 
    I held her in my arms, fear coursing through me… needing her to accept me. 
 
    “Truthfully, my love,” she said, holding my face up to hers. “You need that submission, want it. I can feel it in you. It is the giving up of control you yearn for, not just the sex. You really want to get nasty, but need me to push you there, to let your inner slut play free. Did I read that wrong?” 
 
    I held her tight, feeling the truth of her words. The need was so deep inside me. But saying it out loud… telling her and everyone else on the floor of my desire… I had never been overtly sexual in any situation. Even with my husband. 
 
    “That’s your choice, my dear. About how you want this to go. I love you very much. This decision isn’t about that love. We will have plenty of tender moments with each other. This is about how we express this now and later, how you want our relationship to be. I want to hear it from your mouth, in your words. Do you want soft, sensual, and sharing? Or do you want to be my submissive? To willingly be my nasty girl to go down whatever path I choose?” 
 
    I pulsated against her, knowing what I wanted… so hard to say… “I want… I want you to use me… to be your submissive plaything. I won’t hesitate again,” shivering as the words poured out. Finally, in the open. I had declared my intentions. I wanted to be hers. Always. 
 
    “Good…” I could feel her head shake above me. A pair of hands found my ass. They weren’t hers. I startled, but she held me tighter as the hands kneaded my ass, slowly moving down to find openings. “Push your ass back, spread your legs. Let her find you…” 
 
    I did as she instructed, feeling those fingers enter my rear bud and sex. The woman was not gentle. Her fingers pushed into me hard, jerking just enough to make me gasp. The hand pulled away as Harper pulled the dress up, exposing my ass fully. 
 
    Shuddering at what I knew everyone could see, I buried my face in Harper’s chest, heat flooding my body, as another pair of hands came up, then a third. Soon, multiple hands were squeezing, molding, twisting my ass. I felt every opening was now fair game for anyone to do what they wanted. And I wanted it just that way, relaxing into Harper’s grasp, opening myself to those hands. 
 
    “Every woman in this room wants a piece of you tonight, my love. A new submissive just discovering her desire is a wonder that we all want to explore. I am going to give you to them, make you their little plaything. But first, I need my own time… a time for love. Don’t you think?” Her head shook again. 
 
    The hands fell away as Harper walked me through a black curtain to a small room with a padded platform in the center, about the size and height of a coffee table. She helped me onto my hands and knees on top, pulling the dress completely off. She placed a blindfold over my eyes, then pushed my face down to the surface, leaving my ass fully exposed in the air. 
 
    I couldn’t believe this was happening so fast, so unexpectedly, but my arousal caused me to shake in place. I wanted this. Needed it. Gave myself to her to do whatever she wanted with me. 
 
    A tongue entered my sex from behind. I groaned at the pleasure, especially after all the touching on the dance floor.  
 
    Harper whispered to me as she licked, deep slashes inside my opening, flicking my clit. “I have wanted to do this since I fell into that chair late for the first meeting.” Her tongue traced my lips, touching my clit, circling slowly. A surge of pleasure filled me. 
 
    “So much love, Mags…,” she went on. I shuddered. “How could I feel so much so quickly? You have captured my heart, you bitch…” Her words making the emotion move higher with it. 
 
    Fingers joined her tongue, tenderly finding my openings, bringing me closer to her. I pressed back against her face and fingers, trembling as her lips found my clit, gently sucking while tongue thrusts heightened the impact. The release came slow and rich, filling my very soul with the joy of our contact, of the love I had felt all along, but now knew she shared. Whimpers came out of my throat at the depth of her control over me. Wanting more. 
 
    Suddenly, she pulled back, giving my ass a hard swat. I held myself still, surprised at the sudden change. 
 
    “Time for me to share you, my love. You need to know there is a large sisterhood out there. And they all want a piece of you.” 
 
    Harper’s presence disappeared for a moment before I heard the curtains moving, feet walking around, and whispering voices. Hands stroked, touching every part of me. So many hands… 
 
    They did not disappoint. They transported me to some other place as hands, fingers, knees, lips, and tongues did whatever they wanted. The first release came when one woman had her tongue fully inside my sex while another buried her thumb into my rear. A third hand tripped against my clit while they played. I cried out with the pleasure as giggles filled the room. 
 
    Nothing could stop the waves of pleasure now, as one after the other used me. Hands on the side pinched and pulled my breasts, my nipples. Climax after climax shook me, making it harder and harder to stay in this position, but I dared not move for fear of displeasing Harper. 
 
    After an orgasm so powerful it took my breath away, Harper shushed them all away, leaving me gasping for air as my body quivered at what had just happened. She helped me off the table, removing the blindfold, helping me get the dress back in place. 
 
    Harper pulled me into her embrace. “Love is always wonderful, isn’t it?” Her touch making my heart sing. I could only nod at how powerful they were. 
 
    We walked back into the main room to thunderous applause. Clusters of women came up, telling me how much fun that was, welcoming me back if I wanted to do that again. I could only smile and thank them. They seemed surprised when I told them it was my first time. 
 
    Harper guided me back to the booth, ordering another drink. And there we sat for the next hour. We touched constantly, but it was more like holding court as everyone, from servers to other patrons, came up to introduce themselves and thanking me for the offering. 
 
    Along the way, I even met Babe, the owner of the bar. An older woman, probably in her 60s, she sat with us a while, telling me of how she opened the bar only five years ago. She wanted to provide a safe place for her friends to gather and feel free. She even thanked me for earlier. Her hands and mouth had been part of my time in the back room. 
 
    As each visit went by, Harper kept her arm around me, or continued openly caressing me in front of everyone. We were clearly together. My love for this woman grew stronger. When someone wasn’t talking to us, we were necking and caressing each other. 
 
    Twice we stepped out onto the dance floor, but this was just dancing, slow and fast. The fury of the backroom had lit a fire under my desire that needed quenching with more contact. Casual touching in the booth wasn’t enough any longer. I wanted more. 
 
    My lover knew that. It was time to take this to the next stage. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    “Send a note to Jake,” Harper ordered. “Tell him I am taking you to my place. Send him my contact card so he knows the address, in case he needs it.” 
 
      
 
    [Marga]: Heading to Harper’s. Here’s the address. 
 
    [Jake]: Hope you are having a great time. Look forward to the details later. 
 
      
 
    We were too drunk to drive, so Harper called an Uber. In the back seat, she was all over me, fingers inside, kissing, pulling the dress aside to suck my nipples. She purposefully exposed me to the driver again and again. 
 
    I squirmed with the discomfort of being exposed like that, but so turned on I didn’t want to stop. I gave her everything she wanted. The driver sure got a show. 
 
    In between her hands, and groaning, I told Harper about the price for his permission, that Jake wants me to tell him everything that happens. About how excited he gets. 
 
    “If your stag likes to hear about what happens… that works for me. In fact, I think we can feed his needs.” She did not clarify what that meant, asking, “You think he wants to watch?” 
 
    “Oh, yes… he would love that,” I told her. “Not sure I would… want to open myself on the table like earlier… Could I have Jake watch me do that? Afraid I would be too self-conscious, worried about his losing respect for me.” 
 
    “Losing respect… is that what you think… about what we did?” 
 
    “No… no… just… Jake is my husband! My ass hanging in the air, women pushing their fingers in as I cry out with repeated orgasms… what would he think about me?” 
 
    “That you are a slut. What else?” 
 
    Her matter-of-fact tone caught my funny bone. We started laughing as her hands untied my top again, now pulling my breasts free. Why did she keep doing that? 
 
    “What do you think, Mr. Uber driver? Does this look like a slut to you?” 
 
    He looked like someone that didn’t want to be brought into anything, but nodded yes. 
 
    “See? You are what you are, babe. Even our driver knows it. Jake doesn’t care. He sent you here to give you that freedom. Let it go. Your husband is fine with it all. That’s why I required his permission, so he can enjoy it in his way the same as you do in yours. You’ll see.” 
 
    She pulled my top back up as we came off the highway to enter the residential section. 
 
    Harper lived in a very nice neighborhood called Rosedale. Much nicer than ours. Large lots with enormous homes. Her house was a Federalist style, two-story with exquisite landscaping and subtle lighting along driveway and sidewalks. The orangish-red brick highlighted the traditional rows of black shuddered windows. 
 
    She must have noticed me staring. “You like?” 
 
    “Oh yes. Lovely.” 
 
    “We bought it 10 years ago, been adding something new ever since. You’ll love what we did to the master bath!” 
 
    I gasped at the words. We? 
 
    Harper said nothing more, leading me up the walkway to the front door. As soon as we walked in the door, she threw our stuff under the hall table, hollering out, “Honey, we’re home…” 
 
    I stood in stunned silence as one of the largest black men I had ever seen walked into the room. He had to be mid-six-feet and built like a linebacker for the local NFL team. He gave me a quick once over as I tried to straighten my clothes from the activities in the car. 
 
    “Hey, babe. Who do we have here?” 
 
    “This is my new plaything. Mags, this is my husband, Grady.” 
 
    Husband?

  

 
   
    7 / A Genuine Surprise 
 
    Harper took me by the shoulders, spinning me around like I was on display. “Isn’t she cute as a button?” 
 
    “How cute is a button, anyway?” Grady chuckled, reaching over to take my face in his huge paw. “I’ve always wondered about that.” 
 
    I could not pull my eyes away as he held me. This may be the handsomest man I had ever seen. His soft brown eyes highlighted a milk-chocolate face that spoke of warmth and understanding. His broad smile brought me into his world, but it was those eyes, so full of passion, that melted my insides. 
 
    “I offer Exhibit A on said cuteness,” Harper giggled, stepping up behind, holding me firmly in front of her husband. 
 
    He reached down to grip my breasts roughly. One hand nearly covered them both. This was not a professional man. His hands were rough, callused from daily use, snagging on the thin material of my dress. The other hand dropped to my sex as a finger nearly the size of a cock rose into me. I gasped, holding onto his arm to support myself. 
 
    Pleasure shot through me as I felt the firmness of Harper’s hold as this enormous man fondled me. I felt a growing need to submit, to do what they wanted. Her light restraint simply accented that desire. 
 
    “She is cute. I’ll give you that,” he chuckled, releasing my face with a flourish. He brought his hand up to my mouth. My juices dripped from his middle digit. As if by instinct, I wrapped my mouth around it, sucking it dry, licking around to catch anything I missed. “And well trained…” 
 
    “Now, there ya got me,” Harper said. “Not trained. Tonight is her first time with a woman, and as a submissive. She has a long way to go. But we’ll teach her, won’t we, my love?” She came over, taking his arm, staring down at me. They were both so much taller, I felt like a middle-schooler among teachers. 
 
    A chuckle, deep in his resonate chest, filled the room. “Yes, we will. Harp, why don’t you fix us some drinks? I’ll take our new friend into the family room to get better acquainted.” Without waiting for her agreement, he wrapped his arm around me, leading me back into the living room where a basketball game was playing on the TV. 
 
    “You’re usual?” Harper asked him as she turned to the kitchen. She didn’t ask me. Grady only nodded. 
 
    The shock of his presence was finally wearing off as my situation became apparent. Tonight was not just Harper and I. Her husband was likely to take part. I hadn’t discussed anything like this with my husband. Only Harper was part of our deal. Would he accept having another man inside me? Was that part of his stag arousal? I shuddered at what would happen if I was wrong. 
 
    In the back of my mind, another difficult thought bloomed as I dutifully allowed Grady to lead me into the living room. Why had she felt the need to trick me? She knew I was mainly hetero. Did she think my growing love for her would exclude the possibility of including her husband? I was already a hotwife with her… would the presence of her husband make that much difference? 
 
    Deep inside, the truth hit me. I knew it would. I had been slowly falling in love with Harper. What was I going to do with her husband? I already had one. Did I want to open that complication just as I struggled to handle the new feelings for her? 
 
    Grady pulled me toward the sofa, sitting down in the middle. He lifted me up, placing each of my legs on either side, dropping my sex directly on a cock covered only by thin gym shorts. It was massive! Even only half-hard, I could feel the behemoth touching me as he unfastened my halter, yanking the dress over my head. 
 
    I pushed back with my arms, suddenly feeling out of control. But I didn’t get up. Only reached for my dress. 
 
    “What you doin’, my little one? Subs don’t wear clothing in this house. Didn’t she tell you that?” 
 
    He reached around, pulling my arms together behind my back, holding them there with his left hand. He was so strong, I could not get them apart, though truthfully, I barely struggled. That curious surge of desire filled me again as he held them tight. With his right hand, he pinched and fondled my nipples, suckling on them softly. I groaned at this sudden, unexpected beginning, afraid of where this was going so quickly. 
 
    “Don’t worry. Nothing going to happen without her approval. I’m just getting a little taste. You are new to this lifestyle, aren’t you?” 
 
    Not knowing how to respond, I nodded my head. “I didn’t know she was married… that you would be here.” 
 
    “Yeh… she doesn’t like to broadcast that to her new toys. Afraid it will drive them off. But you… you’re not afraid one bit. Surprised. Not afraid. I can feel it in your sex. You haven’t stopped moving on my cock since I placed you in position.” 
 
    The shock of what he was saying brought a stop to that movement. It was true. Almost unable to stop myself. He was so big and his shorts provided only a modest separation. If he pulled his cock out, I could not stop from impaling on that monster. I flushed with embarrassment. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he chuckled. “I’m pretty big down there. Few of her toys have seen one this big. Don’t worry. You will have no trouble taking me.” 
 
    “Taking you?” I was really getting nervous now as my body could not stop moving against him again. His hand trapping my arms just made it worse, the pull of submission driving the need deeper. “I didn’t even know you existed. Now you are going to put that thing inside me?” 
 
    “Someday… up to you. And your Domme. She calls the shots on her toys, not me.” 
 
    Just as he said that, Harper came back into the room, drinks in hand. “Hey, I claimed firsties,” she laughed, quickly putting them on the coffee table, stepping behind me. She grabbed my arms from his, trapping them behind me. This time firmly, pressing me down on his member. I groaned at the increased pressure against my labia as she moved him back and forth across my clit. 
 
    Moans came out of my mouth as that delicious feeling of helplessness took me. It wasn’t my fault! They were making me… oh god… I shuddered as she picked up speed, pushing harder. He grabbed my hips, jerking his shaft across my labia… again and again. 
 
    Just as it felt like I was going to cum, she pulled back, lifting me off his lap with his help, back to my feet. They surprised me with the sudden halt. I needed the release that was so close. My pleading eyes made them both giggle again. 
 
    “Time for that later, my love,” Harper whispered in my ear. “First, talk and drinks. Then hubby. Then bed. Is that clear?” I nodded. “Nodding will not do. I need words, affirmation. Yes or No. You can add Mistress if you like, but we aren’t into formal structures here. Just say yes or no when asked a question.” 
 
    “Yes, very clear.” Anger bubbled up, unwanted, a reminder of feeling tricked earlier. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Now, you seem surprised.” 
 
    Then it came out in a rush. “You never told me you were married.” I flung that at her as a full-on accusation, walking away from them as I seethed. It was the combination of the surprise, my nakedness, and the near release that drove my anger. “All that shit about needing my husband’s approval while you were doing the same thing on your end!” 
 
    “I had my husband’s approval, didn’t I, babe?” 
 
    “Of course, any time you want. I’m good. No need for permission from me.” 
 
    “And I give the same to him,” Harper assured me. She was sitting tight against him on the sofa, a familiar hand stroking his leg. They were clearly ‘together’, a couple. 
 
    I cringed at my foolishness, thinking we were going down some new sensual path together. Yet I was still the only one naked, both of them fully clothed, sitting together… and so TOGETHER! Despair crushed me. I was just the next in a long line. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me you were married?” Tears grew near the surface as I fought back the emotional surge. 
 
    “Didn’t want to scare you off. You had the whole lesbian thing going. I didn’t want to interfere.” 
 
    “That’s crap. You let me build this whole scenario around us together… should have told me. The sensuous touching, our growing feelings… that time in the break room, for god’s sake…” Those tears threatened to break loose. 
 
    “No…” Grady roared with laughter, startling me out of my growing despair. Those soft eyes were suddenly hard, unyielding. “She built nothing. This jilted lover thing ain’t going to work here, babe. You a major slut. Needed it. Wanted everything she offered. Nothing has changed there. You still going to get royally fucked tonight. The only surprise is that I might join in. Your lover is still going to be the lead, to tell you what to do. Aren’t you, my love?” 
 
    “Oh, yes… I will take her to places she has never been before.” 
 
    The ‘told you so’ look on his face seemed to break my anger. I still seethed inside, but I reached down to grab my drink, taking a big swig. “You still should have told me,” I said, petulantly, now a little embarrassed at my outburst. 
 
    “Why?” Harper laughed. “So you could back out? Be disappointed at losing your chance at a real orgasm?” 
 
    “I have orgasms…” 
 
    “Sure you do…” she scoffed. “Have you ever felt anything like you did tonight at Babe’s? Ever? You came so hard I had to hold you up on the table.” 
 
    The memory of that final massive blast filled me suddenly. I took another swig, saying nothing. My eyes darted over to see her only smiling. 
 
    “Wait until you have one with my man inside you… You haven’t ever gone that high. I’ve seen pictures of your husband and heard the way you talk about him. He’s a nice guy, smart, loyal. A great husband, even. But a great lover? No… No one comes on to me as hard as you did… if you’re getting all you need at home. You are here by choice, sweetie. Grady only sweetens the attraction.” 
 
    I gasped at her words. Grady sweetening the deal? I felt the tingle in my pussy. The moisture forming at the thought of that enormous cock splitting me… the pleasure it would bring. Suddenly, I knew she was right. I loved my husband, but his sex was nothing like this… until recently, that is. Maybe Harper’s right. Maybe I just needed to release his inner stag to allow him to find his own groove. And for me to find mine. 
 
    “We cannot do anything without my husband’s permission,” I said. I had to talk to him before this went too far. Once Grady took me, I was sure I would want to do it again… and again. I knew Jake would give it. He had made that clear during our long discussions. But if I hoped to stay married, this had to be done first, not after the fact. 
 
    Harper nodded, walking over to my purse, pulling out the phone. She handed it over. Standing right next to me, nonchalantly twisting a nipple gently in her hand, a wry smile across her face. “Better call your hubby. Tell him you’re going to be our whore for the night. Do anything we want. And we want everything you have. You won’t be back before morning.” 
 
    Shuddering at those words, I took it from her hand, turned toward the stairs, looking back at the two of them. The draw of what had happened already tonight… on his lap… at the club… and what she did just now, made it clear to me I would do this no matter what Jake said. Couldn’t resist. Didn’t want to. Still, Jake had to be told… 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Walking upstairs, I opened the first door to find a bedroom, slipping inside. I sat on the bed, trying to figure out what I could say. The absurdity of it shook me. I was naked, in this couple’s house, calling my husband for permission to allow them to fuck me in any way they wanted. Worse, I wanted them to do it. Worse still, I was sure he wanted them to do it, too! 
 
    This situation only highlighted something about my husband that I was now glad Harper had brought out. Jake IS a first-class pervert. Had all these fantasies about me and other people but never told me. Not even a hint. All my worry about Harper touching me had only given him the opportunity to let those fantasies into the open. With Grady now in the picture, I am sure his inner stag will take another surge higher. 
 
    Maybe I should do a video call. Let him see me naked… No, that would just drive him crazy. After all, I am calling to ask permission. If I’m already naked… permission has clearly been granted. 
 
    The phone rang. “Hey, babe. How’s it going?” Jake said. I could hear the curiosity in his voice. Why am I calling? 
 
    I could barely get a response out. “Really well, my love. I wanted to call to let you know I was here. They have a lovely home over in Rosedale. A beautiful Federalist… you should see what they did with the yard.” Shit… why am I talking about the landscaping?! 
 
    “Sounds good. I’ll look it up online. How’s it going? Getting what you wanted.” 
 
    “Yes, my love, but there’s been a development I wanted to talk about.” 
 
    “Okay…” 
 
    “It turns out Harper is married.” Sudden silence on the other end. “And he’s here tonight. I think she wants him to join us in bed.” 
 
    “Join you in bed?” He asked, uncertainty in the tone. Was that excitement I detected as well? 
 
    “Yes. They haven’t said explicitly, but I am sure the plan is for him to fuck me. And I didn’t want anything to happen until you knew about it. To gain your approval.” 
 
    There was nothing but silence on the other end, so I went on. “We had only talked about Harper before. You said it would be okay to add a guy in some mythical future, but this isn’t someday any longer. I wanted to make sure.” I waited again. Still nothing. “Are you still there?” I asked. 
 
    “What’s he like…” Jake asked, finally breaking the silence. “… the husband?” 
 
    “He may be the largest black man I have ever seen.” Jake gasped on the phone. This was more than he had ever dreamed. I knew what he wanted to know. “And judging by the bulge in his gym shorts, he is huge down there. He’ll fuck your hotwife so hard… over and over.” I couldn’t believe what I was saying, egging him on, but I knew he wanted this… and so did I. “Do you want him to do that? Take me hard. Fuck me until I scream with every release?” 
 
    I could hear his breathing getting ragged, a soft rhythmic sound over the call. Was he beating off? 
 
    “What do you want to do?” he asked. 
 
    Might as well be honest. Sounds like my stag needs some dirty talk. “I want him to stick that gigantic cock inside me. Fuck your little slut until I can’t breathe, then blast his hot seed deep into my pussy. While he’s doing it, Harper will sit on my face, grinding her pussy as my tongue drives up to torment her.” 
 
    The ragged breathing was more pronounced now. The beat stronger, louder. 
 
    “Yes, Jake. Beat that cock. Think about what he will do to me… over and over… they will use me until I have had so many orgasms… too exhausted to continue. All night long. You want that, don’t you, my stag? To have your hotwife receive pleasure like that.” 
 
    “Yes… yes…” then a loud groan came across as I sensed rope after rope exploding out of that cock I knew so well. His breathing was ragged and shallow. I laughed to myself. His cumming violated my rule of waiting until Saturday, but I didn’t care. We were both dealing with all these changes, pushing new boundaries in our relationship. He needed that release as much as I needed what was to come later. 
 
    “So I have your permission to sleep with them both tonight? To do whatever they want to do?” 
 
    “Yes, Marga. Yes. Truthfully, I have always fantasized about you being taken by a cock. Go as far as you are comfortable. As long as you tell me about it later…” 
 
    “You want me to do this, don’t you? Me being taken by other men… and women?” 
 
    He got quiet again, obviously wondering what he should say. “Yes,” he said, almost breathlessly soft. “I have always wanted it. Look, Mags. I know I’m not all you need. Have always known it. We have a good sex life, but you need more than I can give. I’m okay with that. As long as you come back home when it’s over. Will you?” 
 
    This sudden confession touched me somehow, setting us both free to do what we wanted. 
 
    “I just wish you would have told me earlier,” I said, still surprised at how well he had hidden this need for so many years. “We have been married a long time. We could have explored your need… and mine… so much more.” 
 
    “I know. I was just afraid you would think less of me. That it would create a break in what we had.” 
 
    “It won’t. I promise. Just sex, remember?” 
 
    “I hope it stays that way.” 
 
    “It will. Now, time to go. Time for your hotwife to get seriously fucked. You ready for that?” 
 
    “Yes. I look forward to hearing all about it.” 
 
    “I’ll see you in the morning. I love you.” 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Before he could reply or change his mind, I disconnected. Though after that display, I doubted he would. Jake really got off on me being a hotwife. I wondered at that moment how far he wanted this to go? Weekly? Stay for entire weekends? Any time I wanted? The mystery of his desire still amused me. 
 
    Standing at the door, ready to join my partners as a now liberated hotwife, I could not help but question where this was going to lead us. I knew I would like the sex, but the impact on our marriage, on our life together, was still a major unknown. 
 
    Truthfully, as a smidgen of guilt found a home in my heart, none of that mattered anymore. My two new lovers were waiting for my decision. And I wanted to give them the positive news. 
 
    When I walked downstairs, still naked, they were sitting in the kitchen, a table full of snacks and drinks laid out in front of them. They were chatting away, snacking on a cheese tray. Both heads turned to me, questioning gazes, asking what we had said. 
 
    “Yes. He said yes,” I told them. “I am free to do whatever you two want.” 
 
    Grady burst out laughing. “See, hon. I told you. No problem. You can have your turn. I get mine. Then we can take your little slut together. What do you say?” I shook at those words, the sudden realization of what that meant for me… and in the back of my mind, for Jake. 
 
    Harper smiled, looking at me with that same lustful gaze she gave me at our last happy hour. “Better eat up, my little slut. You’re going to need some energy. We’re going to fuck you all night long.”

  

 
   
    8 / Giving Everything 
 
    “He likes it, doesn’t he?” Grady said to me. “You being here… without him… his imagination running wild…” 
 
    “I think so… He told me he has always fantasized about this, just never told me.” 
 
    “Many guys don’t even know it arouses them until the situation comes up,” Harper added, pointing for me to eat something. 
 
    I grabbed a piece of cheese and my drink, but could not eat much. Too keyed up. All I could think about was Jake and my hope that she was right. 
 
    The ugly truth had already settled into my soul. I wanted this. Wanted it very much. My desire to be taken by these two was strong. They seemed to know me better than I knew myself. A major slut, he had said… The conversation with Jake confirmed it. I was all of that and more! 
 
    From the beginning, my inner monologue had made Harper the aggressor, pushing me in new and uncertain directions, feeling like I was ‘giving in’ to what she wanted. I no longer believed that. She simply responded to the signals I blasted at her. At full volume!! 
 
    Memories of one happy hour came to mind. After the last person left, Harper’s leg touched mine under the table. I pressed back, encouraging more. Her hand softly touched my thigh, without movement, completing the connection. Our heads turned toward each other, as if we had said something. I leaned mine down on her shoulder. ‘Soon, baby… soon,’ she had said then, patting my leg.  
 
    Even then, lost in her world, I knew to my shame what Jake wanted no longer mattered… at least for tonight. I wanted this. Knew I could no longer deny my desire. 
 
    As if my thoughts had triggered something in them, Harper reached across, stroking a breast. “Let’s leave Jake to his own world. Now it’s time to pay attention to our needs.” 
 
    Grady reached out, doing the same to the other breast. A moan escaped as I closed my eyes, the sensations taking me. 
 
    “I can’t believe you’ve never done this before,” Harper said. “Your desire is so strong… You can feel it in your pussy, can’t you? The need…”  
 
    I nodded softly, moaning as she pinched a nipple. A sharp, though easy, slap across my breast. A gentle rebuke. My eyes flew open. Her hard stare communicated so much. “Yes, I’m sorry,” I responded. “Words… the sensations are so strong… not sure how to process them.” 
 
    “Don’t try,” she instructed. “Just let them flow, isn’t that right, my love?” 
 
    Grady scooted his chair closer. His hand pressing on my sex. That huge middle finger found its way inside me again as I shifted forward, my legs spread open, welcoming his touch. I shuddered at the pleasure that coursed through me. 
 
    “We are going to get what you have wanted since you first met Harper,” he said. 
 
    His finger moved as the other hand came down to touch my clit. She leaned over, turning my head, her lips finding mine, driving her tongue inside. Her hands fell to both breasts now, pinching, fondling. Oh, my god… it was almost overwhelming. A furious need was building as Grady’s fingers tormented me. Harper’s pinching became harder. Her grasps more aggressive as my groan filled the room. 
 
    She pulled back from the kiss. “You are ours now, Mags. To do with as we want.” A harsh pinch of both nipples caused me to tremble as Grady thrust his finger rapidly. The flicking on my clit raising me higher. “You will do everything we ask… offer no resistance… is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes… yes…” I cried out. “Yours…” as the stimulation found my center, a release flowed upward to capture my entire body. I thrashed on the chair, crying out as the explosion took me. Neither slowed their movements, extending the orgasm until I could take no more. “Oh god… oh god…” squirming on the chair. 
 
    They abruptly pulled back. I was a quivering mess, struggling to breathe, looking down at my sex with wonder. The bald lips stuck out, red, inflamed. I couldn’t process what happened… the pleasure… the power of it… 
 
    My eyes locked on Harper. Her lips fell back to mine. We were necking like middle schoolers at a spin the bottle contest. I wrapped my arms around her. These feelings… so strong. I wanted her to love me so badly. 
 
    “Please…” I said in between kisses. “I give myself to you… to you both. Use me any way you want.” 
 
    Grady chuckled, standing up. His massive rod sticking out of his shorts. Pre-cum coated the head as I turned toward him, reaching to grasp it. He just chuckled again, pushing my hand away. “Not yet, my slut. Your lover called firsties, remember?” He grabbed his drink and a bowl of chips off the table, heading back to the living room. 
 
    Harper pulled me off the chair so strongly I almost fell over. She grabbed onto my arm, pushing me toward the stairs. “Go up to the last door on the right. Pull the comforter off the bed. Get in the same position you were in at the club. Hands and knees, face on bed. Pussy pointing toward the door.”  
 
    I hesitated a moment, not wanting to leave her side. She gave me a sharp slap on the ass. “Get.” I flew up the stairs. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    The master bedroom was as relatively large as the house, with sitting areas on the side, a walk-in closet as big as our bedroom, and a four-poster ‘California King’ bed against one wall. They had placed a sitting chair at the base of the bed. It was all tastefully decorated. 
 
    I stripped the comforter off the bed, folding it, struggling to get the cumbersome spread somewhere nearby, deciding to place it in the walk-in closet. Not sure what else I could have done with it. 
 
    As I approached the bed, I saw three things that gave me pause about what I was doing suddenly. On the nightstand, they had a bottle of lubricant and two pieces of metal connected by a chain. I recognized it immediately. Nipple clamps. On the edges of the bed, I could see leather cuffs at each corner. Walking over to look at one, I found it attached to a leather strap running around the post. 
 
    Shuddering, I wondered what they planned to do with these, knowing they would use all their toys on me at some point. Would he try to stuff that massive rod into my rear? He’s so big! Even his fingers seemed too big to enter there. Jake had taken my anal cherry only four weeks ago, and then only once. He was far from Grady in size. 
 
    Truth is, and I knew it in my bones, none of this mattered. Through words and actions, I had given myself to them. I could not turn back now. 
 
    I crawled up on the bed, feeling the sensuousness of the satiny sheets. All doubts fled as I laid down, languishing in the joy of anticipation. My sex, already lubricated by his rough use earlier, continued to leak my fluids. I wanted this. Their words came back to me as truth. I had wanted this almost from the moment I met Harper. Had openly fantasized about it, with Jake and by myself. They were going to give me everything I wanted… 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Noise came from the door. Soft voices, footfalls on the stairs. I got on my knees, positioning my sex so it would face the door. My breasts pillowed against the soft sheets. I bent my head, facing forward. Just to let them know what I was feeling, as I heard the steps down the hall, I reached behind, spreading my ass apart, fully exposing my openings to their view as they entered. The message was simple. My openings were theirs to use as they wanted. 
 
    “You were right, babe,” Grady chuckled. “She is ready for some serious action.” My eyes followed him across the room, into the closet. He exited with a soft robe wrapped around his body. “I’ll let you two have your fun. See you later,” kissing his wife as he passed out the bedroom door. 
 
    It was all I could do to hold this position as I moaned with my desperate desire. Harper stepped over to the bed, reaching across to touch my hands. “Put your hands fully in front of you. Spread your knees wider.” I followed her instructions. 
 
    Harper moved over to a dresser, pulling something out of a drawer, grabbing the lube on the way back to the bed. She got up behind me. I felt a drop of cool liquid coat my rear opening. She spread it around and inside with a finger, then something hard pressed against the opening. “Push back against it, Mags. You are tight.” 
 
    I did, trying to push it out. This actually flared my opening wider, allowing the hardness to push in. The thing got bigger and bigger, until I felt like my rear was going to rip open, before abruptly falling away to a feeling of ‘fullness’. A round base gripped it in place. The sensations were… I trembled slightly at the feeling of fullness and the uncomfortable base. 
 
    “This butt plug…” she told me, pressing her thumb against the base, sending arousal coursing through me, “… will prepare you for much fun later. We will fill every opening with many fun things before we are done with you. Maybe not tonight, but soon… and often.” She giggled, stepping off the bed, walking back into the closet. 
 
    Suddenly, the plug vibrated, slowly at first, then stronger. I moaned at the strength of the sensations, twisting, shaking. 
 
    “Don’t move your hands,” I heard from the closet, just as the vibration went to full-strength. A groan came from deep inside as my butt squirmed of its own accord, streaks of pleasure filling my core. 
 
    Harper returned, dressed in a black see-through coverlet with nothing on underneath. In one hand, a furry mitt. The other, a bristled brush. Getting on the bed, she placed her knees on either side of my head, sitting gently back to pin my arms underneath her. This position trapped me, trembling at the powerful vibrations and her control. 
 
    Then she systematically covered my back and ass. First, with the stiff bristles of the brush. This actually hurt, like someone scraping sandpaper across my skin, but when she followed the same places with the furry mitt, it became obvious what she was doing. She had awakened my skin to be fully alive! Every touch after that brought intense tactile pleasure. 
 
    All the while she did the brush/mitt combination, she talked above me. “Your problem, my dear, is that you never allowed yourself to just ‘be’, to enjoy the pleasure of touch, to accept what we give you. You tried to be ‘part of the solution’, I think you consultants called it. All the while you were making love to someone, instead of enjoying it, your mind was thinking of what needed to be done to make the same experience satisfying for the other person. Admirable, in some ways, but unsatisfying, self-limiting, by the end. You couldn’t let yourself go enough to enjoy the experience.” 
 
    She turned the vibrator down slightly, squeezing my asscheeks sensually. I mewled at this fresh swell of pleasure. “This is why you responded to my touch during the happy hours. You did not need to take part or do anything, only receive. This was an unfamiliar experience for you. I came on so strong in the break room because you needed to escape that last barrier of resistance, to give up all control.” 
 
    Harper leaned forward, giving five swats to my exposed rear. Hard, full-handed slaps, causing me to shriek at the sudden pain. She continued on as I whimpered, my arms trapped, suddenly feeling my exposure to what she wanted from me. 
 
    “Tonight, you are not allowed to be involved in the decisions or to challenge anything we do. You are in full receive mode. We will make all choices and you will accept them without question. Your job as our submissive is to obey, nothing more. Let all worries about performance or adding to our needs disappear…” 
 
    Five more swats landed. This time harder, intended to inflict genuine pain. I cried out. She just laughed. “If you try to do anything else, I will have Grady do the spanking, and much more. Trust me on this one… I have been at the receiving end of his palm… you don’t want to do that.” 
 
    She went back to the fur mitt. Soft, relaxing strokes. “Do you understand what we require of you?” 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “And what is that?” 
 
    “To do whatever you ask. No hesitancy.” 
 
    “Very good.” She got off my arms, spinning around, her puffy sex pointing straight at my face. “You are free to move as you like. I want you to pleasure me. To bring me to as many orgasms as I desire.” 
 
    My chest shook as I moved back to hands and knees, my eyes riveted on her glistening mound, only inches from my face. “Harper, I don’t know what to do… never done this before.” 
 
    “You know what you like to have done, don’t you? Do the same… I’ll tell you along the way.” 
 
    I stared at her sex for a moment. The labia were a darker shade than the surrounding flesh, falling gently outward. I could see her clit poking out from under the hood as her own arousal from earlier stiffened her need. Her moisture glistened at the edges. She wasn’t shaved completely bald like me. A tuft of hair in a triangle extended from above her clit, like an arrow pointing to the important spot. 
 
    Leaning down, I teased the lips with my fingertips, trying to get a feel for what she liked. My breathing caught short, reeling from the joy of finally being here, to do what I wanted. My mouth breathed gently across the mons, as my lips touched her clit, falling slowly down to her opening.  
 
    I extended my tongue, trying to get it as deep as it would go, swiping upward to touch her clit. Harper gasped at the pleasure. Broad tongue strokes covered her sex, up and down. The warm folds responded as her moans grew more intense. The sharpness of my touch lit her on fire. I could almost see the pulses of pleasure pushing into her as I raised my attention to her clit, sucking hard on her tender nub. 
 
    “Use your fingers…” she instructed softly, guiding my head so my tongue would travel top to bottom, then back. I inserted two fingers inside her opening, tentative at first, then stronger, adding a third, scissoring my digits as she groaned louder, moving her hips to add to the sensations. 
 
    She was squirming now as her climax approached. I had never delivered one to a woman before. My excitement surged as I coordinated my fingers and tongue. One on her clit, the others driving inside. 
 
    The stimulation was too much as the deluge of pleasure crashed over her last barrier, releasing a climax that swept up her core, an unstoppable flood that shook her body. She screamed out with the power as the climax peaked. 
 
    My excitement at this was incredible. I gave my lover a climax with my own tongue and fingers! I kept plunging and licking, wanting to keep the release going as long as possible. She couldn’t take it any longer, pushing my head away. 
 
    “Oh, that was good, babe,” Harper said to me, stroking my hair. “But sometimes, after you cum, you get very sensitive down there. Go gently when that happens, pull back when the woman squirms. That means they are being overwhelmed.” I nodded understanding as I pulled my fingers out and tongue away. 
 
    Harper leaned her head back, gasping for air. “So nice…” She pulled my head up. The flush of my face was clear. “You enjoyed that too, didn’t you?” 
 
    “So much…” 
 
    “You will have plenty of time to do that in the future.” She switched her body around, pressing her lips against me, licking all her fluids from my face, driving them back into my mouth. I hungrily accepted her tongue, sucking everything she gave me.  
 
    Then she pulled me up on the pillows with her to renew the passionate kissing we had started downstairs. Somehow I knew. This was where I give in, let her take control. I gently rolled on my back, accepting her lips, her aggressiveness, giving in to what she wanted. 
 
    She drove her lips hard on mine. Her hands coming up to crush my tits. I had some aggressive men before I met Jake, but they had nothing on this vixen. Her hands were all over me, pinching nipples, pushing into my sex, yanking my hair back.  
 
    I could barely contain the lust that surged through me. Yes, yes, use me, take me… the rougher, the better. She didn’t need encouragement, leaning down to suckle my breasts while her hand drove into my sex, thumb abusing my clit, vibrator back to full strength. 
 
    I was already on the edge from eating her earlier. This onslaught took me over the top as I cried out with the passion, writhing underneath. Her desire fueled my own as I exploded with a climax that shook my very soul. Every cell in my body quivered with the delight. 
 
    As I laid on the bed, feeling the afterglow of the release, she began licking down my neck, gentle kisses finding a welcome audience. She made her way down to embrace my chest, suckling, pinching, milking my girls from base to tip. Pleasure filled me as I laid back, feeling the glow of her touch… 
 
    She moved her hands lower as she kissed me. Her body followed until she was between my spread legs, head leaning only inches from my warmth. 
 
    Her face buried in my pussy, licking, diving, caressing, pushing at my clit. I groaned even louder, the joy of what she was doing. Her words of love. My heart sang as the release made its way higher. Love filled me. 
 
    “Yes… oh Harper… I love you so much… want you to touch me always…” 
 
    No more words could hold what we felt at that moment. My love flowed out with her tender touch. Oh god… 
 
    I exploded underneath her, thrashing on the bed. My hands grabbed her head, sharing her reach, her control… Joy filled me like nothing I had ever felt! “Harper…” I cried out, unable to control myself any longer! 
 
    A sudden movement from the side. I glanced up, startled from my ecstasy. Grady was sitting in the chair, staring at us. A feeling of discomfort took over. All I could think about was how long he had been there and what a spectacle I had made. 
 
    Harper immediately knew what had happened. She rose to lie beside me, stroking my hair. “He likes to watch, especially when we make love together. You liked what I did, didn’t you? Having me take you?” 
 
    “Yes… so much… but his watching? I don’t know… makes me self-conscious.” 
 
    “Like in the car? Or at Babe’s?” I nodded as her stroke came down to trace my jawline. “You will be on display a lot in this house, my pet. It won’t be just Grady watching… or using…” 
 
    I gasped. There will be other’s? “Who?” I asked, nervously. 
 
    “Whoever we want. You are our pet, remember? Gave yourself to us, to do with as we want? Thought we had settled that earlier?” 
 
    “You plan to give me to others?” 
 
    “Of course,” she giggled. Her stroke continued down to embrace my tingly breasts. She nodded to Grady to join us. “We cannot hold a slut like you to just one, even two. You’ll see…” Grady joined on the other side, both my breasts now being caressed, softly, teasing… “Remember at Babe’s Place… all those hands at once? Imagine a cock in every hole… with more in reserve, waiting to take the place of a cummer… filled constantly with pleasure until you pass out from exhaustion.” 
 
    I was panting now. The image of being used in that way filling me. My head settled back on the pillow. So much pleasure… 
 
    Harper smiled down at me. “See? You want this…” 
 
    “No one making you do anything, babe,” Grady added. “You want this with everything you are. Sluts like you always want more. It’s our job to push you until you’ve had enough. We ain’t anywhere near that with you… not yet.” 
 
    They both laughed as I choked with the realization. I really did. I wanted everything they could give… and more!

  

 
   
    9 / Clean Up 
 
    “Let’s take a shower,” Grady chuckled, hopping off the bed. “You two smelling kind of rank after all that sex at Babe’s Place.” 
 
    “By the way, my love,” Harper said, following him off the bed. “Dale said hi. He was our server tonight.”  
 
    Grady nodded. “That guy sure knows how to suck my cock. He swings both ways, doesn’t he?” Harper nodded. “Maybe we should invite him to a future session. He’d like this one, and I can get some good head while he’s here.” 
 
    “Thought you would think so. I already told him you would call,” Harper said, helping me off the bed, holding my face to hers. “Go into the bathroom. Get the water started. Towels are in the cabinet next to the shower. Get in the shower, on your knees, hands behind your back. You are going to scrub us both and then do whatever else we want.” She gave me a gentle tap on the rear to go. 
 
    I hustled into the bathroom, pulling out three plush towels. It was an amazing bath. Maybe bigger than our bedroom. The walk-in shower was plenty big for all three of us. There were exfoliating sponges on hooks, several kinds of scented body scrubs, with a rainwater-style shower head. 
 
    They seemed to take a long time coming in. Plenty of time for my mind to think about what was to come with these two. And not just in this shower. His massive shaft taking me later tonight. Invited friends, multiples at a time. The excitement filled me. I was getting very far outside my normal comfort zone, yet didn’t care. I wanted to experience it all. 
 
    I shuddered at the sudden thought of Jake. Would he be one of those guys? Or be required to experience it through my words later? I wondered if Harper would invite him? He seemed so into the stag thing. The way he beat off during our call told me this was just as exciting for him as it was for me. Yet, all the time? Spending significant hours away from home having sex with others? When would we have time for each other? 
 
    All thoughts of him disappeared as I heard the two of them coming into the bathroom. Not really sure what I was supposed to do, so I clasped hands behind my back as instructed, eyes toward the floor. That seemed kind of submissive. 
 
    I heard the shower door open, both stepping in. Couldn’t help but look up. Oh, my god! She must have been giving him some loving out there because he was hard as stone. His rod protruding from his body. The dark mass showed thick veins running across the top. A light-colored cockhead bounced tauntingly at the tip of a shaft that had to be 10 inches long and the girth so wide around… it drew me like a bee to a flower, hungry to taste his nectar. 
 
    But it was Harper that moved first, throwing a sponge at me. “Scrub me head-to-toe. Pay especially close attention to my feet. Make sure when you do that, your pussy is pointing toward him.” 
 
    I stood, taking the sponge off the shower floor. She handed me the nearest body wash, ‘patchouli’, the label said. I had never heard of that, but it had an earthy, slightly sweet aroma that reminded me a little of the last time I went into a health food store. 
 
    Spreading it on the sponge, I turned to her back, starting at her shoulders, slowly scrubbing every inch of her skin. From her fingertips to shoulder blades, on down to her ass cheeks. Slow circles alternating with my other hand, spreading the body wash. 
 
    Funny, after all those years of being married to Jake, we had never done showers together. His dislike of water made him a functional-shower guy, in and out fast. Just get it done! Harper wasn’t like that at all. She moaned as I progressed down, giving gentle instruction where I missed something. She turned for me to do the front, instructing me to give extra attention to her luscious breasts as I moved down to scrub her sex. 
 
    As I scrubbed her front, she kissed me. The pouring water around our mouths adding a sensuous quality to the kissing. The love we shared filled me! 
 
    When I leaned down to do her legs and feet, Grady moved behind me, gripping my hips, pulling me open. Just as I got down to her toes, I felt that enormous rod push against my pink opening. Oh god… he was huge! My pussy refused to expand as much as needed, resisting all efforts to enter. Yet, he was patient, pulling it back, returning, each time a little deeper. I felt my opening give way, accepting, wanting his presence. The water gushed out of my hole to aid his entry; I was so turned on. 
 
    I groaned with each push, trying to concentrate on my scrubbing while he tormented me. The discomfort gradually gave way to fullness. The presence of the butt plug seemed to enhance the pleasure as each inch took me higher. When I felt his balls touch my hips, a groan escaped my throat. I had taken every part of him! 
 
    “You’re supposed to be scrubbing,” Harper teased, knowing what I was going through. I tried to gather my thoughts, finishing one foot, then down the leg of the other, but my tormentor would not let me concentrate. His penetration grew stronger, unrelenting, impaling me as he grabbed my hips, savagely plunging inside like a jackhammer. 
 
    All hope of scrubbing gave way as I grabbed onto Harper’s leg, trying to keep myself erect against this beast consuming my every nerve ending. I groaned with the pressure, the joy of what was happening. 
 
    Harper reached around my front, pulling my nipples harshly downward, creating another wave of sensations. Then she reached across my body with the other hand, wiggling the butt plug. The combination of the plug and his plunging took me over the edge. I shook as the climax possessed me, awakening something inside I did not even know existed. A need… a desire… a hunger… I wanted more, groaning with the sudden realization of how deep my need went. 
 
    I pushed back against him, using his cock, wanting every inch. Harper moved down to her knees. A gentle fall of water covered us both as I held onto her arms to support myself against each lunge. “Yes… you can feel it now…,” she whispered in my ear, “the need growing… powerful… out of control… You love his cock. Want every inch.” She stroked my breasts and face as I whimpered with sensations I could barely contain, unlike anything before. “Use it. Let the pleasure grow as strong as you want. He offers it to you.” 
 
    I could no longer stop the ecstasy, needing him to use my pussy. He held it still as a post, waiting. The need grew stronger. As if having a mind of its own, my body moved, driving my sex repeatedly down his pole, crying out as the pleasure filled me. Nothing else mattered but to take it inside, to feel that ecstasy. He reached around my hip, pinching and caressing my clit.  
 
    A groan escaped, pleasure swelling to consume every part of my body, as another release blasted out of every pore. My throat cried out as if in pure torment, like nothing I had ever felt before. My body knew what it wanted, driving harder down as the waves of this powerful blast grew stronger. 
 
    Abruptly, he pulled out. I gave a shocked whimper at the sudden absence, wanting more. I trembled on my now uncertain legs. “Sorry, Mags. You got ahead of yourself,” Harper giggled, her lips gently touching mine, a wry smile on her face. “Grady needs to be scrubbed, too…” 
 
    I struggled to straighten up. Harper had to help me as I pulled in huge gulps of air. My body trembled with the impact of the twin monster blasts. Harper wrapped her arms around me, gently turning me toward Grady. He had turned with his front to the shower wall, offering me his back and ass for the scrubbing. 
 
    The man-flesh I saw riveted my attention. His heavily muscled back and sculpted ass taunted me. Harper leaned down to whisper again. “He is a beautiful man, isn’t he?” I could only nod. Handing me the sponge, holding the patchouli wash over the top, Harper encouraged me to start. 
 
    It was all I could do to concentrate on holding the sponge. The two powerful releases that had taken me only moments before still gutted my attention. Harper reached up, releasing the body gel down his back. I reached up to scrub him. He was so much taller than me. I struggled to get all the way to the tip of his arms. He had to lower them to assist me. 
 
    By the time I got to his asscheeks, I had fully returned to my submissive role as attendant. There was something deeply erotic about being a submissive in this way. I no longer mattered. Only the flesh in front of me and the demands of my Mistress and Master. Each circle of the sponge, and spread of the gel, released me to feel, to enjoy the sensual nature of the touch. 
 
    I spread the gel on his back and ass with my breasts, feeling his muscles flexing against my pressure. So fine! 
 
    Harper stepped up behind, her own sponge in hand. After that, she mirrored everything I did to Grady on me. Though she had to lean down, I was so much shorter! Each swirl of a sponge and spread of a gel found its match on my skin. Her breasts pressed into my back as I did the same to Grady. This felt oddly like I was doing myself. 
 
    As I leaned down to do the backs of his legs, my lover’s fingers found the need inside while pushing against the plug, taunting me further as I concentrated on his muscled limbs. Her fingers pushed at me, her arousal not as powerful as Grady’s log, but somehow, knowing it’s from her, made it sweeter, more loving. 
 
    Funny, I felt the growing love between Harper and me blossom at that moment. Grady was completely different. I knew there would be nothing there. I loved his cock. No doubt there, but a romantic love, emotional closeness? I had only known him for a few hours, but my heart already belonged to Jake. That wasn’t going to change. Though I had plenty of room in my heart to love Jake AND Harper. The earlier session with my new lover had simply driven that home. I wiggled my ass back at her as I finished. 
 
    Grady spun around, pulling me back up. His log was still rock hard. I turned to get more gel from Harper. She did the same routine of spreading the gel on his chest and crotch. I began on his neck, gradually working my way down to openly worshiping that amazing rod. I worked my hand back and forth. It was so big, I couldn’t use one hand. Though I discovered he liked me to use the sponge on his shaft. Groaned loudly when I did that. 
 
    I tried to go down to do his legs, but Grady was ready for something else. He turned me around, facing Harper. “Babe, I’m tired of that tuft of hair. I think you should do like Mags here, go completely bald. And I want to watch her do it.” 
 
    Harper grinned, nodding her acceptance, staring down at me. Grady had apparently planned this before. He reached behind a shampoo bottle, pulling out a safety razor, handing it to me. A bottle of body gel followed as he spread it on his hands, lathering her crotch with it. 
 
    He pushed on my shoulders, forcing me down to my knees. He wanted it done now, in the shower! I took the razor, concentrating on the task at hand, slowly scraping every bit of hair from her mons. With each swipe, I found a reason to ‘accidentally’ brush across her clit with my thumb. Grady necked with her the entire time I did it. 
 
    Joy consumed me as I submissively shaved her bush while watching the necking above. I was serving their needs, doing their bidding, just as I wanted. 
 
    As soon as I finished the shaving, I dropped the razor on the shower floor, dedicating myself to finishing what I started. My hands and tongue were all over her sex until she cried out with a release while Grady held her erect. I so loved giving her climaxes. By now, I wanted to do it over and over. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    After drying both of them, and having Harper dry me, we went downstairs for dinner. She had already ordered takeout Chinese, already in the refrigerator. They both had robes on, but I could not wear clothing in the house. 
 
    This felt strange at first. My nakedness seemed to be a barrier hard to cross. As I sat there eating, our conversation going all over the place, I understood. A pride seemed to fill me. My nakedness was an outward statement to them of my submission, of my choice to be their plaything as long as I was in their house. I WAS that plaything… wanted to be. Every part of my body was theirs to use and enjoy, offered freely and willingly. I came to cherish that freedom as I looked at my hard nipples on display at the table. 
 
    Besides, twice during the meal, they had me performing sexual acts… eating her and sucking on him. Neither came to full release, but the requests and my eager compliance further cemented my submission as a willing choice. I eagerly awaited their next command. 
 
    Grady turned out to be a plumbing contractor. After 15 years working for another firm, he started his own and has since become a major player in subcontracting plumbing services for new construction. Now, he is winning much larger contracts because of the quality of his team and his dedication to service and meeting the client’s schedule. 
 
    Harper and he met nearly 20 years ago when he came to her apartment to fix a sink. They have been together ever since. Unfortunately, they discovered early on that Harper could not have children. I could sense an unhappiness about this development with her, but Grady didn’t care. He just wanted Harper. As their relationship deepened, they both discovered a mutual love of sexual experimentation and have been in the ‘lifestyle’ for the last 15 years. 
 
    As they entered their 40s, though, Grady has slowed his interest in outside play. He mainly lets Harper go where she wants nowadays, and occasionally takes part when she brings someone home. 
 
    Harper is not even close to stopping, she said. She is a regular at Babe’s Place. Has been with most of the other regulars there one time or another. It turns out that I was her first coming from inside the company. She claimed I was just too cute to resist… I blushed at those words, knowing now how eagerly I came on to her. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Grady was apparently a fan of the Golden State Warriors NBA team. Wished us a fun evening, heading out to watch the late-night NBA game with friends at a local sports bar. 
 
    Harper assured me I would see him later, then dragged me up the stairs and for the next two hours, we made love. We did everything I could imagine, though, admittedly; I didn’t have much experience in what was available. I ate her to multiple orgasms. She did the same to me. She used a strap-on to bring me several more releases, forcing me to suck on a range of dildos while she did it. 
 
    We even did something she called ‘scissoring’, where we rubbed our sexes together until I groaned at the release. Now THAT was fun! 
 
    By midnight, we were both exhausted, falling asleep in each other’s arms. I could not remember a time of being more sexually satisfied or emotionally content as I fell asleep, cuddled deep in my lover’s embrace.

  

 
   
    10 / The Explosion 
 
    When I awoke, I felt a strange sensation, unable to move. I was flat on my back. My wrists and ankles had leather cuffs holding me to the corners of the bed, spread open as far as I could go. I frantically looked around the room, finding Harper and Grady staring at me at the end of the bed. Her hand casually stroked his shaft, already at full mast. 
 
    It took me a few moments to wake enough to figure out what was happening. A glance at the nightstand clock told me it was already 2 in the morning and they both seemed ready to start again. I pulled against the cuffs, feeling their firm hold, my helplessness. 
 
    Harper saw the movement, walked around the bed, tracing a fingernail up my leg. Goosebumps exploded across my skin as she continued up my chest. The bondage made the goosebumps worse as I shivered with the sensations. 
 
    “There is so much I want to do with you, and I will… someday,” Harper giggled. “But for now, I think you need to service my man. He has needs, you see…” The giggling became laughter as Grady joined in. Smiling nervously, I glanced down at him, stroking his cock. Even after having it in my pussy, the size still shocked me, creating ripples of desire. 
 
    I never thought of my husband as small before. He was probably 7-inches, but this thing was from another universe. Huge, pulsing. He definitely had needs and the way my sex was leaking, our needs were the same. I licked my lips. My body kept moving as I pulled against the restraints, restless, unable to stop. 
 
    “Anticipation is delicious, no?” Harper whispered in my ear. Her hands traced and pinched my nipples. She was right. I trembled in this position. “He is going to fuck you as long as he wants and there is nothing you can do to stop it.” I gasped at the words. They inflamed my desire even more. “Yes, you want to give it to him. To feel him again, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes… yes…” 
 
    “Trust me, my love, he can last a long time. Your cunt belongs to him now, to use any way he likes, for as long as he likes.” She spoke, continuing to stroke me as Grady stuffed a pillow under my hips, seeming to pull me tighter against the cuffs, but angling my sex higher. 
 
    Harper straddled my head, leaning toward her husband. She held her dripping sex only inches above my mouth. I felt the bed give as Grady got into position. My breathing came shorter, panting with arousal, knowing what was coming. I was to be their plaything, to be used as they wanted. And I could not have been happier. 
 
    The pressure of his cockhead against my opening electrified me as I quivered with his gentle push forward. I groaned with the pressure, as each inch found a grip of welcome. I was used to his girth and length now. It took little effort till I felt his balls against my plug. The joy of his fullness filled me! 
 
    His slow movement at first sent shock waves through my core. I tried to push back against him, wanting more, but the position and restraints allowed only minimal movement. 
 
    “You are so tight,” he groaned, pulling himself back for another plunge; this one rougher, more forceful. I cried out as his pubis scraped across my clit. Just as he started a full rhythm, taking me like he had done in the shower, Harper dropped her sex to my face. 
 
    At first, I didn’t move. My body quivered with the joy of his every thrust, but my lover was insisting. She dropped harder, moving her hips to block off my airways, moving back and forth. I knew what she wanted. 
 
    My tongue slashed upward, plunging as deep into her gash as it would go. Her hips moved slowly, guiding my tongue to lick across her lips, till landing on her clit. Then her hips moved back down, retracing the same path, giving me an air gap before returning. I could barely concentrate on what to do as Grady pounded into me. So I just extended my tongue and let her control where it went. 
 
    Pleasure filled me at both ends, but Grady was in control now. I gave myself to him at that moment. Every plunge etched into my soul, as splinters of joy pushed me higher. I was losing myself… losing control… and wanted to do more. He stretched my opening so wide I could feel every inch of him. 
 
    The first release caught me by surprise. Another one of those quick and powerful explosions. This earth-shattering climax sent spasms of bliss filling every pore. I yanked against the cuffs, which just amplified the sensations. 
 
    Harper lifted off a bit. I could see something in her hand, but wasn’t sure what it was before she dropped back onto my face. Grady barely slowed. I could sense they were coordinating now, her movement swiping back and forth on my face as he sawed into my hungry pussy. 
 
    And hungry it was. The spark of need that had begun in the shower turned out to be just a fuse for the real thing. The need for more ate at me, pulsing, forceful, demanding! I growled into Harper’s pussy, devouring her charms as I pushed back against my tormentor. 
 
    A second climax came shortly after that. It was a monster, suffusing everything I was with a glow as he roughly pounded away. As she sensed the crest coming, Harper pushed harder against my face, cutting off all breathing. The release tore through me like a bomb blast. Being unable to breathe seemed to push it harder. My heart hammered in my chest, thrumming with the lust filling me. My mind screamed with the lack of air, but I didn’t care. I wanted more as my entire body shook with their domination of every part of me. 
 
    When I came down, she lifted off my face. For the first time, I saw my phone in her hand, snapping pictures of my face, mouth wide open, trying to gulp in air. The camera turned toward her husband. She held the lens on him as he kept pounding away. 
 
    Before he could cum, he pulled out, moving to the edge, unfastening my ankles while Harper did the wrists. He pushed me aside, scrambling on the bed, onto his back. His cock bounced with its need in the middle of the bed. I stared at it. Hunger for more filled my every cell. His grin told me he knew what I was thinking.  
 
    And so did Harper, whispering in my ear. “You want that, don’t you? Need it.” Lust filled me as I nodded. My eyes locked on his pulsing member. “He wants you to use it. This is your chance to let go… be the slut you really are.” 
 
    I crawled over his legs, placing my pussy above that javelin, pushing myself down. A groan of satisfaction filled my throat. Oh god… how I wanted this! I gently swayed on the top, feeling the joy. 
 
    Harper reached over, grabbing my hips, pushing me harder on his spike. Yanking my hips up and down, driving him deeper. “Use it…” she hissed. “Take what you want. Don’t hold back. Throw that reserve out the window. Be yourself… your real self… who hungers for more.” She slapped my rear five times, harsh, punishing, full-hand strikes. 
 
    I shrieked with the sudden pain, yet it did something to me. Shook something loose. The hunger that had peeked out before, trying to escape, came cascading to the surface. I roared with the lust overflowing all that reserve. All resistance gave way as I pounded myself on this magnificent tool. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…” I cried out. All those dirty talk sessions suddenly found a home. “Fuck me, you beast. I want your cock to fill me, use me. Every inch.” Grady chuckled, holding my hips, increasing his upward movement. “Harder… harder…” I cried out. The need for more devoured whatever resistance I had left. I bounced on his rod, crying out with every plunge. My breasts jerked up and down as I used every inch. 
 
    When I began to cum, it felt like it would never stop. One release came, then another. I wanted to be this shameless slut forever, living on the edge of ecstasy. Grady pushed harder, pounding upward. My entire body trembled. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Repeatedly, they took me that night, using me to pleasure themselves until I would collapse with exhaustion. After allowing some recovery, they would start again. They had me on my back, on hands and knees, over the chair, Grady inside, Harper licking me. She even ate Grady’s cum out of my hungry sex. I came hard and often.  
 
    Deep into the night, when they had me back to the bed, Grady underneath, his cock plunging upward, I was coming to a physical limit, and they knew it. The volume of climaxes was catching up to my ability to breathe. Just as I climbed to another, I felt a cold sensation on my right nipple. Then excruciating pain as the nipple clamp closed. The same followed on my left. 
 
    I had never felt a mixture of pleasure and pain like this. My body convulsed on top of Grady’s shaft. I heard his grunt at the sudden intensity of my grip, but nothing mattered except the extremes jolting everything I was. 
 
    As my head snapped back, the most powerful release of them all began to build. I could feel it’s texture, it’s strength, as the powerful pulse formed in my sex. 
 
    Suddenly, a crease of pain flew across my ass. I looked back to find Harper with a belt in one hand, my phone in the other. Slash after slash rained on my exposed cheeks. Grady took hold of the chains attached to the clamps, pulling them out of my body. But it was too late to stop the orgasm that had formed. Each strike of the belt seemed to amplify the release through my body. 
 
    Pain on my tits and ass only made the release more forceful, more potent. I convulsed with the force of the blast, unable to do anything but feel! I trembled as the waves shook me helplessly under the control of my lovers. 
 
    That took Grady over the top at the same time. He gripped my thighs as I flopped on top of him, rope after rope filling me. No one had ever dumped that much cum in me… like a fire hose in my pussy! 
 
    I collapsed on Grady’s chest, quivering at all that had happened, feeling the pinch of the clamps as they twisted at the touch. This was pain, unfettered by the pleasure. I screamed, pulling up suddenly. Grady pushed me up to a sitting position, unhooking the clamps. The removal pain was worse than the clamp, a fire filling my chest with agony. Grady reached up, massaging the screaming nipples, soothing my torment. I collapsed onto his chest, my breath heaving with the demand for air after so much exertion. 
 
    I could hear Harper whispering behind me, but had no idea what she was doing. And could not find the energy to care. Grady slowly pushed me off his chest, his arms holding me tight. Harper joined on the other side, squeezing me between them. 
 
    All I could do was tremble as everything that happened replayed in my memory until sweet slumber took me.

  

 
   
    11 / Back to Reality 
 
    Grady was gone when I finally came out of that slumber, but Harper cuddled tight against me. She wasn’t asleep, just looking at me.  
 
    “Good morning,” she said, playfully flicking my hair, stroking my face. A brief pulse of memory filled me… the night… the pleasure… my feelings for this woman… Her soft kiss of morning amplified that passion. 
 
    “What time is it?” I asked as I burrowed into her arms, trying to have every part of her touch on me. 
 
    “10:30… You still have time to get back to Jake before morning is up,” she giggled. 
 
    “That was some night.” I reached over to kiss her again. Our passion flowing as everything stopped. Our love filled the room. 
 
    “We’re just getting started, my love. I have a lot more planned for you. When can you come again?” Her gentle strokes continued as that welcome invitation for more caused me to cuddle closer, wanting that very much. 
 
    Desire to do it again filled me, but my husband… “Need to talk to Jake. If he handles this night, I am sure it will not be a problem.” 
 
    “No need to worry about that. He loved it.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    “I sent him pics and videos all night. His messages back have been very supportive.” 
 
    I gasped. “Videos of me… that last round… me screaming?” 
 
    “Those were the best. I got a great closeup of your face when Grady took off the nipple clamps. Priceless,” she chortled. Oh, my god… Jake! What would he think of me? 
 
    Harper reached over to the nightstand next to her. “Wait till you see his reply to that one…” She searched through the phone, finding the one she wanted, holding it up to me. 
 
      
 
    [Jake]: Next time, cover her tits with clothes pins. They’ll hurt a lot more coming off. 
 
      
 
    Memory of pain, following so close after that incredible orgasm, left me breathless. He wanted it to hurt even more? 
 
    Harper burst with laughter, poking me in the side. “I think Jake is just fine. He loved the way you flopped on Grady, demanding he fuck you harder. That one is a keeper. He loved seeing that. Yes, he does.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe my own eyes. My Jake? My loving husband… WANTED me to be doing this? Inviting them to be rougher on me? WTF? 
 
    Harper gently pulled the hair away from my eyes, kissing me lovingly. “Let’s take a shower, babe. You need to get Grady off you. He feels great, but makes a mess.” 
 
    I scooted off the bed, feeling light streaks of pain across my ass as I moved. I immediately walked into the bathroom, examining my naked cheeks. Considering how much it hurt, it surprised me there were no welts. Only stripes of red already fading. 
 
    “You used a belt on me…” I said incredulously. 
 
    “Felt great, didn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, but…” 
 
    “No, but… You are going to have to trust us. You are our submissive. We will do what we want with you. Our focus will always be on what we think will make your orgasms more powerful. A little mixture of pain to supplement the pleasure… Come on, admit it… The release when he was yanking the nipple clamps while I whipped you…. It was great… maybe your best one ever?” 
 
    I nodded. It was indeed fantastic. Scorched every part of me. 
 
    “See? Stick with me, babe. We can do much better than last night. You just have to be trained to let go. It took a lot for you to drop that last bit of resistance. You were one stubborn bitch!” 
 
    I saw myself blush in the bathroom mirror as Harper started the shower water. Funny, I could remember the exact moment when I let go. The belt pushed something… what a night! I did not know it would be like that. Did Jake? 
 
    Harper hopped in the shower, dragging me behind her. This was not erotic like last night, with orgasms flowing as free as the water, but it was sensuous. We scrubbed each other slowly, lovingly. As I scrubbed her, feeling her lips touching mine, her stroking my hair, the love surged more powerful than ever. I couldn’t believe how strong these feelings had become in only the short weeks since we met, and one special night together. 
 
    I dried her off, then she did the same to me. Each of us did our own for a bit, brushing teeth and hair, but we were never far apart. I wanted to be near her, to maintain that joy inside. My eyes fell constantly to her breasts, so full, heavy with age. They were so big they drooped at the bottom. The nipples pointing lower. My much-smaller girls were still perky, pointing straight out. 
 
    She noticed me staring, stepped closer, pulling my head down to the cleavage, rubbing my face between them. “Getting a little droopy,” she giggled. “Still fun to play with, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I will never tire of playing with them, no matter how you age.” 
 
    “My age is already becoming a problem at Babe’s Place,” she confessed. “I used to have my choice of anyone in the room. Now, some of the younger girls are treating me like a wise veteran to come to for advice, but not for playing. I want to pass you around there, next visit… have you taste several of the women. Many will become excellent partners for you when I’m too old.” 
 
    “Harper! I won’t hear any of that!” I giggled softly. “We are not that different in age. Only 8 years!” I lavished her nipples and breasts with my tongue, pressing my face into every pillowy surface. 
 
    “We’ll see… you have just begun your journey. There may be others that catch your eye as well.” She took my chin in her hand, holding my attention to her eyes. “And just so you know, I’m not possessive or jealous… or monogamous. If you find another lover to be with, have fun. I won’t mind. I will probably do the same.” 
 
    Those words, so matter-of-fact, tore into me like a jagged knife. I jerked my face away from her hand to hide the tears forming suddenly. “You will? Have other lovers while we are playing together?” 
 
    The reality of our situation came crashing back at me. We were both married. Harper was still actively part of what she called the ‘lifestyle’. There would be nothing exclusive for us, to be shared only together. My dreams of love and intimate sharing crashed as the reality hit me. I am her plaything, nothing more. Tears filled my eyes as the glow of last night’s joy shattered. I could only stare at my lover in the mirror. Heartbreak filled me, as strong as the pleasure had been the night before. 
 
    “Of course, my little slut,” Harper continued. Again, so obvious to her… “Surely you noticed how many women knew me at Babe’s Place… They KNOW me, if you will. That same knowing will be true of us. Just want to make sure you understand. I am not a forever lover, to be with only one for my whole life. Not even Grady, who I love with my whole heart. Luckily, he is the same way. He understands my need to play. I expect you to do the same.” 
 
    I stepped into the bedroom, searching for the bag Jake had packed, scooped up my phone from the nightstand, then walked downstairs. I couldn’t look at her. The hurt blossomed, a glut of pain crushing all the positive thoughts from earlier. After last night, and what had happened over the last 10 weeks, I turned out to be just another plaything… 
 
    What had I been thinking? A long-term love affair? Staying with my husband, but adding another with a woman? I had given myself to this woman, thinking it was something more than that, something deeper. 
 
    I used my phone to order the Uber, gathering the sundress near the front door over my shoulders, stepping into the panties Jake had thoughtfully placed in the satchel. She had to know what I was feeling. Probably faced this many times with her playthings over the years. But it was hard for me. She was my first. The reality of being one in a long line suddenly gripped my heart. 
 
    Harper walked into the foyer right behind, a light robe covering her body. I glanced up at her. Tears had been flowing from her as well. I could see the glistening. Why was she upset? She was the one that threw me in with all her other lovers. 
 
    “I’m sorry if this hurts your feelings, Mags, but I like to set expectations early, so there is no misunderstanding along the way. I have powerful feelings for you. You know that. Always will. Unfortunately, for me at least, that does not mean ‘one true love forever’. My wondering eye is just too active. Making such a promise to you would only set you up for heartbreak later. Please understand…” 
 
    The Uber honked outside. I nodded, but the tears that filled my eyes told another story. Harper reached across, hugging me tight. I pushed her away. 
 
    “Monogamy is pounded into us almost from the earliest memory we have of relationships,” Harper went on. “Every woman feels the pressure. ‘Stand by your man’ and all that shit.” She stroked my face affectionately. “It surprised you to find space in your heart to love me while you still loved Jake, didn’t it?” 
 
    I could only nod, not trusting myself to speak, for fear I would lash out, expressing the anger and hurt I was feeling. 
 
    “I’m just not that way. Sorry that you feel hurt by that. It would be dishonest of me to tell you otherwise. I have always been this way and likely always will. I love you very much, my dear. Stronger than anyone for a long time. Still, I am what I am. Eventually, I will get the wandering eye again. You need to know that.” 
 
    I stepped toward the door, still hesitant to say anything. Harper grabbed my shoulders, spinning me around. Her own tears swelled again. 
 
    “I’ll understand if this prevents you from seeing me any longer,” she said. “Some of my partners over the years could not get over that. I just want you to know… If you want to continue, I would like that very much. You are a great lover and the feelings we have built are already very strong, despite what I have said. You know how much I care for you. Please think about it.” 
 
    “I can’t help it, Harper,” my feelings finding their voice for the first time. “I love you. Have almost from the moment you first touched me at our happy hours. Expecting loyalty seems so hypocritical, considering I am married to Jake. Yet, I felt that… for you. Not sure I can be as openly free as you want me to be.” 
 
    “I understand. If you change your mind, I would like to make this a regular Friday night date… if you are willing. Talk to Jake. See if he would accept that. I can promise you much pleasure… and love.” 
 
    She pulled me into her arms, kissing me deeply. I could not help myself, melting into her embrace. My love was so strong. It welled in my heart. How can I live without her? Worse, how can she throw me aside like this… 
 
    When Harper pulled back, I simply turned, walking out the door. I couldn’t let her see the tears now growing to full sobs as I ran to the taxi.

  

 
   
    12 / Fun While a Fantasy 
 
    I cried most of the way home. The driver twice asked me if I was okay or needed some help. I lashed out at him… unreasonably, I knew it even then… “Just drive, you jerk. It’s none of your business.” I couldn’t find a place for him to interfere in the misery that controlled me. 
 
    “You don’t have to be nasty,” the driver said, “just because I show concern.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I can’t deal with this and you at the same time. Just drive.” 
 
    He nodded he would, turning his full attention to the road, while I sent a text to Jake telling him I was on the way. 
 
    She had smashed all my beautiful thoughts about the future with a sledgehammer! The pain of it threatened to destroy all the joyous memories of what we had done. 
 
    Yet, the ugly truth seeped to the surface as the miles to home flew by. I was married! Would never leave Jake for Harper, and from what I could tell, she would never leave Grady. Why would she? She had a comfortable life with a man that gave her all she could ask. And one who still allowed her to play on the side! 
 
    This was always going to be a side-thing for us both, no matter how strong the feelings were. Pull your head out, you stupid twit! That she recognized it, but you refused, does not make her wrong. 
 
    The tears flowed again as the driver pulled off the highway. I had to get myself under control. Jake was only 10 minutes away. I forced back the tears, trying to gain some composure, before reaching into the satchel for my hairbrush. I ran the brush through my hair, using the edge of my dress to dry my face. 
 
    As I brushed, an odd peace seemed to find me. The new reality and where I fit finally found its home. What was I even thinking? Of course, there would be others. Harper had made that clear from the very beginning. Even on our first visit to Babe’s Place, she had shared me with multiple women before we had even gone to bed together. I had enjoyed every touch. Why not more? Harper wasn’t the only woman in the world. Why should I care if she played around? The truth of that shook me. 
 
    Yet, I knew, bubbling to the surface… sure as I spent the night being fucked… I was the problem. Not her. The weakness that needed to change was my emotional makeup. My need for love and, let’s face it, loyalty from my lovers, had become a part of my emotional fabric. My entire married life, I had never strayed on Jake. 
 
    Even the first touch from Harper sent me into spasms of guilt that I confessed to my husband as soon as I got home. Letting that need for loyalty go… for Jake, for Harper, for anyone I contact as a hotwife… was going to be hard. At the very least, I needed to rethink what it meant for the future. 
 
    The driver pulled up in front of my home. I thanked him, apologized for lashing out, then straightened my dress as I faced my future. My loving husband was on the other side of that door. No matter how much I enjoyed the pleasure of last night’s hotwife adventure, I had done it with the permission of my husband… with one agreement… to give him every detail that he wanted. I couldn’t be crying while I told him. Needed to get my shit together. It was time for me to face the proverbial music. I got what I wanted. Now I needed to pay the fare. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Jake yanked the door open as I walked up to the front door. The smile on his face… what was it? Not open, not accepting… nervous… That’s what it was. He was nervous about what I would say. 
 
    “So glad to have you home, babe,” he said, pulling me into his arms. That felt so good! I don’t care what I had been doing for the last 24 hours. Nothing feels quite like Jake’s loving arms surrounding my every care. This IS where I belong! 
 
    “Miss me?” I giggled. “You were not supposed to cum while I was away… my cuckold,” teasing him by rubbing his crotch through his jeans.  
 
    “Oh, fuck… I couldn’t help myself. Listening to you talk about him…” he groaned! 
 
    I didn’t even think. Grabbing his hand, I pulled him toward the stairs. “I think your hotwife has a messy pussy that needs to be reclaimed, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes… yes… keeping myself from jerking off again while she sent those videos…. so hard!” I was laughing now, giggling at his frustration, enjoying it oddly. Like I had done it to him. 
 
    I pulled the sundress over my head as I walked up the stairs, pushing my ass out with every step. He saw the panties he had put in the satchel, reaching up to grab them. That these were not the underwear I left the house wearing pushed him deeper into his stag fantasy. I wanted him to fall all the way! 
 
    By the time I got to the bedroom, I was naked. Immediately dropping to the bed, my legs spread and ready, I waved him in. “You remember what to do… or has it been too long?” I giggled. All of two days! 
 
    You would have thought I wasn’t teasing him. He attacked me on the bed, taking no time to warm up. It didn’t matter. I was already sopping wet. The walk up the stairs with his hands all over me had provided everything I needed. 
 
    His shaft pushed inside as I wrapped my arms and legs around him. “That pussy has been very busy,” I giggled, pushing my hips against his lunges, helping him go deeper. “Repeated plunges by a big black cock, Harper’s tongue, her strap-on. I came and came.” 
 
    Almost frantic with his need, he pushed hard, fast. I needed him to slow down, his build-up coming too fast. I stroked his head, soothing, gentle… “Need to slow down, babe. Don’t you want to ask me about the night?” 
 
    It was as if I had shot him with a tranquilizer. The frantic lunges grew steadier, more deliberate. “You’re going to tell me?” he questioned. 
 
    “Of course,” I chuckled. “Wasn’t that our agreement?” Was he serious? Didn’t think I would do it? 
 
    I slowed my movements, forcing him to stop. I pushed him off, onto his back, then mounted him from above. Now, I could control the pace. While rotating slowly, keeping the stimulation active, I leaned forward. “Look what they did to my girls?” 
 
    He looked closely at my breasts, as if doing a medical exam. He could see the red bruising, the still swollen areolas from the clamps and all the sucking. I could feel his dick harden inside me as he groaned, touching my nipples gently. “I can’t believe they hurt you,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, yes… on purpose. You saw the whipping with the belt, didn’t you?” He just nodded. “They kept telling me that a mix of pleasure and pain gave the best orgasms. They were right. I exploded with powerful climaxes!” 
 
    “You liked it?” 
 
    “Very much. They promised to do even more next time,” I said, tentatively, throwing out my first trial balloon. 
 
    “They won’t leave permanent marks, will they?” Fuck yeh!!! He didn’t even blink. Of course there was going to be a next time! 
 
    “I don’t think so,” I giggled. “But when I am their submissive, they get to do whatever they want with me. Wasn’t that our agreement? That I would be their sub to use?” He nodded. “As their sub, I shouldn’t say no very often, should I?” 
 
    “Only when it is too much.” He was suddenly concerned about the future, what they would do. “Don’t let them leave marks where others can see. I wouldn’t like that. This is our private little game. Not for everyone else to see.” 
 
    “Our private game, huh? And what game would that be?” I was openly teasing now. He smiled, understanding seeping into that picture his mind had been drawing. 
 
    I twisted my hips on his shaft, giggling. “Games like you sending your wife out to get fucked while you stay home imagining what they are doing?” He was panting now. Time to push the edge. I moved more aggressively on his cock, rotating my hips. “Games like Grady tying me to the bed, and fucking me so hard I couldn’t breathe… Or maybe I couldn’t breathe because Harper was sitting on my face at the same time…” 
 
    I leaned forward, pulling his hands down against his body, using my knees to trap them in place. Time for some dirty talk. 
 
    “You are such a pervert, my love,” I started grinding my pussy down harder. “You wanted it to happen… to have them take me hard and often… for him to shove that massive cock down my throat before burying it in my cunt…. for her to force her pussy onto my face, using my tongue to pleasure herself… to tie me in place, whipping my ass until I screamed…” 
 
    He was panting now, eyes closed, pulling his hands against my legs, feeling as if they trapped him instead. His groan told me where his mind was, at the scene where the videos had taken him. I wanted to give him even more to think about. 
 
    “Before I got to their house, she took me to a lesbian bar. She stripped me naked in front of all of them, paraded me around, then put me on a bench where they could touch any part of me they wanted. And they wanted a lot. You should have seen it! I came so often she had to hold me up by the end! She wants to take me there again… to pass me around so every woman in the place can have whatever fun they want with my body. You’d like her to do that, wouldn’t you, my stag? Her taking me there again…” 
 
    “Yes… yes…” It was all he could get out as he came hard, his anticipation finding release as he exploded. My hip movements milked every drop. His arms pushed against my legs so hard I had to fight to keep them in place. I could not remember his ever cumming harder as he flopped underneath me. Grunts filling the room. 
 
    Funny, I rode him like a cowgirl, but did not even approach a release. I wondered why suddenly. Because he was so much smaller than Grady? Because I had cum so many times in the last 24 hours that they wore me out? Or was I just concentrating on the story so much, I forgot about myself? 
 
    In the end, it didn’t matter. As I laid on top of him, feeling the pleasure as his cock softened inside me, it was clear he noticed. 
 
    He pulled his hands out, reaching out to move me to his side on the bed. I looked up, smiling like we had just done something great. But his face told a different story. That initial nervousness now coming fully to the surface. He stroked my chin, sadness seeping in. 
 
    “We’re never going to be the same after this, are we?” he asked. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, trying to keep it focused on the future. “This was your fantasy.” 
 
    He leaned his head to me, shaking as if he misunderstood. “You think that’s the way this happened?” he chuckled, but not happily. Uncertainty was blooming now. “I had plenty of time to think about it, as your lover sent me clip after clip. Very stimulating.” 
 
    “See!” I said, trying to stay positive despite his tone. “Just like you thought it would be.” 
 
    “Regrettably, truth set in while I watched you scream. I can’t compete with THAT, my love. You’ve never screamed like that when I was inside you…” The sadness was now in control. His face was full of the damage of the last 24 hours. “It was fun as a fantasy… but now that I am facing the reality… I’ll never be able to compete, or even satisfy you again.” 
 
    “Don’t be silly, my love. I’m just tired. You have made me cum many times over the years.” 
 
    “Not like that…” 
 
    I got quiet, tucking myself against his chest so he couldn’t see my eyes moistening. I knew he was right. Things had changed. I had changed. The tender love of our past would not be enough any longer. And after his watching me on those videos, Jake knew it too. 
 
    I had to salvage our relationship. “We’ll be fine, Jake. Our love is strong. Always will be. We can stop now… or… maybe we can work out a deal where I go… say… once a week, then we have our old life the rest of the time. You know, kind of a ‘what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas’ thing. I’ll tell her to stop sending videos. Really sorry about that anyway. She didn’t tell me she did that ahead of time.” 
 
    “You want to hide it from me… not tell me what you are doing?” 
 
    “No, no… that’s not it, Jake. I just don’t want you to feel bad. I love you. No reason my needs should cause you any more…” 
 
    “Your needs?” He cut me off, pushing me aside, getting up to sit on the edge of the bed. “Shit… it really is all about you, isn’t it? What happened to it being my fantasy? We both knew that was a lie from the very beginning.” 
 
    “Please, my love. It’s not like that.” 
 
    “Sure it is…” He sat on the edge. His head bent, sorrowful, knowing what was coming. I could only stare at him. “That woman lit a fire in you we have not had since we started dating. I can’t give you what you need. Maybe they can.” He stood, looking down at the bed. I had never felt more naked than at that moment, more exposed. Something had happened to him… to us. “Go ahead, Mags. Do your weekly plaything. I give you full permission.”  
 
    The sorrow in his tone ate at my heart, but the excitement of what this meant… “Do you mean that? Approve me planning Friday nights as our play dates, just like tonight, coming back Saturday mornings?” 
 
    “Said it, didn’t I? Better get showered and dressed. We’re supposed to go out with Tim & Louise tonight. Not sure if the ‘freshly fucked’ look is what you want to go with.” 
 
    His grin told me it was a joke, but his eyes told a different story. A surrender to the inevitable. His own wife and her needs had broken my proud, smart Jake. He had seen it with every cry of pleasure, every screech of delight at being whipped with a belt, and by my answer to his own questions. 
 
    I knew he was right to be concerned. I could not stop. Would not. Every part of me wanted to go back NOW, much less wait until Friday. Our lives had changed for good. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Harper was happy to hear of Jake’s decision, and that’s the way it went for the next five weeks. I would pack up a small overnight satchel on Thursday night. Then, after work on Friday, I would drive straight to Grady & Harper’s place. 
 
    The only difference with the first was Jake’s active involvement. He no longer helped me get ready or denied his release while I was away. Nor did we try to consummate a ‘welcome home’ session on Saturday morning. It was as if I had decided I didn’t want to be married on those days and he let me. 
 
    The good news is that the rest of the week went back to normal. Our business continued on, even got better. The success of the MarseCo project caused other retailers to flock to our doors. We had so much business we had to hire three more associates to handle the work. Luckily, Jake’s part in the MarseCo project did not start for several more months. He would not have to see Harper daily.  
 
    Saturday night through Wednesday, it was like this had never happened. We made love occasionally, though not as often as before. We went out, spent time with friends, and enjoyed each other in much the same way. 
 
    One big change which became a major issue later… He had to work hard to get me to cum. I needed more to get over the edge. He often didn’t succeed. I could feel him dropping harder into his feeling of inadequacy. He was no longer the confident stag of the fantasy. No… those days were long gone. He had somehow transitioned from a stag to become a true cuckold. 
 
    After weeks of the new routine, starting Thursday evening, he pulled back even further, refused to touch me, as if he knew my mind was already looking toward the pleasures of Friday night. He was right. I was. 
 
    A week later, he started sleeping in the guest room on Thursday night so I could go through the preparation routine without ‘interference’, he called it. I still took my hot bath, shaved my pubic hair, and prepared a party outfit for the night. I guess I had been very enthusiastic about his new permission as I got ready the week before. That was too much for him. 
 
    Sleeping without him was difficult on those nights. We had hardly ever slept apart in our 12 years together. After I was done getting ready on that first night he slept in the guest room, I went over, showing off my outfit for my ‘cuckold’. He screamed at me to ‘GET THE FUCK OUT’. As I shrunk back into our bedroom in tears, I could still hear his screams that this wasn’t my time with him. I had chosen to go elsewhere. I never tried again. 
 
    Funny, as I look back on this period, it hurt that he turned me away like that, but I didn’t care. A cold bitch had emerged, one focused only on pleasure. My new lovers had me firmly in their grip. A grip I gave them every right to take. I wanted it just as much as they did, no matter what Jake thought about it.

  

 
   
    13 / Going Back 
 
    And play we did. From the first night of my new freedom, our playing became the joy of my life. I would show up at Harper’s place just after work on Friday, quickly removing my clothes when I entered. For the next hour, I would service whoever was home. Typically, that would be Harper. She would have me in their bed, licking her to climax and she doing the same for me. 
 
    We had become lovers in every sense that mattered. I knew she would eventually go elsewhere, but my heart didn’t care… as long as she was in my arms on these nights. 
 
    One time, Harper was late in arriving. Grady took advantage, pushing me over the back of their sofa, pounding into me so hard and long that she had to wake me when she returned. I had cum so much I needed a rest after it was over. That cock had me under its spell. No question about that. 
 
    Every week, after our little intro session, we would shower and put on our party clothes, then head over to Babe’s Place. True to her word, she systematically passed me around to every willing woman in the place. Even to some waiters. Dale especially became a favorite. After the woman (or women) of the week had their fun with me, he would come into the backroom with the cushioned ottoman, then fuck me until I cried out with release after release. 
 
    This parade of women, and occasionally men, brought me closer to Harper’s mind-set about playing around. Not only was I actively playing outside of my marriage, but I was also having sex with many people, not Harper. Our love burned powerfully in my heart. Still, I understood her disconnect between love and sex. As I gave myself sexually to more people, my own disconnect grew wider. 
 
    Sunday night, after the fourth week, Jake suggested we go out to one of our favorite restaurants in the area. He wanted to know how things were going. Since moving into the guest room for play nights, he had asked little about the sessions, nor seemed interested. 
 
    This time, he still didn’t want to know what we did, just whether it was providing what I wanted. Long before this dinner, he had stopped being uncertain about where he fit into my erotic universe. He knew. I had moved my sensual attention somewhere else. 
 
    “How’s Harper? She still happy with the arrangement?” 
 
    “I think so,” I told him. “They seem to like what we are doing.” Memories of that Friday night still made my body quiver with the need I now felt all the time. This was the first night that Dale had taken me hard at the bar. Then, when I got back to the house, Grady had been especially horny. I barely got any time with Harper. He fucked me most of the night as Harper held me still for the taking. Having my lover hold me in place, offering me to her husband, was becoming one of my favorite sessions. 
 
    “What about you?” he asked. “Are you getting what you need?” 
 
    “Oh god, yes…” I told him about the bar, all the women every week, then going back to the house for Grady and Harper to use me as they wished. The excitement I felt. 
 
    I could see the hurt in his eyes as I spoke, but knew this needed to be said. I could not see a future where I stopped playing. He had to accept this was a long-term arrangement. 
 
    “Are you getting what you need, my love?” I asked. “Maybe I should ask Harper to send videos again so you could be more involved.” 
 
    “Come on, Mags… my needs are not really an issue here, are they? But no, videos are not important. Just wanted to make sure it brought the satisfaction you need.” 
 
    Sorrow filled my chest. I understood at that moment how selfish I had become. So uncaring about his needs. I loved this man so much, yet I knew I could not stop. “I know this is hurtful for you, my love, and regret that. Really… I do. But it does. Your giving me this freedom has allowed a level of sexual pleasure I didn’t even imagine, much less think possible.” 
 
    The hurt in his eyes broke my heart, though I didn’t know what to do about it. Stopping was not an option. 
 
    “Mags, I asked you to go out with me tonight because I’ve made a decision about the future. Wanted to talk to you about it.” My breath caught for a moment. Is he leaving me? “I just wanted you to know that… I wasn’t going to fight it anymore. Enjoy your time with them. I’ve seen the joy it brings you. On the days we spend together, you are happier and more contented than I have seen you in years. Even your work productivity has improved.” 
 
    “That was nice of you to say. Hard coming out?” I giggled. 
 
    “A little… Look, I love you, babe. Just want you to be happy. If this is what it takes… so be it.” The tears forming in his eyes told me this had indeed been very hard to say. Those same tears told me it came from his heart as well. 
 
    “Does that mean you will sleep with me on Thursday’s again?” 
 
    “No. I don’t do that to make you angry. I do that to give you space. You know how hard it is for me… to watch you be so enthusiastic when I know what you are going to do. It’s better if you do that without my interference.” 
 
    Understanding what he meant didn’t help much. I still loved him and wished he would sleep with me those nights. 
 
    But things got better after that, at least for a little while. That week, we seemed to find a place for both of us to be happy. We made love twice during our days together and even hung out, like we had routinely done before Harper entered our lives. Regrettably, that only lasted a week. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    That Friday night, our fifth since we started, I went to Harper’s in the usual way, but this night… something was different. Everything about Harper and Grady seemed more intense. We closed Babe’s Place down as woman after woman danced with me, then took me to the back to be serviced. I so loved being made to service them like this. Got great at eating pussy! 
 
    Then Dale gave me a Grady-level fucking after the bar closed. Another waiter used my mouth for his cock while he did it. This was my first time being spit-roasted, Harper called it. It would not be the last. 
 
    When we got back to the house, Grady seemed hyped up about something (or on something, I wasn’t sure), but as soon as I walked in the door, Harper had my clothes off, literally dragged me up to the bedroom, tied me to the restraints on the bed, then Grady came in, fucking me for over an hour. The guy was a machine, pistoning into every part of me. I came so often I almost passed out. 
 
    He turned me over on the bed, pulled out my plug, fucked me in the ass, and even came all over my face. Harper sat on the chair for portions, just watching, but was not even in the room for most of it. That man can make me cum harder and more often than even Harper. 
 
    When we woke on Saturday morning, they asked if I could stay the weekend. They have some friends coming over Saturday night. Thought I might like to meet them. I wasn’t sure if this would break the delicate protocol I had developed with Jake. Decided to chance it. 
 
    He said yes, did not seem to mind. Maybe this is what he meant by not fighting it any longer. Wanting to do it more seemed inevitable at this stage. 
 
    All day Saturday, still nude in the house, they had me cleaning and preparing food for the guests that were to come. The only clothing allowed was an apron while I cooked, to keep the food off me. 
 
    I was very nervous as the party approached. They had been very clear that I would not wear clothing at the party. Would I be the only one without? Embarrassment filled me as I spoke to Harper. She just laughed at my response. 
 
    “You don’t understand what’s happening, my little slut. Of course, you will be the only one without clothing while they are here. YOU are the reason we are having the party. Everyone coming knows who you are and what you are.” 
 
    “What? They are coming to see me?” 
 
    “And not just see…” she grinned. “You are the party favor. I expect you to obey every request anyone gives you. Without exception. There are 8 people coming. 5 guys and 3 women. All are swingers that will play with each other, so you don’t have to worry about them only focusing on you. Still… everybody wants to experience the amazing Mags! All your holes will get a serious workout tonight, my love.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what she was saying. Eight people? My pussy bloomed with liquid at the thought. The previous night, many women had shared me, then I came home to such a great time with Grady that I was ready for whatever happened. 
 
    At about 6:30 that evening, Harper put the cuffs on my wrists, saying I should kneel in front of the door starting at 7, hands cuffed behind my back. “Each person will make a request of you,” she said. “Maybe something as simple as helping them get their clothes off or stand up to let them fondle you. But if they want a blow job, or are already hard and want to enter you, I expect you to obey. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say.” I had never used the phrase ‘Mistress’ with her before, but it seemed right tonight, especially considering that my submissive side would be on full display. I trembled on my knees, wondering what the night would be like, but my sex was sure ready. One time, I read someone describing their pussy as ‘tingling’. I couldn’t figure out what she meant. Now I knew. 
 
    Our first guests to arrive were a handsome black couple. The guy was not as big as Grady, but fit. The wife was very… shall we say… curvy! As soon as she was in the door, she stepped up to me, holding my face in her hand. “You are such a lovely thing. I hope your tongue is as talented as you are good looking.”  
 
    With my hands still fastened behind my back, she grabbed my head and shoved it up her dress, where I found no panties to stop my tongue. The lady turned out to be named Alice and my face was in her sex much of that weekend. She loved for me to eat her, cumming easily when I did it. 
 
    Her husband, Nick, had a solid tool, able to get hard repeatedly, but he dispelled the myth of black men and cock size. He was ‘normal’, proportional to his body. But he knew how to use it. Often, as my tongue found Alice’s inner folds, Nick would slam into me from behind. 
 
    The next couple… well, guests… were two bi guys that took on all comers for the weekend. When they weren’t sucking anyone that needed the stimulation, they were fucking me. My god, they were good! Having them tag-team me together was some serious pleasure! Mark and Cecil really knew what they were doing. 
 
    The next couple to arrive was a lesbian duo. They never gave me their names. Both seemed a curious choice for this party. Neither seemed interested in being touched by a man. The closest they came was allowing Mark to suck on one woman’s nipples while I ate her. In the end, I found out they were there for Harper. She knew the cocks would be on me for much of the weekend. She wanted someone to play with, too. Harper would disappear for long stretches while the men took it to me. 
 
    The last visitors to arrive were two huge black guys, just like Grady. They worked as plumbers in his company. Both were muscled and graceful, had ready cocks that might even have been bigger than Grady’s, and they loved to share. After Marcus and Trayvon arrived later in the evening, I seldom left the bed. 
 
    And this is how it went until late Sunday afternoon. They gave me everything I could want. It was my first double penetration. My first three-way (with all three holes filled at the same time). The sexual pleasure flowed almost nonstop. 
 
    I even acted as a server at the dinner table. It was my first experience serving food to everyone while I was the only one naked. As I walked around the table, every person would pinch or fondle me. Alice, in particular, loved to fondle my sex until I would approach release, but frustratingly, pull out just before release. That always brought laughs from the people sitting around the table as I moaned with the frustration. 
 
    By the end of the weekend, I was a quivering mass of need and exhausted beyond measure… Every opening was sore. 
 
    Yet something had happened during the night. Something profound for my future. All this attention had allowed my need for submission to blossom. I even knew when this happened… during my first three-way. After that, I did everything they asked, without reservation, or even thinking about it. As if they had turned my brain off, needing only to obey. I came and came, even routinely whimpered for more when the guys finished each round. 
 
    For the last event on Sunday, all five male guests, plus Grady, placed me on my knees in the middle of the living room, hands tied behind my back. They beat off, spraying cum all over my face and tits. I was not allowed to clean the spunk off before going home to my husband.

  

 
   
    14 / True Love 
 
    I didn’t know this during the weekend, but Harper had sent videos and pics to Jake throughout the party. Every combination received a video highlight of me cumming and begging for more. Close ups of the cocks in my ass were especially favored. She fully recorded the final cum shower at the end. 
 
    Though when I got home late on Sunday, dried cum covering every part of my face and chest, Jake was gone. I sat on the sofa, not knowing what to do. They had told me not to wash off until my husband saw me, but as I waited, I wondered what had happened. When he stumbled in the door, just past 10 o’clock, I knew immediately. He was so drunk the bartender had paid for a taxi to bring him home. All I could do was stare. My husband was not a drinker! 
 
    “Hey, babe,” he said, the words so heavily slurred I cringed. Oh my love, what has happened? 
 
    “Where have you been?” I screeched at him. “I have been here for over an hour!” 
 
    “Having some fun at O’Malley’s,” he laughed, giggling in that way that only drunk people can. He abruptly pulled up, seeing me on the sofa, naked, cum covering me. 
 
    “Wow… that looked hot on the video, but looks kind of gross now. You let them beat off all over your face?” He stepped toward me, wobbly finger extended, wanting to touch it. The revulsion on his face filled me with shame. Everything I had enjoyed so much over the weekend suddenly turned disgusting. I felt like a whore, doing whatever someone told me. 
 
    I pushed his finger away, running up the stairs for a shower. I needed this shit off me! Jake followed, stumbling several times on the steps, even went down on his knees once in the hallway. I had never seen him so drunk! 
 
    I jumped in the shower, vigorously scrubbing every part of me, trying to wash away the shame. The shower door banged open. Jake was still trying to get his clothes off when he stepped in, pawing at me. “You can sure take a lot of cock, Mags. Three at a time. Wow! They did that all night?! Those videos were something.” 
 
    “Harper did not have my permission to send those videos to you. They did it without my knowledge.” I insisted, not understanding why that was so important at that moment, but it was. I needed him to know. 
 
    He acted like I hadn’t even spoken, falling to the shower floor, staring up at me from his knees, hands reaching up to stroke me. “My god, you are beautiful. I can see why they want you. A willing slut to do everything they ask? Who wouldn’t want THAT?!” 
 
    He started laughing, still pawing at me. I let him. Unable to stay on his knees, he collapsed against the shower wall, staring at me. He was down to his underwear now. 
 
    My body was a mess. Playing for the entire weekend had left me with bruises covering my tits and thighs, marks on my ass where they had spanked me repeatedly. My pussy lips swollen from the constant contact. Even my jaw was sore from sucking and extending my tongue. They had used me in every way that mattered, and now my husband knew it, even if he was struggling to put it all together at the moment. Drink can do that to you. 
 
    His eyes hardened abruptly. “We’re quite the pair, aren’t we? You getting fucked for the entire weekend. Me beating off to every video. My cock is sore, babe.” He chuckled, pulling it out. I could see the redness as he showed me, though as drunk as he was, I doubted he could get hard again. But he wanted to… actively stroking himself as he struggled to remove the underwear. 
 
    “Oh god, when the first video of you with three guys came in…” he laughed drunkenly, “I was hard as stone! I think I shot my load clear across the desk.” 
 
    He rolled his head back against the shower wall, looking up, stroking himself. His face, even through the alcoholic haze, told me of the sorrow inside, his continuing love for me. 
 
    All the anger and terror at seeing him like this melted away. Sympathy and love took its place. All the shame of what I had been doing cemented in my soul suddenly. My selfishness, the disregard for his feelings… or his needs. How could I have been so careless with this man I loved so much?  
 
    Desire to please him surged upward, a sudden confidence in how I should respond to this crisis. I got down on my knees, turning his head toward me, pushing my breasts into his face. 
 
    “It was very exciting, my love… your hotwife loved having all those cocks take her… use her…” My breasts smothered his face as I pummeled him with them, milking them in front of him, pushing my nipples in his mouth.  
 
    Just as he struggled with breathing as I covered his face, I leaned down, engulfing his rod in my mouth. I could feel him hardening. “And it looks like you loved it, too.” My mouth worshiped his rod. The pleasure of hearing his groan scorched me, greater than anything I had felt the night before. 
 
    As soon as he was growing rigid, I shifted him slightly, hips away from the wall, straddling his lap. As I felt that rod penetrate, I grimaced at the soreness, but didn’t care. No matter what happened this weekend, nothing quite compared to feeling my husband inside me. The joy of our union filled me.  
 
    He was barely hard enough to enter, yet seemed to grow more so as I moved on top, burying his shaft fully in my hungry pussy. My mouth found his as we kissed. The shower water flowed across my back. 
 
    He tried to get involved, touching me, though the drink still had control. His fumbling attempts never quite reached stimulation. I didn’t care, didn’t even want it. It was my turn. My turn to please him. 
 
    I pulled his hands down, like I had done on the bed, trapping them under my legs as I moved on his lap. He groaned with the sudden lack of movement, thrashing his arms, trying to get out, but the drink still held control. And so did I! 
 
    “Give yourself to me, my love. Let me feel you explode inside me.” Our lips found each other again. All my submission of the weekend fell away as I dominated my man, controlling his every move. I ground myself hard against him, making sure his arms could not move. “Now it’s my turn to use you. For my pleasure.” He could only stare at me, trembling at my aggressiveness. “I got all I wanted from them this weekend. Now, I will take what I want from you!” 
 
    I humped hard, wrapping my arms around him, holding myself stiff against his body. He groaned as the need to cum grew. But this place, my position, his drunkenness, pushed him deeper under my control. He pushed up, trying to gain that release, but it wouldn’t come. He groaned with frustration. 
 
    That was no problem. Dominance filled me. I felt the snap as he finally gave in to me, settling down, allowing me to control his movement. I pounded on his rod, full hip flexures, riding his rod with everything I had. 
 
    That took him over the top. We came together as if we were sharing the same orgasm. The blast filled us both as I shook on top of him. I controlled him completely, even while he came. He never moved, except for his arms pressuring my legs with each rope that filled me. 
 
    Nothing I had experienced in this weekend of total debauchery could compare to this moment between us. My heart sang with the joy of it, the total fulfillment, as if we had merged back together after so much tension over the last six weeks. 
 
    I finally collapsed on top of him, pressing my chest against his. So many things I wanted to say, to share with him, to let him know I felt. But when I raised my head, it was clear he would hear none of them. My drunk husband had passed out after cumming. 
 
    Indeed, we were a pair. Suddenly, I wondered how I would get him back to our bed.

  

 
   
    15 / A New Master 
 
    He was out for only a few minutes. I helped him get up, dried him off, then walked him unsteadily to the bed. I crawled up beside him, cuddling close. He did the same, as if, even through the drunken haze, he felt the reconnection that happened in the shower. We were both gone moments later. 
 
    When I woke the next morning, I called our current client, telling them we had a family emergency and could not make our scheduled meetings that day. I figured Jake and I had some talking to do. 
 
    I also suspected Jake would not be up for another couple of hours. With that kind of alcohol consumption, he would need time to recover. I did not envy the headache he would have when he got up. Going to be a monster! 
 
    When he woke, I brought in black coffee, some Motrin, and small blueberry muffins I had baked. The food didn’t interest him, but the coffee and Motrin did. He drank and swallowed all I brought, wanting more. I went back to the kitchen, bringing up an extra-large coffee mug with another round. It did not take him long to drink the rest. 
 
    Finally noticing the clock, he panicked, realizing we were going to be late for our appointments. I told him of my call, of our free day together. Vague memories of last night, the shower, our joining, filtered back in gradually, as he looked at me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, babe. For getting so drunk. Watching you get fucked like that… not an excuse… didn’t know how to handle it.” 
 
    I placed my hand over his mouth. “Hush, my love. No need for words.” I pushed him back on the bed, feeling every bit of the love we had shared last night. The surging feelings consumed us both as we made love passionately. The old-fashioned way… sharing, loving, tender. We both came often as we stroked each other for the rest of the morning. 
 
    How could I have let it go that far, treating this great man like I no longer cared? The shame I felt in the shower grew stronger as I cuddled closer during one of our breaks. No matter how many times I came with Grady fucking me… or how tender Harper’s touch, nothing could replace the love I shared with this man. 
 
    Even after a quick lunch break, we went straight back to bed. It was as if we were newlyweds and had only now discovered how much we cared for each other. 
 
    Late that afternoon, he pulled me close. I leaned my head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. It was as if I was hearing my own. “Where are we going from here, my love?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I never want us to get so separated again… like before.” 
 
    “Still planning to go back to them?” 
 
    “Only if you approve and want me to…” 
 
    “Is that really true? You will stop if I say so?” 
 
    I knew it would have been a lie before, but now… after last night… I got up, sitting on the bed, my knees pressing against his body, stroking his chest. Embarrassment and shame filled me. 
 
    “Yes, Jake. Look… I let things get out of control. The pleasure… my love for Harper… I know it’s not an excuse, but it was all so new to me…” I reached up, stroking his chin. “I’m so sorry, my love. I let all that distract me from you… and from us. That will never happen again. Nothing means more to me than you. 
 
    He looked at me with total skepticism. After the last many weeks of total neglect, suddenly I care again? Disbelief filled his gaze. “You don’t want to return to them?” The surprise filled his tone. 
 
    “Of course I do… but not at any price. I love you, Jake. Always have. Nothing has changed there. That I let this get so crazy was wrong on my part… selfish… I’m so sorry to have let you down… let it get so bad.” 
 
    He reached up, lightly stroking my nipples. “Truth is, babe. I like you doing it. You know I do. Gets me going… Just that… the last few times… you pulled away from me, only thinking of them, of what they can give, all the things that I can’t.” 
 
    “How can I make you feel more included? To make it a shared activity, like the first time?” 
 
    “Oh, I think I can come up with something…” 
 
    His tone had suddenly changed, a wry grin telling me he had already worked this out. 
 
    “Even if I go back,” I said, trying to figure out what that look meant, “I think you should get the videos and pics again. You liked those, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Last weekend was something. Did they just fuck you the whole time?” 
 
    “Pretty much.” I told him of the 8 guests, plus Harper and Grady. Of the three guys that loved to use me at the same time. How much I came. Being at the center of three women. Harper using the strap-on while I ate the other ones. How sore my nipples got as they sucked on them. Of the time at the bar before it started with the women so tender, then being treated so roughly by Dale and the other waiter. How much I loved that contrast. 
 
    He listened, but it was different this time. I could see it, and not just in the wry grin that now controlled his expression. He no longer saw my needs as a failing in himself. This weekend, and the day of lovemaking, had pushed those thoughts away. He knew this was about me, a need I always had inside, just didn’t recognize until Harper came along. 
 
    That sly look covered his face. “Roll on your stomach. Spread your legs and arms out. You know how to do it.” I was a little confused, but moved as he instructed. By this time, I was very comfortable with that position. Harper, Grady, and the guests at the party had me tied to the bed in an X-position on multiple occasions that very weekend. 
 
    Jake opened a drawer, pulling out four leather cuffs, fastening them to my limbs. I burst out laughing. “Where did you get those?” 
 
    “Drove over to Caroline’s for some supplies. Wanted to see if I would like it.” 
 
    From the edges of the bed, I could see straps rising, connecting to my limbs. “You bought a restraint system too?” 
 
    “Hush,” he said. “Time for my little slut to take her medicine,” as a blindfold covered my eyes. 
 
    “What are you do…” Before I could even get the words out, a slash of pain creased across my ass. I cried out. “Jake… what…” Then my panties from last night filled my mouth, halting all talking. My pungent juices tasted sweet, reminding me of why they were so caked with fluids. 
 
    My husband took it to me. It wasn’t just the cuffs and leather he had purchased. After the belt, he started with a cane and crop, pounding my back, ass and upper thighs. I groaned into my panties, feeling the rising pain and the pleasure I loved. 
 
    Jake got on the bed, stuffing a pillow under my hips like he had seen Grady do, plunging his hard shaft into my sopping wet sex. He savagely thrust into me, my hips pushing back as my groans got louder, even through the panties. 
 
    Then the pain began again, across my back, a slap on my ass. The orgasm, when it came, shook every part of me. Jake knew it was happening, but neither thrusting nor whipping slowed. It did not take long for another to build. 
 
    “Now, it’s my turn, you slut.” He chuckled. “Time for me to use you for what I want for a change, for what I have always wanted. To treat you like the slut that I love. I just didn’t think you would like it or respect me afterward. That turns out to be ridiculous, of course, knowing what I do about you now.” 
 
    He pushed himself in harder than ever. Slashes of pain raining on my back. I thrashed at his impaling, growing closer to the powerful release I knew was coming. 
 
    “I think you should continue going to them on Friday nights,” he said, in between strikes and thrusts. “No more weekends. That was too much. Not willing to give you up for that long a time. But when you are home, I will use you whenever I am in the mood. I will tell you to ‘get ready’ for a session. That will be your signal to go to the bedroom, take your clothes off, and put the cuffs on. Sometimes, I will be tender, sometimes harsh. You will never know what is to come. But you will always obey. Is that clear?” 
 
    Just as he said that, he slammed into me aggressively, raining holy hell on my back. I could only nod as the groans filtered through the panties in my mouth. 
 
    “And another thing…” he said, slashes raining on my skin. “… you’re free days of open access with them are over. You will never go there alone without my permission. From now on, I will be your escort. Did you hear me, my little slut?” 
 
    His words of control took me over the top. The release that followed shook every part of me. Even through the panties, he could hear my screaming in pleasure as the waves exploded, pushing out hard as I yanked on the restraints, feeling my growing submission to this man. I felt his own blast coat my canal as I cried out with the pleasure of being taken so harshly by my husband. 
 
    He pulled out, gently removed the pillow, the panties from my mouth, then spread a light blanket over me, still fastened to the bed as he walked out, shutting the door behind him. “Rest, my love… we need to talk.” 
 
    I still shook from the power of that release, but my mind was already on to what this meant… for us… for me… and the Boudreaux household. He had just given me an orgasm as powerful as any I had received from them. Yet, being shared and used by the women at the bar, and between Harper and Grady… I still wanted that. Maybe we could work out a deal…

  

 
   
    16 / Sharing 
 
    I startled as I felt him removing the cuffs, helping me up. I must have fallen asleep. The curtains were dark. An hour or two must have passed. He handed me a white robe I did not recognize. Almost completely transparent, made of silk with a flower pattern… so beautiful. 
 
    “Go clean yourself up. Put this on, then come downstairs to the dining room.” He walked out without allowing me to answer. 
 
    Who is this man? I laughed to myself. Something happened to him this weekend. By the time I cleaned up, coming back downstairs, he had spread a full meal at the dining table. Candlelight, soft music, ordering takeout from an Italian place we loved. 
 
    “Like the robe?” he asked. 
 
    “Beautiful… where did you get it?” 
 
    “Online… some place that does sexy clothes.” 
 
    “What does this mean? All these changes… will we continue to play together?” 
 
    “Yes, my love. I want you to get what you need. You may willingly give up outside play for me, but I’m not sure I want you to. The joy you receive is what I like the most.” He ate a couple of bites. I could sense him looking for just the right phrase. “Told you about my decision last night. Bears repeating. I’m okay with you going to the Boudreaux manse on your Friday free-day as long as you like, and yes, I want to get the videos again. I enjoy watching you scream out with all those blasts. But there will be some changes…” Changes? I thought to myself. 
 
    “I meant what I said about never going without permission, and that I will come to sessions whenever I want. Hope they are okay with that. Though, doesn’t matter if they are or not, I want to see you in action.” I could only nod acceptance. 
 
    “Furthermore,” he went on, “I will no longer sleep in the guest room, and I reserve getting you prepared for the night only for me. I will shave you, prep the bath, even pick out your outfit. The difference is that if I want to fuck you on the bathroom counter while this is happening, I will. During the preps, I get really hard!” 
 
    “Yes, my love. I would like that very much.” 
 
    “And I think you should go to Babe’s Place on your own once in a while, without Harper.” I gasped at the thought. “She made it very clear to you that first night she was not a ‘stand by your gal’ lover. I think you should believe her. Surely there are some girls that would be interested in having you on their own… And of course, there’s always the waiter…” His wink set me on fire. Jake was planning my conquests for me, pushing me to do more. 
 
    “I am not looking forward to the crying when you discover she found another. You know she will…” 
 
    He reached across the table, stroking my chin gently. “You love her, Mags. No need to hide it any longer. I know. Just don’t want you to be hurt when it happens. Seems to me that finding another outlet for your needs might be a good idea. What did our investment guy say in our review last month… diversify your portfolio?” 
 
    I chuckled at the connection with Chad, our broker. He would definitely be a guy I would diversify with! 
 
    As if he could read my mind, Jake laughed, “But not Chad. Already offered you. He is having enough trouble staying married, doesn’t want to add another complication.” I gasped at this confession. I wondered who else he was speaking to… offering my services. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Thursday night, true to his word, Jake did not move out, helped me get ready. As we moved into colder weather, he prepared an outfit that could only be called scandalous. He laid out a tube top, worn without a bra, of course, matched with a fluffy skirt down only to mid-thigh. He had bought it at a department store in the young girls’ section. With the usual shorts underneath, this was quite chaste for a young woman, but for me, wearing no underwear, it was simply scandalous. Anyone that reached underneath would have open and easy access to whatever they wanted. 
 
    During that week, I had lunch with Harper. I told her about the developments, how I could no longer do weekends, and about my decision to go to Babe’s by myself… occasionally. Just didn’t want her to be surprised when she heard I had been there. 
 
    Oddly, Harper neither seemed surprised nor unhappy, finally confessing she had been pushing off playing with others for fear that it would hurt me. The confessions on both sides circumvented any tension that might have built. After we were done, she dragged me out to her car, told me to get in the back seat, then rode my face until she came. 
 
    Friday night, she sent me a text, telling me to go directly to Babe’s after work, that she would meet me there. I called Jake to make sure I had his permission. He gladly gave it. By the time Harper had arrived, I had been to the backroom two times. She found me on the dance floor with a third girl, her hands up my dress as I moaned with her soft touch. 
 
    All Harper did was wink, motioning me to continue. She slowly made her way across the room. Some women were a little confused, thinking Harper and I had broken up, but when I ended up at her booth before we left together, everyone seemed to know that Harper had set me free. 
 
    That night, Harper and Grady gave me everything I could want with videos and pics flowing actively. How can I describe the joy I always feel at being at the center of that sensual storm? 
 
    Deep into the night, Grady laid on his back with me impaled on top. I bounced with abandon, loving the releases he gave me one after another, until Harper walked up, a strap-on with a massive dildo protruding from her waist. I groaned as Grady pulled me tight against him, removing all choices of what was about to happen. 
 
    She had set the cell on a nightstand holder, positioned so Jake could see all the action. I heard the electronic tones, then a soft ‘hello’, as they made the video call connection. It was Jake! He was going to watch us live. I looked back at the strap-on, then directly at the camera, whispering, ‘this is going to be fun.’ 
 
    And it was. The two of them simply tore me apart as I screamed my releases one after the other. They were as rough as ever, slamming into me as I pushed back. Jake gasped a few times, but in the back of my mind, I welcomed the rhythmic sound across the connection. His groan of release as I came sent me even higher. 
 
    When I returned the next morning, Jake had me tied to the bed as soon as I could get in the door, practically tearing my clothes off as he pushed me up the stairs. I trembled as he fastened me to the bed, not knowing where this was going. My new ‘Master’ was taking me in a new direction, one that I very much wanted to go. 
 
    He fucked me hard that morning, while whipping every exposed flesh he could find. I screamed with my releases, needing him to treat me just this way. My desire for submission to this new dominant man grew stronger with each slash. I came and came. 
 
    We spent most of the day in bed; me serving his every whim. After the night I had and now this… my inner submissive had found a home for good.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    Funny, when you look back at things that happen in your life, you often see them differently in retrospect than you do when they are happening. My sequence of play with Harper, the resulting chaos at home, and the following reconnection all seems inevitable now, but then, it was exciting and torturous in turns. I am here to tell you that everything worked out fine in the end. 
 
    I played actively with Harper and Grady for nearly a year. Whenever I called to ask permission, he would always say yes, requiring me to send videos and pics throughout the night. Jake actually came with me multiple times during that year, even joined in a three-way when Grady had my pussy, he in my rear, as Harper gave new meaning to nipple torture. The release that night sent me to some other level. So nice! 
 
    When Harper or Grady were out of town, or busy, I would head over to Babe’s Place, finding plenty of opportunity for touch, developing a group of partners that became my regulars on Friday night, should Harper not be available. A few of them started taking me home. Mostly just to go further with each other, but one introduced me to her husband. He was not as big as Grady, but we had a fun time. 
 
    Eventually, as promised, Harper found another regular partner and my visits there grew less frequent, eventually stopping altogether. My love for her never really dimmed. I would tell you I didn’t care when I found out she was with another, but we both know that would be a lie. It hurt a lot. Though by then, the reality of being a hotwife, and my growing list of new partners, allowed me to recover quickly. Yet, Harper was special. I will never forget my feelings for her, nor what she taught me about pleasure… and love. 
 
    The biggest lesson I learned after being seduced by a client was to trust my true life partner, my husband. He did not stop my playing, even encouraged it occasionally. But he never again let me go so wild I lost track of what really mattered. He kept me honest with myself and those I played with. 
 
    Harper was a once-in-a-lifetime lover. No woman has ever come close to the joy I felt with her, nor the excitement of play with a woman for the first time. Harper turned out to be a perfect first-time experience for someone stretching their sexual wings. No one since has come close to the emotional attachment I had with her. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    I am writing these words three years later. A few weeks ago, I called Harper on a lark, wanting to see how she was doing. We met for lunch at a place near her office. She was now the Director of Marketing at MarseCo. Our website redo had been so successful they were opening more retail outlets AND ecommerce warehouses than ever before. 
 
    And you’ll never believe her current love interest… It was Rosalind Belker, CEO of MarseCo. Remember that look she gave us in the break room so long ago? There was apparently a smoldering passion already building between those two. 
 
    About a year before our lunch, Rosalind had divorced her husband for running around on her. Harper had walked into her office on one occasion to find her crying about his latest outrage. Before the week was up, Rosalind was in Harper’s bed and Grady was fucking her with his usual abandon. 
 
    But this was different for Harper. She fell deeply in love with Rosalind. The kind of exclusive love she had claimed never to want. I could tell in her voice. The two women were about the same age, had much in common. Her boss had eventually moved into the house she shared with Grady. The arrangement appeared somewhat permanent. 
 
    Harper invited me out to play at their house on a Friday, a couple of weeks later. Grady was happy to see me. Not because of any deep attraction to me, but because he seldom saw Harper. She had been sleeping in Rosalind’s room every night. Her and Grady’s individual lovemaking and shared activities had fallen off sharply. He was not happy about it. 
 
    Rosalind turned out to be a gracious lover, though. We spent almost the entire night touching, sharing, and fucking. Both had grown to love strap-ons. They used them on me until I I could take no more… from cumming so much. 
 
    Grady seemed lonely in the other room, so I gave him a visit during the night as those lovebirds slept, entangled in each other’s arms. I snuck into his bed, asking him to fuck me as long as he wanted. Now THAT guy knows how to do it! When I left the next morning, I wished them all well, knowing it may be the last time I saw them. 
 
    I heard some weeks later that Grady had moved out of the house. Harper’s affections had gone elsewhere. This time, for good. 
 
    The fun part of that story is that I had Grady’s cell. Jake called him up, invited him over, and the two of them spent an entire weekend fucking me so hard I could barely walk the next week. Oh yes, I could get used to that! Maybe he could move in with us instead! 
 
      
 
    THE END
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