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    Prologue 
 
    “What did you say?” I asked, my eyes suddenly open. 
 
    We were lying in bed, cuddling, her back to me, as the warmth of the duvet added to the pleasure of the moment. We hadn’t even made love. It had been a normal night, like most in our 14 years of marriage. We always slept naked, constantly touching, almost on top of each other. But this time, her touching was more aggressive, more purposeful. Her ass was nudging my growing rod into position. I was still somewhat groggy as I gradually awoke, trying to understand what she was saying. 
 
    “We should do it,” she said again, burrowing further into our cuddling position. 
 
    “Do what, exactly?” I was still trying to focus on what she was saying.  
 
    “We should suggest it on his next trip down.” Ah, now I remembered… the conversation we had been having over the last six months. 
 
    “What suggestion?” I was teasing her now, and she knew it. She looked at me over her shoulder with a wry grin of understanding. She was not used to overtly voicing her sexual thoughts, and certainly not when the subject was so taboo. Yet she knew it had to come from her. The acceptance. 
 
    “We should invite him into our bed and fuck his brains out.” So open, so matter-of-fact. She did not have to see to know I had a shocked look on my face. This started her giggling. 
 
    “Oh, should we?” I said, innocently. I started tickling her ribs as she shrieked, trying to push my hands away. The giggling exploded into belly-aching laughter for both of us. 
 
    I finally relented, holding her in my arms, nuzzling her neck. My hands reached around to hold her breasts. Her breath was already exciting, nipples hard as berries. She moved her hand around to stroke my now world-class hard-on. 
 
    “Are you sure? Might change some things between the three of us,” I said. The concern was always about how this would impact our friendship. 
 
    “I understand, but I think he needs our help, and it might be fun.” She pushed me onto my back. My raging member flopping up and down. She gave it a few light taps to keep it moving, then dropped a leg over me. Her pussy lips were already soaking wet, dripping even, as she reached between her legs for my stiffness. She must have been thinking about this for quite a while, I thought. 
 
    The sight was mesmerizing. We must have repeated this motion hundreds of times in our married life, but this seemed different. More exciting. I watched her grabbing my love muscle, the head now pulsing with need. She wiped it across her slit to gather moisture, then moaned as she fully impaled herself on me. The soft squelch of my entry only heightened the sensation. 
 
    As she settled into her position, she started talking. This was weird. She was not a dirty-talk kind of lover, but her eyes had already achieved that glassy intensity she always got when truly turned on. The images must have been raging through her imagination before she spoke. She rocked back and forth, my hands caressing her thighs. Her mind was in full planning mode now, checking off the things needing to be done. I never said a word, just let her talk while she worked my rod. 
 
    “We need to find a way to bring it up. To make it seem like a natural progression.” Her nipples grew harder with each line. Pussy grinding hard against me. “We’ll need to get the kids out of town that weekend.” Her hips changed the angle to put more pressure on her clit. “How do we start? Do I just lean over and kiss him?” Her motions were becoming more frantic, more eager for release. 
 
    I was just along for the ride at this point. “Will you be touching each other? Not sure what I will feel about that.” My hands now massaged her breasts, rolling each nipple to fine points, gently squeezing and pulling them as she rubbed herself faster and faster. “What will you do while he is inside me? I don’t want to lose track of you in the heat of the moment.” By this time, I was grabbing her hips, slamming myself deep inside her, my spunk ready to deliver an eager response to her decision. 
 
    She then closed her eyes, her pussy repeatedly clutching my dick, as she gave herself over to the pleasure. Her whole body shook as the wave of climax took control. My orgasm followed shortly after, starting at the base, my balls tightening. My thrusts drove the cum upward, gush after gush, into her inner walls. My usual loud grunting permeated the room as the pressure of my release forced it out, the energy of my explosion needing to find an outlet. 
 
    She collapsed on top of me as the waves receded. I held her in my arms, caressing her back as her breathing returned to normal. My cock softened inside her, finally plopping out. Jism dripped down my balls as I held her. Then she said something that brought it all home. “Will you be inside me while I suck on his cock?” 
 
    Oh, yes, I thought to myself, she really likes this idea.

  

 
 
    1 / Looking Back 
 
    Ethan 
 
    “You need to get out of that horrible situation,” I said. 
 
    “I know. I know!” Ethan replied, “but I just can’t leave my kids. I want to see them more than every other weekend or call them on birthdays.” 
 
    “Good point,” I said. “What else can you do?” Ethan just shrugged. Neither of us had an answer to that one. 
 
    This conversation, or ones just like it, had been going on for nearly 10 years now. Having a best friend in such constant misery was hard for me, especially when there was no simple resolution to a long-standing problem. 
 
    Ethan and I had been best friends since grade school. I could not remember a life without him in it. He was best man at my wedding, and I at his. Ethan was a friend that seemed to get me better than anyone else. He was one of the few males I knew willing to talk about emotional topics and male stuff, like sports and politics. 
 
    Conveniently, we both had children around the same time and entered the same business, giving us common interests that would allow that closeness to grow throughout our lives. Along the way, we became more reliant on each other for emotional support and career advice. I learned to trust him implicitly, and to understand that we intertwined our lives for a reason. We were very much like brothers. 
 
    While we had so much in common, we were different enough to keep the friendship interesting. We had similar builds, though our skills prevented us from being overly competitive. He was an outstanding athlete, I more of an outstanding student. His social skills were key to his rise. My introspective nature meant I was better at writing and discussion than salesmanship. 
 
    It was a match made in friendship heaven. I teased him, as we entered our mid-30s, that he was already showing signs of balding, but he was always in great shape. His love of sports had kept him toned and muscular. His skin was a tanned from all that time outdoors. Stacy would often joke about the tight t-shirts and jeans he liked to wear as he put his muscular upper body and flat stomach on full display. 
 
    I was not as fit as Ethan, being more of a bookworm, but my aging did not create the typical middle-aged bulge in the front. I was more of the ‘grow thinner’ body type, lean and solid. My sense of humor led more to loose-fitting t-shirts with funny cultural or movie references. While our strong ‘bromance’ did not come with physical attraction, our gym showers in high school assured me he was about my build on the ‘package’ front as well. 
 
    After graduating from college, our families had migrated separately with the corporate life, moving from city to city as opportunities arose us both. Our wives grudgingly went along, now with kids in tow. Luckily, Ethan settled down in a large mid-west city to a longer-term job in his mid-30s. Despite his living in another city with his own family, the two of us traveled enough on business that we could see each other multiple times a year. 
 
    This trip, he was visiting us at the new home we had purchased on our arrival at what I hoped to be my version of the long-term location, this one in the deep south. My new job paid much better, gave me more interesting challenges and, significantly, left me some occasional time for family and friends. We were sitting at a local hamburger joint on our way back to the airport. He had spent the weekend with us on his latest trip to town. 
 
    “Have you talked to her about your feelings?” Stacy asked. The depth of his misery was especially hard on her. Stacy had much more empathy than I could ever muster.  
 
    “Of course, we even went to a marriage counselor for 16 weeks,” Ethan protested. “The problem is that she asserted… I wanted to puke when she actually said this to the counselor… that ‘good girls’ don’t think about the things I wanted her to do.” His tone suddenly changed to a sarcastic imitation of his wife’s words. ‘If he wanted to marry a whore, he should have just done that.’ I about screamed in her face!” His own face was hot with anger as he recalled the heated exchange. “What do you say to that? All I wanted was for her to make love to her own husband, for Christ’s sake! I wasn’t asking her to do train on an NFL team!” My quick glance at Stacy told me we were having the same feelings. The misery on his face just broke our hearts. 
 
    Unlike other couples we knew, Stacy and I have always been open to our sexual tastes and desires. We were also very intimate in our day-to-day lives. We slept in the nude, closely entwined. We showered together every day and talked all the time. We were sexually experimental (within the monogamous context, of course), trying about everything we could imagine! Our shared sexual drive was strong and had remained so for all our years together. 
 
    Ethan had not come out as well. He had married a professional woman who turned out to have little or no interest in sex as she aged. They were active before getting married, he said, though this did not continue afterward. Despite having children, I often speculated later they only made it the minimum times needed! We started dating our wives about the same time, but Ethan and his wife never developed the easy intimacy that was so characteristic of my relationship with Stacy. In fact, he had told Stacy during one of these conversations in the past that his wife had never had an orgasm with him inside her. 
 
    Men often joke about not having enough sex with their wives. It is a common theme in TV, movies, and a frequent source of jokes for comedians. Ethan was no exception. Over nearly a decade, Ethan’s complaints about his wife grew colder and more bitter about the prospects for change. Clearly, the situation was not going in the direction he wanted. 
 
    I remember an old movie where a comedienne is making it with her boyfriend. As he was on top pumping away, she, totally uninterested, finally said, “Beige, I think I’ll paint the ceiling beige,” just as the boyfriend was climaxing. I always remember this scene when I think of the way Ethan described sexual contact with his wife. And he talked about it a lot! 
 
    How can someone not be interested in sex at all? Frankly, this was so foreign to my experience, I struggled to even grasp it. The idea of sleeping every day with a woman and having her coldly deny my advances over and over was a genuine mystery. I would not have been nearly as patient as Ethan. Eventually, I asked Stacy about it. She did not understand it either. No matter how bad our circumstance might be, through the inevitable tussles of married life, Stacy and I were always active sexually. Living without that regular intimacy was like not breathing. Sex was a core part of the relationship for both of us. I never got the impression I was pushing myself on Stacy unwillingly, or that she did not receive pleasure from our activities. The sexual desire was simply who we were. 
 
    We owed him, I suddenly thought to myself, as I listened to his final complaints. He was the one that introduced me to Stacy, the woman that would eventually become my wife and the love of my life. Over the years, the three of us got along very well, becoming firm friends as a threesome along the way. By our mid-30s, when this conversation was taking place, that close friendship had blossomed into an emotional, if not physical, threesome. Stacy loved him as much as I did. I sure wish there was something we could do, I thought to myself. Our desire was strong to help relieve his emotional distress. 
 
    As we listened to him, that desire pushed my mind in a new direction, an abrupt, almost disturbing turn. My cock tingled as I looked over at Stacy. Could we take this relationship to an additional dimension? What if… 
 
   

 

 Stacy 
 
    The possibility of an added dimension required meeting the love of my life many years before. 
 
    During my 20s, I dated sporadically, even got close a couple times, but nothing stuck on the romantic front. I had clearly not found the one for me. Here is where Ethan came in. He had started actively dating his soon-to-be wife, and they suggested I ask out a girl we all knew from high school… Stacy. She had grown into a beautiful woman, they said, but was not seeing anyone. 
 
    I started laughing. You must be kidding? I knew her in my school years, but she was dating another friend. The friend she dated turned out to be gay. I jokingly told them that Stacy had turned him toward the other side! Surely this was a match doomed to failure. They chuckled while shaking their heads at my nonsensical joke. 
 
    Stacy was worth the call. She was very smart and had become a ravishing woman; they claimed! Reluctant though I was, I called her up to see about a date. She said she was busy the night I suggested, but she was having a party for a friend that had just returned to town. She invited me to come. So, I did. 
 
    The party was being held at the house of another friend. As I arrived, the party was already hopping. I could hear the noise from the pool and the large patio out back. When I went to the front door, Stacy answered, and I literally did not recognize her. When I asked for her by name as she stood in front of me, she started laughing. 
 
    She was the same petite height, but her light-brown hair was a golden sun-bleached blond, her skin a tanned hue of brown. She was wearing a bikini swimsuit with a white coverlet. The thin white material did little to cover up her perky breasts and luscious figure. She was as gorgeous as they had promised. 
 
    The connection was electrifying from the start. I was having a great time at the party, seeing old friends, but my eyes never strayed far from Stacy. She was the hostess, so busy keeping the party going. 
 
    I would periodically break myself away from whatever group to find her. We caught up and reacquainted. Can you be attracted to a person with such brief contact? I learned you could. This conversation was interrupted with hosting duties, so watched her walk as she scurried to the next task. She was a feast for anyone’s eyes. Ethan was certainly right. 
 
    After the party, Stacy suggested we go back to her apartment so we could continue getting to know each other again. By this time, it was late. Still, talking was not exactly what she meant. Stacy had indeed become a full-fledged woman who knew what she wanted. The sexual tension grew as we approached her place. 
 
    By the time we arrived, the passion had risen to a delicate pitch, ready to blaze at the first opportunity. As we tumbled through the front door, already embracing, I grabbed her head in my hands, my tongue hungrily plunging into her mouth. She pressed her lips against mine in response. I pushed her against the nearest wall and pulled her entire body closer to me as my hard cock pressed against her. 
 
    It was as if we had never experienced sex before. Well, in my case, it had been awhile, but the hunger seemed to explode as we pressed into each other. 
 
    Stacy finally pushed me back to give her some space and pulled her white swimsuit cover over her head. I helped her, reaching around to unhook her bikini top. Her small, yet well-shaped breasts rested comfortably in my hands, the nipples rigid with sexual excitement. 
 
    She pushed them out to me for my pleasure. I caressed them gently, rolling them between my thumb and finger as I leaned forward to suckle them. Her hand sought my rigid tool down below, stroking it through my shorts. 
 
    I suggested we go back into her bedroom. We reluctantly broke our embrace, but Stacy never released my love muscle as we moved toward the bed. The floor on the way back became littered with discarded clothing. I helped her out of her bikini bottom, pulled my shirt and shoes off, abandoned my pants and underwear while she pulled her sandals off her feet. 
 
    By the time we hit the bed, my cock was at full mast and Stacy knew just what to do. She pushed me down on my back, crawled on the bed next to me. She licked my shaft up and down, teasing the swollen head before driving the full length down her throat. She gagged a little but did not pull back. She alternated between sucking and stroking with her fist as I repeatedly pushed my cock into her throat. 
 
    It did not take long after all the build-up. Moments later, cum exploded from deep inside. She pulled her head back and watched the strings of spunk fly around the bed. Some landed on my stomach, others on her chest and arm. Her hand continued to pump me until I could not take it any longer, laughing as I tried to hold her hand still. The intense sensation that follows cumming always makes my cockhead hyper-sensitive. 
 
    I could have gotten it up again, but Stacy ran for a cloth, cleaning my spunk wherever it had flown. In the end, the exhaustion of the party and the late hour finally took its toll. We both climbed under the covers, quickly falling asleep. I slept over that first night, though we did not complete the home run. We joked later that she was not the kind of girl that made it with someone on the first date! 
 
    The next day, work and school pulled us apart. That night, however, whatever minor concerns she might have had melted away. As soon as I arrived at her place, I began unbuttoning her blouse. Stacy offered no resistance. By the time we made it back to the bedroom, there was no doubt in either of our minds where this was going. I laid her on her back, moving her legs to the middle of the bed. She spread open to give me access to her womanhood. 
 
    The look of desire on her face pulled me forward, while her open arms showed her welcome. Her brown hair flowed invitingly down her chest. The scent of her arousal permeated the room as I approached her on the bed. My desire showed by the rigid member attracting her attention once again. 
 
    I kneeled beside her and began a careful massage, starting at her shoulders, focusing my full attention on her luscious breasts as I moved south. Her breasts were not large, but they had a full shape with dark areolas, highlighted by nipples that showed the depth of her need. The tip was rigid as she reacted to my gentle rubbing between thumb and finger. Her breath caught as I moved down to draw a nipple into my mouth. 
 
    She reached in to grab my stiffness as I continued massaging my way down. The tactile pleasure from caressing her smooth skin electrified me. Stacy pulled on my cock, encouraging me to allow her to suck on it, but I had something else in mind. 
 
    I moved down between her legs, continuing my massage, now from below. Her thighs moved wider as my thumb and fingers pressed closer to home. I leaned down to smell her arousal; the scent drawing me closer. I moved my hands under her hips, my head using tongue strokes to explore inside. She placed her hands on my head, the urgency of her need encouraging me to press my tongue deeper. I couldn’t believe how wet she had become. Long, slow strokes up and inside pushed her toward a peak. When my tongue aggressively attacked her clit, the reaction was immediate. 
 
    “Shit!” she screamed as the tension of the build-up cascaded into a climax that ripped through her, her breaths coming in quick gasps. I couldn’t believe how deep her orgasm went! I wasn’t sure if my cock could get any harder as I positioned myself above her. 
 
    She was still recovering from her first orgasm, but her hands told me there was one thing she wanted badly. She wanted a hard cock! She pulled my hips down toward her. “I want you inside me,” she whispered, her eyes locked on mine. I was more than happy to oblige, wiping my enraged cock head through her moist folds, then lunged forward. She was so tight! My weight came down on top of her as I began the rhythmic plunging of her depths. Her shallow breaths caught with each thrust, the whimpers of pleasure taking us both. 
 
    “Oh God, that feels good!” she cried out, wrapping her arms around me, her hips pushing back, her heels around my ass.  
 
    It did not take long for either of us. She screamed as her second orgasm took her. Her pussy gripped me as my mouth found her hard pebbles, aggressively sucking each nipple. Her spasms set off my relief, the energy of the cumming released as grunts of pleasure. As I softened, I collapsed beside her, our breaths struggling to recover their normal pace. We could not separate our eyes as we held each other with gentle caresses. 
 
    What a first time! It would not be our last. We humped like proverbial rabbits for several weeks after. This extended into months as we discovered our early sexual compatibility worked on more advanced levels as well. 
 
    I introduced her to marijuana after a bit. She never liked to smoke the way Ethan and I did, but she loved to cook the weed into candies and brownies, consuming it that way. The dope fueled our already red-hot sexual desires. 
 
    Stacy discovered the great joy of pairing marijuana and sex. For me, it made orgasms more intense, seeming to last longer. For her, it was more the deeper sensations, finding the pulse of pleasure more focused within her body. A stoned Stacy would grind on my cock, moaning as I went in and out, finally cumming in an explosion of release. 
 
    Eventually, our pace of humping slowed, as it does for all couples, but the desire and depth of the feelings continued to grow. Three months after first meeting, we were engaged. Six months after that, married. We became official… Stan & Stacy. 
 
    The funny thing about marriage is that you never know the real person you are marrying until years have gone by. What a person seems like when young can be a quite different after life’s lessons place pressure on their character. I was a lucky one. Stacy turned out to be even better as an adult. 
 
    My mind wondered back to the current question. In all this discussing and complaining, a germ of an idea about Ethan grew. Would she be willing to be shared? 
 
   

 

 Stan 
 
    By the time the idea took root and grew, Stacy and I had been married for 14 years and had a couple of kids. 
 
    After this umpteenth conversation about his marital challenges, I wondered if a strength of our own could not help this lack in his relationship. In my erotic reading, I always enjoyed “wife sharing” stories… getting sexual pleasure from watching your wife making it with another man. Those stories never failed to deliver a solid boner. Would it be possible, I thought, for Ethan to be that guy to invite into our bed? I trusted him implicitly, after many years of experience, and genuinely loved him as a brother. He seemed the ideal candidate. 
 
    This is where my communication with Stacy came in. We talked a lot, and about sex, but I wasn’t sure if I could mention this directly since it was way outside our normal range of options. So I hit on a plan. 
 
    The build-up lasted a full six months. I started by talking about Ethan while we were stroking each other before making love. Not sexual per se, just brought him up in that situation. One time I spoke about a coming visit. Another time discussed his marital frustration. It did not really matter the topic. I just wanted to put him inside our sexual window. 
 
    The next step was mentioning him in a sexual context during our lovemaking. This happened several times. Stacy seemed to catch on quickly and played along. The first time must have been a shock to her, but Stacy was never much of a prude. Verbalizing during lovemaking was not new for me. The context, however, was quite exciting. 
 
    That first time, I brought it up as I was giving her a massage, drifting down from neck to toes. About halfway down, as I concentrated on her ass and inner thighs, I asked a simple question. 
 
    “Have you ever thought about sucking on someone while being fucked at the same time?” 
 
    “Why do you ask?” she choked, pushing herself up to look around at me. The look on her face was quizzical, though that look did not imply offense or even resistance. 
 
    “No reason, just wondered if that was a fantasy for you.” 
 
    “Haven’t thought of it much” was her only response, as she laid back down. By this time, I was concentrating my massage on her inner thigh, grazing her vertical smile with each pass. Curiously, after mentioning the fantasy, the ass I was massaging pushed up and her legs spread wider so I could have easier access. Maybe she thought it was just some of my sexual dirty talk, but her response was strong. 
 
    I carefully spread her vaginal lips and inserted a finger as I circled her clit. Engorged with moisture, she pushed herself at my fingers. 
 
    “You like to suck on me and you like making love. Why not both at the same time?” I said innocently. I pulled her ass up slightly, moving my leg across her backside, pushing my cock inside her essence in one push. Her grunt said it was a surprise, but her wetness showed her excitement with the dirty-talk. 
 
    With each push, I kept up the conversation. “Think of it, the pleasure of receiving at both ends.” She moaned as I pushed deeper. Her pussy’s grip on my cock was so strong it literally pulled the wad right out of me. She came moments later as she pushed herself into my forceful thrusts. I grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling them apart to give myself a better view. She always loved it when I did that. 
 
    After the pleasure waves settled down, I rolled down beside her and said, “I think you do like that fantasy, don’t you?” She did not respond, but her heavy breathing gave all the response I needed. 
 
    The next time we made love, I used Ethan as my example. “Remember our talking about sucking and fucking at the same time? Imagine it was someone like Ethan.” As we went through each step of the time together, I would keep up a constant stream of dirty-talk, much of it about a threesome. She really got into it. 
 
    One time, she was on her back. My love muscle firmly planted and feeling the love. I then pulled out a dildo I had purchased for the occasion. It was especially realistic, but not exceptionally large. I had hidden it within reach on the side of the bed and inserted it in her mouth. 
 
    She normally does not like artificial things inside her. Her hands came up immediately to pull it out, but then she saw the hungry look in my eyes, understood what I was doing, and played along. She sucked that cock as if it were real. My pounding into her became almost vicious as she went after the ‘other’ cock with abandon. We both came in some of the strongest orgasms we had ever experienced up to that time. 
 
    After that, we fantasized frequently about her sucking him while I humped away. Or while she was on top, impaled on me, grinding her pussy onto my pulsing rod while dirty-talk Ethan was standing above, thrusting into her mouth. She seemed to get extremely excited when we played this way. 
 
    Our sex life was satisfying before this, but like others in the middle marriage years, it had become less frequent and more routine. This playful fantasy pushed our stimulation to almost fevered peaks. Our love-making sessions became more potent and frequent.  
 
    Stacy always seemed to like it when I would talk during a session. Now she seemed to crave it. I had always groaned loudly and told her what I was doing with words. “Take that cock”, I would say, while thrusting or describing how I worshiped her breasts while fondling them. With the Ethan concept, this talking became focused. Like the erotica I loved, I would slowly describe a threesome as we stroked and caressed each other. Our orgasms, especially Stacy’s, became increasingly intense as the details became more explicit in my stories. 
 
    Eventually, she decided she wanted to try the real thing.

  

 
 
    2 / Getting Started 
 
   



 

 Planning is the fun part 
 
    This brings us back to Stacy’s original acceptance. Yes, she wants to do it, she said, but the question remained: should we? This discussion pushed our actual attempt back several months. The fear of genuine life consequences was all too real. 
 
    We had known both Ethan and his wife for years at that point. If we asked him and he said no, it would put a strain on a relationship that had been one pillar of my life (and become one for Stacy). If he said yes, how would I manage watching another guy humping my wife, whom I deeply loved? What if I reacted in a negative emotional way? The strain would likely be irreversible. What if his wife found out? We would never be allowed in their home again and the news would probably lead to a divorce. Again, real world significance not to be taken lightly. 
 
    The risk of her doing this without me seemed my greatest concern. What if she really did like it? Or liked it so much she wanted to do it without me? Or behind my back? The thought of a cock penetrating her in front of me created such hardness that I knew that would not be a problem. But what if she went into his room and closed the door in front of me? Or they met together somewhere without me? 
 
    These thoughts stoked my insecurities. I did not think Ethan would do that. He was, in fact, a very emotional guy who had proven loyal to me over many years. I trusted Stacy as well. Her love had been unquestioning for a long time. Still, I also knew that once we let those proverbial dogs run free, the result would be difficult to control. My chest would tighten to nearly full-blown panic every time I thought of losing her to someone else, especially because of something that I put in motion. 
 
    None of these questions, and the associated risks, had straightforward answers. Stacy and I talked and talked and talked. 
 
    In the end, it was Ethan that unknowingly turned us around. On one of our visits together, he was more despondent than ever. Divorce seemed eminent without meaningful change. After discussing this with Stacy, we decided the family side was no longer a risk. Even if she found out, it was only going to be another reason for the divorce, not the only one. 
 
    During that conversation, I confessed my own insecurities about her transferring her affection from me to Ethan, and how the fear of that was gripping me. She looked at me and burst out laughing.  
 
    “I had the same thought,” she told me. “On my side, I thought you would not want me anymore. That you would only want these side games. That I would not be enough for you going forward.” 
 
    Her warm laughter settled my concern somewhat. “That would NEVER be the case,” I said. “I will always love you.” 
 
    “My beloved,” she said, “nothing going on here is going to change my opinion of you and us… I have no interest in going with Ethan… or anyone else. We are in this together… for our mutual pleasure… and his. Never think differently… I am with you to the end,” gently kissing me her reassurance. Her words took me over that last resistance. 
 
    As for the relationship with Ethan, he was becoming desperate. Our mutual love of him and knowledge of the frustration he had been experiencing drove our already strong openness to experimentation. We finally decided to bring it up with him on his next trip, which was planned a couple of months later. 
 
    Maybe the most enjoyable part of the threesome was planning for it. Stacy was a planner by nature, and she worked out every detail, from where to do it, how to start, what she should wear (or not wear!). The hours spent discussing the plan inevitably ended in robust lovemaking and powerful orgasms. 
 
    One detail remained unresolved: how to bring it up. Walking up to him and saying, “Hey, Ethan, want to go to bed with us?” just did not seem the right approach. We wrestled with how to do this for almost the entire two months until he arrived. We finally brought it up casually… 
 
   

 

 Gaining acceptance was key 
 
    “I am heading for the airport,” I told her, as I grabbed my car keys. Ethan was arriving in just another hour, and I had to hustle to get there. 
 
    “You ready for tonight?” I asked her, snuggling a kiss on her neck as I headed for the garage. “Let me check,” I said, as I stroked her pussy lips through her shorts. She playfully danced away from me, laughing. 
 
    “You’ll just have to wait and see,” she giggled. She lifted her top and gave me a glimpse of her rock-hard nipples as I rushed for the door. Oh yes, I thought to myself, she was ready! 
 
    Ethan was coming in for the weekend. We packed the kids off to friends in the area, telling them we had someone coming into town and wanted to show him around. He came in Thursday evening, and planned business meetings all day Friday. 
 
    For tonight, it would just be dinner and conversation. Stacy and I had agreed to keep it as “normal” as possible… with one exception. At dinner, Stacy wore something revealing but not out of the ordinary, a tight-knit top. The absence of a bra was the only giveaway. Ethan did not seem to notice, but I certainly did. Her nipples were on full ‘high beams’ for much of the dinner. 
 
    He was all excited about a new work project that was absorbing much of his time. It definitely sounded interesting, but neither of us could keep our minds on the object of the project. We had our own in mind. 
 
    Every few minutes, I would notice Stacy moving awkwardly in her seat. So clearly aroused, she needed to reposition herself to reduce the tickle down below. I kept looking at her, wondering whether she wore something black so the wetness in her crotch would not show! She would just return my look with one of her crooked smiles. It was clearly ‘subject understood’ as her eyes glistened. 
 
    Since it was late by this time, we went back to the house. Stacy set him up in the guest room and then we all went to bed. For Stacy, though, sleep was not on any agenda. We got into our bed, took our clothes off and she did something totally outside of previous experience with her. She pulled me onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, grabbed my hair and literally PUSHED my face into her sopping wet crotch. She needed serious release after all the pent-up sexual tension of the dinner. 
 
    As I positioned myself for providing the needed service, I noticed just how wet she had become. Her cream oozed out between her puffy lips. All that rubbing during dinner had given those lips a ragged, reddish glow.  
 
    “Put your tongue in me RIGHT NOW,” she whispered in a very firm manner, clearly not wanting Ethan to hear. My cock sprang to life as she buried my face in her divide. For me, it was like burying my tongue in a Boston Cream Pie. Her vaginal juices were so wet and thick. I stroked up a couple of quick angles with my tongue. The moan that came out of her mouth came from deep within. 
 
    I moved my hands up to provide needed help as my tongue drove as deep as it would go. My left thumb began a slow circle around her clit, but not touching. She hissed as the pressure continued to build. Finally, knowing she could not take it much longer, I began long sweeping tongue strokes up and down the sides of her engorged lips and my thumb went straight for her clit in an aggressive circular motion. 
 
    Stacy almost came off the bed. Her back arched as the climax simply took control of her. The waves of pleasure shook her entire body. Even her toes curled against the bedsheets. As she came down, her breath came in quick takes, trying to regain some level of composure. Oh, my God! I thought to myself. She is really going to LOVE this! 
 
    Then I made a decision which surprised me when I thought about it later. Despite my stiff meat protruding down below, I decided not to enter her. I wanted to let the fantasy of Ethan percolate deep inside her. The glassy eyes told me all I needed to know about where her mind was. For now, I wanted it to stay there. 
 
    I simply pulled the blanket over her beautiful body, got in the bed next to her and began slow gentle caresses. I snuggled her neck, kneaded her breasts softly and then held her in my arms until she fell asleep. 
 
    Yes, this was going to be a weekend to remember! 
 
   

 

 The pitch 
 
    Ethan’s Friday business ended in late-afternoon. I took the day off, amazed how much Stacy accomplished around the house that day. She just could not sit still. Occasionally, she would come to my desk. She hugged and kissed me passionately while rubbing my cock. She kept saying how excited she was. No kidding, I laughingly said to myself. I could tell. 
 
    But so was I. The anticipation was killing me, especially after the blue balls of the previous evening. My cock was in a perpetual state of excitement throughout the day. All her incessant rubbing made that excitement more intense! 
 
    When his meetings finished, we prepared for a typical evening of drinks, conversation, music, and TV. Here is where all the planning paid off. Once Ethan and I settled down in front of the TV, Stacy came downstairs in a very revealing outfit we had picked out. She had a full length, silky nightgown that was not specifically sexual lingerie, but still nearly transparent. She wore nothing underneath. You could clearly see the outlines of her areolas and the dark patch of her trimmed bush. Her nipples betrayed her arousal. 
 
    This outfit certainly piqued his interest. Stacy, in her best acting job, pretended this was her normal dress around the house and sat on the love seat across from us, joining in the conversation, her hands demurely at her side. His eyes struggled to stay off her rigid nipples and dark patch down below. 
 
    Occasionally, she would spread her legs slightly, as if getting into a more comfortable position. Still completely covered by the gown, but this movement created a space where her just-visible bush shone like a beacon. Ethan did not miss any of this. His eyes could not control themselves as he strained to glimpse what was underneath the sheer material. 
 
    I could sense her sexual excitement and wondered whether she was growing wet enough to leak through the gown! As we had planned at this moment, I suggested Ethan and I run out to get something to eat. Stacy would stay home to get everything ready. 
 
    I did not plan to go for dining and the preparation for our return was NOT setting up the dinner table. I headed straight for an adult bookstore in town that rented adult films, putting on my best salesman cap for “the pitch”. 
 
    “Well, how did you like Stacy’s outfit?” I asked, in as matter-of-fact tone as I could muster. I thought he was going to drown as he almost spilled the bottle of water he was drinking from. 
 
    “What?” he asked.  
 
    “That robe Stacy was wearing. Very nice, didn’t you think? I noticed you could not keep your eyes off it.” 
 
    “Yes, very nice,” he stammered out. His eyes were pointed straight ahead as he tried to hide his embarrassment at being caught. “I’m sorry, Stan,” he stammered out. “I meant nothing by it. She just looked really nice in that outfit.” 
 
    “I bought it in Japan on one of my business trips,” I told him, going into a quick discussion of where I found it and how often she wore it now. I did not even address his discomfort.  
 
    I paused for a moment, then dropped the bombshell. “She wanted me to ask if you would like to see more,” just as I pulled into the adult bookstore parking lot. “She looks even better underneath.” 
 
    He quickly noticed where we were now and turned his full attention toward me. “Are you serious?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded my head affirmatively. After he got over the shock, “You are serious, aren’t you?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “WE are. Stacy is as interested as I am. She was the one that suggested it.” OK, this was a small white lie, but technically she approved it first! 
 
    “We would like to invite you to join us in our bed this evening, to see what might… well… come up!” I grinned. 
 
    Then I covered the important part of the conversation. “You need to understand that Stacy is completely aware of and supportive of the idea. She knows we are having this conversation right now. She wore that outfit to attract your attention. She wanted you focused for tonight!” I explained simply. 
 
    His imagination was heating up, and a distinct bulge appeared in his jeans. I suggested we go into the adult store and find something that might be appropriate. Stacy and I had already gone through the shelves the week before, so I led him directly to the section with MFM threesomes as our conversation progressed. 
 
    Yes, Stacy wanted this as much as I. No, we did not need birth control (she was on the pill), so yes, he could cum inside her. Yes, we were open to all his ideas, but each of us had veto power over all activities. Yes, she liked it when I was aggressive with her, but no, neither of us was interested in pushing too hard. When we pushed, it would be obvious she was going along because she chose to or everything stopped. We planned this to be a mutually shared and fun sexual activity. If any of us became uncomfortable, we would halt everything. If it stayed mutual and fun, we could do it as often as we liked that weekend. 
 
    “Holy shit,” he finally exclaimed. “How could I turn down an offer like that?” 
 
    “Glad you agree,” I said. 
 
    While in the bookstore, I said I needed to go to the bathroom, but my real purpose was to call Stacy to let her know Ethan had agreed. The positive screech at the other end was all I needed to hear. She was ready. 
 
    He agreed to all our basic rules and talked non-stop about what we might do as we picked out a couple of movies before leaving. His growing excitement was clear. He rubbed his cock as we moved closer to the action. My heart leaped with joy that he was so excited. I wondered how long since his last real sexual experience.

  

 
 
    3 / Play Begins 
 
    Settling in 
 
    When we arrived, Stacy had completely altered the tone of the house… put candles around for soft lighting, turned down the bed and prepared snacks for after. She was sitting in the middle of the sofa when we walked in the door, casually watching TV. She had changed into another Japanese robe. This one not as transparent, but it only reached down to her upper thigh. She wore it loose in front so that we could clearly see she wore nothing underneath. The cleavage caught both our eyes and her nipples were protruding nicely. Her face flush with excitement. 
 
    As I went to put the adult disc on the player, Ethan walked up to the sofa. 
 
    “May I sit down next to you?” he asked Stacy. His almost formal manner made her chuckle. 
 
    “Of course,” she said, patting the cushion next to her. Once again, Stacy sat demurely, her hands at her side, as if this were the most normal thing that had ever happened. 
 
    “Do you really want this?” Ethan asked, his hardening cock showing clearly through his jeans. 
 
    She turned toward him and said only, “Yes,” as she gently squeezed his leg to offer more assurance. He placed his hand on hers. Their first intimate contact. 
 
    “Ethan has agreed to our ground rules and thinks it would be fun,” I said as I sat on her other side. My hand now stroking her leg, gently edging her robe further open; her breasts now clearly visible. “He said those ground rules were very reasonable, that he probably would have come up with those, anyway.” 
 
    Stacy then asked bluntly. “Ethan, are YOU sure? We kind of dropped this on you suddenly.” 
 
    He chuckled softly. “It was a shock. I will admit. But it would be a lie if I were to say it hadn’t crossed my mind before. You are a beautiful woman and I have always thought Stan was one of the luckiest men in the world. Sharing your bed will be a privilege. I just hope I am up to the task. It’s been awhile.” His voice trailed off. We knew what he meant. 
 
    While the movie progressed to the MFM action, Stacy turned to look at me, her eyes imploring: Well, what now? We had done no planning past this stage. 
 
    To get started, I reached my hand up to her face, turning her head to mine and began kissing her. My hand moved to caress her breast, purposefully tugging the robe completely open, exposing her body to us both. 
 
    Ethan took the cue and placed his hand on the other breast, rolling her nipple between thumb and forefinger. Stacy does not have sensitive nipples, but her chest pushed forward to give him the open invitation to continue. His other hand began stroking her leg. Those legs spread open with the contact. 
 
    When his hand reached to the top of her thigh, Stacy pushed her crotch against his fingers and let out a moan that was loud and deep. We all burst out laughing. Clearly, she was ready. While we were out talking, she had been home getting mentally ready. 
 
    I suggested we move upstairs to the bedroom. The movie could wait. They both agreed. 
 
    As Stacy got up from the sofa, I gently pulled her robe off. She walked naked ahead of us on the stairs, swaying her hips and poking her butt at us. We playfully grabbed at her ass as we chased her toward the bedroom. I did not catch the first glimpse. He was walking ahead of me, but Ethan’s eyes must have doubled in size as he walked into the bedroom. The carefully placed candles and turned down bed told an extraordinarily clear picture of who wanted what. Stacy was as excited about this as we were. I walked immediately to the stereo and pushed play. The initial tones of Bryan Ferry’s Boys & Girls added to the mood. 
 
    She dropped to the bed ahead of us; her legs spread for our viewing. We could see the dampness of her cleft. Her eyes looked at me with a questioning gaze. Do you really want to do this? They asked. I answered with a positive nod of my head and laid down beside her on one side while Ethan took the other. My hands started caressing her and Ethan’s followed the same pattern. 
 
    I leaned to her ear and whispered, “Let yourself go. Orgasm as you like, request what you like, do what you like. We are here for your pleasure and his. I will not be upset if you cum too often or if he cums inside you. That is why we are here.” 
 
    She shook her head, gently acknowledging my words, and simply let go. The tension of the last few days gave way to complete surrender to the feelings. You could almost see the pent-up desire explode as she leaned back, giving herself to the sensations of the hands actively caressing every part of her body. She spread her knees wider, making the obvious invitation. 
 
    Yet Ethan and I were still dressed. We got up to take our clothes off. While I removed mine on one side of the bed, I suggested Stacy help Ethan with his. She nodded agreement and my naked wife rose from the bed, her free breasts springing with motion. Her face and chest were red with desire. 
 
    She approached Ethan as he fumbled with buttons. What followed was one of the most erotic things I had ever seen. She slowly took his clothes off, but did it in such a way that her body never left contact with his. Her hands roamed freely above and below as she unbuttoned, unsnapped, and pulled off. 
 
    Ethan was clearly having an exciting time. His love muscle roared its wooden approval of her method. Mine was not far behind. This alone already exceeded every dream or expectation I had for the weekend! 
 
   

 

 The action 
 
    Once he was naked himself, Ethan gently pushed her back onto the bed, moving to position himself between her legs. She spread her knees wide to allow easy access. I was a little surprised. Ethan’s face was hard-focused on her crotch. He looked ready to drive his cock straight into her love tunnel. I was not upset, but it was too soon. I wanted him to take longer. 
 
    He did not do that, however. He leaned forward on the bed and buried his face. His tongue driving deep inside her snatch. The surprise on Stacy’s face was priceless as she laid back on the bed and gave herself to his eagerness. She waved her hand in my direction, encouraging me to take part as well. 
 
    I moved forward with my own hard cock, positioned myself above so she could suck on me while I squeezed and stroked her breasts. What an experience! Feeling her go to work on my own hard cock while feeling her breasts and watching Ethan eat away. It took every ounce of restraint I had to keep from popping my load right then! 
 
    Instead, I gently removed my cock from her mouth, pulling myself to the side. She looked like she was ready to cum and I wanted to feel that up-close. I sat on the bed next to her, softly stroking her breasts. I leaned down to kiss her, gently at first, but as I saw her excitement grow, I became more forceful, driving my tongue into her parted lips as her gasps became shorter, pinching and pulling her nipples. She began to actively moan as her hands rested softly on Ethan’s head. 
 
    Yes, she was saying with her hands. Take me wherever you want to go. Don’t stop. Don’t stop! 
 
    I laid down beside her, put my arms around her. All those years of making love had taught me when she was ready. 
 
    I whispered in her ear, “cum for us,” just as the wave of her orgasm swept through her. Ethan increased the pressure of his thumb around her clit and drove his tongue around and past her slit. Her whole body lost control on the bed, the waves coursing through her. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she cried out. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” She later described it as one of the strongest orgasms she had ever felt. 
 
    Ethan did not waste time after that. He crawled up the bed and buried his cock into her sopping wet pussy. She had barely recovered from the first one when his insistent driving pushed her into orgasm after orgasm. I lost count after three! Frankly amazed at how long he lasted, I just held her in my arms as she kept cumming, whispering in her ear how beautiful she was and how much I loved watching her cum. 
 
    He finally could not hold off any longer. His ferocious thrusts became even more intense and Stacy met each with her own hip thrusts to get him deeper and deeper. His cum erupted in thick spurts. I could not help but stare at the rhythmic power of his release. His balls twitched as they pushed each load out. His face had an almost painful look as his release pushed into Stacy. At that moment, I had a curious thought. Do I look like that when I cum, all crunched up like I was in pain? It made me laugh inside. Let’s face it. Who cares? It still feels great. 
 
    When he was spent, it was my turn. After watching all this, my cock was throbbing with need. Ethan rolled to the side. I got her up on her knees and pounded away doggy style. My cock easily went to full insertion as my balls slapped loudly against her ass. Ethan put his head underneath her torso, sucking on her nipples as I pushed my love muscle into her. 
 
    I maximized my movement to drive her excitement, moving up and down to touch every part of her pussy cavity. Ethan’s cream was like a warm blanket as I poured my contribution into her. She literally screamed as her orgasm tore through her. 
 
    She finally signaled, “enough, enough”, as my softening cock fell out. You could hear the plop of cream exiting from her and pooling on the bed. She collapsed on her side, panting as the after-shock swept through her. Ethan and I laid beside her to do the same. The spent sexual energy was thick in the room, so I said in as light a tone as I could, “Well, that was nice.” We all started laughing and finally relaxed on the bed. 
 
   

 

 After glow 
 
    All the spent energy caught up with us. We fell asleep where we lay, entangled with Stacy. She reached over and whispered in my ear: “Thank you.” What could I say? The pleasure was literally all mine! I LOVED this. Holding her while she came may have been the most intense sexual pleasure of my life. I had experienced none of the jealousy or insecurity I had expected to feel. What I felt was pure joy! My only response to her was to kiss her lips good night and to hug her in my arms. 
 
    Later that night, I woke to the bed jiggling. My eyes opened at the sight of Ethan on his back. Stacy on top of him, her hand pushing his rigid tool into her dripping box. A little rest and she was ready for more, apparently. I guess Ethan was ‘forced’! 
 
    I did not move, just laid there watching. I did not feign sleep. Stacy clearly saw my movement, but I did not take part. She was taking Ethan to a place he may have never been before… a place where a woman desires you and tries to maximize your pleasure. I did not want to interfere. 
 
    Her hand trailed along my leg to acknowledge my presence, but soon, the pulses of pleasure were absorbing all her attention. She moved her hands to rest on Ethan’s chest, offering her breasts… if he wanted them, and controlled the movement. 
 
     She leaned forward as Ethan’s arms pulled her into his embrace. Her breasts pillowed across his chest as he kissed her with a fervor she had probably not seen from me in a while. I could see her jaw unlock as he pushed his tongue into her mouth, and she responded in kind. Ethan raised his hands to each side of her head to intensify the embrace. Her hips just kept up that constant motion, moving his cock around to maximize the stimulation. 
 
    I watched as the pressure built in them both. She broke the intense kissing, to move into a full sitting position, only to release a deep moan as the tight shivers of her first orgasm shook her body. She ground her pussy onto his stiff cock as each wave of pleasure pushed through her. 
 
    Frankly, this weekend was going to be an excellent education for me, I thought at that moment. I had never watched her cum before, without participating, that is. I could see the flush of her skin, the glassy eyes of her intensity, the almost frantic pushing as she ground her clit against him. 
 
    For Ethan, I suspect he was considering himself fortunate. He just stared at her as she gave over to the sexual release. I speculated at that moment that he had never had a woman literally use him for her own pleasure. 
 
    Her breathing settled down as she placed her hands back on his chest, supporting herself, but her hips did not stop moving. She wanted more. Gradually, she came out of the depth of her orgasm and signaled for me to get up. It was all her show now. She pointed for me to put my leg on the other side of Ethan’s head, essentially straddling him. My balls were only inches from his face, but my cock was at full attention.  
 
    As her hips ground onto his erection, maintaining that constant rhythm on her clit, she moved her mouth forward to swallow my rod whole! I mean, she took it fully to the back of her throat and then some. Her face touched my pubic hair as her eyes looked up at me. The concentration of her effort was amazing. She was fully engaged in bringing herself to another release while pushing us both over the edge. She was also controlling the pace, hoping we would all cum at the same time. 
 
    She moved all parts in concert. Her motion down below was taking Ethan to another place while she moved her mouth back and forth on my cock. Ethan was the first to go, grabbing Stacy’s hips and slamming himself into her. He grunted his release as she rose off the bed with each thrust. A couple times, he almost pushed her off my cock, but she maintained the connection. 
 
    She was next, with her second of the session, able to maintain the connection to my cock. But the motion was suddenly wobbly as the waves of pleasure pushed through her. 
 
    I was the last to get started, so it is not surprising I came last, but that was still not long. Her aggressive sucking did the trick. A few strokes later, I was pumping my spunk down her throat. She didn’t even try to move away, just took the load until a small bit leaked out of the corner of her lips. 
 
    This surprised me a little. Stacy was never one to enjoy swallowing jism. She liked to watch it shoot around the room, she always told me. This time, she was just too into the moment to care. 
 
    Apparently, this last round whet her appetite for cumming as she collapsed onto Ethan’s chest, his softening cock falling out of her. I helped her into the place on the bed between us and said, like a scolding father, “Now, you two. Time to sleep.” 
 
    I got out of bed to get a wet cloth for clean-up. “We have plenty of time for this over the next couple of days. I don’t want to wake up in the middle of the night again.” They both laughed that guilty chuckle. BUSTED! I returned with a washcloth, sitting down on the bed next to Stacy. I used the washcloth to wipe away the goop of her lovemaking. 
 
    Here I experienced a strange compulsion of wanting to lick the cum out of her snatch but resisted it. Too weird, I thought to myself. 
 
    After I finished the cleanup, I looked at Ethan. He was already asleep. I wasn’t sure how he would react to me washing him off, so gave the cloth to Stacy for a general wipe down. He was a mess. She reached over, using the washcloth to massage the same goop off his entire crotch area. 
 
    He didn’t even stir. Amazing, I thought to myself; she used no lubricant. We REALLY turned her on!

  

 
 
    4 / A Full Day Indeed 
 
    Waking up late 
 
    The next morning, I was the first to wake up. I left the lovebirds in bed, getting up as quietly as I could, put on a pair of gym shorts and t-shirt, and went downstairs for water. I was very thirsty. Except for my odd impulse to lick his cum out of her, it had gone much better than even our wildest dreams. I had not seen Stacy so turned on, maybe ever! She was so full of lust, like a teenager who had just discovered sex. 
 
    As I sat there chugging my water, full of thoughts of last night, Stacy came down the stairs in the same Japanese short robe she had worn just before we went upstairs. This time, with the tie securely fastened. She looked at me with this sheepish, almost guilty look. I had to burst out laughing.  
 
    “Enjoyed yourself, did you?” My laughing response seemed to put her at ease, somewhat, but there was something else there. Why would she think it would upset me? I thought to myself. This was exactly what we wanted. 
 
    “Yes, I did,” she replied, genuine emotion in her voice. “Though… a bit concerned you would think… my starting late last night, you know… when you were still asleep… without you being involved… was over some kind of boundary line… you had those concerns.” She was doubtful. “You didn’t think our late session was too much?” 
 
    I almost broke into another round of laughter. Instead, I pulled her onto my lap, kissed her with as fully an ‘I love you’ kiss as I had, looked straight into her eyes and told her, “No, my dear. I am not even remotely upset. If you had gone into his room by himself without me… closing the door, let’s say… that might have been a problem, but that’s not what happened. In fact, I was sitting down here, just now, thinking about how great last night was. Better even than I had dreamed it would be. You were really turned on, weren’t you?” 
 
    Again, the sheepish grin. As she talked, the words came out in a rush. The relief was obvious on her face. “After the first-round last night… I don’t know what happened… my pussy was on fire! I had experienced nothing like that before. I just couldn’t get enough of it. Eventually, the pressure woke me up in the middle of the night. I tried to finish myself with my own fingers… that would not work. I needed… I needed… cock. I needed COCK!” 
 
    Her face was a mixture of remembered pleasure and concern. “I initially tried to fondle you… you were dead to the world… no way that was going to happen. So I turned to Ethan, playing with his cock & balls… you know, the way I know you like it… that woke him up. The funny part was that his look was amazing. He couldn’t believe I WANTED to start again. I felt so sorry for him… what that meant about his sex life… his cock had no issues, though.” She winked at me. “He was quickly hard and ready to go. I mounted him when you woke up. Is there something wrong with me? Why has my desire pushed so high? Maybe I’m just a slut!” By the end, she was almost in tears, her face hanging down at those last words. 
 
    “Oh, my beloved.” I looked at her with the genuine concern built over our long years together. I could see she was distressed and told her the truth. “Stacy,” I pulled her head into my hands, forcing her to look at me, “we have always had a great sex life, full of interesting twists and turns, but, truthfully, I often felt like you were left hanging in our lovemaking. Like you did not get enough to satisfy you. It was not your being frigid or didn’t cum, just not enough stimulation. You had so much more capacity than I could deliver. It felt like you needed more. I kind of thought up this threesome idea to give you the satisfaction you deserve. And it worked.” She put her arms around me, head on my shoulder. I could feel the relief coming out if her. 
 
    “My dear,” I said, “you ARE a slut, no doubt about that. You really love sex. But I LOVE that about you. We’re not in high school anymore. Nobody is going to taunt you in front of your friends at the school cafeteria. I love you, and if you like sex, who’s going to complain about that? Certainly not me.” 
 
    My tone changed then, and she sat up, looking at me. “Truth is,” I said, “and I mean this. I would not like it if you felt you needed to go elsewhere for satisfaction. That would really hurt. I don’t even want you to go to his room without me. That would create a separation I do not want.” 
 
    She protested she would never… 
 
    “No, no.” I cut her off. “I understand. We are having fun here, but we both know there are limits. True emotional limits. After this is over, we still have to sleep together and accept one another. Therefore, the threesome seemed such a great idea. I thought of it to let out your ‘inner slut’ in a controlled environment, allowing it to go full blast… for a bit. Like riding a roller coaster. Falling 100 feet over a cliff would not be fun, but a coaster just gives a thrill. Think of this as a roller coaster designed especially for you.” 
 
    Her expression cascaded from worry to confusion to understanding and finally to acceptance. 
 
    “My dear,” I went on. “I love you and want what is best for you. If that means getting for you an occasional humping on the side, well, I’m good with that, as long as I get to watch. Conveniently, we have a friend that needs just that situation! This weekend, you have my open permission to get fucked as often as we can get it up. I want your inner slut to run free. What you want to do, you tell us. We’ll do it. You are in charge. You know that I have no limits. I will literally do whatever you ask. Ethan, maybe not so flexible, but I am sure he will consider whatever you ask of him.” 
 
    She broke into the giggle I love. “I love you, Stan,” she said, kissing me affectionately on the lips. She got up to begin the preparation for breakfast. Then turned around to look at me, “It really was fun last night, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “So much, I cannot describe it,” I agreed. “The look on his face when he saw you in that robe, half open with nothing underneath! That was worth the whole prep alone.” 
 
    “What look?” We both suddenly turned as Ethan came down the stairs. He was disheveled, looking almost hung over. He had on loose-fitting pajama bottoms and a t-shirt. “You said I had a look last night.” 
 
    “I was telling her one of my fondest memories from last night… of your seeing Stacy for the first time with that Japanese robe on, completely open in the front, her tits so obviously on display. It made me think of that cartoon wolf character whose eyes bug out and jaw drops when he sees a dame! It was priceless.” 
 
    “That was a glorious moment,” Ethan chuckled. “We had the talk in the car…” he stared at me for a moment, then shrugged. “Truth is, I didn’t really believe you. Surely, she would not do that with us, would she? When we got to your place and saw her like that… the house all candled up… the truth struck me. You really wanted me to sleep with you.” 
 
    “Well,” I leered in his direction, “Not exactly sleep.” That brought laughter all around. 
 
    Ethan walked up to Stacy, put his arms around her, giving her a bear hug. “How are you doing this morning, Stace? Still happy about last night’s events?” 
 
    “I am now,” was her response, looking at me with a twinkle in her eye. “Maybe we can try again today. See… what… comes up…” Her attempt to imitate my leering glare brought us all to laughing fits. Ethan sat down next to me at the breakfast table. She passed around the bagels and cream cheese, offered to get juice or water if we wanted. Ethan asked for water and we sat down to eat.  
 
    Indeed, it was a great night. Now what to do today? I thought to myself. 
 
    “I have been thinking about today,” I said, using my best professorial tone. “There are several options. The first, of course, is whatever Stacy wants. I promised her this morning that we would do whatever she asked us to do. That work for you, Ethan?” He didn’t even speak, his mouth full of bagel, just gave two thumbs up. 
 
    “The second option is that we really should leave the house during the weekend. Neighbors will talk if we don’t,” I joked. “I was thinking late lunch at Granzano’s. Work for you, Stace?” She was having fun playing with us, tried her best to imitate the same two thumbs up Ethan had used. I knew she really liked that place. “Last, I think we should crown the evening with a large blunt and see if dope enhances our pleasure at all. You two have any other ideas?” 
 
    “We should probably watch one of those adult movies,” Ethan suggested. “We paid for them. Might as well see if they have any ideas for us. At the very least, we have to return them.” Stacy and I both agreed. 
 
    Moments later, I glanced at Stacy. Her face was full of thought. I have seen ‘gears turning’ like that many times in the past. She suddenly stood up, shrugging her robe off her shoulders. She stood, totally naked. The look on our faces must have been of total shock. “I have decided to stay naked… whenever we are in the house this weekend,” she asserted. “Just wanted you both to know… Stan said you will do whatever I wanted… well… my nakedness will be my signal to you that the reverse is also true. If you want to pinch my nipples… or have me bend over so you can quickie fuck me… or pull my head over to suck on a cock… I am giving you permission. I will do whatever you ask as well.” 
 
    Giving the same silly ‘two thumbs up’ signal that was now likely to become our hidden reminder of the weekend, Ethan and I enthusiastically endorsed her plan. Just to let her know we meant it, I reached across the table, pulled her nipple strong enough to force her around to the other side, moving her between us. She just followed the path I led, her face grimacing at the pain. The nipple went quickly into my mouth while Ethan did the same to the other one. I used the middle finger of the other hand to explore her crotch. To no one’s surprise, she was already moist. She must have been thinking about this all morning. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, “she is definitely ready for another round. Why don’t I go turn the TV on and setup the disc for play? Stacy, you can sit between us and see what might come up.” 
 
   

 

 A surprising submissive side 
 
    We moved over to the sofa. Ethan and I sat on opposite ends. Before coming over, Stacy went to the linen closet to get a towel. One problem with a woman in the nude is leakage, especially when we are watching and playing the way we are. She decided a little protection would be a good idea. I then hit play on the disc player. It did not take long for us to remember we had stopped last night just when the action escalated. 
 
    The screen lit up with cocks extended to their full glory and a woman having them inserted in all kinds of fresh holes. The sex was a bit rough. Cocks were not paying any attention to the needs of the woman. I wondered how Stacy would handle this. At first, we just watched, but Stacy soon answered my question when she squirmed in her seat… looked to me like her “pussy on fire” problem had returned. 
 
    One scene showed the woman on her hands and knees, enraged cocks in both her mouth and pussy. Stacy squirmed more. I leaned over and started a gentle rubbing of her clit, a slow circular motion with my thumb. She spread her legs to allow access. Ethan just sat back and watched the TV. 
 
    The next scene had the woman in bed, with both cocks in full double penetration mode. When she figured out what was going on, Stacy jerked straight up, away from my thumb, turning around to look at both of us. “No… just no!” she said with some commitment. “We will NOT be doing that. A finger I might take, but neither of you is sticking those cocks in my poopshoot. Understand?” 
 
    She looked accusingly, her head moving back and forth between us, a finger pointed to provide emphasis. We both raised our hands in absolute surrender. “We got it,” I laughed. “Designated limit, duly noted.” When she sat back down, Ethan looked at me behind her head. His look said it all. Where did that come from? I answered with a shrug. I did not know. But it intrigued me anyway. 
 
    When she sat back down, she spread her legs the way they were before. She reached over, pulling my hand to her crotch. Let’s start over, she was clearly saying. My thumb restarted the slow circular motion on her clit. 
 
    The last scene showed more guys joining the party. Now, the actress’s every hole filled, plus both hands, Stacy squirmed for real. My cock was at full extension. A glance over at Ethan told me he was in the same shape, so I played along with the movie. Let’s do a little rough role-play. 
 
    I pulled my cock out of my gym shorts, grabbed Stacy’s head by the hair, and forcefully pushed her mouth down on my erection. She resisted at first, a little confused about what I was doing. “Suck my cock, slut!” I bellowed. The command, said in just the way they had done in the movie, told her what I was doing. She suddenly went fully submissive, playing her role as willing supplicant to our desires. 
 
    My rod penetrated her lips as she sucked with abandon. Ethan, a bit shocked at first, quickly caught on, pulling his shorts down. He reached over, jerking Stacy’s hips into the air. Her knees now on the sofa with her rear facing Ethan. As she eagerly sucked on my cock, Ethan went to town with his tongue, pushing her lips apart and licking her clit with his tongue. 
 
    Stacy started panting as the pressure on both ends put her slut-fire into full gear. Ethan pumped one finger into her pussy, followed by another, then another. His tongue now dedicated to her clit. She had trouble maintaining her sucking motion as the pleasure waves built. 
 
    Ethan placed his thumb inside her lips to soak up some moisture, then pushed gently on her back bud. Stacy tensed up, but moaned deeply when his thumb penetrated to his first knuckle. The combination of finger penetration, tongue on her clit and thumb in her back hole was getting her close. Ethan saw how far she would go. He pushed harder on her rear opening, twisting and pushing until he buried his thumb to the hilt.  
 
    Her moans now became frantic as he pushed his tongue against her clit, side to side. 
 
    “Me think she likes it!” I said, trying to imitate whatever movie character used to say that line. 
 
    The climax started at her toes and exploded up her body. She let go of my cock and screamed her release. Her whole body shaking as the waves pushed out in every direction. I had never seen her climax explode like that, so sudden, so fierce! 
 
    Before she had recovered from her first orgasm, Ethan was on his feet, plunging his enraged member deep into her snatch. He left his thumb buried in her ass. She did not expect the sudden insertion of his cock… collapsing on her elbows as the sensations flooded through her. Ethan plunged roughly into her, sawing his thumb in and out of her ass. Stacy could not seem to get enough. She reached around to grab the arm gripping her hips, pulling him closer. He got the signal and rammed into her, giving her ass a solid smack. 
 
    “Fuck me. Fuck me harder,” she screamed as Ethan became a machine, viciously driving his cock into her, pulling her hips back to meet him. He alternated driving his cock with increasingly hard smacks on each cheek with his free hand. 
 
    She had dropped her head to the sofa, off my lap, and just let the waves wash over her. For the first time, I wondered if I had made a miscalculation here. Allowing her inner-slut to flourish was one thing, but would I ever be able to get that slut-genie back in the bottle when the weekend was over? Would our normal sex life ever be acceptable again?  
 
    “You love that cock, don’t you, my little slut?” I said, a little angry edge in my voice. She did not even respond, just continued moaning and whimpering with each thrust. “Say it,” I demanded. “Tell me you want that cock!” 
 
    “Yes, Yes. I love it. Use me, fuck me. I love it. I love it!” 
 
    That was all it took. Stacy’s eyes fluttered, her body shaking. I reached down to grab her hair just as he started to cum. I wanted to see her eyes. The glassy, unfocused stare told me all I needed to know. She did not even seem to care about the pain of the hair pull. 
 
    The pulsing of Ethan’s slamming cock overwhelmed her. I released her hair, allowing her head to sink down into my lap. I was now just a spectator, trying to keep her from falling off the sofa. Her climax came in another sudden full-body surge just as Ethan came himself. 
 
    I could see his cock swell as the balls tightened. He emptied into her without slowing his pace. Her head kept bouncing against my already hard cock as each thrust brought another push to her climax. She loved being taken. Was she submissive? I asked myself. 
 
    Finally, Ethan pulled out, collapsed back onto the sofa. Stacy was still shaking, coming down from her second powerful orgasm. She then turned toward me with a look that drove me wild. She had given herself completely to the feelings. Her normal glassy stare of excitement replaced with a look that said, plainly, what are you going to do now, Big Guy? The implied challenge sent a surge through my loins that was almost painful. I do not know what happened, but my reaction was immediate. 
 
    I grabbed her legs, threw them over the back of the sofa. Her exposed crotch openly on display as her legs hung over the edge, ass in the air. She jerked in surprise while trying to reposition her arms to support herself. The shock on Ethan’s face was almost comical. I ran around the back of the sofa, aggressively pushed her legs apart with my knees, and slammed my cock into her. I had never been an aggressive lover in our time together, but her reaction to the movie and Ethan’s pounding had opened something in my chest. I NEEDED to fuck her, to see her moan, to fuck her as hard as she could take. If she wanted it rough, I could do that. 
 
    My first thrust was so hard the sofa inched forward. She gasped as I penetrated. Ethan put his leg down to hold the sofa in place. I just went to work, pounding into her as hard and aggressively as I could. Thrust after thrust after thrust. I could see the grimace on her face reflected on the TV screen as she moaned again. 
 
    “Fuck me, Stan. Fuck me hard. I need your cock,” she cried out. As if my violent pushing wasn’t enough already, I grunted loudly and slammed my hips into her even harder. She gasped again, pushing back on me. “Oh my God. Take me, Stan. Take me!” 
 
    Ethan just stared at us. What have we gotten into? Written all over his face. But he would not be left out. 
 
    He stood up, moved directly in front of Stacy’s mouth, and started slapping her face with his cock, still coated with her own cream and his jism. “Lick it clean,” he demanded. 
 
    She struggled to concentrate enough to get it in her mouth while I was pounding from behind, so she just opened wide to allow Ethan to push it in. The moaning now was louder as she sucked on his sloppy tool. The smell of their combined spunk permeated the room. Stacy did not have to struggle with breathing, since he was only half hard. Instead, she just sucked to the rhythm of my thrusting. Pretty soon, the three of us got into a cadence of my pushing and her sucking. 
 
    It did not take long after that. I erupted into her snatch, my grunt exploding out of me. 
 
    “I love your cunt,” I yelled. “Take that cock. Yes! Take it. You want cock, here it is.” 
 
    Her own eruption began just as my spunk splashed into her canal. The waves of pleasure seized her body as it shook. I worried she was going to snap Ethan’s cock off. She was shaking so much. He must have agreed, because he yanked back and let her head fall to the sofa. Her wail of release simply blasted out of her core. My grunts permeated the room. 
 
    My thrusting finally slowed as I softened and held her hips to support her on the sofa. Her breathing was ragged as soft whimpers continued to come out of her. 
 
    I pulled myself out, intending to go around to the front, but her pussy lips caught my eye. The combination of two eruptions was causing a large dollop of white cream to leak out. There was that tickle again. The desire to lick that white cream was overwhelming. This time, I gave in. I went down on my knees and spooned our dual cum loads with my tongue. It was my first taste of male ejaculate. The taste was a little bitter, almost sour. 
 
    The surprise was the reaction from Stacy. She simply went wild, pushing her crotch into my face, her body bucking. I almost had trouble keeping my face in her crotch. 
 
    “Eat it. Use your tongue in me. Oh, my fucking God.” She screamed. While my tongue tried to go as deep as possible, I used my finger to rub her clit. That was all it took. The sudden, sharp climax seemed stronger than any she had experienced so far. Wave after wave. Her body literally shaking from the pressure of the orgasm. I used my arm to hold her on the back of the sofa, but continued rubbing the clit and scooping with my tongue. The shaking subsided while I stared at her pussy lips, throbbing and pulsing on their own. 
 
    I finally pulled myself away, moved around to the front, helping her to get back into her seat, then held her in my arms. Her face blazed red with desire and repeated cumming. Her eyes unfocused. My heart was thumping, threatening to break out of my chest. What have I done? Have I gone too far? My arms caressed her as she came down. Her body was still shaking as the after-shocks moved through her. 
 
    After a moment, she came down from the high and looked up at me. The pussy-fire receding. I reached down to kiss her, the acidic taste of our stewed spunk all over my lips. It was a gentle kiss, a loving embrace. Come back to me, my Love, it said. I still want you. She returned the kiss with equal passion, let out a sigh, lying back on the sofa. Her breathing still ragged and coarse, but she was back with us. 
 
    We just sat there for minutes to let the impact soak in. My mind was racing ahead. Will she ever want just me again after glimpsing this? Our plain vanilla sex is now going to seem stale and old. What have I done? 
 
    Once her breathing had finally slowed to normal, she reached her hand out to me, insecurity written all over her face. 
 
    “Was that too much?” she asked groggily. Her look of fear was plain. “I had always wanted to try being submissive. To let you ‘take’ me any way you wanted. But both of you together? I did not know it would go so deep inside me. I could not control the hunger. I think there could have been a line of guys there. I would have taken them all.” Tears ran down her face. “Now that I have a moment to think about it, it was kind of scary. Like I was a different person.” 
 
    I took her back in my arms, signaled for Ethan to come over and hold her as well. We sandwiched her in a warm embrace. 
 
    While I caressed her hair as Ethan held her in his arms, I said, “I have been told that submissives call that ‘subspace’, where you become the submission, gives over completely to the feelings. For them, that is considered the goal. Maybe your first experience going into subspace shouldn’t have been with two guys so violently. I must apologize as well. Seeing you like that just got me so fucking horny, I needed to slam myself into you.” 
 
    Ethan joined in, “It sure was hot though, didn’t you think?” His two thumbs-up easing the tension and made us all chuckle. 
 
    “Yes, it was intense,” I said. “But you wanted it, even needed it. I lost count of how many orgasms you had.” 
 
    I turned her head up to me, letting my eyes tell her how much I still loved her and wanted her. “You are a great lover, my dear. Open and honest with your feelings. I love that about you and Ethan does too. Nothing about your reaction here has changed any opinions we have of you. In fact, maybe this is a side of you we should explore more. You really seemed to like it. What do you think, Ethan?” 
 
    “Absolutely” was all he could get out. 
 
    “We might want to discuss that at Granzano’s,” I went on. “Now, I think we all need a shower.” The taste of all that spunk on my lips was a reminder we have been at this for almost 12 hours. “Cleaning up appears to be needed. A certain someone I know just might need a little TLC. What do you guys think?” Heads nodded all around. 
 
    On the way up the stairs, Stacy looked at me. “I can’t believe you licked all the cum out of me. Did you like that?” 
 
    “Well, not really,” I said. “The taste was quite unpleasant, but YOU sure did!” 
 
    “I can’t explain,” she said. “The sensation just sent a violent shudder through me. I fell headfirst into that orgasm, like I couldn’t stop it! Wow! We will have to try that again.” 
 
    Ethan just looked at me with one meaning on his shaking head: You crazy, man! 
 
    “Let’s get upstairs and shower,” gently slapping Stacy’s rear to get her moving. She laughed, playfully pushing my hand away, starting up the steps. Once she started, I noticed her cheeks. She actually had Ethan’s pink handprint on her ass. He must have really hit her hard! Mmm, I thought to myself. Does she like that stuff? Maybe she likes the pain side of submission as much as the action. Should we explore that more? Interesting… 
 
   

 

 Cleaning up 
 
    Stacy and I had always showered together ever since we met. The daily shower had become a solid reminder of our intimacy. When we moved into our new home, the Master Bath was the first thing we remodeled. A shower curtain tub would not meet our daily needs. We wanted something bigger. I had not originally conceived of a threesome when we worked out the design, but it was certainly big enough. 
 
    True to her word, Stacy did not pick up a robe or wrap a towel around her nude body. She just walked upstairs like this was always how she dressed around the house. Ethan followed us up, ran to the guest room for his toiletry kit, and I walked into our bathroom to turn on the water. 
 
    The shower was very large, with glass all along the front. The nozzle was a “rainfall” type that allowed the water just to flow over your body. Stacy and I loved this shower. I was certain, at least for what I had in mind, that Ethan would like it to. 
 
    We all washed our faces, brushed our teeth, took care of the typical daily maintenance we all do. Stacy and I also trimmed our pubic hair. She has a tightly trimmed bush and I like mine short as well. 
 
    When finished, the warm water beckoned. “Stacy, I want you to go into the middle of the shower. You are to do nothing. Stand ready to be serviced. When we are ready, you will spread arms and legs into an X position. Ethan and I will then give you a nice scrubbing. Ethan, you go in the front. I will take the back. We can have her turnaround along the way. Work for everyone?” 
 
    Ethan stepped in first, Stacy followed with me bringing up the rear. Ethan’s eyes could not avoid staring at her breasts as the water glistened over them. Stacy immediately went to the middle, throwing her arms and legs into an exaggerated X. Her joking intent was clear. Service me! 
 
    Ethan softly slapped her breasts upward, watching them jiggle. “This is a great position for you,” he laughed. “Maybe we should get some ropes!” She protested as I tickled from behind. Soon Ethan and I were both tickling her, and the laughter was roaring through the shower. 
 
    I had purchased some exfoliating shower gloves just for this occasion. They had a rough surface that felt great with shower gel. Once the tickling died down, I reached around Ethan, pulling the gloves off the shelf, handed one to him, and put the other on my right hand. “Put the glove on one hand, leaving the other as smooth.” I reached for the shower gel and turned it upside down. “Use the gel for the scrubbing. The glove is a little rough on the skin, the other hand silky smooth. It is a magnificent combination for a shower massage, don’t you think, my Dear.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she coyly replied. “It depends on how well you coordinate efforts.” Ethan and I locked eyes and burst out laughing. Oh yes, I thought to myself. This is going to be fun. 
 
    I showed Ethan how to spread the gel and how to alternate rough hand with smooth. “Ok, Stace, back to the full spread. Let’s start at top and work our way down to the toes. Pretty simple.” She extended her arms and widened her legs, this time showing how ready she was for the pleasure. 
 
    I dumped some gel on the glove hand, beginning on her fingertips. Ethan started at the opposite place from the front. We spread the gel and worked our way to the center. It’s funny. I have done this multiple times with Stacy, so many times I cannot count. We frequently take showers together before making love, and I almost always use the rough/smooth technique to massage her. There is something very sexy about doing it while someone else does the same thing on the other side. 
 
    Stacy got quiet suddenly, closing her eyes for the scrub. We each took one arm, gradually made our way down to the core. The alternating motions of smooth and rough with alternate hands made me chuckle to myself. In my mind, I kept saying, Wax on, Wax off, Daniel-san! Soon, though, the sheer pleasure of the motion as I crawled over her soft skin eliminated silly movie quotes in my head. I concentrated on her pleasure. A quick glance at Ethan told me he had gone through the same process. There was almost no sound in the shower except for falling water. 
 
    I moved down her arm, finally making it to her back, and began the massage for real. Alternating rough & smooth with thumb-driven massage movements on her back, neck, and shoulders. Ethan did the same on her front, slowly working his way down to her breasts. 
 
    Her nipples told the entire story. She was really enjoying this. He used the rough glove to scrub her breasts, then used the smoothness to caress them, both hands extending and fondling each breast. He moved down to her abdomen, keeping up the rough/smooth rotation across her whole trunk. I followed downward on the back. 
 
    Before we got down below, I refreshed the gel for each of us, then started on her ass. The handprints had already faded. I put especially loving emphasis on massaging her ass cheeks with both rough & smooth, pushing my hand deep into her crack, gently washing up and down. 
 
    Ethan got to her mons and went through a similar process. He washed her thoroughly, alternating rough and smooth. He used his smooth hand to part her lips, gently scrubbing her sex. I did the same with her asshole, lightly inserting my smooth finger in her rectum, cleansing all around. As we did both the lips and her ass, Stacy’s stoic position gave way to a soft whimper. 
 
    I refreshed our gel again and then got down on my knees. Ethan followed me lower. We then started the process on her legs, rough/smooth rotations down to her feet. As we neared the bottom, I intentionally tickled the bottom of her foot and she jumped out of the way, Ethan reaching up to pinch her nipples. 
 
    We pushed her under the rainfall for rinsing, now using our bare hands to rub the gel away as sensually as possible. I turned her around to gain some access to her breasts, softly rinsing them with my palms. 
 
    Once that was over, I told Ethan to shampoo his hair. I took a measure from Stacy’s shampoo bottle and began rubbing it into her skull. This was one of my favorite parts of the sensual shower… not one I am sharing with anyone! As the tips of my fingers began the massage, Stacy reached up to soak her hands in the suds, scrubbing our crotches with long strokes, with especially close attention paid to the shafts. 
 
    This never failed to get me hard (this time was no exception), but I did not want to take it any further. We were going to play a lot over the next 24 hours. I wanted to save up. I let her complete the cleaning, but did not go any further. I pushed her head back under the rainfall, rinsing her thoroughly. 
 
    “Stacy, why don’t you show Ethan how you rub me down using the same method. I will just soap over here and watch.” 
 
    She nodded approval, picking up another glove. She spilled gel on his back and started the same process of rough/smooth for him. You could tell he was not used to this kind of treatment. His cock was rigid in front as she made her way down to scrub his ass, reaching around to complete the treatment of his cock. If he had asked, I’m sure she would have beat him off in the shower, but he was probably also thinking ahead, declining to pursue that option. 
 
    I washed my hair, rinsed myself off and got out first. The cool air outside the hot shower was always a pleasure for me. I liked the brisk cool feel against my skin. 
 
    I handed the towels to Stacy & Ethan. While I dried off outside the shower, Ethan took the towel and dried Stacy. I noticed he paid close attention to make sure her breasts were dry! 
 
    “Who’s hungry?” I asked. 
 
   

 

 An early dinner 
 
    The trip to Granzano’s was surprisingly quiet. Ethan and I spoke of the latest political scandal, how the markets are moving, where our favorite sports teams were expected to place. Nothing of consequence. Stacy just sat quietly, listening. Her mind was clearly somewhere else. I occasionally glanced over at her. She just smiled and continued listening, her head against the car seat. 
 
    The restaurant was its usual boisterous self, though with our late afternoon visit, the main room was only half full. Mr. Granzano had built a cozy northern Italian eatery, with a Romanesque decor that he had collected over his 40 years of travel back and forth. He always acted as host. Stacy and I often wondered if he ever left the store! He greeted us warmly and set us in a quiet corner. I was grateful for that because our conversation was likely to become very graphic before the evening was over. We ordered drinks, discussed popular menu choices and then settled down to discussion after ordering. 
 
    I looked at Stacy with a concerned look. “How are you doing, babe? You seem to have turned a little internal on our way over.” 
 
    “It’s nothing,” she said.  
 
    I knew that reply after 14 years of marriage… short, sharp-edged. It WAS something. 
 
    “Come on, Stace. We can’t deal with it if you don’t tell us.” 
 
    She stared at me, then at Ethan. “Ok, I might as well get this out in the open. After that session this morning where I went so deep… what did you call it… subspace? That scared me a little. No, it scared me a lot. I utterly lost myself in the feelings. It was great… don’t get me wrong… the pleasure was almost indescribable. I enjoyed every minute, but when I came up after that last orgasm, I was very disoriented. It was like I did not know where I was… really lost.” 
 
    “This has been an unfamiliar experience for all,” I started. 
 
    “Let me finish,” she cut me off. I raised my hands in surrender and sat back in the chair to listen. 
 
    “Here’s what really scares me more than anything else. I want to do it again… I loved it… yearn for it. We have awakened something in me. A need! My God, I keep wanting to get down on my knees under the table to suck you guys off. It’s like I can’t get enough sex. That’s scary, don’t you think?” 
 
    She looked directly at me. “What’s going to happen tomorrow when Ethan leaves and I still have these hungers? Are you going to accept it when I feel the need for more cock?” My face suddenly went blank. No, it said, plain as day. “I didn’t think so,” she half-laughed. “How is this going to work, then? It’s like the stories I have read of addicts going on cocaine benders and then suddenly faced with no product. Can I continue to feed this monster inside me and then go back to normal? I am truly scared,” as tears formed in her eyes. 
 
    I reached my hand across the table, covering hers. “We will do nothing… ever… we will do nothing without your open and absolute consent. I know I speak for Ethan on this as well.” Ethan shook his head in agreement. “I was completely out of character in my role-playing this morning… being as aggressive as I was… you seemed so into it. I just got carried away. I am sorry about that. We can stop immediately!” 
 
    “I agree, Stan,” Ethan interrupted. “Your offer of a threesome surprised me, even flattered, but none of this is worth a single tear for you, Stace. We both love you too much. A quick fling will not change that. We will stop right now and I will not think any differently about you. Or of us. We can write it off as a passing fancy and go back to the way we were. No question. I will have no problem with that. Two thumbs up may never mean quite the same thing, however,” he added to lighten the mood. 
 
    Stacy chuckled. “I know all that… I love you both as well… It’s not about the relationship. I am comfortable with you both… even walking around nude in front of the two of you… surprisingly… does not bother me.” She collected her thoughts. “How can I explain this? Stan, this morning, you mentioned the threesome was your way of allowing me to release my inner-slut in a controlled environment. You somehow knew it was a part of my personality. 
 
    “Well, it turns out you were right. I AM a hopeless slut. My fear is that… unlike your roller coaster… can I experience the thrill for a few days… my God… will I ever be able to get off the coaster and go home again? Can I?” By this time, tears were flowing down her face. I was at a loss for words, so just gripped her hand for support. No one at the table had an answer to her questions. 
 
    Luckily, the meals arrived at about this time. We allowed the eating to occupy the open space. Granzano’s has the best Risotto alla Milanese I have ever eaten. Stacy always gets the Sicilian Arancini. I worriedly glanced her way, hoping the rice dish she loves will help her work through the life choices we had made. At first, she just picked at the food. Ethan and I exchanged glances. What are we going to do? Nothing but more questions fed our growing anxiety. 
 
    My brain was pounding away at itself as we ate. How could I have been so selfish? Why do I always have to meddle? Will we ever be the same again? Have I risked the love of my life for some sexual thrills? What a bastard I am! The self-incrimination went on and on. 
 
    After Ethan and I finished our dishes, Stacy’s appetite seemed to pick up. She stabbed the rice balls with vigor, almost moaning with each bite. Finally, Stacy looked up, an unusual calm on her face. She pointed her fork at each of us, back and forth. 
 
    “I am sometimes such an idiot.” She put the fork down onto the plate. “Truth is… this THING we have done is so new that I don’t think I had time to think through the implications… these feelings and desires are so intense, they clouded my ability to think. While you soaped me in the shower and over the last couple hours, I have been considering what this means… for me… for Stan… for you, Ethan… for us together. The answer was right in front of us. It doesn’t mean shit!” 
 
    Ethan and I burst into laughter with this final exclamation. My brain almost exploded with joy! I was getting my Stacy back. 
 
    “You are right, Ethan,” she continued, “we could go back to the way we were, but why should we? It is simply too much fun. Will I have these cravings later? Probably… I crave a large helping of ice cream every day,” shaking her head, “but seldom eat it. Why would this be any different? When the craving gets too strong, Stan has promised to find a suitable outlet for my need. I trust you completely, my dear. I know you will take care of me. My craving is so powerful right now, there is no way I am letting these two cocks out of my weekend without having them inside me multiple more times.” 
 
    A grin spread across her face, as if she had lifted a tremendous burden from her heart. “I really am a slut. And you know what? I like that about me.” She asserted this last like an affirmation of her life, a final decision for the future. 
 
    “Me, too,” I interjected softly. “And me,” said Ethan. We all laughed at that last, Ethan and I doing a ‘two thumbs up’. 
 
    “Now,” she said, “enough of this depressing Debbie Downer. What’s on for the rest of the weekend?” She looked at me, the purported ring-leader, for guidance. 
 
    I had to scramble for a recovery. My thoughts wrenched abruptly from trying to save my marriage to what sexual adventures were next. A tough transition, but I was game. 
 
    “We might want to consider this newfound submissive side someday, but we’ll hold that for another time. I was thinking we could just have fun tonight. We talked about trying a joint later… then how about playing a game?” They both looked at me with a ‘what game?’ look. “I bought one dedicated to sex play a few weeks ago… ordered it on-line… after we decided to invite Ethan to our bed. Might be fun.” 
 
    She looked me in the eye, her own sparkling with the new freedom she had just given herself. “I’m game!” 
 
    Ethan stared at her with an almost comical look. “That works for me,” he said.

  

 
 
    5 / Having Fun 
 
    Too late for games? 
 
    The trip home was full of jokes about what kind of game I had found. ‘My lips were sealed,’ I repeatedly asserted. What they didn’t know was that I found a game focusing on threesome play on an adult toy website. You throw dice-like shapes with instructions on each side. The game players then have to perform the actions shown. It sounded like a fun way to break the ice of a new threesome, but we were way past that now. We fully melted our ice in the last 24 hours. I just thought the game might spark some ideas and get us going again. 
 
    Once we got in the house, Stacy disappeared into the laundry room near the garage door entrance. True to her word, she emerged moments later completely naked. I swear I will never tire of seeing her naked while Ethan and I are dressed. That is SO sexy! 
 
    I came up behind her, a close hug, my hands closing around her breasts. “I love you, Stacy. I want you to have fun tonight. We will do whatever you want. Right, Ethan?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Ethan laughed. “I’m game!” His hands came up in our two thumbs up. “This has been amazing, so far. Let’s play and see what happens.” 
 
    We all walked upstairs. I followed Stacy up, massaging her round ass as we made our way to the bedroom. She did not resist my touch, even pushed herself back at me to allow better access. Ethan went into his room to change his clothes. I went straight for my dresser to find the game I had hidden in the back of a drawer. Stacy went to the bed and arranged the sheets to allow effortless movement. 
 
    As she leaned over to make the adjustments, my eye kept looking at her gorgeous figure. The care she was taking showed how much interest she had. The moisture that leaked from her pussy was already trailing down her leg. She really loves this, I thought to myself. Suddenly, the game seemed a waste of time. Stacy was already hot for this. 
 
    I gave Ethan a spare robe while I put mine around me. Stacy was the only one that would remain totally nude. We walked downstairs through our back door. We had a great backyard with this house. Lots of privacy, with a tall privacy fence around the entire yard and a stand of trees in back to cover the houses on the other side. 
 
    The brisk night air made me shiver slightly. A soft breeze put Stacy’s nipples at full erection. Ethan and I stood apart, with the naked Stacy standing in-between. I pulled out a joint and lit it up. We all started smoking, wanting to get the buzz started so play can begin. 
 
    Once the buzz had settled in, we walked back up the stairs. Stacy eliminated any doubts I might have had about her being ready. She moved straight to the end of the bed, jumping up on her knees, sitting down on her feet, her knees spread wide. She was leaning back on her hands, her chest pushed out proudly, giving us a great visual treat of her exposed pussy. She just sat there like that, watching us get ready. Ethan and I still had our robes on. 
 
    “Why don’t you help us get ready, Stace?” I said. 
 
    She got off the bed, came up to me, pealing the robe off my shoulder, her breasts touching me at every move. My cock was already half-hard as she gripped the shaft. Ethan was now her focus, repeating the same process. I watched as she aggressively touched and stroked him as she pealed the robe away. He was clearly ready to go, his shaft now rigid, poking straight out. Mine wasn’t far behind. 
 
    With no words, she went down on her knees between us, gripping our cocks in each hand while pulling us closer together. Our rods were solid wood as she stroked us. She leaned toward Ethan and buried his cock deep in her throat, her guttural moan betraying the pleasure of the sucking. 
 
    This was just a warm-up for Stacy. She hurried to my cock, sticking her tongue out to welcome me. I rammed it as deep as it would go. She adjusted the angle to allow me to push until her nose touched my pubic hair. I could see the bulge in her upper throat as I pushed into her mouth. Her eyes widened sharply at the intrusion, but she did not pull back, hungrily sucking my rod. 
 
    Then she moved back to Ethan, took a few deep breaths, then buried him deep in her throat. She kept repeating this back and forth until we were both on the edge of cumming. The glassy stare of her eyes told how we really turned her on. Servicing her two cocks was bringing joy that radiated deep inside. The marijuana amplified the already undiluted pleasure. I finally had to pull away to prevent spewing all over her face. 
 
    I reached down to her chin, pulling lightly upward so she would come up to me. She stood up, our eyes connecting. The lust reflected there deep pools of hunger. Our mouths met in a greedy kiss. My arms embracing her completely, our tongues dancing for the joy of touching. 
 
    Ethan came up behind her, moving his hands around to her front, rolling her nipples between his fingers. Her gasp told me he was pinching hard enough to maintain an edge between pleasure and pain. Her tongue became even more aggressive as her body trembled. 
 
    Ethan positioned himself so his cock was spearing between her ass cheeks. I knew Stacy loved to kiss. Breaking our embrace, I gently pushed her shoulders toward Ethan. He immediately pulled her to him, and the kissing started again. 
 
    Her face was now flush red with desire. I moved beside her, my hands searching for the slit down below. All I had to do was follow the scent. Her arousal dripping desire down her leg. I rubbed her pussy lips, grazing her clit with each pass, then pushed two fingers in as far as they would go. 
 
    She jerked her head backward, ‘fuck’ escaping her lips, as a soft orgasm flew through her core. I could see the pleasure waves coursing taking her. 
 
    Her breath was coming now in quick gasps, shallow, whimpering, but she did not give up on Ethan. Her lips went right back to him as a third finger joined the party. She pushed her pussy back against my thrusting digits, deeper and deeper. She was demanding, while Ethan’s tongue continued its assault on her mouth. 
 
    She was sucking on that tongue like the greedy slut she was, as my thumb, soaking up moisture from her dripping love tunnel, pushed into her ass as far as it would go. I reached my other hand around to the front, her clit the aim. 
 
    I then began pumping three fingers and a thumb into her available holes as my middle finger attacked her clit. Her orgasm came on stronger this time, her pussy contracting on my fingers. Her back arched as she gave herself to the blast. She screamed as the pleasure took her; the waves shaking her body. 
 
    Ethan had to wrap his arms around her to keep her from collapsing. The power astonished me. She had simply given herself over to the pleasure; another scream escaped her lips as the orgasmic flame consumed her. 
 
    I suggested Ethan lay her on the bed. He easily picked her limp frame off her feet and gently laid her on the bed as I pulled my fingers out of her. She was still struggling to regain her normal breathing. I walked to wash my hands off, returning to massage her stomach as I moved up to her chest, paying especially close attention to her breasts. Ethan took my cue and performed the same action on her other side. 
 
    Eventually, her eyes opened, and she looked at me. “Thank you” was all she said. 
 
    I pushed her disheveled hair away from her face. God, I love this woman, I thought, the love pushing me near to tears. I laid down on one side, Ethan on the other. 
 
    While we stroked her soft skin in long caresses, I asked, “How would you like something to drink, my Love?” She nodded her assent. I told Ethan to continue his caressing and walked downstairs. I needed time to think. My thoughts were so full of joy for Stacy, I had difficulty concentrating on the task at hand. I fixed scotches for Ethan and me, a fireball cocktail for Stacy. 
 
    By the time I got upstairs, Stacy was sitting crossed-legged at the head of the bed, Ethan stroking her legs and back. Her orgasms had not sated the lustful look in her eyes. She wanted more. 
 
   

 

 The climax 
 
    The fireball was not a potent drink, but Stacy loved the flavor combination of her favorite soda and cinnamon. While we sipped our drinks, I reached over on the table and pulled out the game cubes, explaining the rules. There were three cubes. Someone solidly built all, larger than a normal pair of dice. Clearly made to be rolled on a bed. One had only numbers… 1 / 2 / 1&2. This represented player 1, player 2 or both together. 
 
    The second cube had a unique position on each face… woman on hands & knees (cocks both ends), missionary style, man coming in from behind/woman’s face on the bed. You get the idea. Six variations. The third cube represented places to do it… bedroom, kitchen, living room, garage, etc. Since we were only doing the bedroom this round, I sat that cube aside. 
 
    With each roll, only 10 thrusts were allowed before the next player took a roll. The concept was to keep the cubes nearby, so there was only a minimal gap between the last thrust and the next position. 
 
    They both looked at the cubes, admiring the workmanship. Stacy’s eyes, however, kept darting to our still semi-hard cocks, trying to do it without being caught. 
 
    I almost laughed out loud. Why would she feel like she needed to hide it, after all we had done? Her pussy-fire must be aflame after those early orgasms! She was hungry for more and knew just what was going to provide relief. Maybe she was still dragging around resistance to her inner-slut. Let’s see if we can move her a little closer to releasing those inhibitions, I thought. 
 
    I picked up the two cubes as we each moved closer to Stacy on the bed. She reached out to stroke our cocks. Neither of us had cum yet, but the downtime had caused our ‘enthusiasm’ to wane. It took little encouragement before we were both back to full wood! We agreed Ethan would be 1 and I would be 2. 
 
    I gave the position cube to Ethan. He rolled the cube through his fingers with a nervous energy. He was ready. The number cube I held for myself. I blew on the cube as if I was doing the throw at a Vegas roulette table, then let it rip. 
 
    No. 1 was first up. Ethan’s toss had the woman, ass in the air, face on the bed. In an almost comical manner, Stacy moved rapidly so her ass was fully in the air, pointed straight at Ethan. Her legs spread, arms straight in front, her back arched to get the ass as high as it would go. 
 
    Ethan took a couple swipes of his cock head across her pussy lips for moisture, then plunged. Stacy’s moan told the story of how much she had wanted this. 
 
    Ethan took his 10 strokes slowly, using full hip movements to give as much stimulation as he could with each thrust. Stacy pushed back with each plunge. Just as Stacy felt the growing pressure, Ethan pulled out. He was the only one counting. 
 
    Reaching down for another round, I rolled 1&2, Ethan rolled woman on back/eating/sucking. Again, a rapid transition. Stacy rolled onto her back. Ethan moved to the top, and I buried my face in her pussy. 
 
    My tongue traced her inner lips, then attacked her clit aggressively. Ethan was slick with her own juices, but he drove his cock into her mouth, anyway. Stacy did not seem to notice, as I found her clit already swollen with desire. 
 
    I rubbed hard with my tongue, shifting to stab her love tunnel before returning to that bundle of nerves at her clit. Ethan, true to the game, plunged his cock into her mouth, counting out loud with each slam deep into her throat. She took it all the way to the base, her throat bulging as he pushed it deeper.  
 
    Stacy was moaning deeply with this cascade of sensation, but then it halted suddenly as Ethan hit 10. She gasped noticeably as we both stopped. Her breath came deep as she recovered from both the blockage in her throat and the frustration of building pressure suddenly halted. Her knees quivered with the frustration. 
 
    We went quickly back to the cubes. This time, ‘1&2’ came up again with ‘woman in doggy style’. Stacy moved into position. I slammed into her from behind as Ethan pushed back in from the front. 
 
    Her body shook with each thrust into both ends. She was getting into a rhythm of pushing back and sucking. Her orgasm building to release. When Ethan yelled 10, I pulled out, and she growled “NO”, grabbing Ethan’s shaft to pull it back into her mouth. Ethan and I exchanged glances. So much for the game. 
 
    I slammed my rod back into her as Ethan did the same to her mouth. She couldn’t say much with her mouth full of cock, but moans emanated from her very core as she gave herself fully to her body’s demands. 
 
    She seemed to like the forceful style this morning, so I kept pounding into her, grabbing her hips to go deeper. I tried to imitate Ethan’s swirling movement. She liked that. Her response was electric, whimpering and mewling as she buried Ethan down her throat. 
 
    Again, we developed a rhythm of pushing into her at the same time. We were so hot from the earlier session that Ethan did not last long. Exploding into her throat. I could hear Stacy struggling to swallow it all, as her throat rippled with the effort. A little spunk dripped down her face. 
 
    Ethan pulled his cock out of her mouth, but did not go far. She held on to his softening rod as I increased the pressure of my pounding. 
 
    I could not help but admire my little slut. She arched her back to improve the angle of my penetration. A light sweat had formed in the small of her back, her hip motion giving her a solid workout. Her skin simply glowed with the sheen of her effort; her moans now increasing as I pile-drove her cunt. 
 
    “Oh, fuck… Yes… Yes… fuck me… fuck me… Oh my God,” she cried out. 
 
    We explode almost at the same time. Her groan of release pushed the orgasm through her tunnel, gripping my cock with waves of force. She literally pulled the cum out of me! I kept thrusting, filling her with my seed. 
 
    “Take that cock, my little slut.” I groaned with release. “Yes,” stab… “feel it in you,” thrust… “use it!” She pushed against me with all the force she could, working that last taste of pleasure, then collapsed on the bed. Her flesh was still seeking that last wave with each squeeze, her ass still in the air. 
 
    Ethan sat back on the bed, stroking his cock, still dripping with her saliva. Stacy’s hands were on his thighs, supporting herself until her whimpering and quick breaths settled into the steady rhythm of satisfaction. 
 
    Then I had a sudden moment of inspiration. I moved around, my back on the bed, legs dangling over the side, my head now underneath her dripping lips.  
 
    “Sit on my face.” I ordered. 
 
    She jerked from the sudden tone in my voice, but pushed herself up on her arms, moving her legs forward. I watched the gaping hole of her cunt, cum dripping out, descend on my face. One lap of my tongue on her clit was all it took. 
 
    She suddenly arched her back and simply erupted as my tongue drove deep inside, scooping cum in quick strokes. She ground her clit against my nose as her body shook with the sudden orgasm. 
 
    Ethan leaned forward to support her as her arms struggled to maintain her position. She screamed with the wave of pleasure, then collapsed in Ethan’s arms. Her breath came in gasps, trying to regain control. 
 
    Oh, I thought to myself. She really likes that. And I do too. Let’s do that again after Ethan cums in her. Oh, yes… 
 
    At that moment, I wondered whether we were through for the night. Ethan and I had only cum once, but Stacy looked wrung out like a wet dishrag, her hair damp with sweat. She had moved up on her side to cuddle in between Ethan’s legs. 
 
    I sat up at the end of the bed, doing my own cuddling while entwined around her legs. The look on her face was of sheer exhaustion. Blissful exhaustion, maybe. Done, nonetheless. 
 
    For a bit, at least. While she did not fall asleep, the glassy stare of her eyes told me her mind was reliving orgasms and waves of pleasure. She just laid there as if she had passed out. Occasionally, she would reach down and touch her clit, shuddering with remembered passion. 
 
   

 

 A brief interlude 
 
    Ethan was stroking her skin, slowly up her arm, down her body, grazing her side breast, moving her hair away from her face. I was doing the same on her legs. The affection of those movements caused Stacy to stir from her trance. She stretched herself, seeming to move closer to both of us, her head now wedged on Ethan’s thigh. 
 
    “Hey, guys,” she said, her tone almost in a whisper. She was breathing slowly. Her eyes looking at me. I loved her so much at that moment that I thought my heart would burst. 
 
    “How are you doing, Babe?” 
 
    “I’m good,” she said, strength returning to her eyes. “Why do the orgasms seem to get more intense each time?” The quizzical look on her face forced a grin on mine. Ethan chuckled, pushing her hair back another time. 
 
    “Maybe your inner-slut is coming closer to the surface, fighting for release. You may give yourself over to the pleasure more easily now,” I suggested, as if I had a clue. My shoulders shrugging to show I did not know. 
 
    “Maybe…” Ethan proposed, a wry smile on his face, “Maybe you are just a really naughty girl who is finally getting the cock she needs.” The full-throated laugh that followed implied he meant it as a joke.  
 
    I thought he may have hit the right take. My wife really was a great lover, had always liked sex. I joked with Stacy earlier in the day about my plan to release her ‘inner-slut’. In fact, I had gotten into this whole concept of the threesome because I sensed she had such a high capacity for pleasure that she was not being fully satisfied by our vanilla sex. That has certainly proven to be true so far. 
 
    Her gentle laughter at his joke told me she was thinking the same as I. Her eyes were looking at me intensely. 
 
    Her orgasms had been deeper, touching her passion more completely. She really was a slut and was getting more comfortable with that reality. Ethan and I certainly enjoyed her taking so much pleasure from us. And she was taking immense joy from our obvious delight in her desire. The message from us was clear. We liked her as a slut and would continue liking her as a person long after the sex was over, slut or no. Her enormous capacity for orgasms was simply a bonus on top of the rest. 
 
    “I think you may be right, Ethan,” I laughed, taking her gaze openly. “Stace, your ability to have so many orgasms has been a real eye-opener. I love they get stronger as you experience more. I am so looking forward to the next one. It is going to be fantastic!” My own obvious delight showing on my face. 
 
    She seemed to lay back more onto Ethan, reached above her head to jiggle his soft cock. “Are you up for another round, little fella? Willing to become a Big Fella again?” Giving him some more lured strokes. This brought us all to laughing again. 
 
    “Well,” I said. “I think we are up for the challenge. Ethan?” He just signaled his now standard two-thumbs up. “Tell me, Stace, is there anything you want to do that we have not done yet?” 
 
    The look on her face was almost nervous, like she had something, but was afraid to tell us. 
 
    “It’s ok, Stace,” I said. “There is nothing you can ask that would upset us. We just want you to have a good time.” 
 
    Her voice stammered, a slight tremble in her tone. “Remember… remember in the video today, how I got so upset when they were both in her at the same time?” She crunched her lip in her teeth, still uncertain about what she was going to say. We both encouraged her with strokes and whispers of agreement. “When you had your fingers inside me… your thumb up my poopshoot… I came so hard. All I could think about was that scene. I know what I said… then…” she shirked a little. “I think… no, I know… I would like to try that for real. Not sure if I can handle… you know… your cocks up there… inside me… but want to try that.” Her eyes went glassy again, remembering my thumb pushing up her ass while my fingers pushed into her and rubbed her clit. “Yes,” she shivered a little, “I would like that.” 
 
    Ethan and I looked at each other, smiles growing larger. Who knew? We were definitely game. 
 
   

 

 We all get dirty 
 
    We all agreed a refresher toke on our joint might increase the pleasure for this round. Ethan and I put on our robes. Stacy, of course, remained naked. We walked to the backyard and fired it up. Ethan kept glancing down at Stacy’s breasts, her nipples as hard as pebbles from both the cool night air and the anticipation of what was to come. 
 
    As the buzz grew, Ethan asked, “Are you ready for this, Stacy? It might get a lot more painful from here.” 
 
    “I think so,” she said tentatively. “I am a little nervous, but I am so hungry for cock. My pussy is tingling like I have never felt. How about you guys? Can you do this?” The look in Ethan’s eyes made it clear the answer was a definite yes! 
 
    Then she stared up at me. There was a tension in her eyes that startled me, a naked need. It was just like that What are you gonna do now, Big Guy look from this morning. She wanted me to take control. 
 
    The sexual eagerness was there for all to see, but for me, she wanted something more. She wanted to be taken. I could see her need, her desire to give in, to submit to us. My cock throbbed with that need as well. I smiled down at her and simply nodded. We exchanged no words. Yes, my dearest love, I will do this for you. I will make you submit to our desires. Her grin, with her eyes now turned toward the ground, told me how much she wanted this. How much she needed this! 
 
    Was she submissive? I thought once again. How did I miss THAT over the last 14 years? 
 
    I looked at Stacy, trying to create my best ‘Master’ voice. “Go upstairs to the bedroom, get the lube out of the drawer. Lay it at the foot of the bed. Then, I want you to place yourself in the middle of the bed, on your knees. Your ass facing the door. I want your chest as close to those knees as possible, your head on the bed, leaving your ass as high as it will go. When you hear us walking up the stairs, I want you to reach up to your ass and spread yourself for our visual pleasure. I want a clear view of your asshole. Understood?” 
 
    She looked up at me, the tension in her eyes breaking apart right in front of me. It was astonishing. I had never seen that before in all our years together. It was a look of total submission, and the joy she felt at going there. 
 
    “Yes, my Love,” was her only reply. The grin on her face made my heart sing. She was really enjoying this. 
 
    “Ethan,” I added, “do you have anything you want to add?” 
 
    “No, I am ready.” He clapped his hands together, rubbing vigorously. “I have been ready for this for many years!” We all laughed in agreement on that one. 
 
    “Ok, Stace. Up you go.” I said as I gave her a hard slap on the rear. She started toward the door, rubbing the hand print I had left there. Her head was shaking. I wonder what I am getting into, it seemed to say. She did not slow her pace, however, practically running up the steps. 
 
    Ethan turned to follow her up. I touched his hand to stay. “We want to give her some mental time. I think that position will focus her on what’s coming. I want her to simmer in her own imagination for a bit.” 
 
    “Are you sure you haven’t done this before?” he asked me with what seemed like admiration. “You seem to know a lot about it.” 
 
    “No, never have. I do like to read erotica, however. BDSM stories never fail to get me hard as stone. Before you leave, I will give you a couple of good examples. Stacy seems to need to submit. I could sense it in her looks just now. We will not tie her up, at least not tonight. The goal is to focus the mind, to create that subspace she remembers from this morning. I’ll be frank, Ethan. I did not know she was like this. I have been racking my brain the last couple of days trying to remember a sign I might have missed, but there’s nothing. We are playing all this by ear. For all I know, she may scream for us to stop before we even get inside her!” 
 
    “I sure hope not,” Ethan said, with obvious regret. “I have really worked myself up to do this!” 
 
    “Me, too,” I told him. “Let’s agree that I will take responsibility for entering her ass. We have never done that, so I will be very deliberate about that. They say it can be quite painful the first time. You will be responsible for the pleasure… fucking her, sucking tits, kissing.” 
 
    I slapped him gently on the back, leading him back into the house. “Let’s go up. Her pussy-fire should be fully ignited by now.” 
 
    We walked into the room together, our robes open. Stacy was quiet, in her ass-up position on the bed. Her hands were spreading her ass cheeks, so we got a clear view of her opening. I could see her breasts pillowed across the bed; her nipples rigid as I have ever seen them. I walked up behind her and roughly stuck my middle finger between her pussy lips. 
 
    She let out a whimper, driving her ass back onto my finger, trying to drive it deeper. I slapped her ass extremely hard, a full arm strike, almost knocked her out of position. Ethan shrieked at the surprise move! 
 
    “You do not move without permission,” I barked in the most Masterly voice I could muster. “When we want you to move, we will tell you. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir?” Her voice shaking from the shock. Her eyes were still pointing down. After that blow, she did not dare lift them. The tentativeness of the Sir told me she was not sure how to respond from here but thought that might be correct.  
 
    “I think you should pleasure Ethan, don’t you, Ethan?” I quietly signaled Ethan to peal the robe off and put his cock right in front of her face. “Do not move your hands from your ass. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir.” I could see the question mark on her face. 
 
    While I spoke, Ethan was pulling on his rod while positioning himself in front of Stacy. Her face came up and stared straight into Ethan’s cock, so close to her lips. It was almost comical to watch her try to get the cock in her mouth with no hands, but it was worth it. You could tell she wanted it badly. 
 
    His cock was already 3/4 stiff. He also wanted it badly, but he did not help her get it in her mouth. Just waited. After some struggle, she could swallow it. I saw the veins on his shaft pulse as she drove her mouth down onto the cock. She bobbed her head, licked up and down the shaft, sucked each ball into her mouth after lavishing them with tongue attention. Soon, he was hard as stone. I could see the head throbbing an angry purple each time she pulled back to drive again. This was really hot, I thought. So fucking hot! 
 
    I did not want him to come. I touched his arm, and he yanked his love muscle out of her mouth. She gasped in frustration. 
 
    “I think she’s ready, Ethan,” I said, leaning down toward her head. “Twine your fingers together behind your neck and make no further movements.” She pulled them off her ass and moved them together. 
 
    Ethan, behind her on his knees, slammed his cock home. The war going on inside played out across her face, the joy as Ethan fucked her hard, matched by the difficulty in maintaining that position. Her cry of release was amazing and so quick I almost burst out laughing. All this mental build-up really works! 
 
    Her core shook as the thrusts pushed the orgasm through her body. She twisted on the bed while pushing back as best she could. Watching this all happen was fucking hot! She was already dropping into subspace and we had barely started. My cock was harder than I could ever remember.  
 
    I touched Ethan’s arm. Don’t cum, it said. The look of frustration was there, but he yanked his cock out of her. He was about ready! Stacy gasped at the sudden withdrawal. 
 
    She kept pushing her ass back at Ethan. “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” she whimpered, crying out at the loss of contact. I signaled for Ethan to lie down next to her. Her body was actually shaking as her frustration grew. She needed more.  
 
    “I think we should take it to the next level, don’t you?” I said, signaling for Ethan to pull his legs together. 
 
    “Oh, I so do!” she said. Her face was red with desire. 
 
    “Stacy, I want you to lower yourself on Ethan’s cock.” She positioned herself over his cock, moving her legs on each side, as he provided some ‘hands-on’ guidance. She moaned deeply as he entered her, hands dropping to his chest. She impaled herself, immediately trying to create friction on her clit. The need of her pussy-fire all-consuming. 
 
    Without giving her time to create any momentum, I lubed my index finger and worked it into her tight nub. This pushed her over onto Ethan’s chest. She did not react negatively. Just moaned as the stimulation above and below took hold. 
 
    After a little while, I pushed a second finger in, rotating them to increase the opening. This time she reacted with a mewl of pleasure as she pushed her ass back onto my fingers. Ethan grabbed her hips, trying to slow her down. He did not want to cum until I was fully inside her ass. 
 
    Now, a third finger. She gasped with almost a grunt; her head pulling back, eyes closed, as she absorbed the new sensations. Again, I rotated the fingers to make her more comfortable for my invasion of her virgin ass. 
 
    By this time, my raging love muscle had not released since this morning, despite all the action I had witnessed. I was ready for this. I kneeled behind her. I’m not sure if she knew what was coming, but she did not stop me. My lubed cock began pushing against her back bud, breaking through as she pushed against me. 
 
    My God, she was tight! Her back arched as my cock head broke through into her opening. A light scream coming from deep inside her. I slowly pushed forward, with alternating pullbacks to allow smooth strokes to go deeper. It took me several attempts before I could get all the way in. Once I buried to the hilt, Ethan and I developed a rhythm with Stacy as our dance partner. I pushed in as he pulled back. Stacy laid on Ethan’s chest and let us take her, aggressively squeezing our cocks with all her lower muscles. 
 
    “I am so full,” she said. “I can feel the two of you rubbing inside me.” That was all she could get out as she gave herself over to the pleasure. An orgasm built inside her, coming on strong. She simply gave herself to the motion, swaying back and forth with our alternating rhythm, as she laid on Ethan’s chest. My weight pressed from above. 
 
    She had become a true love sandwich for our pleasure. And her own. I chuckled to myself. I could feel the approaching climax as she gripped fiercely with all her lower muscles. The feeling was incredible. I could sense the full power of her climax approaching while we were both still inside. 
 
    She was gasping for air, still squeezing as hard as she could. When I felt like she was ready again, I humped for real, driving myself into her virgin hole, watching her reaction. 
 
    “Fuck… fuck… oh my God.” The flow of language poured out of her as we took her holes together. 
 
    The overload of stimulation pushed her quickly over the edge for a third time this session. Her body shuddered as the orgasm ripped through her, a mild storm giving way to a hurricane. 
 
    From behind, I could see the waves of pleasure flow through her, intensifying as Ethan and I continued to impale her holes. I came at the same time with one of the hardest orgasms I ever experienced, my jism shooting deep inside her anal cavity. Ethan wasn’t far behind. He came moments later. 
 
    Stacy was in another world, whimpering as we slowed our pace. Ethan held her in his arms. I massaged her back and legs, allowing her to return to us. The sound coming out of her was a cross between moaning and whimpering. Her breath was still raspy and short as the after-shocks of climax left her limp and unable to move. 
 
    I popped out, ran to the bathroom to wash myself off, gently laid her on the bed next to Ethan, washing her clean with a warm cloth. I crawled in beside her, pulled up the blanket, and we all passed out. This time, we were too tired to wake for any midnight repeats.

  

 
 
    6 / A Good Weekend 
 
    Good morning 
 
    Stacy and I seemed to wake up about the same time. I leaned up to see my alarm clock. It was already late Sunday morning. Ethan’s plane left at 5:30, so we had time to enjoy ourselves. She rolled over on the bed, laying her arm across me. I stroked her hair. Ethan was snoring softly, his leg over hers. 
 
    “Hey there, how are you doing?” I asked gently, pushing her hair away from her face. 
 
    “My back is a little sore,” she said. “We have certainly done a lot of humping this weekend.” The smile on her face told me all I needed to know. She stretched her legs out, trying to get the kinks out. 
 
    I chuckled. “Yes, we have. I did not know I could still get it up this often.” 
 
    “Ethan had no trouble either. He clearly had a lot of supply built up,” she said, laying her head on my chest. “We had quite a weekend, didn’t we? Worked out even better than we had planned.” 
 
    “Yes, it did. Going to be kind of hard to go back to vanilla sex after this, don’t you think?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said, clearly challenging whether that was true. Her face took on a more serious tone. “I have thought about that a lot this weekend. I have discovered… I think… that limitations are just a part of life. We broke through quite a few this weekend. You’d think we broke through so many none would be left. Well, I’ve discovered that this is not quite true. 
 
    “I love you very much and have no interest in pursuing these activities outside your presence. This is MY limit, not one imposed on me. I do it because I love you and our family. I will do nothing that would put them at risk. I don’t mind the vanilla sex we have. It’s very good vanilla. 
 
    “If we have time to play like this again, we will have to reflect on how it fits into our lives. The depth I seem to drop into subspace scared me a little. If we decide to explore those activities further, it will always be with you at my side. I could never go deep like that without you being there to bring me back.” 
 
    “I’ll be there, too,” Ethan joked as he rolled over. He apparently caught the last of our conversation as he awoke. He put his arm across the both of us, scooting over to trap Stacy between us. “If you two ever want to do this again, I would definitely be willing. It has been both a pleasurable and eye-opening experience.” 
 
    We both chuckled at that too-true statement. 
 
    “I’m serious,” Stacy protested. “This has been fun, but we need to keep it in perspective. I will not run around the neighborhood sucking every cock that will let me, just to experience that feeling again. I want you, Stan, to help me find an outlet for these feelings. I am sure I will do whatever you ask me, but there is no chance I will do it on my own.” 
 
    Ethan started laughing. “Me, too,” he said, as if he had not heard the last part of her statement. “I will never forget you wedged between us last night. That was a powerful orgasm for all of us. Stan?” 
 
    “Agreed. It was incredible,” I said. “But I do not want you to go out and do this without me. Whenever you are feeling the need, you just tell me. I will figure out what to do.” Stacy shook her head. The pact between us was made. 
 
    Ethan moved his hand to the side of Stacy’s breast, gently massaging the underside. She rolled on her back to give him better access. He leaned his head down and started suckling the nipple, his hand fully encasing the breast to pull the nipple up to an extended point. Stacy moaned, reaching for me to do the other nipple. I gladly obliged, grasping her similarly, sucking on her hard pebble. 
 
    Ethan turned her head toward him and kissed her. There would be none of the rough stuff for this go-round. This was about the love we all felt for each other. He kissed her passionately, his hand continuing to stroke her breast. Their necking became very intense, so I went the other route. I dislodged myself from her side, positioning myself between her legs. I pushed at her clit with my tongue, making my way south to ply her nether reaches. Her moisture was already flowing. 
 
    I buried my tongue deeper. She reached her hand down to encourage me to hold my head in place. My eyes trailed up her body to watch them embrace. For the first time this weekend, I felt a twinge of jealousy. This was not fucking. They were making love. I could see her returning his kiss with equal passion. 
 
    What they had shared this weekend had built the friendship-love of many years into something much deeper. I wonder how I am going to feel about that over time; I thought to myself. Still, I did not interfere. I kept eating her pussy, watching them. She finally broke off the kiss, putting her head back on the pillow. Both hands came down on my head as she ground herself into me, her increasingly frantic breathing telling the story of her approaching release. 
 
    I pulled my head back, moved up her torso, gently pushing my rod into her. She moaned deeply as her arms went to my sides, welcoming me in. I held myself above her as Ethan began actively stimulating her nipples below me, and the kissing started again. That jealousy suddenly took on a warm glow inside me, a willingness to share. We had done something very special this weekend. That he would feel love as a result was as much expected as wanted. She returned the love to Ethan with equal passion. 
 
    I never felt the need to drive to a powerful release. I just kept up a steady pace until she screamed her climax and my cum pushed out almost calmly. It may have been my quietest cum ever! 
 
    I rolled over, touching Ethan to welcome him to move over. He did, rolling on top, gently inserting himself into her. I did not touch them as they made love, just laid beside them and watched. She reached her legs around him, welcoming each thrust, her mouth and his tightly secured together. Her arms welcomed him with her embrace. 
 
    After all the stuff we had done this weekend, I almost laughed at myself. This was probably the hottest thing I saw all weekend. This was genuine passion on display. 
 
    It did not take long for either of them. Ethan grunted his final surrender, pushing his cock as deep as it would go. Stacy did not cum this time, just held him in her arms as he released. She was waiting for something else. 
 
    As he rolled off, she looked in my direction. Her finger pointed toward her snatch, with an unmistakable message… Eat me! Now! I positioned myself above her pussy lips, teasingly not entering her. The frustration on her face was almost comical. 
 
    She grabbed the side of my head with both hands and jammed me into her. I plunged my tongue deep into her canal, diving deep to scoop two loads of cum, my nose pressing onto her clit. Stacy went off like a roman candle, shaking violently as I drove my tongue deeper for scoop after scoop. Ethan held her body as she quivered, a scream of passion permeating the room. After she stopped shaking, I wiped my face off with the sheet, moving up to lie right next to her. Ethan did the same. We both stroked her torso, feeling the moment. 
 
    We had spent a fun weekend together. This seemed like a fitting way to end our play… full of love, yet still a little kinky. I loved that! 
 
   

 

 Sending him home 
 
    We fell asleep again after this last session. I awakened to the frantic noise coming from Ethan’s room as he was shoving things into his bag. I walked in, asking what was going on. 
 
    “We fell asleep. My plane leaves in 2 hours,” he said, continuing his frenzied packing. We had apparently slept into the afternoon. 
 
    I rushed upstairs to grab a quick shower, only to find Stacy right behind me. The water was already running. 
 
    Once we were thoroughly soaked, she wrapped her arms around me in a very warm embrace. 
 
    “Thank you for allowing me that last session. I know it must have been hard for you to watch me making love to him that way, but I wanted to thank him for what he did to make this weekend such a win for me, and for us.” 
 
    She was right. Jealousy had reared its ugly presence for the first time this morning, I told her. It was hard watching her make such passionate love to him. I was uncomfortable for a moment. Oddly, I went on. That jealousy took on a warm glow inside me as it continued. Truth is, I told her. I enjoyed sharing her with my best friend, who had now become one of her best friends. We had done something special this weekend. I liked that he would feel such unembarrassed affection in front of me.  
 
    She hugged me again before we rushed through the remaining shower to get Ethan to the airport, which was a good 45 minutes away. On the way, we talked about what had happened, recounting some of the best parts, the greatest of this and worst of that. It was a fun conversation to have after such an incredible time together. 
 
    This exchange highlighted one thing that I reviewed in my thoughts on the way to the airport. There are an infinite variety of sexual ideas in this world, I thought. What turns me on may have no appeal to someone else. 
 
    But there are two things that are critical to every individual for a healthy sex life. First is the desire. A hunger for physical contact is critical. How this desire expresses itself is the second key. You need the right partner to allow this desire to find full expression. It takes two to tango, the saying goes. For my life, the desire was always in me. Finding Stacy completed the circle. She was the right person to be both my life and sexual partner. She was open to innovative ideas and found her own sexual satisfaction in similar ways. 
 
    As our lives changed to include another person, we found an alternative path. Finding the right partner is the key to almost every aspect of life, not just sex. Stacy was clearly the right person for me. 
 
    Yet, my internal dialog warned, threesomes are inherently unstable. The commonality of interest and emotional stability needed are difficult to maintain for even the most well-matched partners. People often try them and fail miserably. The relationship with Ethan was so new, it was hard to see how it would turn out. 
 
    I knew, though, that if we continued down this path, there would be rocky roads ahead. The mix of personalities, desires and focus gave us the chance to find incredible sexual pleasure this weekend. Yet I also saw the pain of jealousy that hit me while watching them make love. We were walking a very curvy and difficult route through this minefield. For this one time, though, our threesome provided us genuine ecstasy! 
 
    As we approached the airport, I looked back at Ethan in the mirror. “You know this is just the beginning, not the end, right? We will invite you into our bed again if you are willing.” 
 
    Stacy shook her head in agreement. “We loved having you join us in our adventures. Still willing for the future?” 
 
    Ethan looked at both of us. “I am your willing partner. You came to me when I really needed it. Even going back to the cold fish doesn’t seem so daunting now, when I have this kind of thrill to imagine.” 
 
    Indeed, maybe the old rock song is right. In moderation, at least, sex, drugs and rock ’n’ roll can be very good indeed! The amazing pleasure provided by the merger of these three elements was both intense and very memorable for all of us. The flashback of listening to Bryan Ferry while stoned and having sex with Ethan and Stacy is a memory that will stay with me forever. 
 
    As Ethan got out of the car at Departures, we all hugged. Stacy was crying soft regret. He then flashed us his two thumbs-up sign. For sure, that old thumbs-up gesture will never be quite the same to any of us. 
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    Prologue: The Joy of Riding 
 
    The road ahead looked like a snake curving up the hillside. Each turn gave little warning of the beauty on the other side. It was an ideal ‘twisty’ for our motorcycle as we leaned into each curve. Ethan was ahead of us on his own bike as he vanished around the bend. 
 
    Describing the sheer joy of riding in this part of West Virginia is always hard, especially for those who have not ridden a motorcycle. We were tracing a country road through the Monongahela National Forest. The hardwood trees enveloped both sides of the road, the colors of green, yellow, orange and brown spraying the outlook in all directions. Riding on a motorcycle makes you feel you are part of the landscape, not just watching it go by. 
 
    We stopped at a small rest area with an overlook of Spruce Knob, the highest point in West Virginia. Despite our love of riding, it was always good to stop, remove our helmets and just relax among nature’s beauty. The overlook itself was worth the stop. You could see a magnificent steel bridge across a valley with nothing but forest and mountains as far as you could see. We felt like we were the only people in a vast wilderness. 
 
    The fall colors reminded me of those beautiful Hudson Valley landscape paintings of the 19th Century, but the colors were truer and deeper. My attention was drawn to a creek below, cascading through the hills with white caps of froth as rocks broke the water’s momentum. 
 
    One glance at Stacy told me her own thoughts may be in a slightly different location. Our isolation from everyone encouraged her mind to roam lower. She came around behind Ethan, pressing herself against his riding suit. She reached around him, her hand pressing the cock inside that suit. Ethan, never one to pass up an opportunity, pulled frantically at the zippers. 
 
    Motorcycle riding gear is great for safety, but not so convenient for fast removal. It did not take long before we were all laughing as the two tried to get Ethan out of his coveralls. I just stood watching by my bike, my head glancing around to see if anyone was coming. It may have appeared like we were by ourselves, but we could see traffic in the distance. Her desire to get his cock out made me worry she was going to pull her own clothes off and start humping him right here. Thankfully, that did not happen. 
 
    Ethan finally got the zippers down from both the gear and the jeans he wore underneath, his cock popping out, swaying in the breeze. The cool mountain air might have been a shock to his warm flesh, but he did not have time to experience the sensation. Stacy’s hand began stroking him to full hardness. Her hips were grinding against him from behind. As soon as he was fully hard, Stacy threw herself around the front, dropped to her knees, and stuffed the full length down her throat. The sight was amazing. Both were fully clothed except for Ethan’s cock poking out of his jeans. 
 
    Her hunger was clear as she repeatedly drove his now rigid tool down her throat. She glanced at me with that warped ‘can you believe I’m doing this?’ look she always gave when doing something sexual in front of me. Our eyes locked as she serviced him, while adjusting her position to make sure I had a full view of the action. 
 
    My mind started wondering as I watched. We had come a long way since that weekend when we convinced Ethan to sleep with us so many years ago. Over those first three days, we had opened a door that was always going to be difficult to close, even if none of us was interested in doing that. Once Ethan was safely on his plane, Stacy and I began a conversation that has been going for the last four years. 
 
    We never had an entire weekend to play in our southern home again, but we always scheduled at least an evening to spend together every time he came to town. The sex remained amazingly fresh and compelling. 
 
    Two years later, my career brought a change of city. We moved our family to the northeast where I took a new job. As it turned out, this new location was good for Ethan as well. He came to the area for work even more than he came south. Our play continued at the new location. The first house we rented was a wonderful old Victorian on a hill with lots of cool little nooks & crannies. We had sessions in about every corner of that house.  
 
    Those memories were fresh and fun, but I could not forget this was also the place where the first crack appeared in our cozy threesome world. Emotions started to intrude on the sex. Still, that seemed like a long time ago. Watching the look on their faces as Stacy sucked him to full release always brought my own hardness to solid wood. The jealousy and insecurity seemed to collapse with my own need to watch.  
 
    It did not take long. Ethan was grabbing the back of Stacy’s head and thrusting himself deep into her throat. His pace told us all he was close. Stacy stopped moving herself, raising her hands to massage his balls. He was fucking her face now with everything he had. I knew this was the part she loved more than any other… letting him take control. She was now just a vessel for Ethan’s need. Her face showed the hunger she felt for this moment. 
 
    One final grunt and I could see his ball sack tighten as his cum flew down her throat. She pulled back a little so she could catch as much as possible in her mouth. When he was done, I knew what would come next. She got up off her knees, walked toward me and planted a powerful kiss with her tongue pushing into my mouth. I grabbed her pussy through the suit, rubbing her clit through the fabric. Ethan’s spunk flowed between us. A powerful orgasm exploded inside her as my fingers continued their assault on her nub. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around her body to keep her from collapsing as the waves of pleasure shook her entire body. The mystery of this process never ceased to amaze me. She did incredible things with every hole in her body, experiencing orgasm after orgasm, but her strongest releases, by far, were always reserved for her sharing with me the cream of her latest conquest. There were times her orgasm was so hard after our cum exchange I thought she was going to pass out! As always, I held her in my arms as she recovered, stroking her hair. 
 
    She did not try to reciprocate by sucking me. She knew that was not wanted. I enjoyed watching her cum. She knew this was my real joy, much more than my own release. Besides, Ethan had a capacity for repeat cumming that I could not match. I needed to save mine for when I really needed it. This was not one of those times. 
 
    Once she calmed down, she pushed herself into my arms and hugged me back. Her eyes looked at me with a gratitude that made my heart soar.  
 
    When we were riding, Ethan and I took turns with Stacy as the passenger. We did this frequently during the day. Usually, we would switch at rest stops and after meals. This time, it was Ethan’s turn. After he got his gear back in place, Stacy hopped on the back of his bike and off they went, her arms wrapped around his middle. I followed right behind. 
 
    Those thoughts I had of the past continued to intrude on the present as I took a curve to follow. Those memories would simply not go away. We had been through so much... 

  

 
 
    1 / Four Years Ago 
 
    Finding a New Path 
 
    Once Ethan was on his plane ride after that first weekend, our conversation turned to the reality of what we had done and what it meant to both of us. More importantly, I wanted to learn more about this new Stacy that was emerging from the old. Her willingness to take part and the obvious enthusiasm she displayed told me I had misjudged her for the first 14 years of our marriage. There was a depth of sexual need which had remained untouched. It was now on full display.  
 
    “Well, my dear,” I started, “that was a fun weekend, didn’t you think so?” 
 
    “I can’t believe how many times I came!” she replied. “I didn’t know I could cum that often in one weekend. How about you? Was it OK for you?” 
 
    “Of course! I loved every minute of it. One thing I discovered,” I added. Her face looked at me with obvious interest. “I love to watch you cum. That first night, when Ethan was fucking you while I had my arms wrapped around you - oh my God! - that may have been some of the most intense sexual pleasure I have ever felt.” 
 
    The look on her face was priceless. “What do you mean? How can you get pleasure from watching ME cum?” 
 
    “You got me,” I replied, a surprised look on my own face. “I’m not sure I understand it myself. When we first started talking about this threesome, I had it all planned as something for you. I would like the voyeur aspects of it, I supposed, but releasing your inner-slut was my main goal. I had not expected it would be so erotic for me to watch up close. That first time when the naked you helped him get undressed, I thought I was going to pop a load right there! My cock was so hard it was almost painful.”  
 
    “I was so nervous,” Stacy giggled. “The act of undressing him seemed to calm me down. And when you told me to let go and enjoy it - I figured - well - what the fuck? I might as well see where this goes. My main concern the whole first night was not doing anything that would offend you or - worse - cause you to lose respect for me. I didn’t want that. Now that I look back on it - it really seems weird - you know - thinking that way. Why was I concerned about you losing respect for me while I was undressing my husband’s best friend? It was a little late by that point, right?” 
 
    “You did not seem nervous to me at the time - not at all, really,” I chuckled. “I did see a little of that when you came down the next morning - all worried about being too forward with him overnight. We settled on the ground rules that morning and the rest was golden. I’m glad you enjoyed it.” 
 
    We chatted like this all the way home, reliving certain scenes, our reactions. I was especially curious about her preferences and the new-found love of submission. Regrettably, that conversation did not go far before we reached the family that was babysitting our kids. Squeals of joy from children were about the only thing able to turn my head away from those thoughts as our normal life reasserted itself.  
 
    A couple months later, we went to dinner at Granzano’s, leaving the kids at home with a babysitter. This was our first visit since Ethan. Memories of the conversation at the corner table were fresh in my mind. I had called Roberto ahead to ask if we could have the same table. It felt like we were just continuing the same discussion. “Well, Stace,” I started, “what’s next? Do you want to explore these desires you have now? Or wait for Ethan’s next visit?”  
 
    The look on her face showed how uncertain she was about how to answer that question. “Stan - well - I have wanted to bring this up - I’m so nervous, I’m sorry - I am so afraid of going too far - to push you further than you are comfortable.” The nervousness of her breathing and the way she started rearranging the silver on the table showed this was going to be some revelation. “Let me put it back to you as another question. How would you feel if I asked you for more? Would you be upset?” 
 
    I chuckled, finding her obvious discomfort almost amusing. “No, Stacy, I would not be upset. I have also been thinking a lot about this, so let me start.” I halted briefly to gather my thoughts together. “I have always loved reading erotica. Hotwife and wife-sharing stories always left me with a raging boner - so erotic - but I was not sure - as a person - that I could take it. I love you so much, Stacy, that I was afraid the power of that love would turn to possessiveness and jealousy when I saw you in the arms of another man - that my own insecurities would drive me crazy.” 
 
    Recalling the thoughts I had at that moment left me surprised at their power over me. “Truth is - and I want you to know this is as honest as I can be - that didn’t happen. I had a brief twinge of jealousy at the very end when you were making love to him so tenderly, but it went away quickly. The overwhelming feeling was how much I loved watching you in the throes of sexual ecstasy - no matter who was doing the throwing! The basic ground rules still apply. I do not want you to go off with anyone without me there. That traditional hotwife scenario of my waiting home while you go out and hump someone - telling me about it after the fact - well - I have concluded that would not work for me. I want to watch - I want to be involved - if not physically in the sense of touching - at least present in the room. Though, I see this as more for your protection than any possessiveness. Otherwise, I am surprisingly open to anything you want to do.” I hoped that was answer enough for her because it was all I had to offer. 
 
    “OK, then - I’m being honest here as well - my inner-slut is driving me crazy. I am so glad to hear you say that. Can we? I would really like to arrange for someone to fuck me ‘til my eyes cross.” Her sheepish look of craven need made me burst out laughing. She must have been holding this inside her ever since that weekend. 
 
    “Of course, my love. How much thinking have you done about it?” I started chuckling again. “Do you have something you want to do?” 
 
     “I have been thinking about it a lot. Please accept that I have never been tempted to do anything without you. I understand how much you would hate that, and why. My family is too important for me to risk that. Still - well - you said at our last Granzano’s talk that you would take care of me if the craving got too strong - that you would find a suitable outlet. Was that true? Are you really willing to do that?” 
 
     “How strong is the craving, Stace?” This was the moment of truth. Would she tell me the real story?  
 
    “I’m sorry, Stan. I do not want to upset you, but it has gotten strong. I so want to give up control and have cocks pound into me. I’m even dreaming about it at night - almost every night recently. Losing myself in those orgasms is all I can think about.” Her eyes filled with tears as her face turned pink with the lust of her recent dreams.  
 
    “Don’t worry, my love. I am not upset or surprised. In our recent lovemaking, you have been encouraging me to be particularly aggressive. I liked that. Now I know why.” I took her hands in mine and our eyes connected. “Tell me what you want to do.”  
 
    And so, she told me. The words just pouring out of her... 
 
   

 

 Stacy’s Story 
 
    Stan, it’s hard for me to explain what has been happening. Feeling you both inside me at the same time has somehow altered my brain chemistry - or something. I don’t know what. The difficult part - for me - is figuring out what it means for the future. Every day, my mind lingers on the pleasure of having one cock stuffed in my mouth, while another is pounding into me at the other end. I don’t know how to handle it. The desire is overwhelming my ability to resist.  
 
    I don’t want you to be upset, but I need more - more stimulation! God, why is it so difficult to discuss this with you? You have made it clear that you like it, too!  
 
    Even now, it sticks in my chest - Good girls aren’t supposed to do this - Good wives are not even to consider it. My brain keeps preaching at me, over and over. The thing is, I am both of those things to my very core. A good girl AND a good wife. I love you, Stan. I have since that first night when I wasn’t supposed to sleep with a guy on the first date. I knew then we were made for each other, but still I resisted. That next day when we finally made love, it was the greatest sexual experience of my life. And not because you were some uber-lover or something, but because I could feel the love we were already starting to build.  
 
    I loved you then, Stan, and have since that moment. Nothing has changed about that. But now, there is something else - something inside me - something deep inside. My desire for sex has just been ignited! God, I want to make love all the time - to feel you inside me - to have Ethan fuck me while you watch. I have even fantasized about you sucking on him while I watch you, for God ‘s sake. My pussy is on fire all the time. You wanted to awaken my inner-slut - well - you succeeded. Now, what am I supposed to do with these feelings - this rampant desire to be fucked over and over? 
 
    I had a dream the other night of you arranging for 5 guys to come and fuck me until they could not get it up anymore. That is so sick, yet I woke up and had to finger myself to release. The pulse of need was so strong - so strong I cannot explain it - I wanted it - I needed it. Those cocks filled my consciousness.  
 
    The other day, I was in the supermarket and some young guy - probably college age - was giving me the once over with his eyes. Men do that all the time, even at my age now. I have always been a little flattered by it, but - in the past, at least - I never gave it more than a second thought. That day - it’s hard for me to even tell you this - that day, it took every ounce of self-control I had to prevent my dropping on my knees right there and yanking his cock out - God, Stan - I ran out of the store without buying the groceries - left them right there in the cart. I was so embarrassed at myself. I sat in the car for several minutes trying to control my breathing. Yet, I came home and used that dildo you bought until I came screaming into our pillow. I was driving that rubber cock into me so hard I was sore the next day.  
 
    Stan, would you be willing to make whatever arrangements are needed to satisfy this terrible itch that is consuming me? I am so sorry to throw this at you all the sudden. I don’t even know what I want, and it scares the shit out of me. If my need is this great after Ethan - I keep telling myself - what will it be like if you do get more cock for me? Is there an end? Or am I like a crack whore who can never get enough of what I crave? 
 
    Would you be willing to arrange something?  
 
   

 

 Fulfilling her need 
 
    Her mouth fell silent, but the pleading in her eyes told me she wanted a response. What was I willing to do? 
 
    “My love, I will do whatever you need. I know this has been frightening for you - we have stretched some of your old limits, huh? - but it has also been exciting, right? Your libido has been taken up a notch or two. Let’s see where it takes us.” The relief on her face cheered my soul. I so wanted her to have the pleasure she was seeking.  
 
    We finished our dinner and headed home. Before we arrived, I expected the kids to be asleep, so I looked at Stacy. “When we arrive at the house, I want you to go up to our bedroom. I will pay the babysitter. I want you naked on the bed, on your knees. Your ass should be fully in the air facing the door. You will spread your legs, allowing me a clear visual. I want you using any dildo you prefer to repeatedly drive the shaft into your exposed pussy before I get there. I want to see your juices dripping out of your cunt when I walk in the room. Understand?” 
 
    She did not answer with words, but the twinkle of her eyes told me her pussy-fire was fully ablaze. She started rubbing her pussy lips with long strokes of her fingers as the car entered the garage.  
 
    I wagged my finger at her teasingly. “You are not allowed to cum until I am inside you.” Stacy just giggled as we went into the house. She gave a quick wave to the babysitter and sprinted up the stairs to our room.  
 
    I paid the sitter, checked to make sure the kids were asleep, then walked into our bedroom, locking the door behind me. Stacy was in the required position, her pussy already swollen and leaking from a new dildo that I had not seen before. It was larger and more realistic than most. She must have been watching some BBC porn because the thick black shaft was stretching her vaginal lips to hold it in. I was so hard by this time; I didn’t even take my pants off. I jerked my cock out, yanked the dildo out and slammed into her. Her gasp at the sudden emptiness and then fierce cry on my hard reentry told me all I needed to hear. Even this many months later, I am still amazed at how Stacy loves the ‘hard fuck’, slamming into her with vicious stabs of my love muscle. Her grunts and moans became louder as I pushed into her. Not for the first time, I thought we should probably invest in a ball-gag. Her loud moaning was eventually going to wake one of the kids! But I did not care at that moment. The combination of watching her moan while pushing back against my cock and my own pleasure at seeing her in constant arousal woke my own ‘inner-Master’. The visual of her breasts rocking back and forth made me clinch my jaw as I slammed into her as hard as I could.  
 
    It did not take long. “Fuck, fuck, fuck” she chanted, with each plunge. Finally, the orgasm took her whole body, starting at her center and exploding in waves of pleasure. My own release came moments later. The vicious stabs hurled my spunk deep into her love tunnel. We both collapsed onto the bed, our breathing ragged as we gasped for recovery. I spooned her against my still clothed body, stroking her hair. Her chest was heaving to steady her breathing, her face red with desire and pleasure.  
 
    Once we caught our breath, I rolled her on her back, her face now looking at me. “Where did you get that huge dildo!” I laughed. “No wonder you are experiencing such huge orgasms.”  
 
    She responded with that giggle I love so much. “Caroline’s, where else?” Caroline’s was not a small suburban lingerie shop that had a few beginner dildos. It was almost a supermarket for sex found two towns over. Upstairs, Caroline’s had a full line of lingerie, something to serve everyone from suburban housewives wanting to add a little spice to stripper garb for the working professional. It also had everything from strap-ons to, obviously, large black dildos for more specialized markets. Downstairs was where the real action took place. You had to go to the very back of the store where a small circular staircase took you into a BDSM wonderland of cuffs, whips, floggers, clamps, and associated bondage clothing.  
 
    Caroline had conveniently installed ‘fitting rooms’ in the back. Since no one could try on what they were selling, these rooms were actually gloryhole booths where conveniently placed openings, cock high, had been drilled between the booths. Consumers seeking such entertainment could go into a room for completely anonymous sex. Guys would stick their cock into a hole and the person on the other side would service them as they saw fit. The store was somewhat infamous with local political leaders, who had launched multiple efforts to shut it down. Still, Caroline’s persisted, becoming a local institution. I was somewhat surprised that Stacy even knew about the place, having been in town only a short while. Maybe her emerging inner-slut had encouraged her to explore what was available. I began wondering how she would like the gloryholes... 
 
    “What else did you get there?” I asked. She just giggled. I guess I would find out when she was ready.  
 
    I pushed a strand of disheveled hair off her face. “Been thinking,” I said. “How about we start with a website that provides hook-ups for sex? I know there are a several. One specializes in alternative requests. Let’s see if we can find someone willing to play. Work for you?”  
 
    She just cuddled up against me, then she seemingly noticed for the first time that I still had my clothes on. Reaching down to feel my now flaccid cock, still moist with her lubrication, she fumbled with the zipper on my jeans. “You didn’t take your clothes off?” she asked, surprised.  
 
    “Didn’t want to take the time, Babe. The visual of that huge dildo pumping in and out drove me crazy. I needed to be inside you! You’re not the only one that has experienced odd feelings about this whole experience. I have started calling it my ‘inner-Master’. I get this surge of power when you slip into your submissive mode. The excitement is almost painful. I want to dominate you completely. It is such a rush. I hope it is not too much.” 
 
    Her look of sexual satisfaction and renewed cuddling told me it was no problem. She was almost purring as she laid next to me. 
 
    “How about if we word it like...”  
 
    

  

 
 
    2 / Stacy Finds Her Limit 
 
    Carolina 
 
    We were looking for someone that would be willing to be active with Stacy while I was in the room, or to take part with me in a threesome with Stacy in the center. The on-line service had sections for men wanting women, women wanting men, men wanting men, etc. They also had one called Casual Encounters which is where we landed. This was for other types of desires, like BDSM or, well, our kind. We posted a listing that was quite open about what we wanted. ‘My wife has a fantasy of a threesome or more. We would like these partners to be highly active in the process, even forceful.’ I worried here about the wording, thinking I would get some sicko that wanted to rape her, or beat her up, but that never happened. I carefully screened them by asking respondents to say something about themselves and send a picture if they were interested.  
 
    You cannot believe the responses we got. It turned out; we were not the only ones that thought this scenario was exciting. We got old/young, fat/thin, all races. Did not matter. Our first few ads, we must have gotten 20-30 responses to every ad. What a discovery, we thought. After we went through them, we select ones we liked, contact them, have a call, and then schedule a time to meet. Mainly, we would arrange these sessions on business trips around the US. I would take Stacy with me and we would schedule a time to play during the trip. 
 
    The first time, though, was local. We met a southern guy who was in our city as a project manager on a large construction job. He would apparently look at the ads and play when he was in the mood. We have always called him ‘Carolina’ because everything he had seemed to have a theme from that state, especially his love of Clemson football. From clothing to the briefcase, he seemed to carry everywhere, he loved that team. His truck even had leather seats with Clemson ‘paw’ logos embroidered in the chair backs. We met in a restaurant, had a fun meal where he told us about himself. He turned out to be a soft-spoken and gentle guy that just liked to ‘have fun’. He was open to anything we wanted to do. We explained what we wanted, and we went to a nearby hotel.  
 
    Carolina was a fun first partner. True to his word, he went along with whatever we suggested. I asked him to stand beside the bed while Stacy took her clothes off. When she was done, she came over and undressed him, keeping her body in constant contact with his skin, stroking his hardening shaft with each move around. This repeat of her first actions with Ethan would be something she did with almost every partner we took on. Once nude, I asked him to lay on his back in the center of the bed. Stacy then crawled between his legs and began one of her world-class blow jobs, licking him from crown to ball sack, massaging his shaft until he was rock hard. Her ass and sex were displayed openly for my own pleasure.  
 
    While she did that, her eyes looked back, encouraging me to take part. I took my own clothes off, looking at her inviting pussy, already beginning to glisten with her juices. Oh, yes, I said to myself. She was ready for this! I spread her inviting lips open with two thumbs, using my tongue to slide slowly up and down her vertical smile. She shuddered, moaning on his rod as she sucked. I circled her nub briefly before diving straight into the gap, scooping her juices into my mouth. I loved the smell of her arousal! She smelled so sweet. I pulled back and gently blew on her sex, my thumb pressing small circles on her clit. Her moans became more intense as she pushed her hips back, trying to keep my tongue inside her.  
 
    It did not matter, I had other plans. I shoved two fingers hard into her pussy. My thumb then rubbed hard, flicking her clit repeatedly. She jerked forward with the force, cumming with a sudden shiver, crying out with the force of the orgasm. Carolina’s face registered concern as she bucked into his legs, gripping his cock in her fist, but she barely lost a beat. As her pleasure waves slowed their pace, she went right back to the oral worship.  
 
    Then, I stepped up and slammed my cock into her tender flesh. She gasped with the sudden pressure, but pushed her hips back, unyielding in her desire for me to go deeper. My thrusts were driving her crazy as she tried to keep her contact with Carolina’s pulsing rod. His own breathing was getting ragged. I did not want him to cum, so I gave her a slap on the rear, signaling for her to mount him. She scrambled up, more than eager. I have come to love watching her position a cock for entry. She will hold herself above the cock head, rubbing it into her lips to get it moist, then impale herself on the cock very rapidly. The moan that always came out of her throat never ceased to make my heart sing. 
 
    I kneeled behind her on the bed, my chest pressed against her. I reached around the front pulling her nipples and kissing her neck. She sat up straight in a full cowgirl position, grinding herself on his cock, turning her head toward me. Then we started to kiss. The passion that came out of those kisses told me all I needed to know. It did not take long for either of them. Stacy’s breath was coming short and shallow as I reached lower, flicking on her clit. The scream of her second orgasm came just as Carolina started bucking up against her. His grunts were not as loud as mine, but there was no doubt what was happening as he exploded into her from below. My God, she came and came as I continued pushing her nub, finally collapsing back into my arms.  
 
    I laid her down cuddling next to Carolina on the bed, then went to the bathroom to get a washrag. It turned out I did not need it since Stacy did not stay on her side. She got on her hands and knees from the side, leaned forward and began washing him off with her mouth and tongue. She told me later she liked the mingled taste of cum and her juices. Soon she resumed sucking his soft cock. She was clearly not finished. And neither was I. I moved around the other side of the bed and slammed into her from behind once again. Her moaning was almost non-stop now as the silky smoothness of the cock pushing down her throat was contrasted to the hard pounding in her pussy. I came in a torrent of passion. 
 
    By this time, Carolina was hard again, so Stacy rolled on her back and invited him to get on top. I laid next to her, put my arms around her and started whispering in her ear as he started his motion. Cum for me, my love. Feel the pleasure of his cock. Worship what it does for you. Again, it did not take long. She had multiple orgasms before he finally came a second time with powerful thrusts. After he rolled off on the other side, she looked at me with that same imploring hunger, scrambling up with her pussy held above my face. I knew what she wanted as I pushed my face up into her pussy, the sour taste of our stewed cum pouring onto my thrusting tongue. She came hard and long, screaming so loud I thought someone would call hotel security. We finally collapsed on the bed.  
 
    Regrettably, we never saw Carolina again. His project ended, returning him to his beloved South Carolina.  
 
   

 

 Boston 
 
    It turned out that Carolina was the exception, not the rule. Our early fun turned out to be misplaced. Responders would post with no intention of going through with a meet. Others would send pictures of other people or leave out one detail or another. Still more would go through multiple conversations, send pics back and forth, and then not show up at the meet. It turned out to be quite frustrating. We always thought it was odd to go through all the work, but then not go through with it. Why bother?  
 
    Even with that, some of the action was disappointing as well. One guy had a dick so short and thin, Stacy claimed she could hardly feel it inside her. Another guy went to bed with us but could not keep his hand off his phone. He claimed to be expecting a call from his wife. Stacy was sucking on him and I was fingering her. She got him hard, but his attention never strayed from the phone. We finally called it off halfway through. Stacy was so frustrated after that one we decided to take a break. Ethan was coming to visit in another month. We would wait.  
 
    We tried again several months later, visiting a guy in Boston who said he played to add an occasional spring to his step. He loved the idea of me watching while he fucked Stacy and had no problem with me joining in. We met at a restaurant near the hotel. We started calling him ‘Boston’ almost from the start. It just made him laugh. He was witty, conversational, and quickly set Stacy at ease, but there was one important aspect I have not mentioned. Boston was huge, easily 6’5”, muscular and fit. Had to be 260 lbs. He was white but looked like a middle linebacker for the NFL. After dinner, we told him our room number and agreed to meet there. 
 
    On the way to the hotel, Stacy looked at me. “Do you think his cock is that big as well?” She was clearly nervous, but excited in equal measure. She had never had a monster cock before.  
 
    “Well, you wanted new sexual experiences,” I said, while tickling her gently as we walked. “If his cock is proportional, it’s going to be a big one. Can you handle it?” 
 
    She did not reply, only her bobbing head affirmed she wanted to try. Her intense eyes stared straight ahead. I could only guess that her pussy-fire was already blazing away.   
 
    The knock on the door told us he had arrived. Stacy had already taken her clothes off. She answered the door that way. Boston’s appreciative glance told us he liked what he saw. The contrast of this huge man and petite woman was startingly for me. I sat on the chair next to the bed while Stacy went through the usual ritual of taking his clothes off. That all stopped suddenly when his log popped out of his boxers. It was the largest cock I had ever seen. The shock on her face was almost comical.  
 
    She got down on her knees, eyes astonished at the massive tool in front of her. The head was huge, purple, and ready for action; her stripping routine already causing precum to ooze out of the tip. He was only at half-mast, but Stacy told me later the size almost frightened her. She knelt in front of this massive tool, while trying to wrestle his jeans off his legs. She simply could not keep her eyes off it. Despite this, she occasionally glanced at me with excitement. Watch me take this monster, babe, her wry smile told me. For the first time, I saw her look at me with that ‘can you believe I’m doing this?’ look. She was as surprised as I was.  
 
     Stacy reached up to hold it in her hand. She couldn’t even reach all the way around. Both hands were needed. She licked the precum off, then tried to put it in her mouth. She could barely open her mouth wide enough, much less swallow it. Her struggle to take it in made me wonder if she would dislocate her jaw!  
 
    Thankfully, despite his size, he was a very patient lover. He must have had difficulties in the past with women struggling to have him. He allowed Stacy to take her time, his hands on either side of her head, guiding himself slowly forward - about half-way was all she could take. After she started to gag, unable to breath, he pulled himself out and began stroking it in front of her face, before going back in. He did this slow motion of push / gag / pull for several minutes.  
 
    Stacy was already dropping into ‘subspace’. This is what I call that place where she becomes the submission, giving over completely to the feelings. Subspace brought a complete surrender to the pleasure of the moment. When she went deep like this, her eyes would glaze over with an opaque blankness that told me she was no longer Stacy. Instead, her inner-slut was now in charge. 
 
    Her eyes were ablaze with hunger for his massive instrument. She lavished this monster with her tongue, worshiping the shaft and head every time he pulled out, and adjusted her angle each time he went back in to take him deeper. Her hands massaged his balls in-between her two-handed strokes.  
 
    Boston knew exactly what he wanted. His cock was now fully extended from his body. It had to be 9-10 inches long, thicker than Stacy’s forearms, I thought to myself. He reached down, picked Stacy up as if she were a small child, laid her on her back. Using his hands to forcibly spread her legs open, he turned to me and said, “Do you want to get her ready for me?” 
 
    Of course, I did, jumping out of my chair. He continued to hold her legs apart as I buried my tongue in her sex, though it quickly became obvious I was not needed. She was spilling lubrication all over my face. I don’t think I had ever seen her more wet. Her vaginal lips were swollen and colored a deep pink. There was one thing I could do to help. I knew she was ready. Her orgasm exploded on my first touch of her swollen clit, her face displaying the battle of pleasure and anticipation roaring through her shaking body. She was as ready as she would ever be. Our eyes met as my tongue continued to dive deep into her sex. She moaned and wreathed as my tongue teased and his strong hands held her legs unmoving in the air. Her eyes glowed with desire, yet there was a tinge of concern. Could she take it? They seemed to say. I got up, resumed my position on the chair and Boston bent over her. We’d soon find out.  
 
    He pushed a finger into her, probing deeply, brushing her clit with each thrust. Even his fingers were huge. Stacy laid her head back and allowed the sensations to flow through her. Another finger was added, then a third. I suspected he was trying to stretch her to accommodate his girth. Stacy was panting and wreathing on his digits, gasping with each thrust.   
 
    After he thought she was ready, he grabbed the head of his cock, running it up and down her slit to gather moisture, and pushed slowly inward. Stacy gripped the bed sheet in her fists as his forward movement began to stretch her canal more than it had ever been stretched before. By the time he was only half-way in, Stacy was gasping and moaning. “Oh God - oh God - too big - I can’t take any more,” she screamed while her legs came around his back to improve the position. She clearly DID want more. Boston slowed at this point allowing her to adjust to the intruder. “Fuck, you are so big!” she cried out. He pulled out slightly then began to push even deeper.  
 
    The war of pain and pleasure on her face drove my own cock to full wood. I started taking my clothes off to free it from its painful restraints. He was now in nearly all the way. Stacy was twisting and turning on his pole, guiding him inward. “God, yes - oh yes - more - more - oh, go slow - go slow - oh yes - more.” He was close. I could see his balls touching her ass. “Oh my god,” she cried out, “I have never been this full before.” And then, suddenly, I could almost hear the squishing noise of her final capitulation as he drove the final stretch home. She had accepted his entire pole! 
 
    Her whimpering came from deep inside, a moan of animal passion. “Fuck me now! Fuck me hard. Give it to me!” She started pushing him hard with her heels around his back, pulling him into her. “Now. Give it to me now.” He winked at me with a knowing smile and thrust hard. Her gasp at the full penetration drove me insane. I began stroking my own cock as Boston was now in full motion, driving into her. Stacy was bucking back against him, trying to get him deeper with each thrust.  
 
    The stream of words coming out of her mouth was almost unintelligible - grunts, moans, whimpers, gasps. Initially, he laid down on top of her, but he was so big that Stacy struggled to breath, so he pulled up, holding himself above her. She gripped his massive arms and thrust her pelvis up to meet his thrusts. I was shocked at the power of her first orgasm. It erupted from her center, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure caused her to cry out!  
 
    Yet, Boston kept pounding away. Her orgasms now came one after the other. She could not stop them. He eventually got tired of holding himself up, so he pulled out. Stacy reacted with whimpers of “Oh no, don’t stop.” But he was not nearly finished. He flipped her over on her knees, pushed her head down onto the bed, and hammered into her again. This time from the rear. That reentry caused another orgasm. His stamina was amazing. I began to wonder if he would ever cum. When he flipped her over, Stacy moved her head to face me and stretched her hand out. I came to the bed and she held on to me. Her eyes were glassy opaque.  
 
    The whole subspace thing was still new to me then. I had no idea what it meant, or if, when she went this deep into the pleasure, whether I would be able to pull her out after he was done. She turned her face forward again, closing her eyes as another orgasm took her. The grip on my hand was so hard it was almost painful.  
 
    Her moans were becoming frantic. She wanted him to cum badly. Finally, he made one last thrust then held himself still as I saw his ball sack constrict with his gathering spunk. He erupted into her with one last thrust, the power of it pushing her face into the bed as her body began visibly shaking. I could see the spunk dripping between her legs. Boston pulled out, wiped his log on her ass cheeks, then gathered his clothes and walked into the bathroom.  
 
    I started stroking her arm and back, pushing her hair out of her face so she could see me. “Come back to me, Stace. I’m still here.”  
 
    She twisted her head back to me, then almost barked at me. “Fuck me! Now!” 
 
    My rigid pole had been stiff during the entire session, so I was more than happy to comply. I rolled her on her back and slammed myself into her. It took longer than usual because she was still distended from the earlier occupant, but that was still not long. My system was already overloaded from watching her take such a pounding. The warmth of Boston’s cum bathed my cock as I entered, grunting my own release moments later, mixing my spunk with his. She had not cum when I released inside her. She was building pressure for the big one. When I laid down on her, trying to milk the last of my pleasure, she put her hands on my shoulders and began pushing me lower. I knew what she wanted. The draw of our stew was too much for her to resist.  
 
    I moved lower, my face now over her sex. A glob of cum stew was coming out of her split.  
 
    “Eat it. Please. Put your tongue in me. Please...” 
 
    I was her willing servant, driving my tongue deep between her pussy lips, rubbing her clit with my nose. She literally came off the bed as she cried out. My tongue lapped scoop after scoop into my mouth. His cum production turned out to be as large as his cock. I held her hips in place as she pulsed with pleasure, pushing herself onto my tongue as she cried out to release the pressure. 
 
    Boston came out of the bathroom, already dressed. just as she was completing her orgasm, my tongue urging her higher. He looked at us as Stacy collapsed back on the bed. Her head turned toward him. “Been a long time since someone took my cock like that,” he said. “You’ve got yourself a real slut there. Hold her tight! Not many like her out there.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement as I looked at him, my face covered with the cum stew.  
 
    “Oh, man. That’s nasty,” he said. As he waved his hand on the way out. Stacy weakly waved her hand to him as their eyes met, then she laid her head back on the bed, a sigh of exhaustion filling the space.  
 
    I crawled up to lay next to her. She reached over and started scooping the cum off my face, alternating one finger into my mouth, one in hers. When I was sufficiently clean for her, we started kissing like it was our first time ever. The intensity of the passion felt so strong. It went straight to my crotch and a raging wood appeared. Stacy looked down at it. “Now what are we supposed to do with that?” she grinned. 
 
    She pushed me onto my back and impaled herself from the top. “Wow, that was something,” she said. “Maybe size does matter,” as she started tickling me and grinding her pussy harder onto me. “Stan, I couldn’t believe how big it was and how deep he drove it into me.” 
 
    “Would you want to do it again?” I asked. “We are in town a couple more days. I’m sure he would welcome a second round.” 
 
    “Tempting,” she said, pushing me deeper into her pussy, “oh my God, Stan, I could not stop cumming.” She shifted her hips to move back and forth, stimulating her clit, “but it really was painful in parts. I’m going to be very sore tomorrow. Glad we did it - I have always wondered what a monster cock would feel like.” A sudden pulse of pleasure memory shook through her, she rolled her head back to absorb it. “I prefer your size, and what you do with it.” She could not hold back the release any longer, grinding me into her as she cried out her climax. I was not far behind, thrusting my hips into her as I came. 
 
    We rolled over, spooning, and went quickly to sleep. 
 
   

 

 Maine + a few 
 
    We tried one more outside person during this period. This one in Maine. I was there for a series of client meetings, so Stacy came along. The guy we met there we still call ‘Maine’. He was a photographer who liked to play as often as he could. He was also like us in that he was open to just about anything. We met him for dinner, got along well right from the start and then headed for the hotel. The thing about Maine was his openness. He was one of the few guys we had met that liked to do just about anything.  
 
    In our two hours that first time, we did about every combination you could imagine, fucking Stacy in every way we could. I even sucked on his cock a little bit after he did mine. That was an interesting experiment. We both fucked Stacy, we shared each other’s cocks with Stacy, even did the always fantastic one in the mouth while Stacy ground her pussy on the other cock. Maine was just so much fun that we both had a wonderful time finding the joy of playing. Stacy came and came and came.  
 
    We went back to Maine three months later. This time, he brought friends along. I had asked him if he thought he could arrange for that, thinking Stacy would like to have multiple cocks. He said that would not be a problem, that he knew guys that could get it up multiple times in an evening. I decided to surprise Stacy, not telling her about it until we got to the room. Maine had arranged for a hotel and told us where to go. When we arrived, we walked through the door to the sight of three men (including Maine) waiting for Stacy’s arrival. She looked at me with a questioning grin. I sheepishly said, “Surprise!” All the guys burst out laughing. Stacy just shook her head.  
 
    “How we going to do this?” was all she said.  
 
    “It is really simple,” I told her. “You take your clothes off now. I will sit over on the side and the guys will take care of the rest. You just do what they tell you. I think you will find their instructions quite enjoyable. Work for you?”  
 
    I should have known it would not be a problem. She had started removing her clothing before I had finished speaking. There she was, standing naked in a room full of guys, her nipples on full high-beam. You could smell her arousal in the air. I turned to Maine and said, “She’s all yours.” 
 
    He stepped up to her first, allowing her to take his clothes off. He knew she liked that part. Once he was naked, she dropped to her knees and sucked him until he was hard. She repeated this process for all three guys, stroking the guys already completed to maintain their erections. Once everyone was ready, Maine told Stacy to stand in the middle of the room. The three guys surrounded her, slowly spinning her inside the circle so they all got a chance for kissing her, stroking her skin, fondling her breasts, sticking fingers in her pussy and ass, pressing their hard cocks into her. She just swayed to the music of her own pleasure as the constant movement of the hands and bodies primed her for what was to come.  
 
    Maine instructed Stacy to get on the bed. She kept looking at me as the hard cocks surrounded her on the bed. Maine knew Stacy liked it a little rough, so he stood next to her on the bed, grabbed her hair and pushed her mouth onto his cock. Another guy kneeled next to her, pulling her hand to his cock. She began stroking it. The third guy came up behind her and began roughly fondling her breasts, pinching, and pulling her nipples. It did not take long for her to be openly moaning.  
 
    One of the guys sat at the top of the bed, his legs spread wide. He pulled Stacy’s mouth down onto his cock. She began sucking with abandon. This left her ass and pussy exposed for the other two. Maine came up behind her and started licking from behind. She was already sopping wet. I could see juices running down her inner thighs. He did not waste time on licking. He got up on his knees and drove himself into her. Her head came off the cock in her mouth as she accepted the new presence, the sensations overwhelming her. She adjusted her position slightly, to give Maine a clear path, and then went back to work on the cock in front. Her moans of pleasure pervaded the room as she was getting it from both ends. I could see her tits bouncing violently back and forth as the two guys got into a rhythm between Stacy’s mouth and pussy. The third guy waited on the side, stroking himself. 
 
    Stacy’s first orgasm came moments later as Maine exploded inside her; I could see the spunk leaking out of her as he withdrew. The guy waiting took his place, slamming into her from behind. This began a round robin that did not stop for almost three hours. During that time, the three guys placed her in every imaginable position and Stacy continuously had a cock in nearly every hole. She was now just their plaything. They moved her as they wanted, she complied eagerly and completely. The highlight was the first time all three holes were filled at the same time. One of the guys laid on his back. Stacy sat on top, impaling herself on his cock. The second guy stood in front of her, stuffing his cock in her mouth and Maine came in behind, pushing his cock into her back hole. Despite the cock in her mouth, her cries of climax were so loud I am sure you could hear it down the hall. I have no idea how many times she came during the session, but the glassy stare whenever she looked my way told me she had given control to her inner-slut a long time ago.  
 
    After another all-hole round, I reached up to her, gently touching her arm. She turned to look at me. That stare shocked me. She did not appear to recognize me, seemingly annoyed at my intruding on her action. Her glassy stare told me she was now deep into subspace. I don’t think I have ever seen her go so deep. I looked up at Maine and said, “I think she’s had enough, guys.”  
 
    Everyone then collapsed on the bed, with Stacy laying in the center, cum dripping out of her lower holes and spunk smeared across her face. Maine looked at me and said, “your turn.”  
 
    Stacy opened her arms to me. Her eyes were still subspace blank. Her arms reaching out to me slowly, as if she were drunk. I crawled on top, adding my own cum to the stew inside her moments later. As usual, she then pushed me down to her pussy and I licked the cum until she bucked to her strongest orgasm of the night. 
 
    Finally, she collapsed on the bed. I thanked Maine and his friends as they left. Stacy was exhausted. She did not even acknowledge their leaving. I crawled up beside her, holding her in my arms. She just laid in my arms and fell asleep.  
 
    I woke up early the next morning to an empty bed. Stacy was sitting in the side chair, still naked. Her eyes were puffy from crying while she wrapped her arms around herself to ward off the cool night air. “Are you OK, Stace?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, but I have been thinking. Maybe we need to put a stop to our on-line activities for a while.” 
 
    “OK...” was the only thing I could think of in response, the implied question mark in my tone asking her to go on, so she started talking... 
 
   

 

 Stacy’s Bridge Too Far 
 
    I think I have finally met my cock limit. For now, at least... 
 
    Really, Stan, thank you for putting last night together - it really was an amazing experience - but the combination of Boston and then Maine, and now this threesome, I am beginning to have weird feelings about myself. It’s not bad - don’t be concerned about my mental state - but last night - well - so many orgasms and so much pleasure - truth is - in the end, I began to feel like a fuck doll, not a participant. Those guys could have done that with anyone. There was nothing special about me. I just brought the required holes. I know - crude - but still true. Yet, I couldn’t stop. I completely lost myself. Without you there to keep me grounded, we probably would have gone all night. I couldn’t have stopped on my own. Tears started to form in her eyes again.  
 
    I’ll give you this, I came and came when every hole was filled - my God - what an experience THAT was. How many times did we do that? I lost count. I can’t even remember how many times I came - truth is - one of the reasons I was crying when you woke up was because I could not remember anything after the second time all three holes were filled. I was so deep into your subspace at that point - all three holes - amazing - and we did that twice that I can remember. I know there were more. They each wanted a chance at my ass at least once. Stan, my ass is so sore this morning I may struggle sitting down on the way home!  
 
    The point - really - is that I am suddenly frightened at the depth of what I can do. Stan, you know this could be quite destructive behavior, if it gets out of hand - maybe, we’re there already. We have been lucky with our selections, but connecting with the wrong person could bring violence, STDs, embarrassment if the police had to be called. So many risks. After last night, I woke up this morning thinking about all that. The degree of those risks suddenly came into very sharp focus.  
 
    Don’t be upset, I’m not. You gave me a great surprise. It was an amazing experience. The problem is I really enjoyed it - REALLY enjoyed it - so much that I began to lose myself along the way. Stan - last night - I don’t know how to explain this clearly - last night – for the first time - I felt like I stopped being Stacy and that my inner-slut was becoming the real me - I couldn’t stop! I don’t want that. I LIKE the real me. She came over to the bed, taking my hands in hers. I like the real US. I don’t want to lose that.  
 
    You know why I think the threesome with Ethan has worked so well? It’s because we loved him long before the sex came into the picture. The three of us had built a relationship over years. The sex just seemed the natural next step. When we make love to him - and let’s face it - that’s what we’re doing - when we make love to him - together - he returns all that emotion to us as well. He loves us just as much as we love him. 
 
    This on-line playing that we do is extremely exciting and - sexually, at least - very pleasurable. Still, I never come away feeling like I do when we play with him. Last night, I came away feeling - well - dirty somehow. I - I - I - I don’t want to feel that again - at least for a while. My ass certainly needs a break and I think my psyche does, too. Maybe my inner-slut will make a return visit outside our play with Ethan - I don’t know - my pussy-fire can be quite persuasive. But I think I need a break to let all this sink in.  
 
    I’ve been talking all this time, what do you think? 
 
   

 

 A Lesson Learned 
 
     “Stace,” I said, pulling her into a hug, “I have always looked at this as something we do together on a completely voluntary basis. I enjoy it, but my joy is how much you get into it. Remember, we are here to feed your inner-slut. Without that, I’m good to drop it altogether.” 
 
    I stroked her face. “Last night WAS a unique experience, however. I don’t think I ever saw you go so deep into subspace. I halted the action when I reached over to touch you. You turned to look at me - I’m not kidding - you did not know who I was. Your look was completely blank. Worse, that look said, ‘why are you bothering me?’ Scared me, babe. It was then I said you were done.” 
 
    She turned her face up to me. Our eyes met and we started kissing with such passion I thought we were going to make it again, but Stacy was just reaffirming how much she appreciated me and how safe she felt in my arms. “That’s the only reason I can do this - because you are there to bring me back. I love letting myself fall into the pleasure, but I love even more your being there to bring me back. You ground me, Stan.” 
 
    “Babe, I definitely do not like the idea of your going as deep as you did last night. It will be a long time before I let that happen again. Anyway, let’s grab a quick shower. I would like to take a trip up to Kennebunkport before we leave. There is a great Italian place in the village. Work for you?” 
 
  

 


 3 / Threesomes Are Unstable 
 
    Cracks form in Paradise 
 
    We returned home the next day and life went back to normal - as much as ‘normal’ can be for us. Stacy seemed even more affectionate and loving than before, if such a thing could be possible. Even her occasional motherly quarrels with the kids seemed to be less frequent. She had come to terms with the idea of placing limits on her inner-slut and she was happy with the decision. We were making love with a frequency I hadn’t seen since we first started dating. 
 
    Remember, all this outside activity was being done in-between our play time with Ethan. 
 
    When his next visit came along a month later, Stacy was all over him from the start. Her putting the outside play on hold seemed to channel her inner-slut into a greater focus on our playing with him. He was loving it. A couple times, she was giving him a blow job and was nearly caught by one of the kids. I gave them both a speech about discretion, but this highlighted an issue of growing importance. As our kids got older, it became harder and harder to push them off on friends every time Ethan would make one of his regular visits. The kids started to notice that they were sent to friends every time ‘Uncle Ethan’ came to town. We were going to need a plan soon.  
 
    None of the alternatives seemed to work. We thought of vacations at a resort, but the first time we tried this, his wife decided she wanted to go as well. We thought about scheduling business travel so we could both be in the same place at the same time, but this proved too difficult to coordinate since business travel is often prone to late cancellations. We thought about scheduling Ethan’s visit during the two weeks the kids went back to stay with Stacy’s parents during the summer. This worked one year, but the schedules only allowed him one day.  
 
    Regrettably, as the months went by, and our play continued, cracks started to form in our perfect threesome universe. The sex remained terrific when we played, but emotions started to intrude. As each threesome session went by, I began to feel more insecure about my own place in Stacy’s universe. All this attention on Ethan was being matched with a perceived lack of attention on me. She clearly wanted him more than me, my insecurities started telling me.  
 
    After a session with Ethan, our lovemaking would fell off sharply. It did not take long before I noticed we seldom had sex outside the threesome anymore, or not without my insisting, and Stacy began to get very defensive about it. Ethan began to pay remarkably close attention to her when we were together. He was clearly in love with her, I felt. Something was going to have to change if this activity was going to survive my growing discomfort. 
 
    The final straw in this delicate balancing act came during one of his visits to our house the next year. We had been playing actively for nearly 18 months. This happened to be one of the rare times we were able to get the kids off to friends for an overnight.  
 
    After a session, the night before, Stacy woke me up at 5am the next morning and asked if she could go in with Ethan by herself. This was a clear break with our agreed ‘rules of play’, but I said sure, then pretended to go back to sleep. I often wish I had gone to sleep. To this day, I do not know why I agreed. Later, I rationalized she would have asked repeatedly, until I said yes. It was inevitable.  
 
    My insecurities were now in full flower. I stayed awake to listen to every moan, even quietly went down the hall to watch them for a bit. They hadn’t even bothered to close the door since they knew the kids weren’t there and I was asleep. I watched them do this very motion so many times I had lost count. Yet this was somehow different. These were two lovers expressing their passion and tenderness for each other. It simply broke my heart. I snuck back to our room when I could not stand to watch any longer, pretending to still be asleep when Stacy returned after two hours with him. The destructive power of that one request changed my whole attitude about what we were doing. At that time, Stacy did not seem to notice nor care. 
 
    We continued to play the next day, though my enthusiasm was gone. I just could not tell them what their joining had done to me. To make matters worse, something happened during that session that cemented those insecurities. Stacy asked me to eat her and then started kissing Ethan while I did it. After a while, she did not respond as expected in her usual sexual way. I looked up to see what was going on. She was passionately kissing Ethan, ignoring whatever I was doing. When combined with what happened that morning, I began to feel like I was being relegated to the non-attentive task so she could pay more attention to him. That turned out to be our last session for months. But in my mind, the request, the relegation, the insecurity hung around. And festered. 
 
    I understood the concept of a cuckold. That description already fit me in many ways. After all, I arranged for and watched my wife get fucked by others, including Ethan. But I never looked at myself that way because we were doing it together. She constantly looked at me during each session, invited me to play with them and never lost her affectionate touch afterwards. It all seemed a natural outgrowth of her emergence as a more open sexual being.  
 
    After this, I thought to myself she was emerging in a way that I was not willing to follow. I was never going to be a genuine cuckold that stood around while his wife ignored him or treated him like a submissive. That would not work for me - EVER! I was still deeply in love with her and these developments had left me with no reference point on how to catch my bearing. Over the weeks that followed, I felt like my entire world was crashing around me. What was I without her? 
 
    Weeks after her solo with Ethan, Stacy finally noticed that something was wrong. I was no longer enthusiastically looking forward to the next visit; instead, looking for any excuse why this or that time would not work. My own affectionate touching had stopped entirely. I used every excuse to fall asleep on the couch watching TV so we would not go to bed at the same time; afraid Stacy would want to make love.  
 
    This was quite odd behavior for me. I was always an active and persistent lover. In our now 16 years together, we had seldom gone more than a week without making love. As two weeks stretched to three without affection, Stacy started pressuring me to come to bed. I resisted. She kept asking me what was wrong. I couldn’t even tell her why.  
 
    Our open and candid relationship had crashed on the shame I felt of my own perceived inadequacies. The hurtful loss of my Beloved’s affection combined to drive a wedge in my heart that was literally eating me alive. I stayed at work later, brought work home more often and seldom had much to say to her. Inside, I began to wonder whether we were going to survive as a couple. I simply could not face the loss of the most important thing in my life. We started fighting with each other over minor nothings, in a way we had never done before. 
 
    Somehow, Stacy figured it out. She always did have a high degree of emotional intelligence. I guess the timing of my withdrawal was just too close for her not to know it involved Ethan and that weekend. The only thing that changed was her going in on her own. 
 
   

 

 Confronting my demons 
 
    One Friday evening, just as I started seriously contemplating whether I should move out, the doorbell rang. Shit, I thought. What did she order now? Stacy usually answers the door, but she and the kids were not around. I didn’t know where they had gone. I got up, opened the door, and was surprised to see Ethan standing there.  
 
    “Can I come in?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure.” I held the door open for him to come in. “What are you doing here? I did not know you were coming.” 
 
    “It wasn’t planned. Stacy called me.”  
 
    “Stacy,” I turned to yell into the house. “Ethan is here.”  
 
    “She’s not home, Stan. She took the kids out to dinner so we could talk.” My heart sank. This is it, I thought to myself. She’s leaving me for him. He’s here to break the news. Well, I thought to myself, he at least had the guts to face me about it. 
 
    “She called to tell me how upset you have been about our solo session last visit.” Oh, that’s what it is. By that time, I was so far gone, I didn’t care what he had to say about that! 
 
    “Why does she care? She got what she wanted. And so did you.” The scorn in my tone was unmistakable. I could see the hurtful language register on his face as I turned to walk back into the living room. I sat on the sofa, my heart beating so hard I was sure he could hear it. He closed the door behind him and followed me in.  
 
    “I deserved that,” he said, standing at the arch of the living room. “I did deserve that.” The slump of his shoulders told me the pain he was in, as he sat on the opposite end of the sofa. Frankly, I kept telling myself, I did not give a shit. He DID deserve it. I just stared at him, waiting. 
 
    “Stan, I came here to say I’m sorry. It is all my fault. I asked her to come into my room. I knew it broke every rule we had set for this – this - thing we are doing together. I don’t even know what to call it.” He looked me straight in the eye. “I love her. You know that Stan. But it’s not like you have imagined. It’s not like I want to take her away from you, or she wants to leave you for me. We would never do that. True, I wanted to have a little piece of her for myself - all my own - I just couldn’t resist. Even though you said it was OK, I shouldn’t have asked anyway. It was wrong on so many levels. I fully understand that now.” Tears formed in his eyes. “I love you, too, Stan. You have been my best friend my entire life. I never wanted to do something that would endanger that friendship. I am so sorry.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, too, Ethan, but it’s a little late now. The damage is done.” Now, I was just being intentionally cruel. 
 
    “No, it isn’t!” he came right back. “I am not her true love, Stan! You are. I know you saw us that morning. Stacy whispered it in my ear when she noticed you in the door. She had left the door open on purpose; in case you came down. No matter how enthusiastic you thought we were with each other, there was a part of her that was always with you. Sure, she loves me, but it’s like the love of a close friend.” 
 
    “But YOU are her Beloved.” He shook his head as if it were a mystery he had to explain this to me. “She loves you so much I have always found it amazing. No one has ever loved me like that. And she has always made it clear to me where her priorities lie - with you and the kids; first and only. I have always been so envious of what you share. Are you really going to throw all that away because of this one thing? That you, by the way, told her she could do. You bear part of the responsibility here. No matter what I asked her to do, she would NEVER have done it without your permission.” 
 
    He had me there. Despite my regrets, he did have a point, even so... “It wouldn’t have made any difference, Ethan? Don’t you see?” Tears started to form in my own eyes. “I couldn’t say no. The fact that she asked me clearly said she wanted to. If I had said no - that time - it would have come up repeatedly, until I did say yes. I was stuck.”  
 
    “No, Stan. NO. You’re simply wrong,” Ethan argued. “She has always loved you and always will. We made a mistake. How can you turn your back on 16 years of love because of this one thing? Especially considering all the playing we have done together. I just don’t understand it. Just don’t.”  
 
    His head was shaking as he got up to walk into the kitchen. “I need a drink,” he said. “This is crazy. You want something?” 
 
    “Sure.” I got up to follow him into the kitchen. He turned suddenly in the hallway, hugging me in almost a loving embrace. Then he held me at arm’s length. “Despite all this, Stan, I AM your friend. Don’t do this - to her - to yourself. You love her, I know you do. The reason you are hurting is because your life means nothing without her. She loves you and feels the same way. You just need to talk to her about it.” He continued into the kitchen, pulling out the Scotch and glasses. I sat down at the breakfast table, my head in my hands.  
 
    “I can’t believe you refused to even talk to her about it,” he said. “She called me in tears - TEARS, Stan – ‘I have ruined my marriage,’ she cried to me on the phone. Jesus, you fucking jerk! How can you do such a cruel thing to that loving woman? She’s your wife, Stan - your WIFE! At the very least, she deserves to be told why? Doesn’t she deserve THAT at least?” He shook his head in disgust. 
 
    He stopped for a moment to control his growing anger. “I’m going to say this because I love you,” Ethan continued. “You are being a real asshole about this. She deserves better from you. You know what my marriage is like. Is that what you want? Nothing but cold loneliness in your life? You told me once she was the best thing that ever happened to you. Did this one thing change that? I don’t think so. She is STILL the best thing that ever happened to you, you dumb ass, you’re just too stubborn to see it. You are in danger of losing her, my man, and she’s not coming to me. She doesn’t want me. If you let her go, you really will be an absolutely stupid jerk.” 
 
    He walked over to sit at the breakfast table, staring at me with hard, hard eyes. I simply burst into tears, sobbing like a 2-year-old. “God, I love her, Ethan. How can I look her in the eye and believe she still loves me - now? I don’t know where to go without her.” I was simply lost in my own misery. 
 
    “Why do you have to go anywhere? Stay,” he said. “She wants you to stay. I want you to stay. And you - you stupid ass - YOU want to stay as well. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be so broken up about it. Just talk to her. You’ll be amazed at what happens.” 
 
    My crying turn had finally calmed down. I started to take a big swig of Scotch when the door from the garage opened. Stacy and the kids walked in. They came running over to Ethan, hugging him, surprised he was in town.  
 
    It turned out he was going to take them to a movie so Stacy and I could talk. This was part of the plan they had worked out. She looked at me, her own tears also present. My swollen and blood-red eyes told Stacy what had been going on. 
 
    On the way out the door, Ethan looked back at me and said, “Do the right thing. You both deserve it.” 
 
    Even before they were gone, Stacy ran over to me, fell to her knees, burying her face in my chest, tears streaming down her face. “I am so sorry, Stan. So sorry. I wasn’t thinking what it would do to you - to us. I don’t want to go anywhere; I don’t want this to destroy the family I love so much - what we have built together. I will never do anything like that again - NOT EVER! I don’t know what I was thinking when I did it. Can’t we find a way to get through this?” 
 
    I hardly heard anything she was saying as I grabbed her into my arms, my own tears streaming down my face. “I love you, Stace. I always have. I don’t want to leave, I never have. My life would be nothing without you. I don’t know what I was thinking. Ethan’s right, I have been a complete asshole. Can you forgive me?” 
 
    “Only if you forgive me! Let’s start over, OK?”  
 
    I reached down, moved her lips up to mine. Those were the sweetest, softest lips I had ever tasted. It seemed like forever since I had touched them. “Yes, I would like to start over. I would like that very much.” 
 
    She stood up, took my hand, dragging me toward the stairs. I knew what she wanted. I wanted it just as much. What followed was the best make-up sex we ever had. We had gone to the brink and found our way back. Our love was going to survive. When we laid cuddling after our lovemaking, I said “Are we going to play with Ethan while he’s in town?” The tone must have been negative.  
 
    “No,” she said. “I think we will let those passions cool down a bit. Besides, Ethan has an idea.” 
 
    “What idea?” 
 
    “You’ll see...” 
 
   

 

 Riding to the rescue 
 
    When Ethan returned with the kids after the movie, it was quite late. Stacy got the kids down and we all went to bed as well - in our own rooms. It had been a difficult day for everyone.  
 
    Stacy and I laid cuddling together, eventually making passionate love in the night, our rekindled romance pouring out of our embrace. For the first time in what seemed like months, my heart was back where it belonged. I swore to myself that I would never let it go that direction again. 
 
    The next morning was Saturday. Our kids had activities, so Stacy hustled them out the door. She would come back after dropping them off. I sat down and ate breakfast with Ethan.  
 
    “How did the conversation go with Stacy,” Ethan asked me.  
 
    “We are going to work it out - talked a lot about what happened. I overreacted, no question about that. Still, don’t do that again, OK?” Ethan nodded his head in agreement. “Sex and emotions go hand in hand, my friend,” I went on. “No matter how we try to control them. That one thing spiraled into multiple others before I even knew what happened to me. A good first-hand lesson, I suppose. To remain comfortable, we all must trust that the others have our best interests at heart. I lost that and want to gain it back.” 
 
    Ethan did not say anything else. Just shook his head in agreement and finished eating his breakfast. I did the same. The crisis was over. 
 
    Finally, an awkwardness grew between us as we were silent with our own thoughts. I did not our own conflicting feelings to create more separation, so I looked at him again. “Stacy says you had an idea. What about?” 
 
    He gave me that wry smile he always uses when he is up to mischief, probably just thankful the subject was changing. “I think you and Stacy should learn to ride a motorcycle.” 
 
    “What?” I almost choked on my bagel.  
 
    “It’s perfect,” he went on. “My wife would NEVER go on a motorcycle tour. She would think nothing of you going along and it would give us an excuse to ride to faraway places with isolated cabins. We could play a lot in those cabins. Stacy could scream as loud as she likes!” Apparently, despite all this emotional turmoil, Ethan never entertained the thought we would stop playing altogether.  
 
    My own mind was really struggling with this. I had gone from wanting to break up with Stacy to now planning our next threesome get-away in record speed. I guess this showed how powerful my reconciliation was with Stacy. It felt so good!  
 
    And he was right about one thing. Our growing children were becoming a major problem. It was harder and harder to find private time to play. We needed an excuse to get away on a regular basis. The motorcycle did seem like our ticket to privacy, but riding one by myself? With Stacy on the back?  
 
    Ethan was a life-long motorcycle enthusiast. He had been riding since high school and often went away for motorcycle trips to watch races around the country. He had one of those big sport/touring bikes that allowed him to go thousands of miles on a trip. Going with him would supply ample cover. Still, despite our lifelong friendship, I had never even considered riding a bike. Ethan had always been the athlete in our relationship. I was the bookish, clumsy guy. Could I safely carry Stacy and I around on a bike? I had no idea. 
 
    “How do I learn to ride a motorcycle?” I wondered out loud. 
 
    Ethan was very matter-of-fact. “You take a class. Just about every county in the US has a motorcycle training program because you need to pass a test to get a license. The course helps you do that. It’s easy. They use these little Honda 125’s or 250’s. You ride around in a parking lot through a course they have laid out. These bikes are light. You will have no trouble picking them up, and you will never go fast enough on the course to be in danger. It’s training.” 
 
    Stacy walked in the door after dropping the kids off. “What training?” 
 
    “To ride a motorcycle,” Ethan said. “I am explaining to Stan my idea of how we can get away. But, most important,” he turned to me directly, “riding a motorcycle through twisty mountain roads will so supercharge you that the sex will be better as well! You’ve got to experience it to understand. You, too, Stace. You will love the wind in your face and,” he winked at her, “having something exciting between your legs!” 
 
    “Oh, will I?” Stacy burst out laughing.  
 
    The rest of the day was spent with kids and conversation about riding. He had only come to hopefully put out a fire. He had to return that afternoon. Stacy was very ‘touchy-feely’ with me the entire day. I guess she wanted to affirm her affections for me, and, I guess, to show Ethan as well. He did not seem to think about it one way or the other. Or didn’t react to it, anyway. I sure did. I loved her so much at that point, my chest ached. The kids started making fun of us because we were kissing and hugging so much. It was a wonderful day as a family. 
 
   

 

 Just us 
 
    That night, after a day full of suggestive touching, I was ready for more. As we were getting the kids ready for bed, I told her I would get them put down, that she should go in, remove all her clothes, and present yourself in the required position. She knew which one I meant. No dildo, this time, I told her, I wanted her ass cheeks spread open for my visual pleasure. She shook her head that she would do that, left for our own bedroom, and I helped the kids with the nightly routine of teeth brushing and book reading.  
 
    As I walked down the hall, my heart was pounding in my chest. How could I have even THOUGHT about leaving this woman? She really is the best thing to ever happen to me. I liked the kinky sex, but, after all, that was a relatively new development for us. We had a strong relationship long before the kinks.  
 
    I walked in the door, locking it behind me. My heart leapt. There she was, in position, displayed for me and me alone. I had taken my time with the kids to allow her to build anticipation. She seemed to like that. And it worked. Her sex was already shiny with moisture. I did not drive my cock into her like I do occasionally, I wanted this to last awhile. I leaned down as I approached, driving my tongue deep into her; my thumb aggressively attacking her clit. The long strokes across the lips started her panting. I kept this up until her whimpering told me she was ready to cum, then abruptly pulled back. Her groan of frustration caused me to chuckle. “I’m not ready for you to cum yet,” I told her. As I got up and started taking my clothes off, I said: “I want you to get your favorite dildo, lay on your back, your legs spread as far as comfortable, and use it on yourself while I am getting ready. You chose which of your three holes it goes into. Before the night is up, I will cum in the hole you have chosen.” She twisted her head, looking back at me, a quizzical look on her face while a slow smile grew. This was a new one, that smile said. Not sure why I said that. Just a sudden inspiration. I wanted to see how she would respond to putting her own desires on full display. What did SHE want to do? 
 
    I turned toward the closet, unbuttoning my shirt. As I walked away, Stacy scrambled off the bed, reaching into her nightstand drawer. You cannot see the bed from inside our walk-in closet, so I took my time undressing, allowing her to get fully in position before I came back out. I wondered which she would choose. She had really liked being fucked in the ass by Maine and his friends but may not be in the mood from something that intense. She liked to suck on my cock, and had come to enjoy swallowing the cum, but I did not think that would be her choice either. Her orgasms were very mild in that position. That left only the two lower options. The gasping and moaning from the bed told me she had made her choice.  
 
    I walked out of the closet. It was in her ass. So, she wanted intense. She had pulled out the mid-sized dildo I had bought before Ethan and was working it in and out of her back hole. Her other hand was stimulating her nub with rapid flicks. I just stood there and watched. Our eyes met as I walked in, my cock already jumping to 3/4 mast.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” I told her, as I positioned myself on the bed beside her. She did not even slow. I smashed my mouth onto her lips, shoving my tongue down her throat. Hers responded, pressing back with passion. We did not stop kissing until I could feel the pulsing of her pleasure start to build. She had continued to push and flick while we kissed. Her moans were coming through our kissing. She was getting close, so I pulled back, pushing her hand away from her clit.  
 
    The dildo was one of those with realistic balls and a suction cup at the end so it could be sat on or attached to a wall. I pulled back from her. “Don’t allow it to come out of your ass. Move to the end of the bed, your legs over the edge. Sit down on the dildo so it stays in. Play with yourself again once you are in position.” She struggled to get up while keeping the dildo stuffed inside her. I did not help. Her submission to my will was now complete. I moved around to the end of the bed waiting, my cock now rock hard.  
 
    Once she was in position, I roughly shoved my cock in her mouth, all the way in until her nose touched my pubic hair. She was struggling to breath but did not stop the flicking on her clit. I could tell she was getting close now. I began thrusting my cock into her mouth and placed my hands on her shoulders. Each time I would thrust inward, I would press down, forcing the dildo deep into her ass. A few of those were all it took. She came hard. Luckily, her scream was muffled by my cock in her mouth because her spasms were shaking her like a tree during a tropical storm. I kept up my rhythm of thrusting in and pushing down all the way through her waves of pleasure, until she could not take anymore. She pulled back, flopping on the bed. Her chest heaving, trying to restore her normal breathing. 
 
    I reached down to make sure the dildo did not come out and helped her scoot back up onto the bed until her head hit a pillow. I then had another moment of inspiration. I walked around to the nightstand, searching for two other toys. She looked at me slightly worried now. The first was a small vibrator wand. The second, the large black dildo she had bought at Caroline’s. It was obvious no lube was needed. She had left a trail of fluid all the way up the bed sheet. Trying to be careful but a little rough at the same time, I shoved the black dildo into her sex, then, using both hands, started alternately pumping them in and out. She shuddered under the pleasure assault, began whimpering as she ground herself down onto the two rods below. She grabbed the headboard with both hands, to gain leverage for pushing down on her tormentors. At first, her eyes were fixed on mine, but that did not last. She became lost in the internal deluge. Her eyes closed and she gave herself over to the sensations.  
 
    I positioned my hand to keep both dildos moving, then flipped on the vibrator and placed it directly on her clit. Her back arched as she pushed both dildos deeper. Moments later, her cry of climax came hard, her abdomen literally vibrating. I did not let up, continuing the pressure on all three contact points. She wreathed under me, the climaxes coming one after the other. 
 
    Finally, she could take no more and begged me to stop. “Please - please - no more - please.” I stopped the movement, lifting the vibrator off her clit and pulled the dildos out down below.  
 
    But I was far from finished. I reached for the lube on her nightstand, lathered up my cock, rolled her on her side and pushed slowly into her distended anal opening as I lay behind her. It was more than ready. Stacy pushed back against me, trying to push it out, which, of course, allowed me easier access. Once I was all the way in, I spooned behind her, massaging her breasts, pinching, and pulling on her nipples as I ground my cock into her.  
 
    I was surprised how long I was able to last in this position, but eventually the pleasure became too much for me. I grunted my own release as she contracted her tight ring around me.  
 
    I collapsed next to her, my cock plopping out against her leg. I put my arms around her, and we just lay like that as the waves of pleasure worked their magic. 
 
    “That was fun,” she said, still facing forward. “You’ve never done that before.” 
 
    “Did you like it?” I asked.  
 
    “Very much. Those were powerful orgasms. Shook my whole body. Oh, yes. I liked that.” 
 
    “When I came in seeing the dildo in your ass, I decided you needed something more intense, not just soft and loving. I guess I was right.” All she did was cuddle tighter against me, burying herself in my arms. This was all the affirmation I needed. 
 
    After a period of welcome cuddling, without looking at me, she pressed herself deeper into my arms and said, “Please don’t pull away from me again, Stan. We all make mistakes, but I cannot know what those are if you don’t tell me. You scared me. I eventually figured it out, but not before our relationship was seriously on the rocks. I never want to get that close again. OK? Promise me that? You’ll talk to me first?” 
 
    “I will. I am also sorry, Stace. I was so afraid you had moved your affections to Ethan. That fear meant my entire world was crashing around me. I am nothing without you, my love. Lost. I didn’t know what to do.” 
 
    “Now you do. Just talk to me. I’m not going anywhere. I will never leave you for Ethan. Never.” 
 
    

  

 
 
    4 / First Ride 
 
    Visiting Ohio 
 
    “You did what?” Stacy asked, looking at me like I had suddenly gone insane.  
 
    “I’m serious,” I replied. “I bought a motorcycle.”  
 
    “What the fuck?” The surprise on her face was almost comical.  
 
    “Stan, we haven’t even taken the class yet!” 
 
    “I know, but it’s next weekend. I wanted to have it ready. Ethan helped me pick it out. I went with a sport/touring model very similar to his. Different manufacturer. His was too tall for me. It will be ready for pick up the day after the class is finished. Once we pass the test, I will be able to ride it home the next day.” 
 
    Three weeks before, we had made our first foray into the world of motorcycle racing and travel. The Mid-Ohio Racecourse in Mansfield, OH, has American Motorcycle Association (AMA) races every July, where the best riders and motorcycle companies come to test their skills. Stacy had found us a nice cabin, off a lake near the track. Ethan rode his bike to the cabin. Stacy and I flew into Cleveland and rented a car. This was our first try at a motorcycle trip together.  
 
    We took turns riding as passenger on the bike with Ethan. The other person followed in the car. The riding was challenging since neither Stacy nor I had ever been on a bike before. But the sex was incredible. This was two months after our near melt-down and we were all ready to resume our action. Whatever we had been doing before now paled in comparison to the joy we felt this go round. It was like our libidos had been completely liberated. More importantly, we now all knew what the ground rules were and stuck to them.  
 
    As soon as we walked in the door of the cabin for the first time, Stacy took all her clothes off. She would do that every time we came back there. The nearest neighbor to the cabin was hundreds of yards away, across a stand of trees, offering almost complete privacy. It was a fantastic location with king-sized bed, a beautiful hot tub, and views of the lake from the front porch. We were only going to be there for the weekend, so we wasted no time. Ethan playfully tossed Stacy onto the bed and we were all over her. Now that we knew she liked it up the ass as well, no hole was off limits. And we used them all. It is hard to even calculate how many times she came that first night. We couldn’t get enough of her and she wanted all we could give.  
 
    My favorite part was when Ethan was on his back, Stacy laying on top, his cock rocking inside her pussy with me pumping in her ass. She would scream her pleasure over and over until we all came, Stacy over and over! It became one of our favorite positions after that. Ethan tried the ass side but preferred the pussy. He said she would grip him while he came inside her sex. I liked the ass because the squeeze was completely different. It was very tight, and for unknown reasons to me, I did not cum as quickly that way.  
 
    You see, I had discovered after only a few sessions that Ethan was a more prolific ‘riser’ than I was. My cock was good for maybe two times a session. Ethan could seemingly get hard every time Stacy touched him. And she touched him constantly. I also tended to cum quicker. Not prematurely, just relatively to him. Ethan pumped without cumming for longer than I ever could. Early in our play together, as soon as these differences became obvious, I had a talk with them both. I did not want her to feel obligated to try to make me cum as often as she did Ethan. Or feel obligated to give us equal time ‘inside’. This was not a physical possibility, so I did not want her (or him) to feel bad about it. No balancing of any ‘ledger’ was needed, I told them. I would not consider it a violation of any protocol. I just wanted to be there or be a part of it, even if this meant only eating the cum out of her afterward or cuddling while she was in the throes of her orgasms with him or just watching. Any of those worked for me and I would not feel bad if they did it more often with each other than I did. They both agreed. And took full advantage.  
 
    After our first session in the cabin that night, for example, Ethan and I were sitting on the front porch, enjoying a blunt and the beauty of a hot July night looking over a moonlit lake. Neither of us had clothing on. Stacy came out and shared a couple tokes. She knew it was too soon for me, so she moved over between Ethan’s legs, leaning down to suck his cock. He quickly rose to the occasion. She then moved his chair a little, so he was facing me, turned around so her back was to Ethan, grabbed his cock and lowered her pussy onto his waiting rod. She leaned back completely against his chest; her head turned for the necking she loved. I had an unobstructed view of the action as their passionate kissing drove her to squeeze his rod with each thrust down. 
 
    She knew watching her sex grip him while she moved up and down was always one of the most erotic things about the threesomes for me. 
 
    She came multiple times before Ethan did. Just as she was building to one of her releases, I got up and started pinching/pulling her nipples while my thumb flicked her clit. “Oh my God, or Fuck-Fuck-Fuck” were popular phrases at that moment as she slammed herself down on his thrusting cock. I did this until she came, her body shuddering as I pinched her nipples as hard as I dared. 
 
    When I was done, I sat back down to watch as she continued flexing her hip down onto his driving cock as they kissed more. Truth is, I just enjoyed the views. I cannot explain why, but their kissing no longer bothered me. It was just part of the session. When they were done, Stacy came over to me, bent over so her pussy was in my face. She needed completion. My tongue scooped the cum out while I flicked my thumb on her clit. She came so hard I had to hold her in that position with my free hand.  
 
    We solved the night-time ‘one person always left out’ problem by always sleeping in the same bed. Therefore we looked for a cabin with a king-sized bed. This would not have worked for a long-term solution, but it was great for a couple nights. The problem was we got little sleep. Anyone that woke up feeling frisky, no matter what time, Stacy was game. She never resisted nor complained. The more we slammed into her, the more she seemed to want it. She became openly submissive to our demands when at the cabin. 
 
    On our first weekend as a threesome, so many years before, Stacy took all her clothes off, claiming she had decided to stay naked whenever we were in the house that weekend. She declared herself open game. We had told her earlier in the evening that we would do whatever she wanted that weekend. Her nakedness was Stacy’s way of saying the reverse was also true. I will never forget how she phrased it. ‘My nakedness will be my signal to you. If you want to pinch my nipples - or have me bend over so you can quickie fuck me - or pull my head over to suck on a cock - I am giving you permission. I will do whatever you ask as well.’ And she meant it. 
 
    At every cabin or hotel where we stayed on one of our motorcycle trips, she would walk in the door and remove her clothing. The quickie fucks and blowjob pushing were also quite common, especially from Ethan. He was game any time Stacy was available, which was all the time. You get the picture.  
 
    Both Stacy and I enjoyed the races and the vendors selling motorcycle gear. We were able to pick up our beginner riding needs for cheap prices - gloves, helmets, tank bag, that kind of thing. Ethan loved having someone to share his passion for motorcycles. For years, he had come to these events by himself. For us, he was a much-needed guide for visiting newbies. 
 
    It was an excellent introduction to motorcycles for us both. The possibilities for play were endless. We had decided. This was the way to go. 
 
   

 

 The riding 
 
    The next weekend, both Stacy and I took the motorcycle course. She did not expect to ride solo, being as short as she was, but she often boasted to family and friends of having that ‘M’ on her license. The class and course riding were more challenging than Ethan had implied but we both passed and the next day, she drove me down to the dealer. I rode home on our motorcycle like a kid in a candy shop. The joke goes that a license gives you the ability to ride in any parking lot in the country. In other words, you knew shit about riding - yet! And they were right. I dropped the bike multiple times in those early weeks, especially when Stacy was a passenger. I burned her leg one time when I dropped the bike, trapping her leg against the hot exhaust pipe. She took a break from riding after that, telling me I needed more practice.  
 
    And practice I did, every night after work and every spare moment on a weekend, I rode around our area, practicing turning and stopping in corporate parking lots. Eventually, I started to go out further, running county roads through forest and farmland, getting more comfortable in my ability to control the bike. I began to see why Ethan liked it so much. The joy of riding was not like anything I had experienced.  
 
    I would come home after a ride and feel very frisky. Stacy was always willing to accommodate. She would often put the kids in front of the TV, then come upstairs and give me a quick blow job. Often, with my riding gear still on. She would also like to yank her pants down, her pussy held open in front of me. She was always wet. I began to understand that my rides were a signal for her as well - sex was coming! She would build her anticipation while I was out. Her pussy invitation would be rewarded as I drove myself into her. Again, I would often still have my riding gear on; only my cock sticking out the front. She did not care.  
 
    Three weeks later, we went out for our first multi-hour ride together. We both took a day off work, piled on our gear, and headed out. There were state parks within easy riding distance, so we set out for the nearest one. This time, I was able to keep us upright and loved the feel of her arms around me while the ground flew by. What a wonderful experience to share with my Beloved! We came home and fucked until I could not get it up again. Stacy went simply wild as our bodies came together. Yes, indeed, riding worked for her on multiple levels.  
 
    After this, we would ride whenever we could get away. By this time, it was getting into the fall season and we discovered the necessity of warm riding gear. We also discovered the wonder of fall foliage on a motorcycle. 
 
    One of our local state parks had a long drive down its center with lakes and trees on both sides. It was called ‘Seven Lakes Drive’. The beauty of hills and colored trees reflecting off lake water was breathtaking. It is hard to explain how different this was compared to riding through the same park in a car. We were ‘in’ the space, not driving through it. We would stop and hug at various outlooks, both of us so overcome by the beauty and how we were able to be in it so completely.  
 
    

  

 
 
    5 / Back to the Present 
 
    Getting on the road 
 
    As I watched Ethan disappear around the bend ahead, Stacy’s arms around him as passenger, my mind belatedly snapped back to the present. The three of us had been through a lot in the last four years, but that was all behind us now. West Virginia was our first real motorcycle trip as a threesome. We had done Mid-Ohio, but that trip required us to share the riding. We were constantly going back and forth between car and bike. Now, it was all motorcycle. We wanted to get this trip in before chilly weather came in force. Ethan had read in a motorcycle magazine that fall colors in West Virginia were the best in the country, with mountainous terrain and dense forest land. The writer of that article certainly captured the reality. It truly was gorgeous, though being somewhat late in the year, the air was a little chilly at night. There would be no sitting out on the porch in the nude this time around.  
 
    Motorcycle touring is a wonderful way to travel - breathtaking vistas seemed more beautiful, the joy of movement more intense. Yet, there are inconvenient parts as well: 
 
     First, you can only bring what you can carry. For Stacy, someone who has historically planned everything down to the finest point, bringing something for every eventuality, this was quite a challenge. Souvenir shopping also became something quite different. Stacy used to spend hours in shops, lugging home new suitcases full of crap collected during the trip. I’m not kidding, we would often go to Walmart on a vacation to buy a cheap suitcase for the plane ride back. The motorcycle did not allow that extra load.  
 
    Second, it was the end of spontaneity. Riding requires gear and protection. We would always spend time before each ride checking to make sure everything was OK; that all our safety gear was correctly in place. The importance of this lesson was taught on one of our early local trips. We had decided to get off the road for some reason. I slowed enough to pull the bike off to the side, but as we moved off, I hydroplaned off a patch of grass hiding a pool of water. The bike tilted suddenly, flipping over on its side. I was thrown, my gloved hands roughly scraping across the street surface, though otherwise unharmed. Stacy landed hard. She came down from her higher perch, the momentum of her arc creating a snapping motion as the back of her head came down hard on the cement edge of the road! I ran over to her fearing the worst. Thank God for helmets! I helped her up, expecting to see a full concussion at the very least. As it turned out, she was unharmed. Her helmet, on the other hand, had totally collapsed at the point of impact. The damn thing performed exactly as designed - absorbing the impact of the collision. We had to buy a new helmet at a local shop that afternoon, but we never again got on the bike without helmets and gloves. Ethan drummed that into us every trip. On a motorcycle, he would say, you only get one chance to fail. Safety must always be ‘front of mind’ as you ride.  
 
    Lastly, and probably more important considering our destinations, road surface made a major difference. The West Virginia roads were in great shape, perfect for riding through the mountains. But there were challenges even so. Stacy had spent hours looking for perfect cabin locations. The right candidate had to be isolated, have a king bed (hopefully a hot tub as well) and be close to where we wanted to ride. The one she found could not have been better. It was nestled in the woods, no neighbors nearby, the hot tub, while old, was perfectly functional, and the interior space was very rustic and clean. Perfect! Naturally, when someone says perfect, they always leave a large ‘but’ hanging in the air. Turns out, the local county had decided to re-gravel the road leading up to the cabin just days before our arrival. There was a full 2”-3” layer of new gravel on the road surface. If you haven’t had the privilege of riding a two-wheeled vehicle on loose-packed gravel - don’t! The two miles off the highway to the cabin was truly frightening as the bike kept jerking back and forth as the gravel moved under the wheels. We got used to it after that first trip, but it was always a challenge for those few days. 
 
   

 

 Tied to a tree 
 
    But the sex, OMG! Stacy was on fire. Her spontaneous sucking of Ethan at the overlook was just one of many instances of her sex drive in full flower. The riding during the day and constant touching of whoever she was riding behind left her ravenous for humping by the end of the day. We were there for 5 days. By the 2nd day, this pattern was so pronounced both Ethan and I would have hard-ons ready to go as we pulled into the cabin driveway. She had trained us well. 
 
    She would walk into the cabin, rip her clothes off as fast as she could, then kneel in the middle of the room waiting for us to follow suit. After that first time, we started moving in next to her while we undressed. She would stroke our cocks through our gear until we were able to free both from their restrictive garments. It became a bit of a game to see who could get their dick out first. Then, her mouth would go to work, alternating sucking between us while the other hand stroked what was not in her mouth. She knew I did not want to use one of my available loads like that, so she would just keep fondling me while she sucked Ethan to completion. He just couldn’t get enough of her warm, eager mouth. These riding days led to the greatest sex our threesome ever experienced. Stacy later told me it was like having one long orgasm!  
 
    The last night in the cabin, we had a break in the weather. A warm front blew through pushing the early evening temps into the low 70’s. I had a sudden inspiration. Before she could drop to the floor for her desired beginning of the evening, I went out back, rummaging through the utility shed attached to the cabin. I was looking for rope. Luckily, I found nylon rope on a shelf. After a brief walk around the woods looking for a likely candidate, I came back in.  
 
    Stacy, of course, was already naked, sucking on Ethan. I instructed her to put shoes on (but nothing else). I whispered my plan to Ethan, as we took our own clothes off. We escorted her into the woods, positioning her between two large oak trees. We all looked comical, naked except for our shoes. Still, her nipples were stiff with excitement as we each took an arm and fastened her between the two trees. She was standing there with her arms fully spread, unable to move.  
 
    Ethan and I pressed against her - our cocks already hard. We took turns front and back - kissing, stroking, fondling/pinching/pulling her breasts, pushing our fingers into her available holes below. She reacted slowly, at first, uncertain what we had planned, but as our actions began to wash this concern away, she started to pull on the ropes. When our fingers finally found her openings down below, we drove them deep into her. She exploded in her first orgasm. The sensation of the bondage seemed to amplify the pleasure, she told us later. I was really enjoying this; my inner-Master on full display. 
 
    While I was kissing her, I came up for air briefly, signaling for Ethan to pull her back and fuck her. He understood my signal, pulling her hips back to him, placing even greater pressure on her bonds. He drove himself into her sex with brute force. She cried out with the sudden entry.  
 
    I took on the front, at first just kissing and breast fondling, but as Ethan started to heat up behind, I became more focused. I slammed my mouth against hers, shoving my tongue aggressively looking for her own. She literally melted into me, gasping with the aggression of my kiss as Ethan roughly punched in from behind.  
 
    Then, I had another moment of inspiration while my kisses pressed into her willing mouth. I started pinching her nipples with one hand, while the other moved south for her exposed clit.  
 
    I alternated twisting her nipples harder than I had ever done before with vicious slaps on the breast itself. She started panting, pulling hard on the ropes. Those ropes held fast, and I could see her pulling harder and harder. When my fingers found her clit, she simply exploded with wild fury. She was yelling her release. Her cries unintelligible. I don’t think I had ever seen her cum that hard. She could not stop shaking as Ethan drove harder into her until he came with thrusts so strong, they lifted her off her feet. I did not let up on her clit and nipples while she came but took my mouth off her and just watched her reaction.  
 
    Her eyes were pressed closed. Her face painted with what looked like pain. I knew better. This was a ground-shaking orgasm, her arm muscles tight as she pulled against the ropes. She was engulfed, lost in the sheer power of her first bondage orgasm, her body twisting. Her groans got louder as the waves hammered through her. It looked like the orgasm was literally tearing her apart. Watching this was intense. She came and came and came. Cries escaped her throat between gasps as she writhed under the torment.  
 
    When Ethan pulled out of her, dropping his support from behind, she finally collapsed onto the ropes, hanging like a wet rag. I reached under her arms to provide some additional support as she stared blankly into space, her gasps of short breath coming as the raw sensations continued flooding her system. Ethan stepped around to unhook her hands while I held her up. She groaned when she was finally released from her restraints. Her legs had turned wobbly. 
 
    I picked her up in my arms. She was utterly wasted, a limp frame needing support. A quick glance told me her eyes were still glassy and unfocused as we made our way back into the cabin. Ethan pulled the comforter back and we laid her on the bed. I slipped her shoes off as he tucked her under the warm blanket.  
 
    We left her there on the bed as we walked into the kitchen to fix ourselves a drink. 
 
    “Wow! Just wow!” was all I could think to say.  
 
    Ethan looked at me with complete agreement, the surprise of her intense orgasms written all over his expression. He pulled our liquor out of the grocery bags. “Where did that come from?” he said. “I didn’t know she was into that!”  
 
    “Neither did I,” was my only reply. It had come as a complete surprise to me as well. “I don’t think I have ever seen her cum so hard. I knew she liked it a little rough, but...” 
 
    “What made you tie her up, then?” Ethan asked. “And the twisting of her nipples? That must have hurt.”  
 
    “You would think, but she never even blinked. When I would pull her nipple and slap especially hard, she would pull on the ropes. It seemed like the pulling would do something to the pain in her body. I don’t know what to think about it. God, Ethan, my heart is still pounding. What an experience!” 
 
    “What was?” We both turned to see Stacy standing there. Her nipples were deep red with the abuse I had given them. I could see pink handprints on each side of her breasts.  
 
    I walked over to put my arms around her. She winced a little when my body grazed a nipple. “We were talking about the intensity of your orgasm. We have both seen you cum frequently, my love. That was the most powerful one either of us could remember. How are you doing?” 
 
    “Fuck yes, Stace,” Ethan agreed. “You were on fire. Your whole body was shaking. Your pussy muscles gripped my cock so hard it just yanked the cum out of me! Amazing.”  
 
    “Whose idea was it to try to rip my nipples off?” she said, glaring straight at me. 
 
    I looked at her sheepishly. “Did I overdo it?” 
 
    “Well - maybe - they are sore now. Really, I can’t explain why, but each twist would shoot a pulse through me that went straight to my pussy - I would not describe it as pain at all. The bondage changed it somehow. I pulled on the ropes one time and the pulse got stronger. After that, I just kept pulling and pulling as you twisted. The pleasure was like nothing I had ever experienced. But now - oohh - they really hurt. You twisted me raw, Stan.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. “It was my first time. I’ll do it better if we do it again. Want me to get a cold rag to put on them?” 
 
    “No, they will be fine. I liked it very much, but they are probably off limits for the rest of the night. They are going to be sore for a bit, I think.” 
 
    “Tell us about it, Stace,” Ethan asked. “What was it like? We have never done anything like that before. You really responded. Do you like that bondage stuff?” 
 
    “Yeh, Stace. Tell us what you were feeling. You really went deep into subspace, didn’t you?” 
 
    She looked over at the scotch in my hand, grabbed it and swallowed the whole shot in one gulp. She was not a scotch person. The grimace on her face showed she had second thoughts about that action. Still, she put the glass back on the counter and then started to talk... 
 
   

 

 The climax 
 
    When you first told me to put my shoes on and walk outside, I thought we were going to try humping on leaves or something. When you pulled my hands up, tying them to the tree, I was a little concerned. I knew neither of you would do anything to really hurt me, so I went along. I’m sure glad I did.  
 
    Being tied there while you both rubbed against me was - so - so - erotic. I was unable to respond to your touching, but – somehow - being unable to touch seemed to heighten my sensitivity. You were both touching me, fondling and kissing. I was being overwhelmed with pleasure.  
 
    Ethan, when you slammed into me from behind and then Stan started abusing my tits, it was like - like - a piece of dynamite went off inside of me - I don’t know how else to describe it. The thing is - my mind wasn’t ready for the strength of it. Not knowing what else to do, I pulled on the ropes to support myself and that pulsing of the pull just made it stronger - I was lost then. Every time I would pull, it would get stronger and stronger - oh my God - I kept pulling - and pulling - and pulling - you kept twisting and twisting while Ethan fucked me. Her eyes started to glaze over as she spoke.  
 
    I became addicted to the pulling and pleasure that it created. That’s all I can think of. Your aggressive kissing just made me melt into the pleasure. By the time you started hitting my clit and Ethan went off inside me - well - well - my whole body was exploding. Stan - I’ve - I’ve never felt anything like that before - so intense. Her body shuddered with the memory.  
 
    Oh yes, very intense, even in just remembering. She giggled with that memory. Her nipples suddenly hardening.  
 
    Are we going to do more of that? 
 
   

 

 She likes it… 
 
    Ethan and I looked at each other, bursting into laughter. The pleading nature of her tone was wonderful to hear.  
 
    “So, you liked it, huh Stace?” I laughed. She did not respond with words. The fierce desire in her eyes burned into mine. Yes, indeed. She liked that. We must explore this submissive side in the future. “I know you liked it, but I do not think your nipples are up for a repeat this trip. Let’s do more in the future. What do you think, Ethan?” 
 
    “If it sets her on fire like that every time? Fuckin’ A we should!” 
 
    Stacy walked around Ethan, sensually grazing his naked body as she walked by, then knelt at my feet, her head touching the floor in front of me. “Master,” she said, the sensuality in her voice was startling. Ethan and I glanced at each other. Master? What the Fuck? “I am your willing submissive. If you command it, I will do anything you command, especially anything like this evening.” I was sure she was pranking us, but, if so, she was doing an excellent job of pretending. I ran my finger down her back, reached across her butt cheeks to insert my finger into her sex. It was sopping wet. That was probably the remains of Ethan’s spunk, I thought, still... I decided to play along.  
 
    “And what, my loyal sub, are you willing to do for us right now?” I winked at Ethan. It was all he could do not to burst out laughing. 
 
    “Anything you ask of me, I will do,” her only response.  
 
    “Come up to me now, slave,” I said. Slave? Ethan mouthed at me, giggling to himself. She rose, standing with her legs spread, hands behind her back, chest thrust out, head down. She had apparently been watching porn or reading my erotica, I thought. Maybe we have opened something here that could be fun, but for another time. I did not want to explore that side of her this week. The riding was too new and exciting. This new development would have to wait.  
 
    “You are beautiful, and I want to explore this with you more, but for now, Stace, I want to make sure your nipples are able to recover.” I reached up to lift her eyes to me.  
 
    The mirth in those eyes was infectious. She burst out laughing and that started a cascade through all of us. Man, she had us fooled. “OK, OK, very funny. How much of that was real and how much just for fun?” 
 
    “Shit, you really had us going there for a minute, Stace” Ethan said.  
 
    “Truth is, guys, it was a little bit of both,” Stacy giggled. “All that talk of changing our play is probably too much for this trip, since it’s almost over. Still, I was not joking about my willingness to be your sex slave. Let’s face it, I am already mostly submissive now. I am a willing submissive, for sure, but I do whatever you want. The only things missing are the bondage and the pain. After you took me so hard that first weekend, I have had fantasies about it. I even snuck some BDSM stories from your erotica stack, Stan - exciting! Now that I know the pain and bondage can be so pleasurable, I am even more willing to try more. Are you willing to be my Master?” Despite her raised head, she had not changed her position - legs spread, hands behind her back, chest out. Her nipples were hard pebbles, despite their redness. “I will do whatever you command...” 
 
    Neither of us had any verbal response to that, but our cocks answered for us. Our full erections were standing tall - the excitement hard to hide. She giggled that infectious tone, reaching out to grab both our cocks. “I guess you are,” she said. She took us in a firm grip and said, “Since this is our last night in town, I think we should give it a trial run, though I have to say my nipples are probably off limits for this trial, understood?” 
 
    How can I disagree with that? She dragged us back to the bedroom ... literally. 
 
   

 

 … and wants to be filled – NOW! 
 
    Once we were in the bedroom, she released our stiff rods and hopped on the bed. She laid on her back in the center, spreading her knees apart while lifting them up near her chest. She wrapped her arms underneath her knees. This position lifted her ass off the bed and fully exposed her sex to our view.  
 
    “Surely, there’s something here you might be willing to use,” she winked at us. “Your submissive is offering all of what she has for your use (one night only). Nipples, excepted for tonight.”  
 
    She was giggling as she said this, but her pussy was throbbing and her breath getting very shallow. Her face and chest were turning red from arousal. This was really turning her on!  
 
    Ethan and I joined her. “Sub, do not move your legs from their current position.” I told her, reaching over to the nightstand, pulling the bottle of lube out of the drawer. Ethan looked at me, what’s up? I spread lube all over my middle finger and shoved it up her ass, hard. She jerked her head back with a screech. “I think our little sub needs something to quiet her noisiness, don’t you, Ethan?” 
 
    “I think she does” as he got up and pushed his cock in her mouth.  
 
    This explained why I wanted to keep her legs up. This position seemed difficult to sustain. Her spine was curved with the effort and her legs pressed against her chest. Both would quickly constrict her ability to breath and challenge her muscles. Ethan’s cock would obstruct her breathing even more.  
 
    She went after his cock vigorously, but she was caught in a very compromising position, her ass being stimulated with one finger, then another, still a third. She was starting to pant as the torture of keeping her legs up began to set in. She did not let on it was a challenge, taking her submissive role very seriously, I chuckled to myself, but the trembling arms gave her away.  
 
    I started pumping my three fingers slowly in and out of her ass while Ethan was pumping her face. I then started slow circles around her tender nub. Not touching it yet, just teasing. By this time, she was openly panting, moving her hips around to force my thumb onto her clit. I did not allow it, pulling my thumb away and slapping her ass sharply. “Maintain that position, Slave. Was that not clear?” giving her ass several more slaps in rapid succession, pushing all three fingers deep in her ass.  
 
    The moan arising from her core surprised us both. Ethan gave me a surprised look. He was still pumping slowly into her mouth and she was still sucking on it, but her difficulty breathing was becoming obvious. The combination of overt sexual stimulation and constricted breathing was causing her system to overload. I began to vigorously piston her ass with all three fingers while Ethan picked up the pace. I then abused her clit dramatically with a series of hard slaps across the face of her pussy.  
 
    She could not take anymore. Her head snapped back from Ethan as she screamed her release, pushing her ass against my fingers to drive them deeper as her climax shook her body. I kept up the finger pushing and clit slapping until she finally said, “no more - no more - please.”  
 
    But she did not let her legs down, nor move her hips away, despite the obvious trembling as she struggled to maintain that position. I had apparently not told her to relax. I pulled my fingers out of her back cherry, gently tapping the side of her leg and told her to relax. She released her grip with loud gulps of air, her chest heaving with her new ability to pull those breaths deep. 
 
    As soon as she settled her breathing, we were ready for the second round. By this time, we were tag-teaming like pros. I signaled for Ethan to go below. He lowered himself flat on the bed, his face poised just out of reach. She glanced down at him doing a little bump with her hip, pushing herself closer to his face.  
 
    He just wanted to tease her. Her sigh of frustration brought back that wry smile. He then buried his tongue down on her exposed clit. She groaned, her head now back on the pillow, her back arched to absorb the sensations of his tongue circling her swollen nub. The earlier cumming had just whet her appetite for more.  
 
    I leaned over and smashed my mouth into hers. Not quite the force of earlier in the evening, but the passion brought an immediate response from Stacy. Her hands came up behind my head, pulling me in tighter, her tongue forcibly pushing into mine. The kiss seemed to electrify her reaction to Ethan’s tongue lashing, which had continued throughout the kissing. She wrapped her legs around his head, holding on for the ride.  
 
    The kissing was driving me crazy as well. My cock throbbed with need. I had another one of those sudden thoughts. I pulled back from the kiss, moved both hands to her left breast, and reached to encompass the base. I then started a gentle, but firm pull, allowing my hands to gradually move up the length of her breasts, stopping just short of her sore nipples. She gasped as I approached the nipples, thinking I would come over them, but I stopped just short and returned to the base again.  
 
    I repeated this ‘milking’ process, alternating breasts, each time getting slightly closer to the soreness at the top. When combined with Ethan’s pressure down below, she was groaning and thrashing on the bed, each near pass of her sore nipples causing her chest to rise in response. Just as I felt she was about ready to fall over to release, I moved my mouth to a nipple and suckled, first one then the other. The trigger into orgasm was immediate. Her release rocketed through her, her whole body coming off the bed, shaking as the waves pounded through her.  
 
    We did not let up. Ethan started pushing fingers into her sex while his tongue continued its stimulation. I ripped my mouth away from her nipples. The pain/pleasure of my sucking those sore berries had taken Stacy over the top. I wondered what else I could do. I went back to kissing. Her hungry mouth once again welcoming the touch. I have always loved kissing Stacy. The love I felt never failed to created hardness below. It was not needed this time, however. My cock had been hard for so long now it was becoming painful. This just made it worse.  
 
    Her whimpering was now almost continuous. As I sensed her coming to another climax, I took my hands and gently tapped the tip of each nipple, targeting the hard-pointed ends. Ethan began rapidly moving his fingers in and out of her snatch as he saw me tap. That was all it took. My God, her nipples had gotten so sensitive, I thought. Once again, she came off the bed, arching her back into the release. This time it seemed to start in her middle and expand outward, shaking her core. “Oh my God” she cried out, her whimpers turning to a scream as she shook underneath me.  
 
    She collapsed back on the bed again as Ethan lifted his face out of her sex. He was awash with her lubrication, but the smile on his face was priceless. Eating her through two orgasms was quite a thrill. Oral sex was one of his great loves. He gave Stacy special attention there because his wife would never let him do that at home. He looked at me like a boy who had just pushed his hand into that first jar of Halloween candy as he licked the juices off his lips. He winked at me, moving his jaw back and forth, pretending he was sore. I knew better. I had seen him eat her nonstop to multiple orgasms for 40 minutes in one session. He was not even close to being tired. 
 
    When I say she collapsed on the bed, I mean like the proverbial sack of potatoes. Her breathing was several climaxes back of her body’s ability to catch up. She heaved in great gulps. The memory waves of pleasure battling with her breathing as she began to get her heartbeat under control. A sheen of sweat touched her brow. She had been pushed physically this session. From hanging on the tree to the uncomfortable pussy-out position, she was getting a full workout. It did not matter to me though. I wanted to fuck her in the worst way.  
 
    She must have sensed it in me. Her eyes opened; the glassy stare now focused sidelong on my rod sticking menacingly toward her. She moved her hand underneath me, massaging my balls. “I want you both inside me, my loves. Please fuck me. NOW!” 
 
    In another one of those quick thoughts, I grabbed the lube off the nightstand, lathered my cock and moved her so she was facing Ethan down below, her back to me, knees straddling either side near my crotch. I had her lift herself up and then slowly lowered her onto my cock, straight into her ass. She ground herself on me, as she worked her way lower, until I was fully inside.  
 
    I then grabbed her shoulders and gently pulled back until she was flat against me, her back pressing down on my chest. This position allowed me to thrust into her at will, but it also left her pussy wide open for Ethan’s use. And he wasted no time moving into position. She gave a very deep growl as she rocked my cock deeper into her ass as Ethan pushed into her from above.  
 
    I hadn’t thought this position through very well. When Ethan laid on top of her, I could feel the full weight of two wreathing bodies on my own chest. I groaned under the compression. I suddenly had an image of Boston laying on top of Stacy. How did she manage that with her small frame? Ethan shifted his arms to lift his chest off Stacy, taking pressure off me, but the impact on Stacy was astonishing. This position placed maximum pressure on her lower openings, with Ethan’s hips grinding against her clit.  
 
    She started bucking against us as best she could, grinding her hips into the two invaders. “So full” she kept saying over and over, gasps, moans, whimpers coming out as the pressure built deep inside. “Fuck me. Oh my God. Fuck me hard. I love this” she cried out over and over. I loved that her sweaty hair was falling onto my face as she wreathed above me.   
 
    Soon, I began pumping into her as Ethan picked up the pace as well. “Take it. Take our cocks. Love them. Use them.” The words poured out of me. I could not move much, but I tried to time my thrusts to match his rhythm. When it felt like she was approaching the peak, I was thankful Ethan had lifted his chest. I reached my hands around in front aggressively pulling her nipples until they touched Ethan’s chest. She came, screaming her release over and over. I gave my thrusts all I had then, trying to sustain her orgasmic pressure, pushing inside with force, cumming moments later. She gasped with the feel of my spunk bathing her anal cavity. Ethan continued his thrusting much longer, seeming to sustain her orgasm along the way. Stacy never stopped screaming, moaning, grunting, and growling until Ethan came with deep grunts of his own.  
 
    Finally, we collapsed on top of each other. I could not take this position long, my own breathing now becoming difficult. Tapping Ethan on the arm to get him to move off, he gently pulled out of her, rolling beside me. I pulled out of her as well, moving her in-between us. Her face was bright red, and eyes so glazed over I wondered if she was still cumming. It did not take long for her to come back to us. She stretched her hands out to caress us both, her breathing finally returning to normal. She opened her eyes and looked up at the ceiling and started to smile. 
 
    “I thought my nipples were off limits for the night?” she said, turning to me, a mock glare of anger painted across her face. We all started laughing.  
 
    “Oh, did I miss that announcement?” I said, as if it was news to me.  
 
    Ethan and I started tickling her between us. My God, how lucky am I to have two friends like these!   
 
    

  

 
   
    6 / Riding becomes a lifestyle 
 
    Riding and Sex 
 
    That was just the first of our motorcycle trips. I would never become a dedicated motorcyclist like Ethan, but we had fun for years, traveling all over the east coast for races and riding. 
 
    We rode our motorcycles to North Carolina, Tennessee, West Virginia, upstate New York, and Alabama. At each place, we would follow the same pattern, renting a secluded cabin, usually with a hot tub. We would ride or go to races each day, eat and hump by night. The sheer joy of riding through beautiful country made the sex even better than before.  
 
    While we originally road to provide a place for sex, in the end that did not turn out to be why we rode so often. This is hard to explain to a non-rider, but the freedom of acceleration on a ride through beautiful “twisty” roads is like nothing else I had ever experienced. We avoided interstates, road small highways everywhere we went and often stopped in small towns across America. It was during this period of riding that I fell deeply in love with our country and its people. This spilled over into the sex, which became full of fun and intense orgasms. Joy beget joy. Whatever feelings I had before about being excluded had been washed away completely. Indeed, the joy of sex began to reassert itself in my soul. Stacy and I both agree that our best sessions with Ethan were on those motorcycle trips. 
 
    Like all sex with the same partner, our threesome activities had become somewhat routine over time. The exhilarating days of riding gave a new spark to the desire. We made it in hot tubs, on tables, outside in the open air. We played sex games we found at adult toy stores, almost got tattoos, and shared Stacy in so many ways that she told me later it sometimes felt like one continuous orgasm. The combination of riding and sex was indeed a heady cocktail.  
 
    Highly recommended! 
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    Prologue 
 
    The odd part of Stacy’s emergence as an openly sexual being was how quickly it came. As I look back, I remain surprised at how strong the transition has been. We had played with sexual fire, got burned a little along the way, but appeared at the other end with a stronger relationship; and had incredibly exciting sex along the way. 
 
    Stacy simply transformed. I cannot even tell you how much I love this woman. We are now happier as a couple than I can ever remember.  
 
    Still, it stays surprising to me, her husband of 18 years now, how genuinely different she is today than when we first met. She overthrew the ‘good girl/bad girl’ war that had always challenged her emotions over the years. A calmer, focused and more true-to-herself Stacy has emerged. And she seems happier to boot! 
 
    For the first 14 years of our marriage, we both thought our married sexual relationship was what life was like. Stacy and I had always had regular sexual contact and were open to each other about our sexual fantasies. 
 
    We were also very intimate in our day-to-day lives. We slept in the nude. We showered together every day and talked all the time. Along the way, we were sexually experimental, trying about everything we could imagine! Admittedly, my active imagination drove much of this experimentation, but she never said no. Sometimes she thought they were weird, or ‘sick’ was a popular reply to some of those ideas, but we still did them. She was not prudish nor hide-bound about what we could or couldn’t do.  
 
    Yet, Stacy’s moral framework of female sexual desire created tremendous conflict inside her. Despite her openness to new things with me, she often felt guilty about it afterwards. It was funny at first, especially when we started dating. She would eagerly and actively take part in our lovemaking, only to routinely feel bad about it after we finished. Crying after the event. 
 
    After my confused questioning early in our relationship, she confessed to being ashamed of what she had just done. She was not supposed to be the kind of girl that would do this, she would say, but then, almost immediately, start caressing me in a way that let me know she wanted to do it again. The conflict inside was very real. 
 
    She was a great lover, enthusiastic and inventive (despite this occasional odd end to our copulating). She had internalized the good girl/bad girl war in a very unhealthy way. I knew there was an ‘inner-slut’ in there just waiting to get out. Neither of us had any idea an offer to my best friend, Ethan, would start a cascade of events that delivered on the promise. Who knew? 
 
    At first, it seemed a simple idea. Stacy and I were always sexually active and had remained so for all our years together. Ethan, my best friend since grade school, had not come out as lucky. Stuck in a marriage with a cold, asexual wife, and both of us were sympathetic, wanting to help. I thought we could bring a little pleasure into his life and, maybe, release Stacy’s own inner-slut. 
 
    One fantasy she had shared with me years before was the idea of having two cocks at one time. Ethan’s situation brought this fantasy back, so we invited him to join us in a threesome. 
 
    The result was better than anything we could have imagined. Ethan accepted enthusiastically. That threesome has been active now over the last four years with little sign of slowing. The sex has been incredible. We learned to ride a motorcycle. We all learned about ourselves and we learned about limits. Of what was acceptable and what not. 
 
    Stacy was the genuine surprise. I thought she would be tentative, and she was at the beginning. But somewhere in all that sex, her inner-slut ripped apart the old cage that had held her back as her desire for more grew stronger. Truth is, Ethan and I could only supply so much. We traveled around the country to feed her need, arranging everything from monster cocks to gangbangs. She loved them all. 
 
    Along the way, Stacy discovered both that some limits were necessary and learned she was a natural submissive. During one of our early play sessions with Ethan, we started role-playing a little, getting more forceful with her. Neither Ethan nor I thought it was anything excessive, but Stacy simply went wild. Her orgasms were the strongest I had ever seen.  
 
    She would drop easily into a mental state we now call ‘subspace’, where her inner-slut took complete control. Her glassy and unfocused eyes became hungry only for ‘more’. This scared me the first few times. Even Stacy was shocked how deep the hunger would go. She sometimes went so deep I was not sure she would come back. 
 
    After lengthy discussions along the way, she told me her fall into subspace depended on my being there. She trusted I could bring her back. Without that, she could not let go. After that discussion, I became her dedicated Master and watchdog. Her protector as we explore this side of her. 
 
    In the end, subspace became both a goal and a concern after those first unnerving sessions. We wanted her to get there, but we had no idea how deep she would go. She was the center of three guys in Maine, where she gave up complete control. I lost count of how many orgasms she had, but I called it off when she looked at me with that glassy, unfocused stare, seeming not to recognize who I was. 
 
    One time, Ethan and I tied her between two trees in the woods of West Virginia. He fucked her from behind while I tortured her breasts and nipples. Her orgasm was like nothing I had ever seen… such power! Her whole body shook as the waves of pleasure took control. 
 
    Now, she wants to do more submission. She wants to see how deep she can go into subspace and how strong those orgasms will grow. She has become addicted to both the pleasure and the pain. Truth is, I am also interested in seeing where this takes us. When she drops into subspace, my own ‘inner-Master’ calls me. 
 
    We are once again dancing on the edge between desire-fulfillment and danger. Can we stay on that edge? Stacy wants to find out, and I am her willing partner.

  

 
 
    1 / First Submission 
 
    Coming to Terms 
 
    When Stacy started talking about wanting to explore her submissive side, I knew she was telling me what she really wanted, but this was so new to me I remained almost afraid to proceed. We had done some easy things, like tying her to the trees in West Virginia, or ‘forcing’ her to suck us, but what she wanted now was something more. Something deeper, something more painful. 
 
    I saw the look in her eyes when we talked about it. The need was there, like an exposed nerve. She hungered for it. But this was all so new to me. The fear of her going too deep into subspace, or, worse, my hurting her, made me resistant to going too far in that direction. 
 
    I had always been an enthusiastic fan of erotica, and reading BDSM stories was always a guaranteed boner for me. Extremely exciting. From those stories, I had a basic understanding of the principles of domination/submission, pleasure/pain, why giving up control was so attractive to the submissive. After the West Virginia experience, where I cringed every time I twisted a nipple, I came to understand my story knowledge meant nothing when faced with the actual needs of a submissive. I had to learn more. 
 
    Luckily, there were educational books out there. I devoured book after book about BDSM and being a submissive. I re-read selected BDSM erotica, looking for techniques and approaches, things I could use in dealing with my sub. 
 
    I never considered myself a ‘soft’ guy, but hitting a woman was not in my nature. The thought of hitting Stacy in anger had never crossed my mind. Could I hit her for fun? Or because she wanted me to? The very idea sent me into full internal conflict. My inner-Master would drive my cock into a painfully hard erection, at the same time a surge of guilt would touch my most intimate core. This is my wife! 
 
    Day-after-day, I battled with this paradox. Still, when I looked closely at myself, I understood my inner-Master loved the first attempts at submissive play with Stacy. The surges of lust in my groin when I remembered those were hot as hell. There was hope for me coming around. Maybe? 
 
    Stacy was quite patient with me. We had gone through a lot over the last four years. She knew pressuring me to go faster could backfire dramatically, but she clearly wanted it. We remained sexually active, both in our own lovemaking and with Ethan on his regular visits. 
 
    We never repeated the sheer power of the tree-tying in West Virginia, but both Ethan and I had become more forceful in our sessions with her. We loved her so much, and she so clearly wanted this. It was impossible to deny her the joy of submission she craved. And it was fun for us, too. Having a woman who would give herself over to do anything we wanted was a novel experience for us both. Quite erotic. This forceful play fueled many exciting sessions. 
 
    At first, I thought this forcefulness was all she really wanted, that all she needed was to give herself over to us. But over time, she started bringing up West Virginia as an example of what she wanted to try more often. She clearly wanted me to be more than ‘forceful’. 
 
    I took part in online chat rooms late at night. These rooms were dedicated to discussion of BDSM and submission. Here I laid out my dilemma for those in the room. Oddly, this issue turned out to be more common than I expected. 
 
    Whether a husband wanted to submit, or a wife, the puzzle of how to cope with the need remained for the partner. One person offered me what turned out to be good advice. He told me about his own spouse that had become what he called a ‘pain-slut’. She really enjoyed the pain. His advice was simple. Accept that her body does not recognize this activity as painful in the same way you do, even if your own handling of pain may be different. It hurts, sure, but the way her body transforms the pain into pleasure makes it no different from your making love to her. Pleasure is pleasure. 
 
    This person told me the first few times were difficult for him, but after a while, he found his own pleasure in giving her the pain she craved. Eventually, they both came to really enjoy it. 
 
    Was this going to be possible for me and Stacy? In the end, I decided it was worth a try. I had taken her to be gangbanged in Maine. How was this any worse? And when I really looked deep inside myself, I discovered that my inner-Master had loved the West Virginia experience, both tying her to the tree and the bed session afterwards. These changes to our normal play with Ethan that week happened because of ideas I had during the sessions. If I had controlled her enough to force dildos into her pussy and fuck her in the ass, then I could become the Master she desired as well. 
 
    Eventually, I called Ethan to discuss how to move forward. He had been dreading this call. It just wasn’t his thing. Ethan always cringed when we discussed the submissive activities. He loved Stacy and wanted her to be sexually fulfilled, but the pain stuff was outside his comfort zone. 
 
    He will do many things, but when we started talking actual application of pain on her body, he would back away. The idea of pulling his arm back to whip her with a belt or flogger was so foreign to his personality, he refused to consider it.  
 
    Instinctively, I suspect. Stacy is a large part of his loving heart. His own home life remained cold and asexual. The love he shared with Stacy, despite its kinky sexual context, was a part of him he did not want to disturb with thoughts of pain and submissive need. Yet, he had seen the need firsthand, and what it did to Stacy. 
 
    During that call, we agreed to include a more explicitly submissive element in our next threesome session and see how it goes. Hey, you never know?! It might be fun. Tying her to that tree in West Virginia had certainly been a blast, he claimed. We might like it more than we thought. 
 
   

 

 Riding Leads to Submission 
 
    Ethan’s next visit was going to be on the motorcycle about a month later. Ethan rode his motorcycle to our home for one of our regular play trips. We timed his visit with our kid’s annual three-week stay with the grandparents. The riding was quite good in our area, especially the Catskill Mountains of New York State, not too far from our home. We could sleep at home and ride during the day. New York has terrific twisty roads for motorcycles, plus wonderful places to visit. Ethan was eager to explore. 
 
    This first leg of our trip, we rode up to Lake George, where Ethan and I tried parasailing. When asked if she was going to join us in the air above the lake, her response was one of her standards: “not only no, but HELL no!” She got a coffee, watched from the shore, took pics as best she could and marveled at the idiocy of guys and their challenges. 
 
    While I was in the air, enjoying the startling vistas from 250 ft above the water, I looked down at Stacy. One thing I loved about my wife… she knew what she wanted and said so. You knew what her view was when you asked her. She would tell you. 
 
    I recalled one time when my brother wanted to try the ‘Skycoaster’ swing ride over the Royal Gorge in Colorado. We were there with a group of family members for a reunion. He asked his wife if she would go along. She should have done something like Stacy’s “not only no, but…” response, because it was obvious from the look on her face that there was no fucking way she was interested in doing any swing that took you 1,200 feet over the Arkansas River. Instead, she said she would do it only if our elderly father would. Unlucky for her, he said he’d love to! The look on the sister-in-law’s face as she flew over the Royal Gorge has since become part of family lore. Stacy never worried about saying no. 
 
    The opposite was also true. I could trust that when she agreed to do something, it was because she was interested in doing it, not just because she wanted to go along. I trusted her implicitly. 
 
    On the second leg of this visit, we rode across the Catskill Mountains into Cooperstown to visit the Baseball Hall of Fame. That ride through the twisties across the Catskills was the most fun we had riding since West Virginia. The Catskills are not tall mountains, but they are heavily forested, with multiple opportunities for overlooks and panoramic vistas. 
 
    Regrettably, the region was also more heavily populated. We seldom had isolated spots where Stacy could practice her favorite oral activity. Instead, our play became separated from the riding. We seldom played during the riding, only after we got back home. 
 
    After two intense days of riding, we needed a rest day. We had not played because we were so tired from the long rides, despite our still sleeping in the same bed every night. Our ‘rest’ day would remedy that. We woke mid-morning with little else on our minds. Stacy took me into her sex, while Ethan took her mouth. We soon switched, I cumming in her mouth while Ethan pounded away until Stacy screamed her release. We collapsed in the bed to recover and then back at it. The desire was so strong whenever we got together, it took only the smallest spark to set the flame burning again. 
 
    Next, I wanted to try our new coordinated submissive plan. Ethan and I had settled on trying a harder ‘forced’ session first, then something more explicitly BDSM that night. We will see if this is what Stacy really wants. 
 
    We all collapsed on the bed, recovering from the first round. It felt so good just relaxing on the bed with my two lovers. The comfort we felt with each other was now complete. Any of us could have asked for anything, and the other two would have provided it gladly. Stacy just laid on her back, her legs spread open to give us a clear view of her swollen and red pussy lips, cum seeping down her slit. She was open to anything we wanted to do. I could not help but admire her lovely body. 
 
    Stacy was a jewel of feminine allure. Her great looks, firm body and still firm, perky breasts, even as we moved late into our 30s, pleased anyone that looked. Her dark hair, cut at shoulder length, would get entangled during our sessions, just begging me to gently push it back from those gorgeous brown eyes. After playing with her, Ethan and I could not help but stroke her soft skin. 
 
    Her open position displayed how comfortable she had become in showing her own desire in front of us. She no longer felt she had to pretend resistance before ‘giving in’. That was the old Stacy. This Stacy knew what she wanted and would have no qualms about letting us know. 
 
    I dipped my finger into her pussy, scooping out a large drop of cum, pushed it into her mouth and then kissed her hard, driving the cum deep into her throat with my tongue. Her hands came up to me, pulling my head harder to her lips. Oh, yes, she was ready. I told myself with a quick glance at Ethan. You ready? He shook his head affirmative. 
 
    I pushed her away from me, looking at her sternly. “Slave, present yourself to Master Ethan in your usual position. Do it now!”  
 
    She looked at me with a surprised, but thankful look. “Yes, Master,” as she moved on her knees, her ass facing Ethan. She placed her shoulders on the bed, head out straight, then used her hands to spread her ass cheeks, fully exposing herself to Ethan’s gaze. His own look of surprise stared out at me. She really wants this, doesn’t she? The look told me. 
 
    Ethan took his middle finger, soaked it in her pussy for moisture, then he shoved it aggressively between her lips. Her groan told us all how she welcomed the sudden push as her hands moved down to the bed to support herself. Before she could develop any response, a second finger followed, then a third. 
 
    He was pushing the fingers into her hard and fast. The cringe on his face told of his determination to do it, but discomfort inside. She responded to these powerful thrusts with moans and whimpers. She wanted to be taken this way and loved having Ethan be the one. 
 
    I took a handful of her hair and pulled harshly until her mouth was even with my half-hard cock, her arms flashing up to grab my hands. This got her face off the bed and exposed her tits to my not-so-tender care. I pushed my hardening cock into her mouth, her hands falling back to the bed. My cock grew harder with every lick. Once I was hard and pulsing, I drove my cock into her mouth like a pile driver. Using her mouth as nothing more than a source for my pleasure. 
 
    She opened her mouth and gladly accepted my abuse. Her eyes locked on mine as I let my animal lust pour out through my hips. Ethan pulled his fingers out suddenly and then rammed his own cock into her just as I was driving my lust home. Her eyes had already started moving to that glassy, unfocused stare of subspace. 
 
    She started moaning deeper in her chest, using the movement of her own body to thrust back against the onslaught from both directions. It did not take long. Ethan reached around to harshly pinch her clit as I pulled brutally on her hanging nipples. This was all it took. Stacy exploded with her release, her body shaking with wild pleasure as the convulsions wracked her body. What always astonishes me is the power of her orgasms when she is in subspace. They grew stronger the deeper she went. Her pussy fire was consuming her in a world of sexual need and lust. 
 
    Neither Ethan nor I had cum yet. Stacy knew that. After her orgasm, she started her back thrusts again. This time moving her hips to maximize the stimulation on Ethan. For me, she just relocked eyes on me and started licking my shaft with each thrust. Our own capitulation came soon after… Ethan jamming into her as his spunk blew into her pussy walls. I pulled out, jacking myself off, shooting all over her face. 
 
    We all collapsed on the bed, a tangle of arms, legs, and heavy breathing. 
 
    Stacy looked up at me, her glassy eyes only now clearing. I was scooping the cum off her face, neck, and chests, feeding her the results of my not cumming for several days before that. “Thank you, Master,” she said, as she lapped the cum off my fingers. “Your submissive loved being taken by you and Master Ethan,” as she cuddled in between my legs, draping her own across Ethan. 
 
    “We are going to need to discuss moving forward with your submissive needs, my loving sub,” I said, stroking her hair. “The next stage gets a lot harder and more painful. Is that acceptable to you?” Ethan was also stroking her legs. He was also wanting to make sure this was really what she wanted. 
 
    “Yes, Master, I would like to try. We can set up a safeword in case it goes too far. Won’t that work just in case I am unwilling to continue?” 
 
    “I think it will,” I said. “Let’s go eat at Tomaso’s in Brookville. We can discuss it there.” 
 
    We all got up, took our usual group shower, paying especially close attention to Stacy’s cleanliness needs, as we always did. She loves when we use the smooth/rough glove treatment on her. 
 
    To dinner, Stacy wore a black dress that successfully showed every curve of her luscious body, plus ample cleavage. Stacy was not a large-breasted woman, more proportional to her small size. Still, they were perfect for her frame and showed well in that tight black dress. 
 
   

 

 Setting Ground Rules  
 
    The conversation over dinner at Tomaso’s needed to help us get over that next hurdle… Stacy’s desire for real BDSM submission and our reluctance to subject her to pain. The food was terrific, as always. The red Italian wine soothing whatever nerves remained. 
 
    “So, tell us, Stace. Tell us about your need for submission,” Ethan said. I looked at Stacy with a concerned look as well.  
 
    “It began after our first weekend,” she started. “It surprised me how much of a slut I was. God, how many times did I cum that first weekend? So many… But the highlight for me… the best part, really… was the first morning when you both took me so forcefully on the couch. The power of my climaxes was so much stronger. They took my breath away. Then after you tied me to the trees in West Virginia and did those things to my tits. I cannot describe what happened to me inside. I dropped so deep into subspace the pleasure felt like a direct current to my crotch.” 
 
    “And the pain… so odd… it hurt… yes, when you were abusing my nipples like that… hurt a lot. But somewhere in the middle of the pain, the pulling on the ropes shot a pulse of pleasure through me. It somehow… what’s the right word… transformed… altered… I’m not sure how to say it. The pain BECAME something else… a flow of pleasure that caught me completely by surprise. Afterwards, I had this image in my head of a tornado cloud forming inside me. The winds getting stronger until my whole body was absorbing wave after wave of pleasure. And when you kissed me so aggressively…” 
 
    She started breathing heavier with the memory. Her face and chest now flush with a sudden remembrance. “Oh, my love… putting it into words is so hard… the convulsions just took over. The pain of each pull on my nipple became a pleasure pulse as I pulled harder on the ropes. I kept pulling and pulling to increase the pleasure, and it worked. Each time I pulled it got stronger and stronger.” 
 
    She looked at us across the table, her eyes already clouding over with the memory of being so deep into subspace. “I would… very much… like to try that again.” She looked at us with an enthusiasm that caused us both to chuckle. Yes, indeed. I thought to myself. She really wants to try this. No, NEEDS to try it. She could tell that Ethan and I were still a little uncomfortable. 
 
    Ethan spoke first. “I know what you want, Stace, but I don’t think I can do it. I know you somehow process pain differently than I do, but hitting you? Stacy, I love you! How can I strike you as roughly as you need? I almost started crying when Stan was torturing your nipples in West Virginia. How could I take a paddle to you, or something like that? I’m sorry, I don’t see how I can do it.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Ethan, you won’t have to,” I told him. “If it comes to that, I will do the striking… you can do the pleasuring. We can tag-team both sides that way. Ok?” 
 
    “Great!” The relief obvious on Ethan’s face. “I didn’t want to be the one holding her back, even if I could not do it myself.” 
 
    Stacy took Ethan’s hand in hers. “Do not worry, my love. Glad you are honest with us. I understand why. You should never push yourself further than you want to go. I’m ok with that.” 
 
    Then she turned to me, her tongue working her lips as the reality of what I said sunk in. “Were you serious? Would you be willing to be a true Master for me, not just a little rough play?” The desire written on her face was so strong. It was like I had offered a two-year-old a new doll. Such need… I sure hope I am doing the right thing. 
 
    “Yes, Stace. I have been reading about the topic. We may be a little tentative at first, but we will get there. I will strike you as hard as you want. Maybe even test those limits you want to push.” 
 
    The sparkle in her eyes shook me. She really wanted this! I could see her squirming her crotch against her chair. The pussy-fire must ablaze by now. 
 
    As we all finished eating, the waiters came to remove the plates and refreshed our wine glasses. I said, “So, what’s next? We have to figure out what to do.” 
 
    Stacy looked at me with almost sympathetic eyes, realizing the hard choice I had made. “Thank you, my Love. I know it is hard, but I really want to see where this takes us. I had a tough time coming to terms with being such a slut. Now I am so glad I am. I hope you will go through the same process as my needs change. I can imagine what this must be for you. If it makes any difference, I have never, in all our years together, felt like you were so mad you were going to strike me in anger. Never even crossed my mind! Believe me, when you strike me with love, I will know the difference.” 
 
    “I was a little worried about that, Stace,” I looked at her with concern. “It’s one thing to say you want to be hit and quite another to be on the receiving end of the blow. We’ll see how you react when the force has purpose behind it.” 
 
    “Oh please, Stan. I so want to get to that point. I really do.” Her naked need was amazing. How could I turn away from her? I love this woman, I thought. A wide grin spread across her face, as if I lifted an immense burden. Whatever she needs… ever..… I will provide! I promised to myself. 
 
    “What’s next, you asked?” she said, “I think we should go to Caroline’s. Seems like a wonderful place to do some shopping!” This was not a request. We all felt it. That was clearly our next stop.

  

 
 
    2 / Second Submission 
 
    Visiting Caroline’s 
 
    Caroline’s was not a small suburban lingerie shop that had beginner dildos. It was a supermarket for sex two towns over. Upstairs, Caroline’s had a full line of lingerie, something to serve everyone from suburban housewives wanting to add a little spice to stripper garb for the working professional. It also had everything from strap-ons to large black dildos for more specialized markets. 
 
    Downstairs was where the real action took place. You had to go to the very back of the store, where a small circular staircase took you into a BDSM wonderland of cuffs, whips, floggers, clamps, and associated bondage clothing. 
 
    Caroline had conveniently installed ‘fitting rooms’ in the back. Since no one could try on what they were selling, these rooms were gloryhole booths where conveniently placed openings, cock high, had been drilled between the booths. Consumers seeking such entertainment could go into a room for completely anonymous sex. Guys would stick their cock into a hole and the person on the other side would service them as they saw fit. 
 
    The store was infamous with local political leaders, who had launched multiple efforts to shut it down. Still, Caroline’s persisted, becoming a local institution. I was a little surprised that Stacy even knew about the place, despite her having a dildo from there. 
 
    Suddenly, thoughts of gloryholes were overwhelming my senses. What if… 
 
    We started upstairs looking for vibrators. It took us a full 45 minutes to pick out a couple. Other patrons kept looking at us as we pulled out examples for Stacy’s approval. The faces she would give, yea or nay, were an absolute riot. We were loudly laughing the whole time. These patrons had to know what was going on. Two guys paying such close attention to one woman. They must know. 
 
    We walked away buying two vibrators. One looked like a realistic veined shaft, 7-inch long, made of a soft silicone material, but not very thick. You could use it in the vagina or ass as you wanted. They called the other a ‘rabbit’. This has a long, smooth shaft for insertion in the vagina and a small arm above for stimulating the clitoris at the same time. It had multiple speeds and remote controls for independent operation of the two arms. 
 
    After completing our first purchase, we made our way to the circular stairway in back. Here, as we emerged into the space, I could tell that Stacy was getting nervous. We could see why. 
 
    It was dimly lit, with spotlights on the retail shelves for various products. Worse, Stacy was the only woman in the place. It was hard to tell the shoppers from the lurkers because there were so many people, but her presence in the room caught everyone’s attention. Ethan and I stood on each side, clearly escorting her around the space. We grabbed a shopping basket and browsed, trying to ignore the other patrons. 
 
    First stop was leather cuffs. We looked through the options and settled on a set specifically designed not to leave marks. They had buckles on the outside, but they lined the inside with a fuzzy material meant to keep the cuffs from digging into the flesh. We added two-ended bolt snaps for each to allow easy fastening to ropes. Then we looked around. 
 
    We ended up buying a silk blindfold for Stacy, looked seriously at a ball gag (but ended up not buying it), and bought three instruments for application of sexual pain. She grimaced when we swung them around, but we took them. 
 
    One was a pair of nipple clamps with a chain holding them together. The other a flogger, made from thin plastic strands with small beads placed along each strand. The assistant told us it gave a delicious sting that spread across the skin. He had obviously already tried it. The last was an old-fashioned leather paddle. The oval-shaped head had flat, hard leather on one side and a soft velvet on the other. 
 
    As we looked over all these options, I noticed Stacy would touch the sex toys with slow, long strokes. I could almost see her mind wondering what that toy would be like. One was a long leather cane that looked to me like it would really fucking hurt. Stripes of red skin screaming their protest at the treatment. Her eyes grew glassy as she imagined the stroke. 
 
    Not for the first time did I wonder how far she wanted this to go. In all our years of marriage, she never showed a sexually submissive side or a desire for pain, but my cock was twitching in my jeans. I was game if she was! We ended up buying the leather cane, too. 
 
    Occasionally, I noticed her looking back at the gloryhole rooms. “What are those?” she finally asked. 
 
    “They call those gloryholes,” I told her. “The guy goes into one booth and sticks his cock out a hole that goes into the other booth. The person in that booth can do whatever they want with it. Typically, they suck on it. The key is that it is anonymous. The sucker cannot see the face of the person doing the sucking.” 
 
    “How do you know about all this stuff?” she asked, looking up at me with a quizzical look. 
 
    “Have you read nothing from my erotica stack? I have a whole pile in my office. My preferred styles are BDSM and wife-sharing. Gets me extremely excited. Frankly, I always thought I would be the one on the receiving end of the bondage, but it looks like you are going to go first.” 
 
    Her eyes got wide. “You?” Ethan looked over at me as well. 
 
    I just chuckled. “Haven’t you ever noticed how I am so willing to do whatever you want? I have my own submissive side, I guess, and would like to explore it someday. But not this weekend. This visit is about your needs,” as I looked back at the gloryholes. “You want to go try one?” 
 
    She held her breath for a moment, her hand going down to her now tingling pussy lips. Her pussy-fire is back for a return engagement, I thought, laughing to myself. 
 
    “What do you mean? Suck some stranger’s cock?” The voice implied disgust, but her now flush face and quick breaths told me something quite different. 
 
    “I don’t know… I think we can convince Ethan here to be an ‘anonymous’ cock for a moment. What do you say, Ethan?” 
 
    “Well, let me think about it,” he said coyly, as he put his arms around Stacy. “I will only do it if you go back to full submissive mode. Go into the booth, take all your clothes off, get down on your knees, and clasp your hands behind your back until a cock arrives. It might be mine, might be someone else’s. You service whatever comes through those holes. Agreed?” 
 
    By this time, the quick breaths and constant eye movement toward the booths told me she was red hot and had to restrain herself from undressing right here, before flying across the room. 
 
    “Are we agreed?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes,” she said, softly. The mixture of excitement and fear must have been warring inside her. 
 
    “You will go into the room, take all your clothes off, get down on your knees and service whatever comes through. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. This time, it was obvious she had decided. Excitement had won out over fear. 
 
    Our sudden turn toward the gloryholes electrified the floor. You could see every guy in the place looking anxiously at Ethan and me as we made our way across the room. 
 
    Not sure what possessed me to do this, but just as we entered the center booth and I closed the door on Stacy, I turned to the watching eyes staring at us and said, “maybe we’ll see you guys soon?” Then winked at them. My message was obvious. Stacy gasped. 
 
    Ethan just chuckled. His wry grin was back. You crazy, man! 
 
   

 

 The Need for Cock 
 
    I followed Stacy into the booth. She had already started removing her beautiful black dress, setting it carefully on wall hooks. Before she could finish, I asked a simple, but needed question, “How far do you want this to go, Stace? We can restrict it to just Ethan. Or leave it open-ended, for whatever cock comes into a hole. Let’s decide ahead of time, ok?” 
 
    She looked at me, that inner-slut fire in her eyes, her hands shaking a little as she removed the last of her clothing. “My heart is pounding so hard and my pussy dripping wet,” she said. “This desire is almost overwhelming. Do you have a preference? I don’t want to cause any problems later.” Her eyes kept darting between me and the holes. She clearly wanted to experience her inner-slut again but did not want us to be upset. 
 
    “There are no boundary lines here,” I told her. “I will stay in the booth. But neither Ethan nor I will make this choice for you. It has to be yours.” 
 
    She got down on her knees, her finger roughly rubbed up and down her slit. She looked at the holes on either side, moving her hands to trace the openings. Luckily, the booth was just large enough that she could reach both sides. Her breath was coming short and ragged as she rotated a finger on her clit, her tongue licking her lips in anticipation. 
 
    So much desire, I thought to myself, even after all our years of playing with Ethan. She wants that cock. How have I missed this deep hunger all these years? I guess I wasn’t looking carefully.  
 
    She looked up at me from the floor. “I will take whatever comes through those holes… Master,” she said. That last word said with an absolute acceptance of what she had chosen as she looked me straight in the eye, placing her hands behind her back, grasping them tight as if I bound them. Her nipples were fully extended like hard pebbles. “I will do whatever they ask. But please… you know once it starts… I cannot stop. I will depend on my Master to choose the right time to end it. Don’t let me go too crazy, ok?” she implored, her desire/fear mix fully written in her tone. 
 
    I held her head in my hands, leaned down to kiss her. “You are safe with me, babe. Let that inner-slut roar! I will be here to catch when you come back to us.” 
 
    She bowed her head in acceptance, then her eyes started darting between the two holes. 
 
    “Are you ready?” we could hear Ethan say from the next booth, his cock sticking through the hole. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” Stacy said confidently and reached to grab his already half-hard shaft.  
 
    To say she loved Ethan’s cock at that moment would not be doing it justice. All that pent-up desire and anxiety poured into her mouth as she licked, sucked, and lavished attention on his cock and balls. The moans coming from the other side of the booth told me all I needed to know. I just leaned back and watched her go. Even with his famous ability to last, the ferocious attack took him by surprise. Ethan drove his spunk down her throat with loud grunts moments later. I could clearly see the contraction of his balls with each launch into Stacy’s mouth. 
 
    She could only swallow so much. A little spunk dripped past her lips, landing on her breasts. After he pulled his cock back, she looked down at the white cream on her chest, then up at me, a twinkle in her eye. She stood up, used her finger to scoop up the remaining cream, then offered it to me. I licked it off her finger. Her eyes were absolutely aflame. 
 
    “When we finish, I want you to lick up whatever cum remains on me or in me. Promise?” I nodded I would, just as another cock popped out the opposite hole. 
 
    “Better go,” I said, “you have another opportunity waiting.” 
 
    Stacy stared at it. Some guy just stuck his cock through the hole… incredible! Then sank back down to her knees, pulling the cock into her mouth. 
 
    Over the next hour, I lost count of how many cocks went through those holes. It turned out that Ethan stood in front of our booth and directed traffic. After the first 3 or 4, she could not take any more in her stomach, so she sucked and jerked until they came on her face, breasts, and legs. Pretty soon, spunk covered much of her front. After another 6 or 7, her jaw and knees were getting tired, so she stood up on her legs and the next lucky cock had her guide him to her sopping wet snatch. 
 
    You could hear the groan of pleasure on both sides of the wall. Stacy’s eyes were so deep into subspace, I almost envied her. It did not take long for both her and the lucky guy to cum. Her explosion of orgasm brought muscle spasms as she gripped the cock. The guy grunted with his last spurt and yanked himself back. 
 
    Her face went blank with the sudden emptiness and she looked frantically for something to replace it. Fortunately, another cock was ready in the other hole. She pulled the cock into her snatch with a soft sigh. After that, she got into a rhythm. As she slammed herself down on the cock in one hole, she would reach across to the other, fondling the cock sticking through. 
 
    With each new cock, that same soft sigh would escape her lips. When one cock poured his spunk into her, she would immediately move her pussy to the other side, her hand anxiously looking for another to fondle. She came and came. 
 
    My God, this was hot! My cock was in a perpetual state of erection. Somewhere along the way, I took my own clothes off and began stroking myself. It felt good, but I did not want to cum this way. In fact, I thought we needed to end this. 
 
    She was growing frantic for more cock, feeding her snatch with each new load and hungrily looking for the next. I wanted her to come back to me. I tapped on the wall to let Ethan know we were done. He signaled the few remaining candidates she was stopping. I could hear the protests on the other side of the wall. She finished the one that remained and turned to begin again. 
 
    When she found the hole empty, she shook. Eyes seeking what she could not find. I reached over to lift her up, her fire-eyes barely recognizing me, as if for the first time. They blazed like fire opals, sparkling with remembered pleasure. I sat her down on the one chair in the booth, stroking her shoulders and the back of her head. I positioned her pussy lips over the chair’s edge to allow the spunk to drain on the floor. “Come back to me,” I whispered. 
 
    When her shaking subsided, she looked up at me, her eyes glistening with desire. “Lick me,” she said, spreading her legs and arms wide, those fire-eyes suddenly burning bright. It was not a request. “I want you to lick me clean… use your tongue… you know what I want.” Her arms reached out for me, pulling me down toward her. 
 
    I looked down. For the first time, I saw the extent of the damage. She was a genuine mess, spunk completely covering her breasts, chest, and face. Some even got in her hair. It covered her inner thighs. The jism continued to drip from her pussy lips in large white globs. I knew what she wanted. She wanted me to fulfill my promise. But there is so much, I thought to myself! I’m sure glad Ethan wasn’t in the booth. He would have been grossed out. 
 
    Still, that tickle in me grew stronger as she pulled me down to her. The totality of it drew me. I had my own deep need… apparently. My tongue circled the cum on her nipples, the taste of the cream assaulting my senses. There was so much of it I could not identify one smell. 
 
    The ‘stew’ of cum was everywhere. My chest and loin raged with desire as I took that first dip with my tongue. I simply could not get enough. My tongue swept across her breasts and chest, her stomach. My hands sweeping it into piles. I swallowed and swallowed. She grabbed my head as I licked, directing me to where I had left some on her. Her panting became deeper as I went on. She knew what was coming next. 
 
    My cock was hard as stone as I moved down to her thighs. I could see her swollen pussy lips. They had taken so much abuse but seemed to vibrate as I got closer. I drove my tongue deep into her, taking a full scoop of the stew. My nose rubbed her clit. 
 
    That was all it took. She went off like a firecracker, grabbing my hair, pressing my face into her. “Eat me, eat me,” she screamed over and over. The orgasm that resulted was so strong I thought she was having a seizure. Her whole body shook as she grabbed my hair, shoving my face deeper into her pussy, my tongue continuing its scooping motion. 
 
    In-between, my eyes looked up into her face. Rapture was the only word I could think of. The joy of pleasure seeped out of every pore as her hips squirmed to my every tongue stroke, a primal, guttural moan escaping her throat. 
 
    There was just too much! My stomach could not take it all in. More continued to seep out of her, no matter how frenzied my tongue became. After a while, my face fell into her crotch and stayed there, my breath heavy with the effort. My face coated with jism. 
 
    Our breathing slowed. She caressed my hair with her hand. Her mind returning from wherever else she had been. 
 
    After minutes of quiet, she looked at me. “How long was I down?” she finally asked. Open fear in her tone. About an hour, I told her. I turned to the door and asked Ethan if he could find towels to clean her up. When I turned back to her, I got down on my knees again, and placed my face on her chest, holding her in my arms.  
 
    “We are quite the pair now, aren’t we?” I told her. “Quite the pair.” She just nodded in agreement, her arms around my head. 
 
    Ethan knocked on the door, bringing a pile of paper towels he had taken from the restroom. He had wet several in the sink. The two of us started washing Stacy down. I had lessened the full extent of the jism covering her whole body, but there was plenty that remained. 
 
    The shock on Ethan’s face was obvious. “My word, girl,” he said. “You get up to some strange shit.” 
 
    This brought laughter, but only of the nervous kind from Stacy. Her mind was still only halfway back from her trip to subspace. After cleaning her up, we helped her get her clothes on. She grabbed a brush from her purse, straightening her hair as best she could. She was about as disheveled as I can ever remember. Her face flush from the repeated cumming. 
 
    “Are you ready to go?” I asked. She was still fuzzy-headed but appeared ok to at least walk to the car. 
 
    “Yes,” she said now, her tone more normal every minute. “I’ll be fine.” 
 
    When we opened the door, the crowd of her ‘customers’ lined the space between the gloryholes and the stairs. What started as singular claps became an ovation of cheers as we moved through the crowd. Stacy looked around, surprised at the reaction. She waved her hands, as if she were walking down an awards night red carpet. When she reached the steps, she went up a couple and turned so she could see all the faces. 
 
    “Gentlemen, I would like to thank you for making my fantasy such a fun reality. I hope you all enjoyed it as much as I did.” She bowed her head, using her hand in a sweeping motion like a performer on a stage. This started another round of clapping and cheering. Ethan and I just looked at each other, bursting into belly laughs. Only at Caroline’s, I thought. 
 
    As we wormed our way up the circular stairs, the customers on that floor looked at us with open question marks. What happened down there? The stares openly asked. None of us wanted to enlighten them. We just headed for the car. 
 
    The surprising thing was the trip home. I thought her fall to subspace would tire her out. Instead, animated and effusive. She remembered substantial portions of what happened and had no qualms about recounting them to us. One cock had a weird bend, another was really large, a third blew his spunk so hard she could feel it at the back of her canal through all the other cum. Ethan and I just listened, making jokes as we always do. She would laugh with us. It was great to have her back. 
 
    Along the way, my mind could not help but think about what had happened over our now four-year journey. My previously ‘normal’ wife, and mother of our children, had suddenly transformed into this cum-hungry slut. I had no complaints about that, but a transformation this strong and rapid came with a large dollop of concern. Can she go back to being a normal wife and mother? 
 
    “Guys,” she finally said. “I am starving. How about some ice cream?” 
 
    The car, as if it had a life of its own, turned toward Sally’s on 14th Street. Her Gold Dust ice cream is to die for! My heart sang. Stacy was fully back!

  

 
 
    3 / Third Submission 
 
    Ice Cream Always Helps 
 
    By the time we got to Sally’s, Stacy had come full circle. That she had been deep into subspace, covered in spunk, only minutes before, seemed to have faded into history. She was her old self again. More than her old self… better! She started peppering Ethan with questions about work, his kids, his life. 
 
    Ethan had a little more trouble getting back to normal, but he eventually could not resist her exuberance. His wry smile returned as he waxed enthusiastic about the progress of his current project. I sat back and listened. 
 
    While they chatted away, I assessed the new situation in my own thoughts. Stacy had become a mystery to me on so many levels. I had arranged our threesome because I thought she needed more boning than I could give her, but the whole sub/multiple cock thing has taken it in a totally different direction. She really NEEDS submission now. 
 
    I was still in shock. Not because I was unhappy about it, but because I saw none of the signs over our lives together. I kept thinking of that movie where the guy married a woman for multiple years only to find out she is a deep-cover Russian agent! How could I have missed how deep this goes with her? 
 
    My mind would not stop going back through our history, trying to find the signs that had slipped through. There was nothing. It was a complete surprise! And Ethan? What did he think about his friend while he sat out in the hall, listening to her getting fucked over and over? It just occurred to me how hard that must have been. 
 
    And my own attitude? How could I have let my loving wife get slammed by stranger after stranger, my cock hard as stone while I watched? And what’s up with the eating cum thing? Why does that turn me on so much? And her reaction to it? So many questions. I knew it was going to take a while to work through all these issues, but my mind was all over the place! 
 
    The real question is, what next? This bright colored butterfly has emerged from the cocoon of my wife. How am I going to handle that? I could tell Ethan was having the same trouble. He kept giving me side glances into the mirror. Wow man, these glances would say, something is different. What are we going to do? 
 
    I pulled into the parking lot at Sally’s and decided we needed ice cream before this conversation got started. The whole time in the store, Stacy was enthusiastically showing Ethan her favorite flavors, stroking his arms and shirt as she showed him around. She couldn’t keep her hands off him. Occasionally, her eyes would steal glances toward me, those inner-slut eyes burning as I looked back, signaling my approval. 
 
    After we got our scoops and were back in the car, I turned to her. “Well, Stace, you certainly have had a full day. How are you feeling?” 
 
    She laughed, her tone happy, carefree, and relaxed. She sounded great to my ears. She turned in the car seat, so she could speak to us both at the same time. 
 
    “You know, I don’t really know how to express it completely,” she started. “But I feel GREAT! Like this has lifted a tremendous burden from my shoulders. Like it has released me from prison!” The sudden worry on my face must have told her the direction that comment took me. 
 
    “It’s not you, Stan, or you, Ethan. I love you both more than I can say. I love my life, my kids. Stan, you are a great husband and life partner. I don’t want to change any of that. But inside, I know everything is now BETTER than before. It has released my heart.” 
 
    She chuckled to herself. “Stan, it was me! Inside me somewhere I had been repressing so many things… I should not feel that, or say that, or desire something else… you’ll be a bad girl if you do. No matter what I was really feeling inside, I couldn’t allow it to come out. Stan, you weren’t forcing me to stay quiet. I was doing it on my own. It was all internal. Or it was all that social pressure from high school still hanging around… I don’t know… but now I know one thing. I feel like I could never be who I really am.” 
 
    “You sensed it, Stan,” she went on. “You have told me multiple times over the last few years that you knew there was something missing. The funny thing… I did not recognize it myself. It took you inviting Ethan into our bed to shake off all the layers of bullshit I had built up over the years. And now, this submissive thing is taking it so much higher.” 
 
    She stroked my arm softly. “You know, I just had a thought. Remember our friend Jimmy, who went into the Marines?” Both Ethan and I knew Jim well. “He told me once that his first time in combat was what he called a ‘baptism of fire’. The experience changed him deep inside, he told me, because he was no longer afraid of life. If he could survive that, he could survive anything, he said. I am not comparing my experience to combat, but I think I now understand what he meant. Oh, I hope this makes sense.” She caught her breath. 
 
    “Go on,” we both encouraged her. 
 
    She looked at us. Clearly getting excited as she warmed to her topic. “It started with the buildup to the threesome offer, and all our role-playing in making it happen. Sex seemed to move to the front of my thinking. I became excited about it again… hot, even… filled with desire. Then, when it turned out so fucking great, it was like it had turned a switch on. My pussy was simply on fire! I know I’m not saying this well… I’m not… I’m not a words person like you two… but to let go so completely was powerful for me. Th freedom to allow myself to feel whatever I felt! Wow! It was incredible. My need to fuck you both, to feel you inside me, is now so strong! The breakthrough was that I did not mind saying so. And today… the whole submissive thing… at home and at Caroline’s… fantastic! I’m telling you boys, what was a smoldering flame became a bonfire today. I have gone through my own baptism of fire, I guess. Does any of this make sense?” 
 
    I was still reeling from the prison comment, but, luckily, Ethan was there. 
 
    “I understand perfectly,” Ethan said. “I live with it every day of my fucking life. My wife doesn’t breathe without some repression telling her how to hold herself correctly while she’s doing it. In her mind, the list of things ‘good girls’ don’t do stretches across the universe. I am often shocked the species could propagate! With all her coldness and lack of response, I felt I was just a poor lover. But watching you wail in climax so many times over the last few years, I know that’s not it! I wish everyone could have a breakthrough like this… though…” he got quiet for a moment, genuine pain showing on his face. “I hope they don’t all have to go through a Caroline’s event to make it happen,” his stare directly at Stacy. 
 
    “Yeh, that was intense, wasn’t it?” Stacy added.  
 
    “For you, positively, maybe,” Ethan said, “For me? I was on the other side directing total strangers where they needed to go to fuck one of my best friends. It was like my heart was being ripped out. We will not do that again, will we?” 
 
    “No,” Stacy chuckled. “We will not. I don’t know what got into me. It was positive in that it helped me over that last wall, but the dangers of this behavior are just too great. Not for me, repression or no. I won’t do that again.” She reached her hand around to stroke his arm. “I know it must have been hard. You weren’t even in the room with us. I am so sorry we put you through that.” 
 
    “Tell us about it, Stace.” I asked. “What was it like… guy after guy like that.” This seemed to pull her out of that negative space. 
 
    “It’s somewhat hard to describe because you guys do not ‘receive’ love in quite the same way as women do. You deliver. We receive. Yet it’s not exactly like that. There is give and take in most making love. Stan, you are a sensitive lover who knows when to push and when to pull back. Ethan, you are much the same. After the first 3 or 4 cocks at Caroline’s, I somehow dropped into full receive mode. Nothing mattered except the next cock I needed to have in me. I wanted to receive the next cock… get it in me… feel it release. I remember every detail… every cock that was put in a hole. I remember the pleasure so clearly. My God, I must have had dozens of orgasms… one after the other after the other. Imagine yourself cumming every few minutes for an hour. It was the best drug I have ever been on!” She broke into snickering laughter. 
 
    “You certainly have a capacity for multiple orgasms,” I laughed, gently tweaking her nipple. 
 
    “Yes, I do,” she snickered. “Isn’t that great?!” 
 
    Then she turned to me with a serious look. “And I owe it all to you, my love,” putting her hand on my shoulder. “You were my Master, my protector. I could completely let go… and I mean this… only… because I knew you would let nothing happen to me. I was free to fall as far into subspace as I wanted. Turns out, I wanted a pretty far drop.” She started giggling again. “But you were there. And that licking thing at the end? Oh, my God! Even after orgasming almost nonstop for an hour, that one may have been the greatest of my whole fucking life! That set my fire on fire!” We all burst out laughing at that one. 
 
    “You know,” I interjected, “we could talk about this all night. And you are right about that last orgasm. I thought you were having a seizure. Your body shook so hard.” I started tickling her side. “You were a complete animal, and I love that about you! But why don’t we go home now. We have some toys that need some skin time.” They both agreed, and I pulled out of the parking lot.  
 
   

 

 BDSM is Different 
 
    Before we even got back on the road, though, I had to ask an important question for this evening. I looked at Stacy but caught Ethan’s eye in the rear-view mirror. “I have done a lot of BDSM reading to prepare for this night, both educational and erotica. Here’s one thing I learned. The dirty secret of the power exchange between Dominant & Submissive is that the Submissive is really in charge. In nearly every story I have read, the Master’s principal job is giving orgasms to the sub. They make them crawl around floors, lick feet, whatever to show submission. But in the end, the Masters have one role. To give the sub as many orgasms as they can stand. At Caroline’s, for example, despite all our talk of submission and subspace and Masters, Stacy, you were completely in charge of the action. None of it happened without your complete approval and everyone there knew that, including me. They got pleasure from it, but their role was to give YOU pleasure.” 
 
    I went on. “All the dominance we have done up to this point has been forceful, but mainly the application of pleasure. Ethan and I were aggressive about pushing you to the sex, but it was the same actions as what we have always done… only this time with force added. This leads me to this evening. We bought all these toys. How are we going to use them? The pain side of the BDSM world is a little different, I suspect. From what I can tell, it can be just as pleasurable for the sub, but it’s quite different. Do you understand this?” 
 
    Stacy looked at me with a slightly puzzled look. “Not really. How different?” she asked. Ethan was leaning forward to listen. Even he was interested. 
 
    “Look at it this way. You got spanked as a kid. We all did one time or another. It hurt. It hurt a lot. But when bound to a table or tied on a bed, the pain becomes something entirely different. The way I understand it, from my reading, is that the pain cascades through your body to create what they call ‘pleasure/pain’. The strike will cause you to pull tight on the bonds. The pain then BECOMES pleasure along the way. You discovered this in West Virginia, as the pulling helped amplify the pleasure/pain. Trust me on this, Babe, when I paddle you with that leather paddle, or stripe your skin with that flogger, you will feel it as pain. The difference is that Ethan might suck on your nipples or use his tongue on your clit at the same time. Remember our first weekend together, when Ethan was slamming into you from behind. Did you know he was using his hand to paddle you while he was doing it?” 
 
    “Were you?” she looked at Ethan, surprised. 
 
    “Oh yes,” he replied. “Every time I did it you would push your ass higher and grunt.” 
 
    I added, “He hit you so hard you had pink handprints on your ass when I scrubbed you in the shower that morning. A paddle or flogger will be much harder, especially if you are bound. Hard paddle strikes will leave imprints on your ass for a couple of days. I’m not telling you all this to frighten you, but I wanted to give you a warning that pleasure/pain can be much stronger than what you have experienced so far this weekend. Could be very intense. Understand?” 
 
    “I think so,” she said. “What do you think? Can I manage it?” 
 
    “You have a fairly high pain tolerance. Remember that time you fell out of the tree and broke your ankle. You were strong during the entire episode. The doctor gave us pain pills you didn’t even take. The thing is… this pain differs from that. You will know this is coming and feel the impact in real time. Ethan, have you ever experienced any kind of BDSM sex?” 
 
    “Not a chance,” he said, almost choking from the back seat. “I whimper when I have a hang nail!” 
 
    “Me neither,” I continued, “but I find it very erotic to read about and think I would like to try it.” I gave a look at Stacy. 
 
    “You would want me to do that to you?” she said incredulously. “I don’t believe you would want that from me.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be so sure,” I said, “but I would be very willing to do it to you, if you asked. Here’s the rub. If we start, I will give you a safeword to use if the pain is getting too intense for you. Using the safeword stops ALL sexual activity. All activity. Understand? Our threesome will end for the night. Once we go that route, you bound to the bed, we will paddle/whip/fuck you as much as we want throughout the night. You took a sexual pounding today. Can you take a pleasure/pain pounding as well, knowing that if you stop, you won’t be getting any other sex either?” 
 
    “I may have to think about that one,” she said. I was happy she agreed. I wanted to give her fair warning about what was to come. 
 
    “One thing to remember, though,” I added. “We will smoke a joint before we play. It is said that marijuana enhances the pain, makes it much more pleasurable, forcing the pain to flow through your body. Might be effective. It is also important to remember that our regular threesome still is an option. If you want to skip the BDSM side of things, we can hump as much as we like with none of the bondage stuff being included. That would be ok with me, too. Ethan?” 
 
    “I am good either way,” Ethan said, “though I have only done that one bondage thing in West Virginia. Might be fun, as long as no one is paddling me,” he laughed! 
 
    “Think about it,” I told her. “You don’t have to decide yet. We have time before we will play.” I turned the car into our development and hit the garage door button. “Now that we have gotten that out of the way, Stacy, tell us how you ended up going into the gloryholes in the first place.” 
 
   

 

 Decision Time 
 
    As always, when Ethan was visiting, once we got in the house, Stacy disappeared into our room. True to her promise long ago, she would always appear moments later, completely naked. I swear I will never tire of seeing her naked when we are fully clothed. That is SO sexy! 
 
    “Well, now that you are properly attired, you were going to tell us how you went into the gloryholes in the first place,” Ethan asked. 
 
    Stacy went into the kitchen and started pulling out drinks and mixers. I took my usual scotch, one ice cube. She and Ethan went for a gin and tonic. 
 
    “Not sure I can explain it exactly,” she began. “I was looking at all those pain instruments at Caroline’s, stroking them for a reason I could not name. My mind was watching them strike me and getting so hot. The pussy-fire heating up. One guy caught my eye and nodded his head toward the back room. That’s when I asked what they were. Frankly, I didn’t really expect to fuck everyone in the place with that decision. It worked out great, but just wanted you to know that wasn’t pre-planned.” She started laughing. “Who knew that a guy’s head-nod would be the key to ending my sexual repression?” 
 
    I spread our new toys out on the kitchen counter while she spoke. She finished and helped. We unwrapped the vibrators, put in batteries, pulled all the labels off the leather goods. I swung the striking tools around the air and placed the nipple clamps with the vibrators. 
 
    “Want to try one with no commitment?” I asked. “We can do all or some.” 
 
    She thought for a moment, then turned to lean over the kitchen counter, butt pointed in my direction. “Let’s do the paddle and the flogger. Not sure I’m ready for the cane.” She put her head down, waiting for the strike. 
 
    I gave the paddle to Ethan and kept the flogger for myself. Ethan swung the paddle in the air a couple times, spun it in his hand like a tennis racket, then gave her a light tap. 
 
    I laughed. “I have seen you hit your phone harder than that. She needs a test of reality.” I took the paddle from his hand and gave her a true force swat, right across her ass cheeks. She hardly moved at all, but the scream was quite dramatic. I handed it back to him. “Give her at least five.” Before he did that, however, I moved around to the other side of the kitchen counter, pulling her hands down, fully restrained in that position. 
 
    Ethan did the same spinning motion in his hand, then let Stacy have it in 5 strokes, each one stronger than the earlier. None were as strong as mine, but all were suitable for the test. Stacy did a similar scream, but it was different this time. She struggled against me and pushed her ass back, seeming to ask for more. I signaled for Ethan to replace me as the binder and I went after her back and ass with 5 strikes of the flogger. She moaned with these, actively fighting against Ethan’s grip. I reached in between her legs to see what was going on. She was already wet. She is ready. 
 
    “Well?” I asked. 
 
    “Not too bad,” she said. “I can see how having repeated strikes in the same place could get challenging. I’ll think about it.” 
 
    We had a few hours before we planned to play. This would give Stacy time to decide. Ethan went to his room to check emails. Stacy turned on the family room TV and laid down on the sofa. I walked over and placed a blanket over her. She said thanks, but I’m not sure she ever saw a frame of what was playing. She fell fast asleep. 
 
    I went out to the garage to find nylon rope, went upstairs, and got the bed ready. I changed the sheets, rearranged the candles, measured for length, and placed the ropes in the proper position. My idea was to place the ropes under the bed lengthwise. That way, when she pulled with her arms, it would yank her ankles tighter, and vice versa. I arranged them on the outside of the bed floor posts so they would keep her arms and legs spread wide. I also did a shorter rope on each of the back legs of the bed and the headboard to allow us to bind her ankles and wrists, as needed. 
 
    I laid out the ankle and wrist cuffs on the bed, emptied the top of my dresser and arranged all our new toys there… the vibrators, the clamps, paddle, flogger and cane. I had a flash of inspiration, digging around her dresser drawers for an old pair of pregnant panties. I carefully trimmed them with scissors so that only the top and a strip down the center remained. Once everything was ready, I went back downstairs and wiggled my way into a cuddle with Stacy on the sofa. She was long gone into sleep land, but some movie was now in full swing. I set my watch for a couple hours then fell asleep myself, Stacy in my arms. 
 
    When my alarm went off after two hours, I was lying by myself on the sofa. I could hear water running in our shower. I walked upstairs to watch Stacy soaping herself. I opened the door and got in with her. 
 
    “How you doing, Babe?” 
 
    “I’m good, but felt pretty dirty with all that jism still in my hair. Needed a shower if we were going to play tonight. How about you?” she asked. 
 
    “Rested. Did you see my changes in the bedroom?” 
 
    She giggled. “Pretty confident of my decision, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Well, you are on an experimentation roll right now, and been giving some pretty powerful signals of your wanting to submit. I suspected you would take that route tonight. Have you?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. My heart jumped. “Those strokes in the kitchen were definitely tolerable, and my pussy heated up with each one. In this shower, I kept imagining what it would be like to have you and Ethan fucking me while the nipple clamps jiggled. I think I will like that very much.”

  

 
 
    4 / True Submission 
 
    Preparation is Half the Fun 
 
    Ethan came out of the Guest Room just as I stepped out of the shower. Stacy was still rinsing off. The fuzzy look in his eyes told us he had taken a nap as well. I pointed to Stacy, still in the shower, looking at Ethan. “Your turn. Our sub will cleanse you to prepare for this evening’s activities.” 
 
    “Sub?” he almost choked with the word. “Does that mean she has decided?” 
 
    “Yes, it does. Go ahead. I have already done mine.” Ethan dropped his shorts, pulled off his t-shirt, then stepped into the shower. This would not be a shower massage like before, just an old-fashioned scrubbing. This time, though, with a beautiful submissive doing the work. 
 
    Stacy was in full sub-mode now. Before he had gotten into the shower, she had dropped to her knees, head down, with her hands gripped behind her. He helped her up, and she went to work. Carefully shampooing his hair, grabbing the soap bar, and washing his entire body. She paid especially close attention to his cock, balls, and ass, making sure they were thoroughly clean. He moaned and put his hand out to hold himself up. I have had Stacy do that to me. It can be very pleasurable. 
 
    I watched from the sink as I brushed my teeth. What a sight! Watching her so intent on cleaning him off. Such concentration. She was really enjoying letting go, paying only attention to the pleasure she was giving Ethan. I came to think, as I watched, that we may continue exploring this submissive side of her long after Ethan is gone. The prospect made my cock move to half-mast. 
 
    When she finished, I reached in, handing her a towel. Ethan reached for it, but I pushed his hand away. “Your sub will dry you off, won’t you, sub?” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    Ethan looked at me with a shit-eating grin, spreading his arms wide for the drying, as Stacy unfolded the towel and began the process over again. She systematically dried his entire body, head to toe. She knew I was watching because when she went on her knees to dry his legs, she pushed her tush out, so I had a full view of her snatch, already slightly red and swollen. She was working herself up for this evening’s fun. She concluded with a thorough drying of his cock, ball, and ass. By this time, he was at full-mast and Stacy took him in her mouth, sucking him deep into her throat.  
 
    “Hey, now,” I protested. “That will have to wait. Ethan, our sub can dry herself or you can dry her off. The pleasure this evening is going to be all about us. Whichever you prefer.” 
 
    We both knew this was only a half-truth, but he went along. He pulled his cock out of her mouth, grabbed the towel, and reversed the play. He returned the favor by roughly rubbing her mons and pussy lips. He ordered her to put her hands behind her back, inserting his middle finger deep into her pussy. The groan that came out of her told us all we needed to know. 
 
    “She is sopping wet,” he said, with obvious surprise. 
 
    “What did you expect?” I replied. “She has been scrubbing us both for the last 20 minutes. She’s hungry for some cock, aren’t you, sub?” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” her only reply. She was really getting into the role. 
 
    I gave Ethan a spare robe while I put mine around me. Stacy was the only one that would remain totally nude. We walked downstairs out into the backyard. Like our southern home, we had chosen our current house with privacy in mind. Trees and fences around the backyard supplied all we needed. The brisk night air made me shiver slightly. The soft breeze put Stacy’s nipples at full erection. Ethan and I stood apart, with the naked Stacy standing in-between. I pulled out a joint and lit it up. We all started smoking, wanting to get the buzz started so play can begin. 
 
    “Putting aside all the master/sub stuff,” Ethan asked. “Are you ready for this, Stacy? Ready for the pain?” 
 
    “I think so,” she said tentatively. “I am a little nervous, but no more than I was walking into that booth at Caroline’s. I understand how different this will be, but I like that. I am hungry for new sexual experiences. I see this as my next stage of exploration. How about you guys? Can you do this?” The look in Ethan’s eyes made it clear the answer was a definite maybe! 
 
    “Ethan,” I said. Looking at him. “Are you ready?” 
 
    He looked straight at Stacy. “Do you really want us to paddle you hard, to… what did you call it… deliver actual pain? I slapped that leather thing on my thigh. It almost brought tears to my eyes. How much of that can you take?” 
 
    Stacy looked at him, giving the universal hands open shrug, which meant ‘I don’t know’. “Really, the excitement is mainly from not knowing what is coming. Stan apparently has read all these stories with BDSM scenes.” Then she looked up at me. “So, like Caroline’s, I am going to put my full trust in you. You will take me as far down as I can take, leave me there to enjoy it, then bring me back up when you think I have had enough.” 
 
    Then she laughed nervously, rubbing her ass cheeks with her hands. “I may not sit down comfortably for a couple days, but I trust you both not to hurt me… not really… even if the pain is intense.” She then looked at the two of us. “Make sure you do not leave any marks that are visible outside of clothing. The kids are coming back next week. I don’t want to explain to them why I have lines all over my neck or legs.” 
 
    I assured her we wouldn’t. That satisfied her last concern. The warm feeling of the marijuana was spreading across the three of us. I wrapped my arms around Stacy, holding her in a warm embrace. 
 
    “I sure hope you like this,” I chuckled. “The prep alone has been extremely exciting. Don’t you all agree?” 
 
    Every head shook. It was time to begin. 
 
   

 

 Letting Her Simmer 
 
    I looked at Stacy. “Go into the bedroom and put the cuffs on wrists and ankles. When done, go to the sub position on the floor. Remember the one? On knees, legs spread, head down, hands behind your back. The difference this time is that you will not look up when we walk in the room, and we want you to use the snap connectors to hold your wrists together behind her back. From that moment forward, during this session, you will never have a position not bound, one way or another. The crucial and important point, in fact, is that YOU must make the first step to choose to enter bondage. We will not force you. It must be an open choice all your own. When we come upstairs, if you are in the sub position with hands fastened behind your back, this will be the last signal to us you have accepted your submissive role. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” she replied. The grin on her face made my heart sing. She was really enjoying this. 
 
    “Before you go up to the bedroom, we need to discuss your safeword. I have chosen a word that will not come up in normal conversation. Your safeword is ‘orange’. If you say the word ‘orange’ during our play, all action will cease. It will be your signal to us that whatever is happening is too much and you want to stop. We will unhook you from your bondage and go back downstairs. The play will be over. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    “If it comes a time where your mouth is full of something, like a cock or a dildo, and you still want to stop, use two fingers from your hand. You know, like the piece sign. We will notice it. I wanted this safeguard, so you had an alternative in case your mouth was engaged.” 
 
    “Let’s review. Safeword?” 
 
    “Orange,” she said. 
 
    “Always add Master when addressing us,” I said, reaching out to twist a nipple. 
 
    “Orange, Master,” she winced. She hadn’t expected the roughness of the twist. 
 
    “And if your mouth is full and want to stop?” 
 
    “Two fingers either hand, Master.” Her feet were moving in a nervous, constant motion. Her hands touching in front. Not sure if her nipples could have gotten any harder, but they were at full attention. She knew the time was near. All this preparation was obviously building the excitement in her. 
 
    “Ethan,” I added, “do you have anything you want to add?” 
 
    “No, nothing. I was ready after the shower!” We all laughed in agreement on that one. 
 
    “Ok, Stace. Up you go.” I said as I gave her a hard slap on the rear. This all felt so familiar, just like our first weekend together. She looked back at me, rubbing the hand print I had left on her ass. Her head was shaking. I sure hope this is as good as I want it to be, it seemed to say. She did not slow her pace, however, practically running up the steps. 
 
    Ethan watched her go, but did not follow. “Anticipation, right?” 
 
    “Yes, we want to give her a moment. I think putting on the cuffs and getting into that position will focus her on what’s coming. She has always enjoyed simmering in her own imagination, makes the ultimate action better for her, I think.” 
 
    This reminded me of the very conversation we had on our first weekend as a threesome. “Nothing has changed since our first weekend together, Ethan. The goal of anticipation is to focus the mind, to create that subspace she seems to love by drowning her senses in pleasure/pain. Our job is to control the pace. We do not want to draw blood on her skin or anything. Just use the pleasure/pain to drive her orgasms. She may say ‘orange’ after the first few strikes!” 
 
    Ethan did not want that to happen. He was ready to play now that Stacy has decided. 
 
    “Me, too,” I told him. “Let’s agree that I will take responsibility for most of the pain part, though you are free to participate if you like. You will manage the pleasure. At some point, we will put the blindfold on her. The key after that is to vary the action, so she does not know what is coming. Be quiet in your movement and sudden in your attachments, whether sucking or humping. Don’t give her a clue of what to expect. If it works as planned, the combination of me striking and you pleasuring should drop her hard into subspace,” I winked at him. “Then we can have fun doing whatever we like. She is OUR submissive tonight! Remember, even though we are role playing as Master & Slave, her pleasure is our primary goal.” 
 
    Ethan chuckled. “I am now understanding what you meant about who was really in charge.” 
 
    I slapped him gently on the back, leading him back into the house. “Let’s help her pussy-fire along, shall we?” 
 
   

 

 Pushing Her Limits 
 
    We walked into the room together, fully clothed. Stacy was in her submissive position on the floor by the bed, nude except for her cuffs on wrists and ankles. Her hands we securely connected behind her back. I could not help but smile when I saw it. She has chosen bondage. Her breathing had calmed down, but her nipples were still as rigid as small berries. As always, I walked up to her and roughly stuck my middle finger between her pussy lips. She let out a whimper but did not move. She knew her role was to obey. 
 
    “While we are having this session, you will not speak without permission… other than your safeword. If you need to speak, you may ask permission. You will do what we say and nothing else. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” She was visibly trembling now. 
 
    “I think Master Ethan needs to be pleasured while I get things arranged, don’t you, Master Ethan?” I signaled Ethan to position his cock in front of her mouth. “Do not unfasten your hands,” I told Stacy. “One other thing. During this entire session, you may not cum without permission. I will react severely for violating this primary rule. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes Master.” I could see the question mark on her face. How am I going to stop from cumming? 
 
    While I spoke, Ethan had completely undressed and was pulling on his rod while positioning himself in front of Stacy. Her face came up and stared straight into Ethan’s cock, so close to her face. I will never cease to find humor in watching my sub try getting the cock in her mouth without hands. Her desire was obvious to us all. 
 
    Luckily, he had learned not to help. Just waited. Eventually, she got it in, the veins on his shaft pulsing with the pleasure. She needed this cock in her mouth. I could see her pulling on the cuffs behind, feeling the power of the bondage while she sucked him. The heat of the exchange was incredible. I tapped his arm, signaling him to pull his cock out. She gasped in frustration. 
 
    “Stand up,” I ordered Stacy. “Turn facing the bed, a little closer. Spread your legs.” Stacy did as she was told, keeping her eyes down, though we both kept laughing at her attempts to get up without using her hands. Neither of us tried to help. Submission was the goal. 
 
    I got down on my knees and pulled out the first of my bondage ropes. The ones fastened to the back legs of the bed. They served only to hold her legs wide apart. I fastened one to each of her ankle cuffs. Now she was truly bound… hands behind back, legs to bed. She could not move without falling. The glassy stare on her face told me all I needed to know. The trip to subspace was already underway. 
 
    I went over to the dresser, picked up the nipple clamps. These were Japanese Clover-style clamps that did not hurt as much when first placed, but squeezed tighter and tighter as we pulled the chain. It took no breast massage to place them. Her nipples were already hard and ready. 
 
    “Are you ready, my sub?” I asked her politely. 
 
    “Yes Master.”  
 
    I pushed the clamp open, moved it over the left nipple, and released. The gasp from her throat would have been comical if it hadn’t made my dick throb with desire. I placed the one on the right. This time, you could see the physical reaction. You could see the pain coursing through her core. It started softly and grew with each moment they were attached. I hurried things along by picking up the chain and pulling it downward. 
 
    The startled look on her face showed how suddenly intense this had become. The tension was constant and growing as I pulled down harder. Her moans told me what was going on. The throbbing pain was racing from each nipple straight to her crotch. She pressed her chest out, closing her eyes, leaning slightly forward to lessen the pressure. 
 
    I barked out for her to stay in position. She jerked back up, but I did not release the clamp. The result was a hard tug and another deep moan. She moved her hips forward, as if the pain of the nipple had gone straight to her throbbing pussy. I released the chain abruptly, then pulled down again. This time further. Her tits became elongated as the pressure mounted. Her breathing became shallower with each pull. The pink hue of her face became a deep red. I could see her pulling on the arm cuffs, channeling the pain into the pleasure she looked for. 
 
    I got up on the bed, inserting my finger into her pussy. She was sopping wet. 
 
    “I think she’s ready, Master Ethan,” I said as I released the chain. I grabbed her hair, pulling her forward onto the bed. The ankle cuffs would not allow her to fall completely flat. Her chest fell, but her ass was now pointing straight up, knees pressed against the bed. It completely exposed her pussy in this wide-legged stance. 
 
    With her hands still tight behind her back, her upper chest and chin supplied the only touch-point on the bed. The clamps still attached. I could see her tits pillowing on the bed, her face contorting as weight settled on the clamps. 
 
    Ethan slammed his cock home. She cried out with the sudden pressure, a deep moan of love and lust. Music to her Master’s ears! Truth is, this was not much different from what we have always done with her. She has always liked for Ethan to fuck her hard from behind. This time, though, the pain points of the nipple clamps were causing surges to course through her body at the same time. 
 
    The joy as Ethan fucked her amazed us both. The equally strong pain of the nipples matched her hard as each push twisted the clamps on her sensitive buds. I was still on my knees on the bed. I pressed my knees against her shoulders on either side of her head, not allowing her to move forward. I began pinching the sides of her breasts hard with each thrust, catching a nipple every few times to shake the clamp further. 
 
    Her breathing got increasingly ragged as I saw Ethan getting close. Stacy beat him to it. She screamed her release, twisting her tits against the clamps. Her body betrayed her need to feel the pain while pleasure roared through her. Her core shook as Ethan continued his pounding. 
 
    Even with all the ‘forceful’ play we had done over the years; I don’t think I had ever seen him slamming into her this hard. He was really punishing her pussy. These thrusts pushed the orgasm through her body. “Oh my God… Fuck… Fuck” she screamed repeatedly, the storm of her climax bucking hard against Ethan’s punishment. She did not care. I could see her shoulder and arm muscles flexing fiercely against the restraints on her wrists. She was using the bondage to amplify her pleasure. 
 
    I will never forget her intentional twisting on the clamps, increasing the pain on her nipples, as Ethan roared his own release. Watching it happen in real time was so hot! Her fall into subspace was already a success. 
 
    Ethan popped his cock out as it softened. Stacy was trying to recover from the orgasm. I didn’t let her. I jumped on the bed, pushing her back to a standing position, my legs on either side of her while sitting. Her wrists and ankles still firmly bound. 
 
    “Now this is going to really fucking hurt,” I told her. Then popped the clamp off her right nipple. Her entire body started shaking with the pain. Her hands drove out behind her back as she tried to use the hand restraints to absorb the pain. It worked… somewhat. 
 
    Soon, she pushed her hands apart as hard as she could to create a focus for the pain, forcing it to flow through her body, directly from nipple to pussy. You could see the war across her face. The pain converted to pleasure with the pulling on her wrists. She screamed out as the impact drove into her. I had read that this was what happened, but never saw it work before. Just at the peak of the pain, I began sucking on her now very raw nipple. She cried out in anguish, repeating the pain-focusing process with her wrist cuffs while pushing her nipple forcefully into my mouth. She was reveling in the pain. 
 
    “Ready for the other one?”  
 
    She looked at me in shock, like she had forgotten there were two. Without waiting for a response, I popped the clamp off her left nipple. The reaction was quite different. She went straight for the pain-focusing technique and seemed to enjoy it when I started sucking on it. Her entire body shook as the wave of pain coursed through her core. She was now drowning in the pleasure/pain but had learned what was happening. She was intentionally moving into the pleasure by pulling on her wrist bondage. The deep, glassy stare of her eyes told me she had fallen into subspace now. She was loving this. 
 
    “You came without permission, my sub,” I whispered matter-of-factly. The clear menace of the tone caught both of their attention. “Now, you have earned yourself some stripes.” 
 
    She shook her head in acceptance, still shaking from the original nipple pain. I got up, unfastened her ankle restraints, then pushed her onto her stomach on the bed into a full X position, fastening each wrist and ankle to the rope next to it. Now fully bound to the bed. I could see her testing the bonds as I got off to get the toys. 
 
    I was happy to see I had measured closely. I stretched her in this position; each pull of her testing yanking her limbs further out. It was time to teach our young sub what it means when she disobeys, even if we did it on purpose! 
 
    It did not matter, though. Her body was still shaking as the remaining pleasure waves coursed through her. Every few minutes, I could see her pull tight above and below as the memory of pleasure surged through her. She wanted the pain so badly. Disobedience was just another way of getting it. 
 
    “For your disobedience, you are going to receive 15 strokes with the flogger and 15 with the paddle. I will use the flogger first.” She looked at me nervously, like a child awaiting a spanking. The fear flared in her eyes. I could see the white glob of Ethan’s spunk leaking out of her as she squirmed in the restraints. 
 
    I started easily with the flogger across her back and ass, standing in between her legs. This was the one with the plastic strands with small beads along each strand. Each strike got harder and harder. By #4, Stacy was crying out and squirming against the bonds, trying to get away. By #6, though, her response changed completely. She used the same pleasure/pain technique of the nipple clamps. Her cries of pain stopped as she moaned deep in her chest. She was pulling inward on all restraints at once, her chest lifting off the bed with the effort. I could see the strain on her arms and legs as she pulled tight. She was using the pull to redirect the wave of pain through her body. By #10, she was panting in pleasure, each strike bringing a moan. #15 was so hard it left a mark on her back for 3 days. Yet, her reaction seemed nothing but pleasure. Even after I stopped, she kept shaking, pulling inward against the restraints, feeling wave after wave of pain course through her body. 
 
    Ethan simply stood there, staring. He could not believe what he was seeing. These were painful strikes, yet she was genuinely loving it. She had achieved pleasure/pain much quicker than I thought she would. 
 
    I offered him the paddle, but he declined, chuckling, saying he was better for watching this stuff. 
 
    Her response to the paddle told the entire story. By this time, she could not hold back. As I began paddling, she was pushing her ass out to me.  
 
    “Oh my God! Yes! Hit me.” Her arms and legs pulled hard against the restraints. She constantly gripped her pussy lips, grinding her clit against the bedsheet. By #9, I think she could have orgasmed if I had just grazed her clit. Each strike seemed to take her higher and higher. After #15, I stopped. She cried out for me. “Don’t stop, don’t stop. Holy Fuck!” 
 
    I offered the paddle again to Ethan while I reached for the leather cane. This time, he picked it up. Her enthusiastic response got him past the nervousness. We then started in together. Not sure how many times we struck, but her groans and cries drove us to greater effort. We peppered her ass and back until every inch was pinkish-red. 
 
    For Ethan, who had gotten over his early squeamishness, the ass was a crisscross of paddle indentations. For me, the cane left very defined stripes. I had covered every square inch from her shoulders to mid-back (avoiding the kidney area). 
 
    When her breathing got ragged and our arms sore, we quit. Stacy started sobbing. Whether of joy or sorrow, I could not tell. I reached into our nightstand and pulled out a mink-like massage mitt, flowing over her reddened back and butt with smooth strokes. Her shaking slowed. 
 
    “How you doing, babe?” I bent down to ask her quietly. She turned her head to look at me, the eyes glassy and red, but pulsing with energy! She loved it! 
 
    “I had no idea…” she said, barely above a whisper. “So deep!” 
 
    “Do you want to continue?” Ethan asked.  
 
    “Yes, oh yes.” She really liked it. We both looked at each other. 
 
    “Time for a break,” was all I could say. 
 
    I unfastened the cuffs and turned her over. She squirmed a little when the rawest area of her back pressed against the bed, but made no complaint. I then stocked up with items from the dresser. 
 
    First, I refastened her wrists to the top of the bed, then placed the silk blindfold over her eyes. She protested because she wanted to watch, but I did not care. Second, I took the prego underwear I had cut, slipped them up her legs until they almost covered her pussy lips. Then I fastened the right leg to the right wrist, repeating the process for her left leg. 
 
    With her wrists attached to the headboard, this position could not have been more convenient. It was both uncomfortable for our sub, with the back bent at such an angle, and it left her with pussy and asshole completely exposed. Just where we wanted them. 
 
    First up was the rabbit vibrator. I handed the remote control to Ethan. Stacy groaned deeply as I inserted the enormous dildo into her sopping wet love canal. I then carefully positioned it so the small arm pushed against her clitoris. I nodded to Ethan to try it out. He turned to the lowest setting. Stacy’s ass bobbed up and down at the stimulation. He went through all 4 levels on each arm. By the time he had gotten there, she was writhing and seemed ready to have an orgasm at any moment. 
 
    He turned the power off so I could use the other vibrator as an anal probe. The position allowed me easy access, but the ass dildo would likely fall out at this angle. I put a generous glob of lube on the shaft, then gently inserted it in her ass, just as Ethan started the power cycle on the rabbit. 
 
    The moans became deeper, so I took it up a notch. I pulled the underwear up, so they acted as a device to hold the two dildos in place without our intervention. We made sure this makeshift harness held them in place, then Ethan and I stood back, turning them both to full power. Stacy simply went crazy, thrashing her whole body back and forth. Her moans of pleasure were plain for us to see. Another chased after the first orgasm. 
 
    I tugged Ethan’s arm, and we left the room, heading downstairs to get a drink. We could easily hear the cries from the bedroom. We fixed drinks, talked to each other about what was next. Ethan kept looking at the stairs, as the screams of her orgasms came down from above. The worry on his face comical compared to the sheer lust he used to pound into her earlier in the evening. I felt much the same. The cries of pleasure from upstairs were becoming frantic… “Please… please… make it stop… Oh my God” as another wave of pleasure would hit her system. 
 
    I tried to distract him from this by suggesting we give double penetration a try for our last session. She will LOVE that after what she has been through. He agreed but kept looking at me with a ‘shouldn’t we go up to her’ look on his face. I said she would be fine. He finally let it go, agreeing to double penetration. As usual, he would do the pussy. As we made our way back upstairs, I looked at my watch. We had been gone for nearly 20 minutes. 
 
    Stacy was simply frazzled on the bed when we quietly walked in the room. She did not know we were there. These forced orgasms had left her whimpering as one climax came right after the other. We do not know how many she had, but while we looked at her moaning and writhing, her ass in the air in what looked like her Mother’s underwear, we quietly agreed the anal was a good choice here. We both agreed she was ready for some double penetration. 
 
    We turned off the vibrators as I cut off the underwear with a pair of scissors, pulling the vibrators from her lower holes, and took the blindfold off. Her body seemed to just let go, dropping despite the awkward angle. I disconnected her ankles and wrists, then refastened her hands behind her back, sitting her on the bed, my arms around her. 
 
    Once again, I asked, “how you doing, babe?” My soft chuckle barely hidden. 
 
    As she began the slow creep up from subspace, she looked at me with a soft smile. “You left me here like that! I could not stop cumming.” 
 
    “Did you enjoy that?” We both asked at the same time, bringing some giggles from Stacy. 
 
    A repeat of “I could not stop cumming,” was all she could get out, her eyes unfocused, staring straight ahead. 
 
    Ethan laid on his back right next to us. He positioned himself so Stacy’s bound hands in back could grip his cock. She did that, and he quickly rose to the occasion. 
 
    “I think you need some real cock now, don’t you?” he said. 
 
    “Ooh, I so do, Master,” she said. All the protocols of speaking and not cumming were long gone. I chuckled to myself. 
 
    I helped her get up without the use of her hands. She positioned herself over his cock, moving her legs on each side, as he supplied some ‘hands-on’ guidance. She moaned deeply as he entered her. She dropped completely to impale herself, moving back and forth to create friction on her clit. I reached over and stuffed a lubed finger up her ass. This pushed her over onto Ethan’s chest. Her soft mewling of pleasure took hold. 
 
    My raging love muscle had not released since this morning, despite all the action I had seen. I was ready for this. The dildo had left her wide open back there, so I kneeled behind her. I’m not sure if she knew what was coming, but she did not stop me. Anal play had become a regular part of our threesomes. She knew what was coming, but this time, I did not go slowly, with smooth strokes to go deeper.  
 
    My lubed cock invaded her back bud in one hard push. None of this alternating-pullback shit. She wanted it hard. Here it was! She screamed her reaction, pushing against the two of us at the same time. As usual, Ethan and I developed a rhythm with Stacy sandwiched between us. The difference this time is that we were not gentle. This was a good old-fashioned hard fuck! Stacy pulled against her wrist restraints to increase the pleasure and aggressively squeezed our cocks with all her lower muscles as we slammed into her. 
 
    The reaction was electric. As her orgasm came on strong, her back arched against my weight above. She pulled on her arms, increasing the intensity of the waves. She was in that position she loved, a true love sandwich for our pleasure. My climax came hard as I pushed my cock deeper and deeper into her ass. Her screams of pleasure rang across the bedroom as she felt the heat of my cum stripe up the inside of her anal passage. 
 
    Her body shook with pleasure, hips continuing to grind against the two invaders. I loved this part, feeling the full power of the climax while still inside. She bucked and twisted as her climax convulsed her body. Ethan wasn’t far behind. He came moments later, creating another surge inside Stacy. It really felt like she was having a seizure. The orgasm was that strong. 
 
    We all collapsed on top of each other, trying to get our breathing back under some control. Ethan was feeling most of the pressure as both Stacy and I collapsed on top of him. I pulled out of her and helped Ethan gently roll Stacy on his side. We left her hands tied behind her. She did not care. The deep whimpering and moans of sexual satisfaction continued to flow from her as she laid there. Her eyes a blank glassy stare of deep subspace. 
 
    I went to the bathroom for wash clothes, cleaned Stacy and me off, unfastened her wrists and then gently laid down beside her. We spooned as a threesome… me to Stacy to Ethan, and just laid there for a while. Sleep finally took us all as we reveled in the warmth of our mutual love. 
 
   

 

 Waking Up 
 
    Stacy and I have always been early risers. Even with all the activity of the last few days, we still got up early the next morning, around seven am. Ethan was going home today, so we wanted to send him off with a good meal. The early ‘morning after’ lovemaking that had always been a part of our early threesome weekends had given way in recent visits to more practical considerations of food and motorcycle prep. He had a long way to ride today, a full two-day journey to home. We wanted him to be focused and ready, not tired. 
 
    Still, the events of the weekend had opened doors for us all, especially for Stacy, which would never be closed again. Stacy loved being a submissive. There was no doubt about that now. She may not want to be submissive every time we make love, but the pleasure and sexual joy she got from falling into subspace was forever going to be on our sexual menu. 
 
    I was shuffling in the kitchen, pulling needed supplies out of the frig. She came down, naked of course, hugged me and helped in the preparation for breakfast. I pulled her into my arms, kissing her gently on the lips. God, I loved this woman; I thought to myself as I stared into her eyes. 
 
    I pushed her back a little and began a full-body exam. Her nipples were swollen and sore, though not as abused as our tree-play session in West Virginia. Her back and ass were pinkish/red, with evidence of everything from stripes of the cane and flogger to handprints of my spanking clearly on display. Luckily, the large leather paddle left little evidence behind. 
 
    As soon as it became obvious what I was doing, she displayed herself, showing off her souvenirs. “It was the first thing I did when I got up,” she said. She was giggling like a schoolgirl, so proud of the marks she had earned and enjoyed. “I love the way evidence of the pleasure hangs around, don’t you?” 
 
    What was I supposed to say about that? “Tell me how you are feeling. Was it what you expected?” 
 
    “Stan, I loved every minute, even when you left with those fucking dildos vibrating inside me. I couldn’t stop cumming, you jerk.” 
 
    She started giggling again, gently punching my arm. “Funny, coming from me, isn’t it? I never thought the phrase ‘too much cumming’ would ever come out of my mouth. I guess it was the fact that I could not experience the build-up. They just came and came, over and over. After a while it became a torture. Well… you know it just occurred to me… that was the goal, right? To make it torture. Oh, my beloved, you are a wicked, wicked man.” She gave me another love tap on the arm. “Aren’t you just so clever…” breaking into a full-throated laugh. 
 
    I laughed along. “I practically had to tie Ethan down. When you started moaning and thrashing so loudly with the vibrators, he wanted to go up and get you out of that mess. I said let it ride, she may have fun. His look of surprise at my attitude was hilarious.” 
 
    “It was fun,” she said. “But not something I want to do very often. I watched a porn movie one time where the actress went through about 30 minutes of forced orgasms. Exciting to watch on film, I thought, but now that I have lived through it… I can think of other things more exciting. Like you and Ethan taking me at the same time.” She winked at me as I chuckled at the memory of her cumming so hard when we took her together last night. 
 
    “What’s next?” I said. “Is this something we are only going to do with Ethan? Or should we look for outside opportunities?” 
 
    “We will need to think about that one,” she said. “There would have to be a high trust factor in allowing someone to tie me up and whip me, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Couldn’t agree more. I would never allow it to happen without me physically in the same room.” 
 
    “And I would not want to do it without that either,” she laughed. “But imagine being tied to a cross on a large stage, or bound to a bench, my ass fully exposed, and then have a Master whip & paddle me in front of an audience. Oh, Stan, my pussy fire just went into full overdrive!” 
 
    “You crazy, girl,” I chuckled, imitating Ethan’s line. “But I love that about you. We’ll have to see what we can arrange.” 
 
    Just as we finished, Ethan came downstairs. He was already in his riding gear; motorcycle bags packed for the trip. One thing about motorcycle touring, the storage space is so small, it does not take much to pack. He set the bags to the side, plopped down at the breakfast table, and started rubber necking to see if he could see any souvenirs on Stacy’s skin. Stacy turned to rotate in front of him, enthusiastically pointing out stripes and pink shapes where she could. His pinching of her at these sore spots soon devolved into full-out tickling. I joined in from the other side. Stacy was squealing with joy as she wiggled between us, her nipples suddenly popping to rigid attention. 
 
    Not for the first time. I marveled at the depth of the sexual hunger she must feel. I’ll bet she would do it again right here if we asked her. There does not appear to be any limit to her capacity.  
 
    We ate, laughing… about the trip, the riding, and the new direction our threesome had taken. After the meal was complete, Ethan hit the road. 1,800 miles is a long way on a bike.

  

 
 
    5 / Finding a Master 
 
    The Set-Up 
 
    Later that day, I had already started looking for alternatives for Stacy. We still had six days until the kids returned from visiting the grandparents. I thought she needed someone more experienced that could push her limit safely, yet more painfully. Despite my enthusiasm for the genre as erotica, the reality of striking Stacy hard enough to have an impact left me feeling ashamed, no matter how much I intellectually understood that she liked it. 
 
    Funny, right? I wanted to find someone to help me torture my wife, because I did not have the stomach for it! What tangled webs we weave… 
 
    But that intellectual understanding had sunk in for me. She really DID want to do this. I needed to find a place where she can experience the real Master experience safely. 
 
    First, I turned to the same website we had used for our playing together. This was a disaster. Most people advertising as Masters knew less about it than I did. In the end, I went through a normal online search. BDSM was technically not sex according to the law, since professionals seldom allowed swapping of fluids, so they could advertise openly on the Web. There were several masters with dungeons in our area. The day after Ethan left, I started calling them, discussing the possibilities. Most agreed to take her on, but would not agree to have me in the room with them. I finally settled on one that was very accommodating, said he had done several couples. His name was Master Frederick. 
 
    That afternoon, we met Master Frederick at a coffee shop. Stacy was not sure we needed an outside player. She thought I did fine, but I convinced her this Master could take her deeper in ways that I simply could not, if for no other reason than he has a lot more toys and better equipped places to play. Her interview with Master Frederick seemed to put her at ease. 
 
    He was a slightly older gentleman, maybe mid-to-upper 40s, who said he did this as a fun sideline to his regular work. He was handsome, with dark blue eyes and brown hair that was already showing signs of gray around the temples. He was also very fit and looked strong. From the pictures on his website, he fully equipped his dungeon with about every toy and piece of BDSM furniture I had ever seen. Looked like a good fit. 
 
    Stacy was quite candid with him, telling of her discovery of pleasure/pain and how she was not sure why she felt this way, or what to do now that she knew. He talked about safewords, and how I would always be in the room to make sure nothing went past her limits. 
 
    Yet, the reality was still challenging. I did not know what her limits were. And neither did she. What little we had done up to this point showed her limits may be further out than we have gone. Master Frederick assured us we would have a full idea of her limits before he finished their session. 
 
    During the lunch, he put his arms around her and seemed to pinch her along her neck. Stacy did not move, but seemed to whimper softly into each pinch. She did not jerk or try to pull herself away. Frederick just looked at me with a confirming nod. 
 
    We set a time for this coming Thursday night to have her first session. This was two days before the kids returned. Plenty of time for recovery from both our weekend play and anything Master Frederick might leave behind, I thought. If all went well, we may come back regularly. 
 
    After we left, Stacy ran a couple of errands, and I called Frederick back. What was he planning? I asked. His idea was to tie her full spread to a standing ‘X’ position and use every toy at his disposal to push her pain limit. Should last about an hour, he estimated. I asked him if there was any opportunity for orgasming in this process. 
 
    He was very coy with me. Clearly, he had to respond carefully. The law could be unforgiving of those that do not properly walk that line. Master Frederick clarified some subs do orgasm while being whipped. He could not be involved in efforts meant to create that circumstance… not that he wouldn’t clearly left unsaid. I was welcome to do that while his part was progressing; he emphasized. He was in a tough position. He must profess his lack of sexual involvement in case the authorities got involved. 
 
    For the next two days, Stacy and I talked constantly. There were ‘pros & cons’ discussions about going outside. There were pain tolerance conversations. Stacy worried Frederick would go too far. She often mentioned that he looked strong. I assured her I would be there just to be safe. Finally, we discussed what she would want to achieve at this session. In the end, it came down to one word: ‘more’. She wanted to push her limits and see whether she still loved it after being pushed so hard. 
 
    Thursday night, at exactly 7pm, Stacy and I were standing in front of a warehouse district building. His dungeon was in a loft on the 3rd floor. The instruction email he sent for her was fairly simple: (1) wear comfortable clothes easily removable (since she would not be in them very long); (2) give her an enema before she came, to clear out her anal passage (in case we did something there), and (3) make sure she was mentally ready. This last was harder, but I needn’t have worried. Stacy was so ready. 
 
    She practically sprinted up the 3rd floor loft stairs to get there sooner. We had talked about it so much and made love so often during all this prep work that Stacy was simply alive with desire as the date arrived. When we stood in front of the door, she turned to me, held me in her arms and said, “Thank you, Stan. I do not know what I have done in life to deserve a husband like you, but I am so happy you are my beloved!” She then told me the freedom to let her inner-slut out for unfettered submissive play, to really let go, was driving her pussy-fire crazy. 
 
    “Are you ready?” I asked. “No turning back now. What’s our safeword?” 
 
    “Orange, of course,” she giggled. Then she looked up at me, our eyes linking. Hers so full of desire, I almost blanched. Such hunger, I thought to myself. As always, I wondered what demons I had unleashed in this loving person. 
 
    As she looked into my eyes, her hand rubbed my cock through my jeans. “After this is over, I am sure my pussy-fire will need some quenching. You willing to quench that fire for me?” 
 
    “My dear, you do not need to ask…” as I knocked on the door, spinning her around to face her new Master. 
 
   

 

 Getting Her Ready 
 
    As I knocked on the door. Stacy just stood there, her hands clasped behind her back, eyes down. Master Frederick answered in nothing but a tight pair of yoga pants and soft black leather shoes. The size of his handsome member clearly on display. Not exactly the size of Stacy’s monster cock in Boston, perhaps, but it was much larger than either of her normal guys. It would provide plenty of pleasure before the evening was up, I suspected. He had a broad, moderately hairy chest that rippled with his defined muscles. His abs were flat and looked like I could punch them hard without his even being winded. 
 
    He invited us in, closing the door behind us. Before we took another step, he grabbed Stacy’s arm, gently but firmly. “Once we go into the dungeon,” he said, “you will not speak unless a response is requested. If you violate this rule, I will put a ball-gag in your mouth and punish you in a way that you will not like, no matter how much pain you think you can endure. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” her only reply. 
 
    I had already paid him, so there was no need for a business meeting. He went right to work. 
 
    “Get down on your knees, my little slut.” His using that phrase caused her body to shudder softly, a slight grin coming to her lips as she licked them with her tongue. She was already enjoying this, I thought. She enjoys being called a slut now. Amazing how far she has come. “Take all of your clothes off without getting off your knees.” 
 
    Stacy did not even hesitate at this odd request. She went straight down and began removing the conservative jeans and t-shirt she had worn. It was a cool night, so she wore a light sweater as a cover-up. She flung the sweater aside and struggled to get her clothes off while her limbs stayed on the ground. Her two masters laughed at her discomfort. Stacy laughed only lightly. Master Frederick and I were both surprised that she had no bra or panties. 
 
    She was trying to control her breathing as each piece of clothing came off. I recognized that immediately. Her quick breaths betrayed her absolute craving for what was to come. The anticipation of the last two days had built to this quivering state of unfulfilled lust. 
 
    Master Frederick knew what he was doing. This act of taking her clothes off in such a challenging manner in front of us simply drove her deeper into her submission. This was the last step in her acceptance. Her nipples were now rigid as small cherries. I could see moisture trickling down her inner thigh. Indeed, she was eager to get started. 
 
    “There is a door on the right. That is the dungeon. Crawl, on all fours, into that room. On the floor by the door, you will find a small table with leather cuffs. Put them on your wrists and ankles. You will know which goes where. The dungeon has a hardwood floor. If you would like, I have also left a pair of cotton booties for your feet. Some subs dislike the cold of the floor, it distracts from their pleasure. Not required. Put them on, or not. They are there for your comfort only. Once the cuffs are on, your Master tells me you have a favorite position when offering yourself to him. Crawl into the center of the dungeon and place yourself in that position… ass high, head on floor. I want to see your cuffed hands pulling your pussy open for my review when I enter the room.” 
 
    Stacy did not hesitate. She set out crawling for the door along the carpeted hallway, her clothes in a pile next to the door. She didn’t even look back at us or wiggle her ass while giggling. She was already halfway into subspace as she crawl-sprinted to the door. Wow! 
 
    Master Frederick touched my arm, letting me know not to follow. “You may know this already,” he said, “but you want to make sure the sub thinks about what is coming. Let’s give her a few minutes to build expectations. Want a drink?” Sure, I agreed. We walked to a bar built against the far wall. A Scotch would settle my own nerves. 
 
    As we stood discussing what was to come, I could not help thinking my loving wife, Stacy, mother of my children, a life partner I cherished more than life itself, was in the next room by herself, her naked ass in the air, her cuffed hands pulling her pussy lips apart. I knew she was so turned on by this time that a simple touch of her clit would set her off. Life takes some odd turns… 
 
    Master Frederick finished his drink. I took a big swig to finish mine. He looked at me. It was clearly time to begin. “The key going forward, Stan, is that you have to let this play out. She will plead and cry, scream even… stop, stop… jerk herself around trying to get away from the pain… her protests for stopping will go on and on. But… and here’s the key… until you hear the safeword, do not intervene. You will want to. Who wouldn’t while watching his wife suffer? But you need to keep it inside your head… and emotions… that she is not suffering in any meaning of that word.” 
 
    He looked at me, actual concern in his eyes. “Her pain will generate more pleasure than she has ever experienced. The shock of it will be the true source of her pleading to stop. No matter how deep she seems to go into subspace, she will never go so deep she will not know when things are going too far. I have had subs endure amazing amounts of torture on particular body parts, but when I touched their ass… or pussy… something they could not endure… they would then call the safeword immediately.” 
 
    I was nodding my agreement as he looked toward the dungeon. “Let Stacy discover her own limit. Any time you want to take part, catch my attention and I will allow you inside her space. We do not want our movements to distract from what she is going through. Our focus will always build her pleasure to the highest possible level.” 
 
    “And one last thing,” he looked at me in anticipation of a problem that might come later. “Before we go extremely far into her pain, she will look at you and seemingly not know who you are. Do not take that personally. By that time in the session, the pulses of pain that are scorching her insides will consume her. Processing outside stimuli will become more difficult.” 
 
    “I was wondering what that was,” I told him. “That has happened often during the times we have done subspace play together. Her eyes get this glassy, unfocused stare. It worried me. Could I get her back? You know, we were so new to this.” 
 
    “Do not worry, she will always come back. Your Stacy has a capacity for pain that I have seldom seen. I recognized it when I pinched her at the coffee shop. This is a standard test I use. If the sub jerks away from the light pinching, they can never tolerate my paddling them. Stacy simply absorbed the pain. I thought she was going to cum right there,” he laughed at the memory. 
 
    “Let’s go in,” he concluded. “Stacy is probably vibrating with need by now.” I looked at my watch. It had only been 7 minutes, but I knew that was a lifetime when you had your butt in the air, your anticipation growing with each second. 
 
   

 

 I’ll Let Stacy Tell Her Story 
 
    When I crawled into the dungeon, I saw the cuffs and booties on the short table. I wonder if everyone crawls into this room. The cuffs were easy as I put them on. I thought briefly about the booties but decided the discomfort on my feet would just be one part of the play. The anticipation of pain was already making my insides quiver. As each cuff went on my wrists and ankles, the anticipation grew stronger. What have I done? 
 
    I took a quick look around before I went into the center room position for my masters. The room was full of every piece of bondage gear I had ever read about. Padded benches, sawhorses, a St Andrews Cross, and tables full of whips, floggers, dildos, belts, canes, clamps, you name it. Above were bars suspended from the ceiling by chains. So much stuff! 
 
    Was he going to use all that on me today? Suddenly, that delicious anticipation of pain became abject fear. Memory of Stan’s savage twisting of my nipples made me go chill. The fear grew. Fear of permanent damage, fear of marks on me, and, worse, fear of disappointing my masters. 
 
    Yet, the need to submit to their whims was almost overwhelming to me. As soon as the fear grew powerful enough, the quivering inside started again. My pussy-fire was now threatening to engulf my entire body as I felt the moisture flowing out of me down below. Yes, I am scared, but so turned on I was struggling to move myself into position as my hands and legs were shaking.  
 
    I did not want to disappoint my masters, so I quickly put all those thoughts aside and moved into the center. There were marks with small openings in the floor. I assumed this was the center. The hardwood floor was unyielding on my knees as I carefully placed my forehead on the cold surface, turning my butt toward the door. I was on the floor now, waiting, the pressure on my arms growing intense as I spread my ass cheeks apart, allowing the cool air of the night to blow across my sex. I had held them in the air for several minutes now. How long must I wait like this? 
 
    The door opened behind me. I dared not look without permission, so waited there. My hands were visibly vibrating, but now with anticipation. They have finally come. The smell of my arousal permeated the room as the moisture of my pussy juices dripped down my leg. I could not believe how erotic this was… how turned on I had become. I had wanted this for four years, ever since that first rough session with Ethan. The anticipation was so strong. It was overpowering my ability to think. 
 
    Master Frederick looked down at me. “Stand in the middle of the room. See the marks on the floor? Put your feet on those marks.” I got up as instructed. Master Frederick went to the wall and pushed two buttons. One sent two eye hooks up from the floor, near my feet. The other caused a bar to gradually descend from the ceiling. It was attached to chains with eye hooks on the bottom of the bar. Master Frederick and Master Stan… do I really have to call him that in this room… fastened my ankles to the floor eye hooks, then each took an arm to fasten to the top bar. 
 
    Master Frederick carefully checked each attachment for security, then walked back to the wall. He integrated the chains into a handle that allowed him to control upward movement. I saw him slowly cranking the bar higher until I felt my arms go up and to the side, forming a full ‘X’ spread. Both my legs and arms spread as wide as they would go. 
 
    He came over to check that it held me firmly in place, tickling my sides. I jerked, trying to get away, but the position was so solid I could barely move at all. The tension of this position was already sending shivers to my inflamed sex. 
 
    I took a quick glance at Stan. His eyes looked just like I felt. My guts torn between the absolute eroticism of offering myself in this vulnerable position and the abject fear of my need to go through the pain. That same war was written all over his face. 
 
    Master Frederick wheeled a small table in front of me. I looked down at the table. Clamps and clothes pins. He grabbed my right nipple, pinching so hard a grunt tore out of my chest. “Are you ready, my little slut? Pain can be a funny thing. This will get stronger and more intense. Remember your safeword. You are free to stop at any time.” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” was all I could respond. My internal quivering etched up a notch. 
 
    He picked up a pair of nipple clamps with a chain attaching them together. These had little black pieces of vinyl across a broad metal clamp. He opened one, positioned it over my rigid left nipple, then released, allowing the clamp to bite hard. My eyes flew open. The shock took my front by storm. I gasped, but pushed my chest out for the second clamp. This followed immediately after. 
 
    My entire chest was now alive with fire. He began pulling the chain outward from my body, intensifying the ache with each inch of travel. I remembered the ropes in West Virginia and started pulling on my restraints as the clamps pulled my breasts outward. This time, they held all my limbs firmly in place. As I pulled, the pain flowed, to push inside me, to radiate downward. 
 
    He reached to the table, taking a handful of clothespins. These he started systematically placing around the tender skin of my areolas. There must be 6 or 7 on each tit. The ache was now growing stronger. I whimpered as the pulls no longer channeled the fire. I looked at Stan. His eyes were full of concern, but a quick glance down below showed his stiff cock. He was enjoying this as much as I was. 
 
    Frederick then took another clamp off the table and attached one to my right outer labia, then to the left. This was not so much painful as a pressure point. He then took a heavy chain and ran it through the loop created between the two chains at my nipples and labia. Then he just let the chain go. This abrupt weight exploded across my center, the pain on my pussy lips suddenly intensifying. I struggled against the bonds, feeling the pain radiate in all directions. My core was simply on fire and I LOVED IT!!! 
 
    I gasped as the torment flowed and I started jerking hard on the restraints. “Oh my God!… Oh… fuck… Oh my God” The pleasure/pain had taken me completely under control, my body shaking with the power of each wave. 
 
    Master Frederick then did something totally unexpected. He placed a blindfold on my eyes. I whimpered at first, wanting to watch. He tugged the chain twice quite hard. I gasped. “Trust me, my little slut,” he said. “The blindfold will amplify the pain since you cannot process the visual before the pain hits you. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    Pressure built with each moment the clamps were attached. Master Frederick varied pulling the chain out, down, and up to increase the torment whenever he felt the pressure was receding. The pain continued to build, but then it became directional. It started shooting down my body, straight into my crotch. Master Frederick could tell I was loving this. My whole middle was alive with the sensations. 
 
    The pain came in waves as he successively increased the pressure, then lightened. Soon, the waves were too intense. My eyes closed behind the blindfolds as I gave myself over, falling completely into subspace. I experienced that deep feeling of losing myself in the moment, of forgetting where I was, what I was doing. I completely released into the sensations, into the passion and the lust. 
 
    The waves of pain nudged me in that direction, but he was not ready for me to drop fully yet. Just as my consciousness began its release, I heard movement toward the table and suddenly a clothespin closed on my clit. The orgasm simply exploded in me, like a hurricane crashing on the shore. The sexual fever devoured all rational thought, all attempts to understand what was going on. I became the sexual animal I was. Wave after wave battered through me. 
 
    As I recovered, the clamps remained attached. Each time I would move, they would shake with a reawakening of the sensations. 
 
    “Do not move,” he ordered from across the room. I was feeling only the undertow of each clamp as it bit into my flesh. My body was still recovering from that monstrous climax, but my mind was even more so. Master Frederick had awoken a hunger that was not even close to being satisfied… I wanted… I NEEDED… more… so much MORE. 
 
    Master Frederick clearly knew this. I heard his footsteps return. He moved around behind me. 
 
    “You do like this. Yes, you do.” Master Frederick said matter-of-factly. He must have been speaking to Stan as a statement. 
 
    “Are you ready for the next level?” He struck a paddle against his hand while he rehearsed the safeword they had agreed on. 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    Then, the first strike landed against my bare ass. It was strong, but not hard. A full impact stroke to get things started. What followed was a torrent of pain. A series of strikes where Master Frederick used all the paddles, floggers, canes & crops he had brought over. Each strike would shake the clamps in front, further intensifying the violent flow coming from the rear. My entire body was on fire. From upper thighs to upper back, he pushed me relentlessly with blow after blow. Occasionally, one of my masters would reach around to tug the chain running down my stomach, keeping the pain moving front and back. 
 
    At first, I tried to follow what he was doing, but soon could not hold on. The sensations were wonderful, the feelings flooding through me exquisite. They simply became too intense for me to control. I gave myself to the flood. 
 
    This time, the fall to subspace was complete as the firestorm of sensation pushed my sexual need deeper. The sheer volume of the blows pushed me over the edge to full release. I became the pain, became the flood of sensations, became the moment. As each strike got harder, my mind started cataloging the instruments. The wide thud of the paddle. The thin, exquisite sharpness of the canes and crops. The intensity of the clamps as they reacted to each blow. The pain was becoming pleasure as I slipped deeper into subspace. 
 
    My body was alive with pain, yet I wanted more. I pushed my butt back to give him a better target. I pulled fiercely on the bindings as the waves acted like electric shocks. 
 
    Eventually, the strikes slowed, as Master Frederick’s breathing labored from the effort. Despite the sudden cessation, I took a bit to come out of subspace; to find myself in the same room. My front and back literally alive with tingling. I had somehow gone straight out of pain mode, into pleasure. 
 
    Master Frederick stroked my hair and leaned over to my ear as he came around to my front. 
 
    “These clamps can sometimes really hurt when we take them off. Be ready,” he said.  
 
    I replied only, “Yes, Master.” I knew how much this would hurt from my earlier experience with Stan, but nothing prepared me for what followed. 
 
    He undid the clamps on one nipple and then, with one swift, brutal motion, simply ripped the clothespins off my tit with a swipe of his hand. The pain went way past anything I had experienced up to that point. It was sharp and did not flow. It radiated with pointed intensity. He repeated the same on my other nipple. My breath panted with the attempt to absorb the sensations. 
 
    Then, Master Frederick did something that almost made me pass out. He took his hand, gathered my nipples in two little puckers and alternated sucking hard on them, pinching the one not in his mouth. I moaned loudly as the fierce combination of pleasure/pain shattered my slow recovery. 
 
    My body convulsively pulled at each of the bindings to help me absorb the intensity as my legs vibrated with the pain working its way through my body. With each suck, he reached down and flicked the clothespin on my clit with his middle finger. 
 
    A second orgasm flashed through me. I was now screaming from the impact of the sudden climax, writhing in the sexual heat, the unbridled power. It simply took me over! Now THAT was pleasure and pain, as my breath came only in sharp, brief gasps.  
 
    Master Frederick then moved down to the labia clamps and clit pin, gently removing them. The pain was no less intense, but I seemed used to it now. He did not suck this time, but massaged the lips with his hand until the pain subsided. 
 
    He removed the blindfold. Stan and Master Frederick started unhooking the cuffs from the ceiling, then undid my ankles as well. Stan grabbed me for support, or otherwise, I would have collapsed to the floor. 
 
    How much more can there be? I thought to myself. I felt on cloud nine with every fiber of my being trembling from the pleasure. My pussy-fire blazed red hot. 
 
    “Thank you, Master.” 
 
    “I think I will leave you two alone for a moment.” He then walked out of the room. 
 
    I turned to Stan. He was in my arms immediately. I didn’t even think about it. I grabbed his rock-hard cock and squeezed hard. “I want that in me right now!” The force of the command surprised us both. The sexual heat inside was crushing. I needed relief. I pulled his cock, walking to a bench on the side. I bent over, my pussy fully exposed to him as I let go, my head hanging over the front.  
 
    “Do it! Fuck me. Fuck me hard. I need you inside me. Now!” 
 
    Stan was more than willing as he slammed his cock home. I came in a flash of pulsing light. My muscles spasming with the need. The screams of my release must have been heard down the hall. The door opened and Master Frederick came back in, locking the door behind him. He glanced at Stan with a curious, tentative look. I guess to get his approval, because he came around the front of the table, bent down and fastened my wrists and then ankles to the bench I was on. He then went back around the front, pulled down his yoga pants, and shoved his enormous erection into my mouth. 
 
    I was just coming down from my release, but did not care. The warmth and pleasure of sucking him overpowered my ability to think. He pushed it in as far as it would go, then held it there as Stan continued to slam into my pussy until he came in his own powerful thrust, splashing my pussy with what felt like gallons of spunk. 
 
    Tightly bound to the bench now, I could hardly breathe, but the torrent of sexual hunger tore through me again. Another orgasm shook me like a rag doll as I pulled repeatedly against my bindings, collapsing on the table. 
 
    Master Frederick pulled out of my mouth, came around behind, and whispered in Stan’s ear. Stan pulled out of me, but I could not concentrate on what he was doing because Master Frederick smashed his cock into my pussy with such force my cuffs bit into my ankles and wrists. 
 
    He was pounding into me, thrust after thrust, pushing me back into subspace. Suddenly, I heard a swish through the air, as Stan rained down pain on my back. He had some kind of small rod I could not see. I could barely get my head around as Stan pounded with fierce resolve. 
 
    That was all it took. I fell completely and utterly into subspace, giving myself over to the pleasure of Master Frederick plunging his massive tool into my sex and my beloved whipping my back. I came and came until I slumped on the table, unable to continue, barely conscious. 
 
    I was sure that Master Frederick came inside me because the volume of spunk dripping out of me was too much for just Stan, but I had lost track long before. He was standing beside me, a towel drying himself off. 
 
    As I turned to look at Stan, he was rubbing my back with a massage mitt. Only then did I recognize how sore my back had grown. Even the velvety feel of the glove ached as it covered my skin. I did not care. 
 
    “Please, Stan. Please. I want you to eat me. Give me my ultimate release. Please!” I was begging him; my need was so great. 
 
    He looked at me in embarrassment, like he had forgotten our anniversary or something. He dropped to his knees behind me and buried his face in their cum stew. I came off the table, pressuring my bindings, writhing in ecstasy. The orgasm flooded me as he drove his tongue deep, scooping the cum with stroke after stroke. I could not stop. The pleasure surged through me, twisting, turning, pulsating. I screamed as the sexual fire felt like my skin was being torn off. Such ecstasy! I finally collapsed on the table, this time for good, completely exhausted. 
 
    Unable to get off the table on my own, Stan and Master Frederick waited a few minutes to let me recover, then unhooked me, removed the cuffs, and helped me up to find my clothes. I was like a helpless child, unable to concentrate enough to pull my clothes over my head or up my legs. Stan had to dress me. 
 
    The pain on my back burned sharply. I cringed as he tried to put the t-shirt over the extreme agony.  
 
    “Use body butter on her back and butt tonight,” Master Frederick said. “It will help her heal faster.” Stan nodded his acceptance. 
 
    We left without saying another word.

  

 
 
    6 / What’s Next? 
 
    My Wife the Pain-Slut 
 
    Well, I thought to myself, as I helped her gently into the car. My wife is now officially a ‘pain-slut’. She took a beating from that guy… shit… I don’t think I could have endured that. Her skin on her backside, from upper back to her thighs, was pink all over and dark red in others. I sure hoped there are no permanent marks. That rod I used left deep indentations. 
 
    She came when Master Frederick put a clothespin on her clit, for God’s sake! I wasn’t even sure what to think about that! But I know it must have fucking hurt. Yet, the look of ecstasy on her face while being struck was astonishing. She simply LOVED it.  
 
    We drove home in quiet. Stacy was barely conscious, moaning only when the road or her body movement pushed against her tortured skin. Once home, I helped her up the stairs, stripped her clothes off, put her on her stomach in our bed and used some blueberry body butter to soothe her skin. The first cold caused her to grunt, but as the butter penetrated her skin, she slowly came back to life. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” she said finally, turning her head toward me. Her voice barely above a whisper. 
 
    I looked up at her without slowing my application of the butter. “Well… you had an interesting night.” 
 
    “Crazy… really crazy. I can’t believe it happened. Oh, Stan, why do I love that so much?” Her eyes went back to unfocused as pleasure memories shook her body. I could see her body reacting, growing flush with arousal. I just kept spreading the butter across every spot of pink and red. Her eyes came back to me again. 
 
    “How are you?” she said to me. “I… I… took a pounding… but… oh, it was so intense… it must have been just as hard on you watching. Was it?” 
 
    “Master Frederick warned me you would react in ways I did not expect. Some subs will beg to stop, and whine openly, but never use their safeword, because inside they were loving it. You never even did that. It was all moans and screams of pleasure. It seemed like you moaned the loudest the greater the pain got.” 
 
    I stopped spreading the body butter, pushed her hair out of her face, kissed her gently on the lips. “My God, Stace! It was so erotic watching you squirm in pain like that. The rapture you were feeling written all over you. Your body shook so much. It was so HOT!” 
 
    She grinned at me, her giggle soft and warm, yet full of exhaustion. “Glad I could be of service,” as her voice trailed off. 
 
    Her eyes were struggling to stay open. I finished spreading the butter to all exposed areas, then got up off the bed. I did not dare put a blanket over her raw skin, so I pulled a single bed sheet out of the closet and laid it across her. She whimpered when the sheet touched her skin, but sleep had finally taken her. 
 
    I went downstairs to think through all that had happened. I had no answers. It was both erotic and scary in equal measures. But I knew it would never go away. Not now. Her reaction was just too strong. The need to repeat will come sooner than I would like, I thought to myself. Still, it really was hot. She was in genuine ecstasy. How could I deny her that? 
 
    Suddenly, Stacy stood at the door to my home office. She was still naked. I looked at the clock. I had been ruminating for two hours as she slept. 
 
    Going back was the only thing on her mind. “Are we going to do that again sometime soon?” she asked. 
 
    “Do you want to?” 
 
    “Oh yes. I want to do that as often as you will let me.” 
 
    “Stacy… my Love… I don’t think your skin can take that kind of torture regularly. I will ask Master Frederick what he recommends for regular sessions. Having said that though, I would take you again… but only after this current round heals.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up with passion. “Thank you so much. I am really looking forward to it.” She came around the desk, reaching for my hand. “Now, it’s after midnight. Let’s go to bed. I need your warm body next to mine.” 
 
   

 

 Finding a New Path 
 
    Constantly finding a fresh direction in this crazy journey seems to be my regular lot in life now. Our relationship has become even stronger than before, despite Stacy’s emergence as both a sexual being and a pain-slut. Her satisfaction with life and family seems to be higher than ever. But to get there, we had to take occasional detours. 
 
    Our own sex life has never been better. We make love more often than we ever have and we fuel that passion with infrequent connections with outsiders. 
 
    First, every few months, Ethan comes to visit, and we fill all her available holes for several days straight. She especially likes it when we treat her roughly while doing double penetration. We have even started adding BDSM to our regular sessions with Ethan. He accepts Stacy’s need and has even gotten to enjoy paddling and flogging her. 
 
    Every couple of months, I take her back for another session with Master Frederick. Here she finds additional levels of pleasure and of pain. The guy is a genius at pushing my wife’s pain threshold higher. In some ways, Master Frederick has become a second regular threesome for us. He always takes part in, well, let’s just call it a ‘more-than-professional’ aspect of our relationship. He told me that Stacy responds so erotically to the pain he cannot help but get excited by it. Both Stacy and I welcomed him into our play. After a few sessions, Stacy has enjoyed about every tool and piece of furniture in Master Frederick’s arsenal. 
 
    Lately, she has even expressed an interest in public play at BDSM clubs in our area. I have not been willing to go there yet, but truth be told, I have my own Master! I am a slave to her needs. And this slave loves to give her what she wants. 
 
    Who could have predicted a simple offer to help a friend would so transform our marriage and our sex life? All it took was an open mind and lust for new experiences. Stacy and I have discovered we have both to spare. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Stacy Released 
 
    A Wife Sharing / Swinging Romance 
 
      
 
    By
GK Grayson 
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 4 in the ‘Stacy Emerges’ series 
 
      
 
    www.gkgrayson.com
gk@gkgrayson.com 
 
    

  

 
   
    Prologue 
 
    Stacy looked back at me as she approached the open door. She had already removed most of her clothes. I could see the writhing bodies already inside. The action had apparently started some time before. There had to be 30-40 people in that large room already, with more all around us, getting ready to enter. The Club was expecting over 150! Every shape and color of the human body must be represented. Rigid cocks were in abundant supply, as were bare tits and spread legs. I caught glimpses of those cocks as mouths covered them and other holes welcomed. 
 
    I wrapped her in my arms and said simply, “Have fun. I’ll be in the room watching, though you know I dislike playing like this… My cock is only for you. I may play a little this time out, but I will always be around you.” Her eyes sparkled at that last. 
 
    She turned to me just as her blouse fell to the floor. I reached around to unhook the bra. Her nipples were already hard as pebbles. I knew if I touched her pussy, they would soak through with her juices. All this buildup to her first large orgy had left Stacy nearly panting with desire. 
 
    “Are you willing to take part with me?” she asked, her voice showing a slight quiver of nervousness. “I would like that.” 
 
    I kissed her gently on top of her head as I helped her get the rest of her jeans and panties off. As expected, her excitement pasted the panties. “Of course. I will always be around. You just give me a signal. I will be there. But tonight is for you. Enjoy as many cocks as you want. Mine will be on your call whenever you want it, as always.” 
 
    Even after being together for 20 years, her beauty still made my heart skip a beat. Stacy was petite, around 5’4”, and had kept much of her shape as we approached 40, with slim hips and a relatively flat stomach. In her early 30s, she had decided that auburn was the right color for her hair, instead of her native light brown. The reddish tinge highlighted her olive skin and deep green eyes to perfection. 
 
    Her breasts were a nearly perfect size, ‘perky’ as she had always called them. The surprising part is that they seemed to get more beautiful with age. She had won the breast genetic lottery, for sure. They were small enough to stay pointed and attractive, yet big enough to fill my hands with pleasure. They had a full shape with dark areolas, highlighted by nipples that were like windows to her desire, growing rigid as she became aroused. Her nails were a surprising dark red. She did not obsess on nails the way some of her friends did, but for this party, she had a full pedicure/manicure and had her pubic hair waxed away. 
 
    Once she was totally naked, she spun once in front of me, playfully placing her hands to lift her nipples toward me. “How do I look?” 
 
    “Beautiful, as always, my love. Have fun!” 
 
    She turned to walk through the door as I removed my own clothes. I saw her walk straight to a cock that was extended from a guy in the center of the room. She kneeled in front of him and engulfed the cock down her throat. The sigh of welcome was unmistakable as the guy took her head in his hands. 
 
    Just as I unbuttoned my shirt, a pair of female hands came from behind. “Let me help you with that,” she said. She finished unbuttoning the shirt, pulling it off my shoulders, then came around the front. I did not know her, but it was clear she was here to play in the room. She was almost as tall as me and very fit. She had abandoned her clothes some time before. She had small breasts, but her nipples were huge relative to their size. She unfastened my belt and jeans, tugged them down with my underwear. I lifted my feet to help her remove them. My cock was already at half-mast. She wrapped her hand around my shaft, clearly intending to take me in her mouth. 
 
    I gently took her hand and pulled it up to my lips, kissing her on the back of the hand. “I’m not here for that,” I told her. 
 
    “I see… you like to watch… My husband likes that too, though he does occasionally indulge. Which one is yours?” 
 
    I pointed to Stacy. Her face still bobbing on the cock in the middle of the room. 
 
    “Lovely. She sure likes to play,” she laughed. “Though… I will say… for you to go in naked… maybe not the best strategy… if you want to avoid contact with that handsome tool… don’t you think?” 
 
    I showed her the gym shorts and towel I had brought. The gym shorts for me, to let everyone know I was not available, and the towel for Stacy in case she needed it. 
 
    “She is a lucky girl, to have someone so understanding of her needs.” She hugged me, told me to enjoy the party while walking into the room. It did not take long for the lady to find a willing cock for her own needs, as I put on my gym shorts. 
 
    My eyes never left Stacy. She was enjoying the cock in her mouth, but experience told me that the rotating movement of her hips meant she wanted something there as well. I took my first step toward her. Mine was a very willing cock by this time, hard and eager. But I was too late. Another guy pulled her hips up. She was fully on her knees now, and buried his own tool as deep as it would go. The moan from Stacy told me what I wanted to hear. Oh, yes, she was saying. Quench that pussy-fire. She struggled to keep her hand on the cock in her mouth, so she dropped her hands to the floor and used only her mouth. It looked uncomfortable for me. 
 
    I walked up, tapping the two guys on the shoulder, pointing to an open spot on the sectional in the corner. They both understood and pulled out. Stacy gasped at the sudden loss and looked up. I helped her to her feet, guiding her to the sectional and laid her on her back, slightly easing her legs open. She looked up at me, mouthing ‘thank you’, then turned her attention back to the guys. I patted her inner thigh, signaling for them to go back to what they were doing. Both were happy to oblige; one back in her mouth, the other plunging hard into her welcoming sex. 
 
    Our eyes locked as she sucked. She knew I loved to watch her feeding her inner-slut. The joy on her face and the pleasure that was suffusing her body were all I needed to see. I nodded my head to her, then walked back over to the side wall. I wanted a clear view, but I wanted her to feel open to obey the dictates of her inner-slut without having to worry about me. 
 
    How weird am I, so willing to let my wife fuck whoever she wants? 
 
    As I stared at the two cocks pushing into her, my mind drifted back to the weird path we had taken to get here. It had all started…

  

 
 
    1 / Finding Her New Path 
 
    Where we started 
 
    Our odyssey into this new sexual world began with inviting our friend Ethan to join us for a threesome. We had already been married for 14 years and were, by our own admission, one of the happiest married couples we knew. We saw it as helping a friend because his wife was simply not interested in sex. Stacy and I had a healthy sex life, so we thought we could spread the joy, so to speak. 
 
    I also had a second goal, which reflected a little insecurity on my part. We had been making love for nearly two decades, yet I often felt I left Stacy unsatisfied in our lovemaking, as if she did not get enough to meet her needs. It wasn’t being frigid or not cumming, just not enough stimulation. Nearly every time we made love, as my cock would soften, she would always grasp it with her pussy lips, trying to squeeze every moment of stimulation possible. Her body clearly wanted more. I suspected having another cock in the mix would allow her to stretch those orgasms even further. 
 
    The experience turned out to be wonderful for us all. For Ethan, our play gave him an outlet for his marital frustrations that did not threaten the family. He and the wife are getting along better now that he is no longer pressuring her for sex all the time. 
 
    For me, I discovered my own secret desires. One of them was so secret, I didn’t even know I liked it. First, I learned I loved to watch Stacy do her multi-orgasmic thing. I knew I liked that before, but when I’m involved, my own needs interfered with enjoyment of the event. I seem able to enjoy it more when others are taking her. Watching her cum may be my greatest single sexual pleasure. The way her body visibly vibrates as the waves of pleasure course through her… God, I love that! 
 
    This may officially make me a cuckold, and her a hotwife, though we are not very traditional. Like a good cuckold, I enjoy watching her being taken by other men, even make the arrangements for her. I prepared her pussy with my tongue when I had arranged for a monster cock in Boston. This guy was huge, at least 10-inches long and thick as Stacy’s forearm. Once she got used to it inside her, she began to cum so hard it took her breath away. 
 
    But we are untraditional because we always play together. She only did it once outside of my presence, and that nearly destroyed our marriage. Maybe I am not really a cuckold after all. I guess this would put me officially in the ‘wife sharing’ category. 
 
    My super-secret desire was that I love to eat cum out of her. Ok, definitely weird. It happened during the first weekend with Ethan. We had our first threesome session, and I saw the spunk leaking out of her pussy lips. I had this tickling feeling of desire to lick it out of her, but resisted. The next morning, we had both cum in her again and this time; I gave into the tickle, driving my tongue into her. She came like a lightning bolt had struck her! Ever since then, we have made my ‘cleanup’ a regular part of our play sessions. 
 
    For Stacy, she learned a lot about herself during our playtime, and I discovered how much I enjoyed watching each new discovery emerge. Over time, she exposed a deep well of desire, which she loved to fill as often as possible. At first, repeat visits with Ethan served this purpose. We have been getting together for threesomes now for over four years. 
 
    Every few months, we would schedule time to play. Typically, this would be on motorcycle trips, but sometimes he would come when our kids were back visiting Stacy’s parents (as they did every summer) or when he was in town for business. 
 
    Later, this was not enough. I arranged for her to play with others as her needs continued to grow. 
 
    We also discovered two remarkably interesting aspects of Stacy’s desire. In fact, a totally different Stacy emerged from the flames of her arousal. I call this ‘New Stacy’! 
 
    First, we learned she likes it rough and wanted to be taken by multiple partners. Ethan and I were nice, but she needed more. She eventually spent nearly an hour one afternoon taking all cocks at Caroline’s, one of our local gloryhole establishments. I lost count after 14. It was way more than that. 
 
    She also liked it when Ethan and I treated her almost abusively for sex. That was difficult for us. Neither Ethan nor I were prone to be violent with our loved ones, but Stacy had the strongest orgasms when we took her the hardest. I even arranged for her to have a threesome in Maine that did not include me. I was in the room, but the job of these three guys was to force her to service them as much as they wanted, and they were not gentle! I lost count of how many orgasms she had in that three-hour session, as every hole was filled multiple times. She loved the play. 
 
    Second, we learned she was a sexual submissive that loved BDSM in all forms. We tried tying her up to start, suspended between two trees in West Virginia, while we had our way with her. Then we bought some paddles and floggers. She would scream with the pleasure/pain that those delivered. Eventually, I took her to a real Master that bound her in a full-spread X-position and whipped, flogged, paddled, and caned her to see what she could take. 
 
    Her screams of pleasure took both Master Frederick and me by surprise. We could not find a level of pain where she could not experience sexual ecstasy. She even came hard when Master Frederick put a clothespin on her clit. That hurts just thinking about it, and I don’t have a clit! Now, I take her to visit Master Frederick every couple months and I spend my time spreading aloe vera and body butter over her tortured skin after a session. She simply loves the pain. 
 
    Along the way, we started giving names to her discoveries. When she was sexually stimulated enough, Stacy discussed an ‘inner-slut’ that would take over, opening that deep well of desire. When her desire was being triggered for any reason, she would say her ‘pussy-fire’ was igniting. And, last, she was a self-described ‘pain slut’ where she falls deeply into what we now call ‘subspace’, that place where she BECOMES the pain, becomes the sensations, gives over complete control. These experiences often left her with little memory of what happened afterward. 
 
    One time, she tried to describe her fall into subspace for me. The brain has a natural barrier to giving up control, she said. The pain or strong sexual sensation is the instrument to break down that barrier. She compares it to rising water over a dam. Her brain is the dam, the pleasure/pain, the rising water. As the pain grows stronger, it would approach the edge of the dam, then suddenly start pouring over the side. Eventually, the dam itself would collapse. She said this process took place every time she had a BDSM session, or when treated roughly in our other play. It was the sensation of the dam collapsing, sending her into subspace, which sent such shivers of pleasure through her, she told me. 
 
    So here’s the rub. My loving wife, mother of our two children and one of the kindest and most considerate people I have ever met, wants to be regularly fucked by multiple guys and whipped until she almost passes out. Weird, right? But I love her more today than ever. We have become partners in this process of discovery for us both. Now, I must keep her safe, as her desire and willingness to push boundaries explode in all directions. 
 
   

 

 Watching Her Cum 
 
    I pinned Stacy between us while Ethan pounded his cock into her. I was underneath her with my face only inches from where Ethan entered her. The juices of her lubrication were falling onto my face. We were lying in a 69-position with me on the bottom. Her moans were struggling to release because I stuffed my cock in her mouth. 
 
    Ethan was here for one of his regular visits. We could not do an overnight session on this trip. The kids were only away for a few hours. But now days, we needed little to get going. 
 
    Stacy had already cum three or four times. Ethan has an amazing ability to get hard whenever Stacy needs him, and she needs him a lot whenever he comes to town. I am good for maybe a couple times a night, so I must be more selective when I commit. Mostly, I just love to watch and hold Stacy while she cums, allowing my erection to fill Stacy’s needs in-between Ethan. 
 
    Watching Ethan’s shaft penetrate her close-up was obscene and filthy and so erotic. This was quickly becoming one of my favorite positions. Ethan knew why I liked it. He was performing for both of us. He would pull out far enough that I could see the head, then plunge back in. I could see her labia being pulled out, then grasp him again as he plunged back. Her lips already swollen with the repeated insertions of two cocks. I would stick my tongue up occasionally to lick her clit. When she was ready to cum again, I would deploy my tongue for a more concerted action. 
 
    For now, he was teasing us both by letting it come close to falling out. If he did, the head would drop right into my mouth. We had never taken that last leap of male-to-male contact in our relationship. There were plenty of opportunities, but Ethan was not interested. I would not have minded, but was much more focused on Stacy during these sessions. 
 
    Still, he seemed to understand that I had no qualms about sucking him. It was just another form of sexual expression for me, so he would taunt my mouth with his cock so close. This was an effective technique. After the first few times, I was hungry to take him in my mouth, to feel that tireless shaft drive into me like he was doing for Stacy. But he would always plunge it back into Stacy. 
 
    And Stacy appreciated his dedication as she pushed hard against his cock with each thrust. I could feel her body quiver on the path to release, so I put my tongue to serious work on her clit. That was all she needed. As her arms gripped my body and shook as the climax detonated through her. Ethan stopped his teasing at that point and slammed into her as hard as he could, offering his own delivery while she spasmed around his spear. 
 
    It did not take long for me to get the delivery I was waiting for, and he knew it. Even after cumming twice already, Ethan still had a load to dish out. He immediately pulled out of her after cumming, and the spunk dripped out of her, onto my face. Stacy sat up, placing her gaping hole right above my mouth, and lowered herself onto my face, grinding her clit against my tongue. The surge of her second release in moments shook her body above me. 
 
    Ethan stepped up and roughly grabbed her nipples, yanking them fully away from her body with hard pinches. This amplified her climax as my tongue alternated between deep, scooping dives and clit licking. I could hear her moans as she pushed her breasts into Ethan’s pinching grasp. She then collapsed onto me, exhausted. 
 
    Even for a confirmed slut like my beloved, cumming 5 times in a couple of hours is a lot. She was wasted. I gently rolled her to my side, sitting up to stroke and caress her. Ethan moved up to do the same on the other side. We had taken to the whole dual-caressing treatment after we played almost as soon as we started using Stacy between us. She enjoyed cumming and then being touched afterward. And we enjoyed doing it for her. 
 
    Her breathing always struggled afterward, as she came down from the extreme high of multiple climaxes. This time was no different. She was on her side between us, our hands feeling her soft skin. She looked up at me. “Hey, babe. That was nice…” 
 
    “Yes it was,” I said. “I like how many times you cum when Ethan visits. Don’t you?” 
 
    She did not respond, just cuddled closer to me and reached her hand back to touch Ethan, as she laid her head down on the bed. I could see the shudders as memories of pleasure coursed through her. 
 
    Even now, after our sex life has been on this alternative path for a while, I am still amazed as I look down upon her. Stacy’s inner-slut has become an intimate part of her existence. She wants these sessions, even needs them. We could probably stop if we wanted to, but Stacy was giving no sign she was interested in such a choice. She was getting more focused on physical pleasure with each passing week. How was I going to manage the change if her needs become more than I will provide?  
 
   

 

 The Next Level 
 
    This visit, Stacy was especially insistent. I would describe her as needy, even. The next morning, Stacy had to take the kids to an activity. While she was gone, Ethan asked me about it. 
 
    “Did it seem like she was really into it this trip?” he asked. “You know, I like to be available whenever she wants, but this time, she just kept pushing and pushing. You saw it. Remember when the kids were in the next room and she came up behind me, rubbing my cock. We laughed, but I don’t think it was a joke for her. She would have taken me upstairs right then.” 
 
    I knew exactly what he was talking about but did not have a handle on what it means. “She has gone through a momentous change over the last few years,” I said. “First us, now the BDSM stuff. She has even been talking about swinging and public play lately. Not sure what to make of it. Do you think I should be concerned?” 
 
    “Maybe not… yet, at least,” he responded. “You have a much more tolerant attitude about this stuff. I would have struggled long ago… Huh… Listen to me talking? Jesus… I just finished boning your wife and I’m telling you how to handle it.” We both chuckled at that one. 
 
    “Having said that, however,” he went on, “I would not want her to be a closed-off bitch like my wife. Not a chance. Still, she has become a unique person. At the rate her need is growing, there are going to be challenges keeping her inside even a stretched-version of what is acceptable.” 
 
    “I have been thinking about that a LOT lately,” I responded, clear regret in my tone. 
 
    “Probably a conversation you need to have with her. You have great openness with each other now. You need to talk about this before it becomes a crisis… you know, like last time… might be the right answer.” 
 
    The last time he was referring to involved Stacy and Ethan sleeping together without me in the room. We had been holding our regular threesomes for almost three years by that time. Admittedly, Stacy had asked my permission to do it, but that did not prepare me for the emotional toll it would exact. At the time, I felt I couldn’t say no. That her asking said, clearly, she wanted to. If I had said no… that time… it would have come up repeatedly, until I said yes. I really felt stuck. 
 
    It devastated me, completely withdrawing from our relationship. I had done this to myself; I kept thinking, and now was going to pay a serious price. In my mind, I was nothing without Stacy and my family. They were my entire world. The idea of being without her was too painful to even contemplate. 
 
    Funny how the heart works. I was ready to split up with her because I couldn’t stand the thought of splitting up with her. Ridiculous! We came awfully close to the end during that period. Finally, Stacy called Ethan to tell him what was happening. He flew to town unexpectedly, and we all had a heart-to-heart about the future. That was a tough weekend for us all. We cooled our threesome for several months after that, thinking some emotions needed to calm down if we were ever going to try again. 
 
    Of course, Ethan was right. I had to bring it up before her needs become a major crisis later. I had vowed then that I would never allow that to happen again. 
 
    “Looks like Stacy and I need to have a talk,” I said, “before these get out of control.” 
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
    I took Stacy to a pleasant restaurant for the conversation a couple of weeks later. I figured it would be harder for her to lash out at me in a public setting. I tried to position the conversation as something Ethan and I were concerned about, but that collapsed almost at once. This really was about Stacy. We needed to figure out where these growing needs were taking us, and, frankly, where she wanted it to go. 
 
    After my first few comments, she stared at me like I had lost my mind. “Weren’t we at every one of those sessions together? For both Ethan and Master Frederick?” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” I tried to recover, “but that’s not the issue. It’s a matter of degree, I guess. I have enjoyed our time with Ethan and do not mind the sessions with Frederick. Still, it seems like the sexual needs are all you ever think about now.” 
 
    “I had no idea this was causing a problem for you,” she said, obvious exasperation in her tone. 
 
    “It isn’t… Yet!” I tried to reassure her. “Our challenge, and what Ethan picked up as well, is the rate of change. Your needs are getting stronger and stronger. That’s not such a problem now because I am enjoying them with you. But how long can that last, at this rate of change? What happens when you want to do things where I am not as comfortable? Will you be able to say no faced with your inner-slut demanding more? THAT is what we need to talk about.” 
 
    She sat back in her chair, ate a few bites of her meal, then looked at me with a quizzical expression. “So, do you want to stop? This has taken me completely by surprise. I thought we would discuss other types of play tonight, like swinging. The idea of stopping altogether never crossed my mind.” She did not seem upset or near tears, just surprised. 
 
    “Stace, I don’t want to stop. I like New Stacy, and what we have done because of it. But… you must keep it in perspective. Sex the way we do it is as addictive as any drug. In moderation, it can be incredibly exciting and pleasurable, but once it goes so far, you become an addict and the risks rise. I just don’t want to get to that stage.” 
 
    “So, what should we do? I do not want to leave you because of my desire to hump more people, if that’s what you thought. That will never happen.” It was a flat statement, not a question. 
 
    “No, Stacy, I did not think you were. I just want to get this in your thinking. We still need to live with each other and ourselves. I just want you to be aware of how I am feeling. Just because some people like to… well… suck on toes… or have other people urinate on them, doesn’t mean we have to try it, just because they did. Ok? Our choice-set does not have to all-encompassing.” 
 
    “Stan, I will keep that in mind. Please understand, you know, that after the gloryholes at Caroline’s, I decided to be perfectly honest with you about what I was feeling. But at no time did I think of these as demands. We do these things together, or not at all. We settled that question clearly… you know when. I NEVER want to go back there again.” 
 
    We made no more progress that night, but she was now aware of my concerns and I can only hope the sensible side of her nature would prevail. It didn’t.

  

 
 
    2 / Mistress Bianca 
 
    Some Calm Is Needed 
 
    Several nights later, I had just gotten the kids to bed when I came down to our home office to find Stacy looking at swinging websites. She had taken to watching group sex scenes since our last Ethan visit. We were still another month from Master Frederick. After a few years’ experience now, I could tell her inner-slut was pushing to be released. This was confirming my growing concern that her inner-slut was pushing sooner after every play session. 
 
    “That’s a new website. What does it do?” I asked. 
 
    “SwingersUnlimited. They have some porn, but their primary focus is organized parties in cities all over the US. I found one in Houston for New Year’s Eve. Want to check it out?” I had a business trip planned right after Christmas. Stacy and I had talked about making a weekend of Texas’ largest city. 
 
    “Swinging? How would that work?” 
 
    “You go to a party designed for this purpose. Lots of blankets, mattresses and padded places. Everyone does everyone! Wouldn’t that be fun?!” 
 
    I could see her squirming in her chair, her pussy-fire blazing, while I just shook my head. “Stacy, you know I reserve my cock only for you. That’s a choice I made, not a hang-up. You’re the one with needs here. What would I do at a swinging party?” 
 
    “Watch me swing, of course! How is that any different from what you do with Ethan and Master Frederick? You love to watch me get fucked. Tell me you don’t…” She got up and started fondling/tickling me. As always, I pretended to hold her off until ‘giving in’. She loves to play this game. Stacy then drops to her knees, pulled my cock out of my gym shorts, and sucked me deep.  
 
    This time, not so deep. She had things to say. While she stroked me, she started talking. “The one in Houston had as many as 150 people play at the same time. Imagine that. Cocks and boobs and open holes as far as you can see. The crowds forced them to rent out a warehouse to fit everyone. Stan, wouldn’t that be something to see? To be in the middle of all that lust?” 
 
    Her eagerness came through her renewed interest in my now stiff rod. “Imagine it. A cock in every one of my holes, with one in each hand. Ooh, it gives me goosebumps just thinking about it.” She yanked her own shorts down, positioning herself right in front of me, then pushed my cock inside while she pulled her top off. No bra, of course. 
 
    “Yes, imagine me full of cock with men lined up for the next turn. Oh God, Stan, the thought of it is driving me wild. I wonder how many I could take?” She took her wildness out on my cock for the next few moments. Her eyes were closed, and I could see the fantasy playing out in her mind. 
 
    Ok, I’ll play along, I said to myself, grabbing her hair, yanking her head back. She gasped as I grabbed her arms, locking her wrists in my firm grip. “Are you sure? Sounds like an awful lot of cock,” I said, slamming into her between each phrase. “You like that cock, my little slut,” pulling on her arms to drive me deeper. “How many can you take?” reaching up to pull her hair again, harder this time. 
 
    She was panting heavily, trying to pull herself away from my grasp, knowing this would just make me pull harder. Our little ‘being forced to have sex’ game was one of her favorites. “You like it, then take it” I said… thrust… “take it hard.” I started slamming into her with all my energy. She was bucking against me with her ass and using my grip for leverage. I seldom last long with our game. She is just too hot. 
 
    “I’ve cum to make a delivery, slut,” as I pushed my cock in as far as I could and held it there. My balls were contracting with fury as I sprayed the inside of her core. She was squirming against my cock, changing the angle to scratch her clit and then jerked hard, trying to get away, allowing my grip to be the bondage she craved. Then she came, screaming her release as my hair grip felt like I was going to rip it out of her scalp. 
 
    We both collapsed onto the chair in my office. Me prone in the chair, her back against me. I still mainly dressed, though somehow Stacy had gotten completely naked. 
 
    Our breaths were still short and raspy as I wrapped my arms around her. My soft rod finally plopping out. “So, you think you would like a bunch of cocks. I thought you settled that at Caroline’s. Didn’t you tell Ethan you would not do that anymore? Even in Maine, you told me that three was too much. What’s changed?” 
 
    “Remember our last session with Master Frederick? I talked to him about being bound and fucked by multiple cocks. He said it would drive me wild. I fantasize about it all the time.” 
 
    “I don’t think swingers allow bondage.” I stated, as if I actually knew. But her words were shocking. But in her mind, swinging and bondage matched. “I thought swinging parties were strictly hetero affairs,” I told her. “All kinds of positions, sure, but not same-sex touching, and I have read anal is seldom allowed.” 
 
    “I don’t care. Still a great fantasy,” she said, sitting up, a little annoyed at my negativity. 
 
    This was becoming a bigger problem as our sessions grew more intense. The more she got, the more she needed. The pattern was now becoming clear. When she wanted to do something new, she would use a fantasy as her way of introducing it. If I didn’t go along, she would pout, sometimes for days afterward. We had a major fight over her wanting to do public BDSM play. I refused to do anything in our area for fear of being seen by neighbors, or worse, by other mothers from the school. She simply did not care about that any longer. New Stacy was like the old sea captain: damn the torpedoes, full speed ahead! 
 
    Truth is, she was right. I didn’t give a shit what they thought, either. Still, I felt like playing was becoming more prominent in her day-to-day thinking, and I wanted to dampen that a little. I knew this wouldn’t work longer-term; her need was just too great. So, what next? What can I do to keep my wife happy in our family while allowing her inner-slut to run free? 
 
    I didn’t want to stop it now. “You would like to be bound while a group of men fuck you?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, my love, could I? I dream about it all the time.” Her heartfelt enthusiasm was almost contagious.  
 
    “Let’s see what Master Frederick says about it.”  
 
   

 

 Master Frederick Offers Advice 
 
    The next week, I called Master Frederick to ask him what he thought about this latest fantasy. 
 
    “She would enjoy it,” he said. “That much is clear. Your Stacy simply loves having a dick inside her. I actually used all the dildos I owned a couple of sessions, and she still wanted more.” 
 
    “Should I worry about that?” I asked, obvious concern in my voice. 
 
    “Not sure about how worried you should be. She takes an incredible beating in every one of our sessions, yet comes out of it happy and carefree. I have never seen such capacity for sexual enjoyment.” 
 
    “That’s my problem,” I confessed. “It seems like that is all she wants to do. One time a couple months ago, we took the kids to this park with trails and lots of kid’s activities. They really got involved in this play area right next to a big stand of trees. She came up to me and whispered, ‘let’s go back in the trees. You can have your way with me.’ Our kids are old enough to be by themselves for a while, but Jesus, Fred! Our kids were only a few feet away, and all she was thinking about was getting fucked. I am really worried.” 
 
    “My friend,” Master Frederick said after a brief pause, “you have a dilemma. You opened this new world of sexual pleasure to her… I love the way you call her New Stacy now… But there’s some truth there. She cannot go back to being Old Stacy again. Too late for that. You will need to allow her the release while limiting access. I would suggest a hard-stop on that activity when you have the kids for an outing.” He chuckled at that one. 
 
    “Understood,” I replied. “I did that. Sorry to get off on that tangent. I don’t have anyone but you and Ethan who would know why I am concerned. Anyway, she mentioned something like being bound while multiple guys would fuck her. That you said it would be a lot of fun for her.” 
 
    “That was a fantasy she mentioned after the last session,” he said. “All those cocks would definitely satisfy her need for dick… for a short while, at least.” 
 
    “How would you arrange such a thing?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t,” he said, “but I know someone who can. There is a BDSM club in Millersville that caters to female fantasies. I know the Mistress there. She has created some wild scenarios for her clients. One woman apparently wanted to have a bunch of guys jack off on her while they tied her to a table. She got 20 guys to do it. She was apparently coated with spunk. If she can do that, I am sure she could arrange for Stacy’s fantasy as well.” 
 
    “Should I call her?” I asked. “Or would you be willing to do it?” 
 
    “I’ll call her,” he said, “but it will just be to provide introductions. She will call you to work out the details. Stacy will have to be involved in the discussions. This kind of fantasy could be construed as gang rape, if you see what I mean. Paperwork and proof of her consent will need to be provided before anyone would come close to it.” 
 
    I thought about that for a moment. He had a good point. If she changed her mind afterward and tried to charge people, it could be a tricky situation for all players. I knew she wouldn’t, but they didn’t. This situation screamed Cover Your Ass, or CYA, as we used to say in the Navy. I was sure some form of video consent will be required by the Mistress. 
 
    “Please do,” I said. “We’ll see where it goes.” 
 
   

 

 Bianca’s 
 
    Three weeks later, Stacy and I were on our way to Millersville, a town about 20 miles away. We would not play tonight. Rather, we were going to meet the Mistress and discuss Stacy’s fantasy. Mistress Bianca had called me the day after my discussion with Frederick. She seemed nice and was very receptive. She had apparently arranged one of these for another client. She invited Stacy and me to come to her dungeon to work out the details. As expected, she will require Stacy to record a brief question-and-answer session to describe the fantasy and consent to the Mistress, creating a way to play it out. 
 
    We pulled up to a nondescript building on the northern edge of the city. Millersville was an old industrial town that had fallen on tough times as factories moved overseas in recent years. This building looked like it had been a boarding house, or small hotel, in the area’s heyday, but Bianca had completely remodeled it. It was on the edge of a closed-down factory district, but the lights of the building were fully ablaze, cars parked up and down the street. Clearly, Mistress Bianca ran a hopping establishment. The only thing to mark its purpose was a small sign on the front that simply said Bianca’s. 
 
    We walked in to find a young receptionist, in full goth garb, including black fingernails, lipstick and dyed black hair. She was a pretty young lady, but all the darkness gave her pale skin a Morticia Addams look. She introduced herself as Chloe. 
 
    The lobby resembled movies I had seen of whorehouses in the old west; dark wood, red, patterned wallpaper, leather chairs with dark red upholstery and reproduction lighting that looked like gas lamps of the era. The Mistress had done a terrific job of setting the tone. 
 
    Stacy and I introduced ourselves. Chloe said the Mistress was expecting us. She escorted us to a nice conference room/recording studio. Here, the illusion gave way to reality. This was a standard, well-lit conference room with a large conference table at its center. On the side, they had created a studio alcove with a video camera and chairs arranged like an interview room. 
 
    Chloe seated us at the conference table and offered soda, coffee, or water. We both asked for water. She opened a cabinet with refrigerators and a Keurig machine ready for coffee, pulled out bottles from the frig, then promptly left the room. Before we could even get the tops off, Mistress Bianca came in. She was of middle years, with soft brown eyes and dark, not quite black hair that framed a kind face. She wore a standard business pantsuit with no cleavage, but it did nothing to hide her lean, fit frame and ample breasts. Stacy and I looked at each other in surprise. How does a woman like that become the fierce Mistress spoken of with almost reverential tones by Master Frederick? 
 
    “Thank you for coming,” she started, after introducing herself. “We are happy to be a part of your fantasy, Stacy. Before we get started, why don’t I take you around our Club.” The facility was incredible. Private themed rooms for individual play, everything from medical exam to bondage and massage tables. What must have been a ballroom near the back converted into public play space with large frames, a St. Andrew’s Cross and bondage tables. We recognized many of the tools and tables from Master Frederick’s dungeon. 
 
    Bianca led us up to the second floor, into what must have been a suite in the old days. She converted it into a smaller play space with a large massage table in the middle, seating around the edges. “This is the room we would use to enact your fantasy, Stacy,” Bianca said. “You will be in the center of the table. We will talk about the details later, but the guys will line the wall and take you as they see fit. Is this what you had in mind?” 
 
    Stacy did not even answer. She was having trouble breathing as her mind’s eye played out the possibilities of what she might experience in this room. I could almost see her pussy-fire smoldering. She only shook her head yes. 
 
    “I think this will be perfect,” I said. “Stacy will give you a more complete picture later, but this meets the concept that she had described to me.” 
 
    “Very good,” Bianca said, touching Stacy softly on the shoulder. It startled Stacy out of her intensity. Bianca treated her reaction as totally normal. “Kind of overwhelming to see the fantasy so close to reality, isn’t it?” 
 
    Stacy looked at her like she had just read her mind. “Seeing this room… arranged this way… so close to my imagination… unnerving” was all she could get out. 
 
    “I understand completely, my dear,” Bianca said. “You have chosen a challenging fantasy. The reality will be very intense for you as well. Let’s see what you have in mind.” 
 
    On our way back to the conference room, Bianca wanted to show us standard playrooms. Many of them were clearly occupied. We could hear leather hitting skin and moans of pleasure as we walked by. Bianca finally found an open room to show us a unique platform in the center. The bed clearly designed with bondage in mind. Hooks for cuffs positioned at the top and bottom of the bed, with a small equipment table on one side and three chairs, each with its own hooks for cuffs.  
 
    “This is an example of a room at Bianca’s. We have 14 of these on three floors. They are available for rent, or we can arrange for Masters or Mistresses if needed.” Stacy and I briefly glanced at each other. Our shared thought was clear. This would be a wonderful place to bring Ethan! 
 
    We finally found the stairs and returned to the conference room. She pointed for Stacy to sit in the interview chair and pulled over a conference table chair so I could sit next to Bianca. She pressed a button, and a camera operator came into the room. The tech adjusted camera and lights slightly, made sure everything framed correctly, then signaled to Bianca everything was ready. 
 
    The interview was straight-forward, much of it obviously written by lawyers. What is your name? Here of your own free will? What is your fantasy? Stacy was clearly uncomfortable. She was not used to either being on camera, nor at having her unique sexual tastes so openly displayed. I just sat on the side, offering encouragement where it seemed needed. I could not speak. 
 
    “How many men do you want to have in your line?” Bianca asked. 
 
    “I never went that far in my fantasy. Lots?” Stacy said, tentatively. 
 
    “Our previous gangbang had 23 guys; all we could arrange. She wanted more. For you, I suspect that would be too many, especially for your first time. Let’s plan on 8 men to be in the room, not including Stan, of course, with another 2 on standby, in case you need more. If you get tired, or want to stop, the last few will be frustrated. Does that work for you? For you both?” 
 
    Stacy just nodded her head yes.  
 
    “I’m afraid you will need to acknowledge your agreement verbally, my dear. Our lawyers need it.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Stacy said, somewhat embarrassed. “I agree that 8-10 would be the right number.” 
 
    “Their instructions will be simple. Fuck you as long as they want, as often as they want, until I signal for them to stop. Your mouth, vagina and anus will be openly available, with no limits. Knowing the group I have lined up, there will be several that will go more than once. Is that acceptable? Or do you want to limit how many times they are allowed?” 
 
    “No,” Stacy said. “No limits. I want as much cum in me as they can produce.” 
 
    “Very good,” Bianca said, a smile growing on her face. I think she was getting turned on by Stacy’s enthusiasm for the event. “Now, let’s discuss what kind of bondage you prefer. There are basically four approaches. First, we can bind you in a full-spread X position on your back. Here the guys would have access mainly to your front. Movement for you will be extremely limited. Second, we can do something similar, but on your stomach. This would give them access mainly to your lower holes. Third, you can have only your limbs tied together. This will allow the guys to move you where they want with your movement somewhat restricted.” 
 
    Bianca looked at Stacy to see if there was any sign of preference. Stacy was only thinking as she squirmed in the chair. Bianca smiled. 
 
    “All the bondage varieties,” she went on, “will limit how many guys can be on you at one time. The traditional gangbang approach is no bondage at all. This allows maximum hands and cocks to be engaged at the same time. You could theoretically have a cock in each hole and two in your hands, sometimes on your back, sometimes kneeling, others on your front. Which you choose depends on what you want to experience. If being taken by multiple cocks is your goal, then no bondage is key. If you feel the bondage amplifies the pleasure for you, then go with one of those approaches. Any thoughts?” 
 
    Stacy looked at me, then back at Bianca, then at her hands. “I need to think about it and discuss with Stan. My fantasy just had me bound on my back with cock after cock, but the non-bondage might be more fun with all those cocks. Can we tell you before the date?” 
 
    “Yes, the day before will be fine. The same number of guys are involved. The only question will be whether to bring your cuffs. One last question then. Do you want to be blindfolded for the session? Some like it, others prefer the visual stimulation.” 
 
    Stacy looked at me thoughtfully, then said, “I am a very visual person, yet all my sessions with Master Frederick have been done with blindfolds. He claimed this enhances the pain because you cannot know what is coming. He was right, but this is so different from that. I will need to think about it. We will let you know at the same time as the bondage decision.” 
 
    “Very well,” Bianca replied.  
 
    Just as I thought we were about finished, Mistress Bianca asked Stacy and me to swap chairs. She was going to interview me as well. Once I was in position, she asked, “Stan, we want to make sure you accept all that has been discussed here with Stacy. You understand Stacy is going to be chain ganged, penises will be inserted in her mouth, vagina and anus, repeatedly by up to 10 guys?”  
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “That you will put Stacy in her cuffs and fasten her to the bed to get things started?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “One last thing. I spoke with Master Frederick about your unique arrangement with Stacy, that you have a regular partner that joins you for threesome play. Further, that you enjoy ending your sessions by pleasuring Stacy while eating the cum out of her vagina and that she has apparently quite spectacular climaxes when you do this. Finally, that you have become bi-curious during these sessions, but your partner is not interested. Did I summarize that correctly?” 
 
    I was a little shocked by this. How did Frederick know all this? I hadn’t told him. I looked at Stacy. She was encouraging me to answer with hand gestures and head shakes. I guess we know how he found out. I found out later she had spoken to both Bianca and Frederick about this, to see if it was possible. 
 
    “Yes, that is true.” 
 
    “Stacy would like to know if you want to take it to the next level. I propose we use your mouth and hands to stimulate the guys in prep for Stacy. We can either bind you in a position that will give you a clear view of Stacy on the table, or just choose a position where you will be on your knees, no bondage. Your job will be to suck the cocks until they are hard enough to go inside her. After they finish, you will then be free to bury your face in her… what was the phrase Stacy… cum stew… experience cum stew to your heart’s content. Would you like that?” 
 
    Suddenly, all these hidden desires were open. I felt very exposed at that moment, staring at Stacy. What would she think of me if I were to suck cocks right in front of her? Would she lose respect for me? Would I lose respect for myself? Would this ultimate step put me into a real cuckold category, slave to my wife’s needs? 
 
    I looked at Stacy. Her face full of excitement. Her enthusiasm for this prospect could not have been more obvious. 
 
    Turning my attention back to Bianca and the camera. “I do not want to be bound, but if this is what Stacy wants, I will do it. It might be fun.” 
 
    “Very well,” Bianca said. “I think we are done now. She then looked at the piece of paper she had been scribbling on and fully summarized the decisions that had been made and the ones that remained. Stacy and I both verbally agreed that this was correct. Then Bianca signaled for the camera operator to shut off the recording. 
 
    This was my chance to ask the important question: “How much will this cost?” 
 
    Bianca looked at me with mirth in her eyes. “That’s the trick for you and Stacy… And me! I have guys on a waiting list for this type of play. They will pay me for allowing them to take part. You will pay nothing. I can’t even offer to pay you a part of the fee. That would be prostitution and illegal in this state. So, win-win. Stacy, you get all the cock you want for free and I get all their money. Nice, right?” 
 
    We were all laughing by this time. Stacy was clearly comfortable with the situation, and Mistress Bianca in particular. We scheduled the play for two weeks from then on a Saturday night. 
 
    I wondered if this was going to be as great as she thinks. Her reaction to the three guys in Maine had been mixed. Fun while happening, but she had an emotional reaction afterward. And this recent development of me sucking them…  
 
   

 

 Getting Ready 
 
    As we approached Millersville for our session with Mistress Bianca, I reflected on what had happened the previous two weeks. Stacy was so excited; I thought my cock was going to wear out. We must have made it every day of those two weeks, sometimes more than once. I tied her to the bed, fucked her crazy, took her in the ass several times. She even had fun with me, feeding her dildos into my mouth, ‘getting me ready’, she would say over and over. She seemed as excited about me sucking the cocks as she was about her own needs. 
 
    She had gone with both the bondage and blindfold for herself. For the blindfold, she asked Mistress Bianca to cover her eyes only after the first one. That way Stacy could watch me suck a cock before they all took her. She really liked that idea. 
 
    The table was the surprise. Bianca’s facility tour had revealed a special table, almost a sawhorse. It was narrower than a bed, barely as wide as her body, but it would allow Stacy to be bound in a kneeling position, her body slightly lower than her ass. She liked this because it would give direct access to both her lower holes. 
 
    The bench also had a unique upper structure. The top half more a padded frame than a table. The area around her breasts left totally exposed. Where her breasts would normally pillow out on the bed, this bench allowed her tits to hang free underneath, giving unrestricted access to whatever was desired. 
 
    Plus, the bench had a wide section around the head, which could be raised or lowered. This would allow the sub’s head to hang free for access to her mouth. The challenge of this position is holding your head up. The table allowed Bianca to latch the top up, to rest Stacy’s head when she got tired, while still offering her mouth from the side. 
 
    One last feature was the arms. There were extensions out each side to allow each arm to be bound to the table, but these extensions stopped just short of the hands. Bianca told Stacy this was to allow the guys to make use of her hands if they wanted. This table would leave her completely unable to move. She will be completely at the mercy of the cocks. 
 
    Stacy had called Mistress Bianca to see if that table could be used in the large room. Of course, was the answer.  
 
    I had separate discussions with Bianca, as well. I told her Stacy had extremely sensitive nipples and seemed to relish nipple torture of any kind. She would consider how to use that information, she said. 
 
    Bianca asked me how I was feeling about my own plans. She knew this would be my first time sucking a cock. Was I still comfortable doing that? There will be a lot of new things this session, she said, so there is no reason to push your boundaries. She had apparently lined up a submissive willing to provide that service. I told her that Stacy had been practicing with dildos, that I would be fine. Though, I chuckled, it probably would have been better to start with fewer cocks. I assured her I would have no trouble saying no if I got tired or did not enjoy it. 
 
    One last conversation I had with the Mistress was about Stacy’s fall into subspace. I told her how deep Stacy goes and how, in the middle, she cannot know when to say when. I wanted to make sure Bianca would always be in the room and asked advice on how to know when Stacy should stop, because I knew from experience that Stacy could not make such a choice. 
 
    Bianca said she would be there and would keep a special eye for signs of fatigue. You do not know; I told her. Stacy’s capacity is almost unlimited. She has NEVER said ‘stop’ to Master Frederick, and you know how brutal he can be! She just seems to be more energized as the session goes forward. Bianca assured me that would not be a problem. 
 
    Back to the present, Stacy hopped out of the car, like she was a kid going to her first rock concert. Such excitement! Truth is, she has been living with this fantasy for a long time, since Caroline’s, really. I just hope she finds the experience as positive as she found the gloryholes. 
 
    As we approached the door, she turned toward me, hugging me in her arms. “Thank you so much, Stan, for always being there for me, for understanding my needs, and for being willing to play like we do. I love you and wanted you to know how I felt before we go in.” 
 
    “It has been my pleasure, Stace. I loved seeing you awaken to your sexuality and look forward to doing more adventures in the future.” As I reached up to open the door, I said: “I hope this fantasy proves as enjoyable as your dreams have been.” Stacy just smiled.

  

 
 
    3 / Stacy Rocks the House 
 
    Mounting the Table 
 
    The Goth girl, Chloe, was still behind the counter when we walked in. “Stacy,” she jumped up, as if they were long-lost friends, “your day has arrived! We are all so excited for you.” 
 
    “Me too,” Stacy replied, a little embarrassed. Does everyone know what is about to happen? She had to be wondering that. I certainly was. 
 
    “Let me take you upstairs. You and Stan can take a shower, or just get ready.” 
 
    She took us up the main staircase to the suite with the table. As requested, they had replaced the large center table with the bondage platform. Stacy walked up to it, tracing her fingers along its edge. I have no idea what was going through her head just then, but it reminded me of her touching the canes at Caroline’s before going into the gloryhole booth. It was a touch of desire, of longing, of wish fulfillment. The girl touched her arm, startling Stacy out of her inward gaze. 
 
    “The bathroom is right here,” Chloe said. “There are hooks for your clothing and a small table to put your valuables. We have a safe downstairs if that would make you more comfortable for wallets and watches.” 
 
    Stacy brought neither, just shook her head no. 
 
    “Very well. We will start in about 15 minutes. Take a shower or just hang; do whatever you like until then. Whenever you are comfortable, remove all your clothing, and, Stan, if you would, put on her cuffs. Also, Stan, if you plan to do your part naked, take your clothes off.” We discovered later that Chloe was the submissive that Mistress Bianca had arranged to take my place, if I was not up to suck everyone. She was apparently still on standby. 
 
    I walked with Stacy into the bathroom. We showered together, each scrubbing the other as sensually as we could. I dried her off, did the same for myself, then we walked into the main room, both nude. The shared shower had gotten my shaft to 3/4 mast. I was certainly ready. The flush in her face and upper chest told me Stacy was ready, too. I put the cuffs on her wrists and ankles while she caressed my hair. 
 
    “Stan, my heart is beating so hard I don’t know how to handle it. I am so excited!” She dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth. She needed action at this point. Her inner-slut was now in complete control. 
 
    I pulled her up, kissed her deeply, and reached down to touch her folds. They were indeed soaking wet. 
 
    Just as I was about to say something, Mistress Bianca came into the room. She had traded her business suit of our first meeting for true Mistress garb… black leather corset that showed ample cleavage, tall leather high-heeled boots that stopped just short of her knees, hair was on the back of her head in a severe bun. Her expression was of a stern ‘your obedience expected’ countenance. Stacy and I looked at each other in surprise. This was a complete transformation from the understanding hostess of our first meeting. 
 
    She looked the two of us over, came up to Stacy, and pinched her nipples harshly. Stace just groaned with the anticipation. Mistress reached over and stroked my cock a few times. “You both look like you are ready. Shall we begin?” 
 
    We both shook our heads. I think, by this time, my excitement was almost as great as Stacy’s! 
 
    Mistress Bianca tapped twice on the wall, and the door opened. 8 guys walked in. All fully dressed, though with a minimum of clothes… t-shirt, gym shorts and no shoes. They were about every shape, size, and race she could find. The first person was a small man. There were a couple a little overweight, a large black man whose bulge I could see through his jeans, another brown-skinned man, maybe Latino, whose bulge was even bigger. 
 
    Stacy is going to have a fun ride tonight, I thought. A sudden chill went through me as I realized what I was saying. Those cocks were going in my mouth as well!  
 
    Bianca turned her attention to Stacy. “Greet our guests. Undress each in the order they entered the room. This is the order they will take you. They drew straws for the privilege of who went in which order. After undressing each person, you will present yourself to them for whatever touching they wish. They only have a moment, so make it count for them. 
 
    “Once finished with each, move on to the next. Stan, once she has them all undressed, you are to fasten her to the table, then get on your knees right next to her. They will each come to you first for your oral pleasure. Your job is to get them ready for Stacy. If at some point you no longer want to serve this role, Chloe has agreed to take your place. 
 
    “That is perfectly acceptable to everyone here, including Stacy, so don’t feel you have to continue if you no longer feel comfortable. Once they are hard, they will each have free access to Stacy. If it pleases the man with the turn, he may invite anyone else to join him to do with Stacy as they choose. Everyone understand?” Heads nodded all around. “Stacy, enjoy!” Using her hand in a sweeping motion, to say ‘go ahead’. 
 
    During that entire speech, Stacy was fidgeting like a preschooler, her breasts gently jiggling with her constant movement. She was more than ready. When Mistress Bianca allowed her to go, she practically sprinted across the room. 
 
    She helped the first man get his shorts down, his cock bouncing as her hands grasp the shaft on the way back up. She looked back at me with a smile, then pulled his shirt over his head and stood in front of him. Her body an open offer. He reached around her, pulling her close, and kissed her like a long-lost lover. His hands exploring that offer. Soon, they were necking with passion while he caressed her breasts, ass, and crotch. She moaned when his fingers pushed into her, thrusting her hips forward to encourage him further. 
 
    This sounds like a lot of activity, but it only lasted a half-minute. Bianca had apparently given them strict rules for how to handle themselves. He pushed her onto the next guy, who grabbed her. One guy focused on her breasts, one just kissed, the other turned her around and shoved his finger up her ass. 
 
    By number 7, I could see she was becoming overwhelmed with the desire to be fucked. Mistress Bianca really knew what she was doing. All this undressing and touching was driving Stacy wild with lust. The last guy was the dark-skinned Latino. He was an exceptionally large man. 
 
    When she pulled his shorts off, his enormous cock bounced out at her. Stacy just stared at it, wrapping both hands around the shaft. Not quite the monster cock in Boston, but close. Stacy had trouble reaching up enough to get his shirt off. He was gentle in helping her get it off, but then took her in his bear-sized arms and started kissing her. 
 
    His huge hands came up to aggressively pull at her nipples, then he pushed her back a little and stared at me, shoving his huge finger into her soaked pussy, jamming it in repeatedly. His finger was almost as big as some of the other guys’ penises. I thought Stacy might cum right there, but he pushed her toward me, gripping his cock in his meaty paw, pointing at Stacy. See you soon, his simple message. Stacy stepped back toward me, but her eyes never left that gigantic cock. 
 
    I could see right away that my job was going to be easy. The first guy was already hard as stone. And every guy in the line that had tasted her sweetness was almost there.  
 
    Stacy was still walking backwards, eyes on only one prize, until she stepped into my arms. I reached around to look into her eyes. “Ready to play?” was all I could think of. 
 
    She did not have words at that point, just nodded her head as I helped her up on the bench, fastening each cuff, strapping down her arms. The vulnerability in this position took my breath away. Her ass was up in the air, her back bud fully on display. Her pussy lips coated with moisture, probably from her rough treatment moments before. The angle was such that any guy could choose either hole with almost equal ease. Her boobs hung down in the holes at just the right spot and her hands gripped the edge of the arm ledges, using it to pull tight. 
 
    I kneeled on the floor next to Stacy, awaiting my turn for service. 
 
    She was gently pulling against her bonds, moving her ass in the air. She needed it badly by this point. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her tits hanging through the holes underneath her. 
 
    Before #1 came up to her, Mistress Bianca approached the table with chains in her hand. I recognized those at once. Nipple clamps. They were strong ones, metal with a vinyl tip. Bianca moved into position and placed them both at the same time. I think Stacy was so wrapped up in her pussy-fire that she didn’t notice her movement. The pain focused that attention. She screamed, jerking on her bonds. I think it was the unexpectedness, not the pain. She has had much worse at Master Frederick’s. 
 
    It did not matter. Nipple clamps only meant one thing to Stacy… I want something inside me! Master Frederick had trained her almost like a dog. He would put the clamps on. Moments later, something would go inside her cunt. I could see the throbbing as she pushed herself out. Give it to me. I need it now! 
 
    #1 approached me, as I kneeled in position, offering his cock. I stared at first, but then leaned forward, taking it fully in my mouth. It was a pleasant sensation. He was already hard. I had little to do, so I licked up and down the shaft a couple times and patted him on the rear… you are ready to go. Stacy was so distracted by the pain and her need that she did not see me do it. As he approached Stacy, Bianca placed the blindfold over her eyes. 
 
    #1 came up behind her. No wait, no preamble, no ‘are you ready?’, just slammed himself into her. She literally screamed like she had broken her leg, a guttural outcry that shook the room, then began pushing herself against him. He was pistoning into her like he was ready to pop his load right there, but that was not his plan. The guy had amazing stamina. 
 
    He signaled #2 and #3 to place their cocks in Stacy’s hands on either side, #4 to use her mouth. It took her a moment, but then she was grasping each shaft while pushing herself back. Her moans were now coming deeper as her breath grew shorter and more frantic. I knew what that meant. But #4 did not care. He came around the front, dropped the shelf holding up Stacy’s head, and then shoved his cock in her mouth. 
 
    That was the last straw. I saw the climax hit her hard. Her core vibrating with its power, ripples of pleasure sweeping up her center. Her toes even curled as she shook. Again, #1 could have cared less as he pounded away. 
 
   

 

 Stacy Gets Her Hard Meat 
 
    I guess he got bored with the pussy, so #1 repositioned himself and pushed harshly into her back bud. Stacy only grunted and then returned to her pushing. She was trying to work out a rhythm, with #1 in her ass, #4 in her mouth and the two remaining being gripped in each hand. I simply watched as she accepted their offerings. 
 
    As she recovered from her climax, she worked the cock in her mouth, licking, sucking, inviting him in. #4 was more than willing. He fucked her mouth just as #1 began what can only be his drive to release. He was viciously pushing into her rear opening. He talked while he pounded into her. His utterances made little sense, but Stacy knew the language his body was speaking. She released the cock in her mouth and yelled, ‘he’s cumming in my ass, my ass’, as #1’s grunts told us his seed was splashing into her. Stacy’s orgasm was even stronger than the first one. #3 jerked himself off her hand. She must have been really gripping hard. 
 
    As soon as #1 finished, #2 did not come to me first. He was already hard. His approach was different, though. He knew they already warmed Stacy up. He pushed his cock into her love tunnel, slow and easy. “God, baby, your cunt is hot! He really warmed you up for me.” Stacy simply moaned and whimpered, trying to get him to thrust into her. He did, but slowly and with steady purpose. His rod was much larger than the first one. Soon, Stacy caught onto the rhythm and rode his cock, following his own pace. This guy apparently liked to talk. “You are a hungry little slut, aren’t you?” He wasn’t asking, just making a statement to the room. She was gripping his shaft, pulling him in, welcoming his penetration. 
 
    This guy did not have the stamina of #1. Soon, he could not hold back any longer. He pounded into her. Just as it looked like he was ready to cum, Mistress Bianca stepped up to the table with a weight, dropping it on the nipple clamp chain. The combination of the spunk splashing her vaginal walls and the extra pain of the weight on her nipples sent Stacy even higher for her third release. She was screaming, pulling on the bonds, thrashing on her tormentor from behind. “Stan… Stan… oh my God… Oh my God” as she came and came. #2 pulled out. 
 
    By this time, #3 had fallen a little and came to me for a little oral encouragement. This was my first soft cock. The texture was pliable. I took him fully in and sucked. I pulled him out a little, reached up and caressed his balls, then sucked up and down. It did not take long; he was soon ready to go. He followed right back into her pussy. 
 
    I couldn’t do the sucking anymore after #5. My jaw was sore, and I realized why I wasn’t gay. I liked pussy much more. Goth Girl Chloe was eager to take my place. At Mistress Bianca’s signal, she came into the room totally nude, kneeled next to me, and lavished attention on every cock offered. Chloe kept looking at Stacy each time she would scream her latest orgasm. Her look of longing was hard for me to watch. She wanted to be where Stacy was, to feel the cocks do their damage on her. I often wondered afterwards whether she was the lady that did the 23 guys before. 
 
    The large black guy (#6) turned out to have stamina like #1. He was also much larger. It did not take long for Stacy. She was totally out of control by this time. Cocks pumping every hole, one in her mouth, weight after weight added to her nipples. Orgasms came and came. Especially for #8. The first time his monster cock entered her, Stacy thrashed, twisting on his huge log, pushing back harder and harder, screaming and screaming. I don’t think I have ever seen her cum so hard. And I’ve seen her cum a lot. 
 
    It went like this for nearly three hours. All used her mouth, pussy and ass… #1 through #8, again and then again. 
 
    I kept looking at Mistress Bianca, who would go up to Stacy, swipe her hair off her eyes, and talk to her. This did nothing to slow her moans and whimpering, but it seemed to calm her down, allowing the orgasms to go deeper, penetrate further. Bianca would look back at me with a head nod, good to continue. 
 
    The third time #8 took her with that monster cock, Stacy’s orgasm came so strong she was shaking on the platform, her body absorbing the waves of pleasure. I went up to her, looked into her eyes, and then at Bianca. She just smiled, walking up to the clamps, waited for #8 to slam into her especially hard, then yanked down hard on the nipple chains. I jumped for fear she had torn a nipple off, but Stacy simply exploded. This orgasm made all the others seem like a soft breeze compared to a tropical storm, just preliminaries as the floodgates of pleasure surged through her. This was not an orgasm. It was a total body experience that shattered her very being. She repeatedly pulled against the restraints, the waves just building, until she stiffened with a scream, then collapsed on the platform. Spent for the night. 
 
    #8 had not cum for the third time, and he wanted to. Chloe volunteered, getting on her knees, her ass pointing toward him. He pulled out of Stacy and went straight into Chloe. All that sucking had left her moist and ready. 
 
    I stopped paying attention to him, moving over to Stacy. She was still in her own private, blind-folded world, her crotch constantly pushing back, wanting more. The site was almost shocking. Her entire crotch area was covered with spunk. It dripped out of both holes. It was not as bad as Caroline’s, which was all over her body, but the volume had to be just as high. 
 
    Mistress Bianca looked up at me. She was on the ground next to the nipple clamps. “She has not passed out,” she whispered to me. “She is waiting… waiting for you to do what she needs… her greatest joy in your playing… you know what it is. Eat that stew you crave… look at her… her pussy is throbbing with the need. Can’t you feel her body trembling in anticipation?” 
 
    Still, I hesitated. “There’s just so much!” The spread was everywhere. It repulsed me. The scale! It covered her crotch completely. 
 
    “Do it, you ass,” Bianca hissed at me. “The one thing she really wants is you… YOU!… do it!… do it now!” 
 
    Something in my brain snapped. I went down on my knees and simply buried my face in the stew, taking a deep tongue thrust into her core, landing on her clit full force. Mistress Bianca timed it so she unsnapped the nipple clamps at the same moment. 
 
    All the other orgasms before were just warm-ups. This was a hurricane of explosive force. I had to hold her ass to keep my face inside her as her body convulsed against me. She was screaming my name over and over as the wild pleasure coursed through her. My tongue plunged deep, taking scoop after scoop of cum, tracing her pussy lips as she came. She finally collapsed, this time for good. 
 
    But it really was too much. I could only take so many tongue scoops before my stomach was aching. I rested my face only inches from her sex, her vaginal lips still throbbing from the abuse they had received, the cum smeared all over my face. 
 
    Bianca tapped me on the shoulder, handing me a washcloth. “That’s enough. She has had her fill, and so have you. Time to bring her back to you.” 
 
    I knew exactly what she meant. I heard groans from the side as #8 was tearing into Chloe’s pussy. The other guys were all gone by now. Chloe’s own moans of pleasure were now filling the room. I didn’t pay attention. All I cared about was Stacy. 
 
    I unfastened the cuffs, loosened the arm straps, took off the blindfold, and picked her up in my arms. She trembled softly, the memories of pleasure still coursing through her. Luckily, there was a small sofa in the suite. Bianca dropped a blanket underneath as I laid her down. Bianca reached over to hand me another washcloth and towel, then left us alone, walking toward the still active sound in the room. I pushed Stacy’s hair away from her face and kissed her gently on the lips. 
 
    “Come back to me, babe. I’m still here…” 
 
    Her eyes opened, and her glassy stare told me she was just coming out of subspace. I gently washed her body, her pubic area, and her legs, trying to get as much of the spunk as I could. Then switched to the towel, drying whatever moisture remained. 
 
    “You sure had fun tonight,” I said, as I rolled her up into my arms. Stacy winced as I accidentally grazed one of her nipples. 
 
    “Every hole I have is so sore,” was all she could say as she cuddled into my embrace. 
 
    “How much do you remember this time?” I asked. Sometimes Stacy drops so deep into subspace she doesn’t remember the details of the event, only the glow. This time was different. 
 
    “I remember everything. I guess the pain was not so great that it broke down the dam.” Then she looked at me with a wry, accusatory grin. “How did Mistress Bianca know of my love for nipple clamps, I wonder?” 
 
    I tried to give her my best ‘who me?’ look, but she just laughed and put her arms around me. “Have I told you lately how much I love you, Stan? How did I deserve someone as great as you?” Then she cried, a sob of happiness and release for the pure physical joy she had experienced only moments before. I just wrapped her in my arms, sharing this moment of her joy. 
 
    We heard a deep groan from across the room. We both looked over to find #8 finishing with Chloe while Mistress Bianca, laying on her back, legs spread wide, moaned with a pending release, as Chloe buried her face in her sex. Chloe continued to pleasure her while #8 pounded into her own opening. There was a lot of great sex still happening in this room.  
 
   

 

 Recovery 
 
    Watching Mistress Bianca cum under Chloe’s expert stimulation was fun, but Stacy was beaten. I helped her into the bathroom, where we both took a quick shower. I scrubbed her from head-to-toe while she clung to me. 
 
    This curious ‘clinginess’ after Stacy would have her adventures was always a puzzle for me. Her desire for play was so strong now that no reservations on my part could dissuade her. Yet, curiously, they left her feeling internally vulnerable, on an emotional level, because she frequently acts very tender at the end. 
 
    Frankly, the touching helped me as well. I was finally coming to terms with my role in creating New Stacy and becoming a genuine cuckold to her desires. Over the last few years, I had struggled with making this possible. Her touching confirmed I had made the right decision.  
 
    She needed me. I knew she loved to play, but I also knew she would stop at once if I said no… I knew this with certainty. We did these together, or not at all, especially since the incident with Ethan. Stacy understood her inner-slut needed my emotional support to let go. She needed my approval, my endorsement that it was acceptable, that these feelings she was having would not cause me to reject her. 
 
    And I gave her that approval, openly and honestly. After all this time, I worshipped watching her go so deep. That had become my greatest passion. Even the BDSM sessions with Master Frederick, which have bordered on brutal a couple of times. As she writhed in such obvious pain, I could not take my eyes off the joy she was feeling. The pleasure simply radiated from her. 
 
    Tonight, orgasm after amazing orgasm, Stacy gave herself to those men. A complete release. Her bliss was impossible to ignore as they ravaged her. There was something both complex and profound in her reaction. She was so immersed in the pleasure, her joy extended to everyone around her. The men, and Chloe, had felt it and responded. Even Mistress Bianca, whom Frederick said almost never plays with clients anymore, got so wrapped up in Stacy’s enjoyment that she could not help but get involved. I had been around that broadcast of her desire more than anyone, and I became as addicted to that feeling in myself as she had become obsessed with experiencing her own release. 
 
    The fun part of this session, for me at least, was that Stacy was completely aware of everything that happened, and I did not face the horrific prospect of dressing her wounds when we returned home. Master Frederick would sometimes do such damage I would spend an hour dressing her wounds afterward. But even here, the loving care I gave her after a Frederick session had become part of the ritual, part of my role in creating her pleasure. For her to reach those extreme peaks, she needed me to catch her as she came back down. 
 
    This was not a traditional cuckold relationship, for sure, but I was complicit in what she would do, often making all the arrangements for her. She made it clear I was an equal partner. And that worked for me. 
 
    We did not see anyone as we left Bianca’s, though we could still hear love from the suite. Stacy was simply glowing, and we both were starving. We stopped at a 24-hour diner on our way home, both ordering enormous meals. The waitress just stared at us as we wolfed down the food. Sex always made us hungry. 
 
    The problem was that I had not cum yet. All this activity was very stimulating, and Stacy knew that. While we ate, she took her shoes off and fondled me under the table. I had to cover a huge boner with my jacket on our way out. By the time we got to the car, she was going to take me… no matter what I wanted. 
 
    As we approached the car, she was openly groping me. I unlocked the doors. She pushed me in the back seat, yanked my pants down and devoured my rock-hard spear. Her ass was still hanging out the side door. We were in the middle of a busy parking lot, but she did not care. She was as hungry for me as I was for her. 
 
    I had been on edge for so long. It took little effort before I was pistoning my shaft into her throat. She swallowed every drop of my release, even licked me clean after I was done. She then closed the door behind her, straddled my lap in the backseat, and we necked like two teenagers who had just discovered the joy of sex. The love I felt at that moment affirmed everything I had been feeling for her. God, I loved this woman. 
 
    As we drove home, Stacy told me about how she felt and what the different guys were like. She enjoyed the larger-than-average cock of #6 more than the huge log of #8. He seemed to know how to use it better. #8 was just a pile-driver, not that his technique did not have its own rewards. She winked at me, but the control of his movement, combined with the size, made #6 spectacular. She came and came. We had both really enjoyed ourselves. 
 
    She asked me about sucking cock. Told her it was like pumpkin pie. She knew exactly what I meant. For me, the first taste of pumpkin pie in the fall is the best pie ever invented. By the second or third piece, I never wanted to see another. I was good for the year. For me, cocks were like that. It was fun for a few, but I would never be an enthusiastic fan. I liked what a cock could do to Stacy, but getting a shaft hard did not bring me nearly enough joy to make it a regular part of our play. She just regretted she could not see me do it. 
 
    By the time we got home, it was late. We had hired an older sitter that could stay the night. We left her in the guest room, falling into each other’s arms, asleep within moments. I don’t think we stopped touching the entire night.

  

 
 
    4 / Swinging the New Focus 
 
    Happiness Always Follows 
 
    What convinced me to support her inner-slut over time was the happiness she always felt when it was over. After Caroline’s, she no longer doubted herself or her needs.  
 
    I had a girlfriend in high school who was an enthusiastic lover, who came easily with fervent desire. The curious part was that she would often caress me to harden, fuck my brains out, and then cry for some time afterward. Good girls were not supposed to do this, she would tell me. She felt guilty about being ‘that kind of girl’. Naturally, the crying would stop just as she started caressing me again for a repeat. The mental conflicts in her head must have been horrendous. 
 
    Stacy had much the same upbringing, but her experiences with Ethan, Caroline’s, BDSM, and now group play, had cleansed those repressions from her system. She had gone through a baptism of sexual fire and found she was happier with them gone. We would have a session with Master Frederick, for example, where her back was nothing but raw and striped skin the next day, but she would walk around the house as happy as you can imagine. She seldom even winced when one kid would touch a raw spot. Her inner-slut was fed, and she was content with that. 
 
    For me, it was a slightly different affair. My own sexual ‘baptism of fire’ was watching her go through all of those. Early on, I accepted she wanted the sex, even needed it, but I still carried around the old ‘my wife shouldn’t want to do that’ reservations. As time went by and I saw how happy she remained after each session, my own emotional side took a radical turn. I came to accept that this was ok. We both enjoyed it, and Stacy simply loved the sex. 
 
    Today, we had a bunch of family activities. Stacy could not have been more focused on the kids or happier in their play. I had learned this lesson very well over the last four years. When her inner-slut is released, happiness always follows for Stacy. 
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
    After her latest session with Master Frederick the next month, I allowed her to rest on a table before we left. Her return from subspace was still in process. Frederick placed a blanket over her and we walked over to his bar. I asked him what he knew about swinging. Stacy had talked about the trip to Houston again, but I remain concerned about starting our swing play with 150 in the group! I was thinking something a lot smaller might be a better place to start. 
 
    He agreed with that. He had another client that was familiar with the swing community in the region. Offered to call them to make an introduction. Their situation is quite different, he warned me. “For this couple,” he said, “the wife was the Mistress and the husband the submissive. She is in total control of the relationship. Some of my friends in the BDSM community have found the scale of her control over him uncomfortable, but it seems to work for them. So who cares? I just wanted you to know.” 
 
    “I’m not very sensitive about that stuff,” I told him. “Stacy’s enthusiasm for having other people fuck her often leaves me emotionally exposed, even threatened. I accept a lot of things that might not work for another couple.” 
 
    Frederick shook his head. He understood. During this session, where he had repeatedly caned Stacy across all her non-exposed skin surfaces, leaving slashes everywhere, I had held her in position while he slashed across her breasts. Stacy was wreathing in pleasure and calling my name. Who were we to discuss what a relationship should look like?  
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
    Master Frederick called them. Stacy and I had dinner with this couple the following weekend. Mitt & Hope were a delightful couple in their mid-30s. Mitt was tall, lean and had a commanding presence at the table. He had tight-cropped black hair and deep brown eyes. Hope was not as petite as Stacy, but her beautiful features, carefully styled red hair, and voluptuous body allowed her to hold her own at the table. Mitt was apparently an investment banker and Hope an ad executive. They seemed happy with their relationship. 
 
    I was glad, however, that Master Frederick had warned us about their control arrangement, taken aback the first time I asked Mitt a question and Hope answered. Mitt did not seem to notice. And it happened often. Stacy and I are so equal in everything we do, I would occasionally answer for her, but she would just as often answer for me. We did not have the power dynamics clearly active with Mitt & Hope. 
 
    Mitt and Stacy had one thing in common. They were both pain-sluts. Master Frederick had told me that Mitt was the only sub in his client base that was close to Stacy in pain tolerance. In the conversation, Mitt, Hope and Stacy talked about submission and techniques they had used. I just listened. 
 
    It turned out that Mistress Hope was dominant over Mitt in the sessions with Master Frederick, though Frederick said she was just as vicious. Frederick was there, and active, but he was mainly Hope’s assistant in these sessions. For us, I played the assistant role, mainly watching him do the work. I just didn’t have it in me to actively cane breasts. Stacy wanted this treatment. I just couldn’t do it. I had gotten better over time, but still depended on Frederick to do the major pain work. 
 
    Hope had no such reservations. She spoke happily about a time she had whipped Mitt’s ass so hard that he could not take a pre-planned business trip the next day. He just shook his head, as if this was a happy memory. Go figure! 
 
    After the meals had arrived, we talked about swinging. Stacy explained we were looking at alternatives and found it interesting. She told them about SwingersUnlimited and the planned trip to Houston for New Year’s.  
 
    Swinging in the area was active, they told us, though not on the scale of Houston. There were hundreds of couples involved, but a typical party was 10-20 players. They would meet at member homes nearly every weekend, play until people were exhausted, then move to the next home for the next weekly party. 
 
    I asked a lot of process questions: what activity was allowed, what not, how partners were chosen. Hope answered openly. The players were mainly married couples, though occasionally a member would bring a guest when their spouse was not available. She said you see little bondage sex at these, though there were no formal rules against. She thought people that did those just did them in a different setting. Swinging was largely a hetero affair. The most you are likely to see is husbands guiding especially large cocks into their spouse’s sex with their hands. 
 
    Stacy was more concerned with access. If she took part, would she receive the multiple cocks she desired, or would it be mainly talking. Stacy was clearly there for the cocks. Hope liked her attitude. She suggested there would be plenty of cocks to go around. 
 
    “You will love the guys in our group,” Hope laughed. “One has an enormous cock which all the lady’s love. He really knows what to do with it. There are several guys that cannot seem to get enough. And three seem able to get it up repeatedly.” Hope said those guys were extremely popular! A beautiful body like yours, she assured Stacy, especially when delivered with your open enthusiasm, will attract lots of action. 
 
    Both Mitt & Hope were curious about my planned lack of participation. I was adamant throughout the conversation that I reserved my cock for Stacy. She just laughed. Stacy had no objections to my taking part. I was free to fuck whoever I liked. I knew that, but didn’t care. 
 
    My role was to facilitate Stacy’s play. I simply did not want my cock’s behavior to impede that duty. They all three laughed about it, but I could see Stacy smiling. She touched me under the table. Thank you, that touch said. I told them we did not etch this in stone, but it hadn’t been violated in any of our play to date. Not sure why it would now. Internally, the decision was driven mainly by my inability to get it up multiple times an evening. I never wanted to be in a position where Stacy needed my stiff rod, but I had wasted it on some unknown pussy. That was not a trade-off I was EVER willing to make. 
 
    We got information on the next party and told them we planned to attend.  
 
   

 

 Trying Something Smaller 
 
    The party took place at a home only 15 minutes from ours. It was a lovely place, but not opulent. We came to the door, introduced ourselves as friends of Mitt & Hope. The hostess, Sally, with her husband Frank, welcomed us, said Hope had told them we were coming. She took us around the house, showing us where we would play, the bar for drinking. Every bedroom had been lit with electric candles, the family and living room were both full of padded foam seats and covers over furniture. While the drinks cost nothing, they asked us to put a contribution in the jar on the counter. This just defrays the cost at each home, they told us. I dropped $20 in the jar, even though I knew neither of us would drink. 
 
    Sally was in her mid-40s. She was in fairly decent shape, though her age was showing in large, but sagging breasts and wider hips. Stacy was getting close to her age now, but she had always been a fitness buff. Her fitness became more of a focus as she started dropping her clothes in front of strangers. She jogged and worked out at a local gym multiple days a week. Frank was tall and built like a linebacker, very muscular. The bulge in his thin, cotton slacks made it clear he was packing some serious weaponry down below.  
 
    Over 10 couples had already arrived. Sally said they were expecting nearly 20 couples this evening. We had picked one of the largest gatherings in months, she said. Some had already taken their clothes off, others wanted a drink first, before getting down to business. Everyone in the room knew each other. It turned out that Frank and Sally were active in the local lifestyle community. They introduced us to other attendees as we walked through the rooms. No matter if dressed, everyone was friendly and hugged Stacy, welcoming us. 
 
    I kept catching Stacy’s eye. Yes, this is what she wanted; her nod would say. I could tell by the way she was rubbing herself that she wanted to rip her clothes off right then. Truth is, she got plenty of attention, as the new girl at the party. Not only was she her usual beautiful self, but her transformation into New Stacy had also left her with an almost boundless confidence. She radiated sexual desire and openness, attracting the eye of everyone in the room. All the guys were eager to taste her pussy, and the women wanted to see her in action. 
 
    Stacy had come dressed for action. No panties or bra, a sheer halter top that could be unhooked easily, leaving little to impede her hard nipples, and a noticeably short skirt that would have hidden nothing if she bent over. This outfit might as well be blinking lights with a simple message: ‘fuck me, now!’ 
 
    Attendees represented a broad range of age, race, and body types. Most of the people in the place were trim, but some were of more advanced age and clearly overweight. Not sure this would bother Stacy, especially after her experience at Bianca’s, but I had become a bit of a body snob in our public play. I was not relishing the prospect of watching Stacy get pounded while a guy’s fat jiggled all around her. Or even watching a large lady get fucked while her belly swashed about. Ok, so I have my hang-ups. Easy for me to be a snob, considering I was always on the lean side, despite my making almost no effort to keep stay thin. Maybe I had won my version of the genetic lottery! 
 
    As we moved through the crowd, my role was becoming difficult. Occasionally, as Sally moved us through the crowd, we would get separated. Crowds would swarm around Stacy. Her open reception to all touching meant she was slow in getting back, as hands groped her breasts, squeezing her nipples, while hugs quickly became fingers exploring lower areas. The problem for me is that I was getting the same ‘touchy’ reception. I had multiple cock grabs and breast rubs along the way. How was I going to explain that I was not here to play? I thought to myself. These people were clearly wanting me to actively take part. 
 
    On the next break in the crowd, I pulled Stacy aside. “Stace, these people think I am going to play with them. You know I don’t want to do that.” 
 
    “Maybe you should,” was her only reply. 
 
    “How can I be with you if I do that?” 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” she said. “Sally said this is an experienced group with a lot of veteran players. I will be safe. If you don’t want to play, then don’t. I am good with that choice. But don’t do it for me. I would like to watch you give your cock to one of these ladies. They look very experienced, could probably teach your cock a thing or two.” She laughed at this last while grabbing my cock. “Don’t you think it’s time to loosen up a bit?” 
 
    “We’ll see how it goes. But I am making no promises. Sex for me is more personal, more focused on you. I don’t find random sex to be all that stimulating the way you do. I attach my pleasure to you, babe. Not just getting off.” 
 
    “I know that, and I love you for it, but why don’t you use this small party to see if you might like more open contact. You might find you like it.” 
 
    “We’ll see…” I replied, as I looked around the room. 
 
   

 

 Learning the Lifestyle  
 
    We never caught the signal that started it all, but at some point, all pretense at socializing ended and actual play began. I stood aside, still fully clothed, as an attractive black couple pulled Stacy in. The wife started kissing her while the husband pulled her clothes off. Stacy was more than willing! Though, to my knowledge, this was the first time she had ever kissed a woman. The couple seemed ok with me just standing aside to let them play. 
 
    In no time, Stacy was on her knees, a cock buried deep. The woman had gotten on her back, offering her snatch to Stacy. She looked at me with a smile, then buried her face inside those velvety lips. Her first orgasm of the evening was not far behind. The woman was loving whatever Stacy was doing down below, so my attention moved to other parts of the room. With nearly 40 people in multiple rooms, just about every combination of human copulation was on display.  
 
    I could see Sally leaning over the kitchen counter, getting slammed from behind by a large man. Frank was doing his own humping only a few feet away. I could see Mitt and Hope entertaining a young couple on the living room sofa. The young wife was burying Mitt’s cock down her throat as far as she could, while Hope was doing the same to the husband. 
 
    As my attention turned back to Stacy, a hand reached around me to fist my shaft through my jeans. “That’s looks ready to play, don’t you think?” The woman’s voice came around to my front. She was a beautiful woman, slightly younger than us, but completely nude. She had been walking around looking for an attractive candidate and settled on me. She unbuckled my belt, pulling down my jeans and shorts. The cock sprung out fully formed. 
 
    Somewhere in the middle of all this, Stacy turned her head toward me, just as the woman’s mouth approached. I was going to say no, but the wicked smile on Stacy’s face stayed my hand. Why not? I suddenly said to myself. Might as well get some relief while I am here. Her warm mouth engulfed my stiff rod and gave me some of the best head I had ever experienced. Her tongue, teeth and full throat were put to effective use. Soon, she dropped to her knees, right next to Stacy, wiggling her ass toward me. I knew what she wanted, but I held back. The conflict inside raged. My cock was throbbing with desire, precum was already oozing. My body was screaming… Yes! Yes! My internal watchdog was telling me to slow down, to think of what this means for the future. Are you going to get involved at every session? It kept saying. 
 
    Then Stacy decided for me. She reached over to the woman and started playing with her nipples, looking me straight in the eye. ‘Do it’, she mouthed. ‘I’ll be fine.’ That was all it took, as my raging member went balls deep into her. The woman moaned deeply with the insertion and pushed back. I pistoned into her, trying to maximize the friction on her clit. She came with a shriek. Every head turned as the crowd started clapping. Apparently, this was traditional for the first orgasm with a newcomer! She pulled off me, came back to give me a light kiss on the cheek, then went looking for other conquests. 
 
    Stacy tapped the bottom of the black woman she had been eating, motioning for her to make her hole available to me. She was happy to oblige. And there I was, in a real swinger’s moment. My wife was on her knees, right beside me, being pounded by the husband of a woman I was fucking. Stacy moaned as the pace of her cock picked up. My partner had the misfortune of coming right after the incredible first cummer. I could only hold out a short while longer before exploding with my release. A little embarrassed, I pulled out. Her frustrated whimpers showing the loss. 
 
    Luckily, a guy saw what was happening and practically sprinted across the room. His rod was ready to support her need, slamming in with brutal force. Her gasp of relief was unmistakable. Soon, her moans were back in play as she approached the reward she wanted. 
 
    I was backing up to the nearest wall, pulling my jeans up, full on embarrassment, flushing my face red. A finger tapped my shoulder. It was Mitt. 
 
    “That’s the best thing about swinging,” he said. “For those of us that can’t last long, there is always another cock waiting to fill the gap. Hope says she has more orgasms at swinging events because the cocks are always so eager and plentiful!” 
 
    It was as if he had read my mind. “You too?” I asked. “The woman before had gotten me so close, then walked away. The second one just topped off the rest. So, embarrassing.”  
 
    “You’ll get better at pacing yourself as you attend parties, but do not worry about it. Some of these guys are freaks of nature. They can get it up whenever they want, stay hard for most of the night, and only cum when they want to. You gotta admire them, but it’s kind of intimidating for the rest of us,” chuckling as he gripped my arm. “Welcome to the real swingers club. Let’s face it. There will always be a bigger, longer-lasting dick than yours, no matter how many are playing. Never fails.” 
 
    I started laughing. Mitt had just saved my entire night. “Thanks, Mitt. I can’t tell you how much that helped me. I just turned destructively inward.” 
 
    “I could tell,” as he followed my laugh. “It was the ‘what have I done?’ look. Funny on someone else, but tough to take. I remember my first time; I didn’t even make it to insertion. I came all over the face of a woman giving me a blowjob. It came very unexpected by her. She shrieked, falling back on her ass, calling her husband’s name. I thought we were going to get into a fight as this huge guy came barreling across the room, his own cock flopping as he rushed my way. Truth is, Hope saved the day. Before he could get to me, she stepped in front of him, dropped to her knees, and sucked his cock straight into her mouth. She gives a world-class blow job, my friend. If you’re lucky, you’ll find out one day. Anyway, as she sensed he was cumming, she pulled him out of her mouth, allowing him to blast his load all over HER face. Whatever rage the couple had been feeling was eliminated with her act of reciprocity.” 
 
    “Amazing story,” I said. “That Hope is quite a woman.” 
 
    “You have no idea,” he said. “The best thing that ever happened to me. But notice what happened. Hope not only gives a good blow-job to the guy, but she knew exactly the right act that would assuage their feelings. THAT is Hope’s genuine gift. She has an empathetic sense… so insightful… I keep telling her she is wasting her talent in advertising. That skill is so needed in banking. She could make a fortune for us!” 
 
    By this time, we were both laughing so loud that heads turned, including Stacy and Hope, who were walking our way. They were both nude, of course. Stacy had already cum multiple times on her black friend’s tool. Hope did not look any less satisfied. 
 
    “You guys are having a fun time…” Hope said. 
 
    Mitt took her in his arms as Stacy folded into mine. Mitt said, “I was telling him about the time you saved me by blowing that raging bull and having him cum on your face.” 
 
    Hope looked at me. “I thought he was going to pound Mitt into goo the way his cock was flopping,” as she gently needled him in the side. Must be a ticklish area for him because he immediately pushed her hand away, laughing. “Goes to show you. No one should try to act the bully when their cock is showing an entirely different story.” 
 
    We laughed again, this time for all four. I could tell at this moment that Mitt and Hope were going to become close friends before this was all over. Both of our wives had become extremely aggressive lovers since we had married, and while our response was different, it left us with a lot of commonality. Stacy and Hope were also the same; kindred spirits with an almost insatiable sexual appetite that needed release. They had lucked out with husbands that would allow the pair to experience that release, even encourage expanding into new areas. 
 
    And Mitt was right. As the evening progressed and I saw Stacy take on more cocks, in different combinations, I knew swinging was the right place to release her inner-slut, as it was for Hope. Stacy liked the ability to put herself in unexpected situations and to let the pleasure flow. And, unexpectedly, I enjoyed watching her. But my cock never left my jeans again that night, or any nights we played with that local group. 
 
    After that first night, we became regulars on the swinging circuit. Stacy proved to be immensely popular with both men and women alike. The men liked her willing offer of any hole for any purpose. The women liked she would play with them at the same time and comfortable sharing. 
 
    For me, Stacy and I were so openly attached to each other that the group included me in all their planning, even though I was not active in playing myself. After a while, ‘the lifestyle’, as they liked to call it, became the focus of Stacy’s external sexual life. Master Frederick was not happy about this arrangement. His regular sessions with Stacy became less frequent as we got deeper into the lifestyle. Even Ethan took a back seat to the regular stimulation she received inside the lifestyle group.

  

 
 
    5 / Playing in a Large Setting 
 
    Looking to Houston 
 
    The lifestyle had allowed Stacy to fully release her inner-slut regularly. She could get as much sex as she wanted every time, and with play sessions every weekend, she could get it as often as she wanted as well. As expected, Mitt and Hope became our closest friends, both inside the lifestyle and out. We got to be friends with many of the regular players. One thing about sex, nobody forgets people with whom they have been intimate, even if it is in a group setting. 
 
    After several weeks, Stacy could tell who was humping her by the shape of the penis. She even told me she could tell which pussy she was licking by the scent. It was comfortable as both a sexual release for her and as an extended group of friends for us. 
 
    But Stacy was always looking for bigger and better. Houston became a stronger focus. In my work life, I had been heading a web project with a Houston-based concern and we were going to launch the new business on January 1. This meant I was going to Houston just before New Year’s. We had arranged for her parents to come for the Christmas holiday and stay over New Year’s, taking care of the kids so Stacy could go along. This allowed us nearly a week to play while in town. 
 
    Her SwingersUnlimited research had told her this was the largest and most active lifestyle group in the country. Their play parties were legendary, huge, and more diverse in action than anything we had experienced. Some bondage apparently allowed, and same-sex and anal play were quite common. Stacy was getting more excited by the day. 
 
    The hardest part in planning for the trip was my role. She clearly wanted me to take part, yet after my first experience, I did not want to take the chance of another embarrassment in front of 150 people. Plus, my focus, as always, was Stacy. That much cock could drop her into subspace quickly. Would she be able to take care of herself in that circumstance? 
 
    It wasn’t a matter of not trusting her. Rather, a more realistic look at her inability to say no. If we got completely separated, and one guy suggested a trip off-site, would she be able to say no? After watching her in lifestyle-play for several months now, I became convinced the answer depended on when the offer was made. In Houston, late evening could mean 20-30 cocks later. I had no confidence in her better judgment prevailing in that situation. 
 
    My concern arose because I had done some research on the Houston SwingersUnlimited group on my own. The media had accused the group of turning a blind-eye to kidnapping, where women who got too drunk, then convinced to leave the party. Taken to a place where guys would rape them for hours. They had tied one of them to a table and fucked her repeatedly all night. 
 
    In the end, I decided to play with one warning: I would make my cock available for play, if the action was within eyesight of Stacy. This would allow me to have some fun, give her the space to really let go, and still offer one level of security against her going too far. 
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
    My business in Houston went well. We got all the final details settled and was now prepared for launching the website on January 1. Our first night in town, our partners took Stacy and I out to a genuinely nice Cajun restaurant. The food was spicy and delicious, especially since this was our first sampling of this cuisine. 
 
    The second night, I ended up working late on the project. One wife took Stacy to dinner, and then they went to the Houston equivalent of Chippendale’s, an all-male review with an audience filled with screaming ladies. She had a fun time, later admitting it had been her idea to go there. One dancer apparently took his gigantic cock out of his silk pouch and waved it in Stacy’s face. It was all she could do, she said, not to grab the shaft and shove it down her throat! I had to laugh at her description, but I was sure glad she didn’t. Probably not the best image for the wife to take home to our business partners. 
 
    We had the next night to ourselves. We went to a good steak place, explored the downtown area, then drove out to see if we could find the play-space scheduled for the next night. They weren’t kidding, ‘old warehouse district’. By the time we found the address, we had rolled up our windows in worries for our safety. It was deserted, except for a few homeless walking around. 
 
    It did not matter to Stacy. All these concerns about safety and environment meant nothing when compared to her inner-slut’s demands. After three days of anticipation, her pussy-fire was fully ablaze. We had brought some toys along; in case they held me late with the project. Stacy wanted to make sure she had an outlet. I checked before leaving for the last day of business. They had all been used… often! She was very ready. 
 
   

 

 Swingers Everywhere 
 
    Stacy looked back at me as she approached the open door. She had already started removing her clothes. I could see the writhing bodies inside. The action had apparently started some time before. There had to be 30-40 people in that large room already, with more all around us, getting ready to enter. Every shape and color of the human body must have been represented. Rigid cocks were in abundant supply, as were bare tits and spread legs. I caught glimpses of those cocks as mouths covered them and other holes welcomed. 
 
    We could see the vastness of the available space. It was full of sofas, sectionals, mattresses laid on floors. There were swings installed in areas where the woman could be strapped in and humped with the guy standing. There were even several tables where the woman could be bound for direct access, though no striking was allowed. 
 
    As I marveled at the options, I wrapped her in my arms and said simply, “Have fun. I’ll be in the room watching, though you know I do not like to play like this. My cock is only for you. I may play a little this time out, but I will always be around you.” Her eyes sparkled at that last. 
 
    She turned to me just as her blouse fell to the floor. I reached around to unhook the bra. Her nipples were already hard as pebbles. I knew if I touched her pussy, I would feel her soaked through with her juices. All this buildup to her first large orgy had left Stacy nearly panting with desire. 
 
    “Are you willing to play with me?” she asked, her voice showing a slight quiver of nervousness. “I would like that.” 
 
    I kissed her gently on the top of her head as I helped her get the rest of her jeans and panties off. As expected, her excitement pasted the panties. “Of course. You just give me a signal. I will be there. But tonight is for you. Enjoy as many cocks as you want. Mine will be on your call whenever you want it, as always.” 
 
    Once she was totally naked. She spun once in front of me, playfully placing her hands to lift her nipples toward me. “How do I look?” 
 
    “Beautiful, as always, my Love. Have fun!” Even after being together for 20 years, her beauty still made my heart skip a beat. 
 
    She turned to walk through the door as I removed my own clothes. I saw her walk straight to a cock that was extended from a guy in the center of the room. She kneeled in front of him, looked back at me, and engulfed the cock down her throat. The sigh of welcome was unmistakable as the guy took her head in his hands. 
 
    Just as I unbuttoned my shirt, a pair of female hands came from behind. “Let me help you with that,” she said. She finished unbuttoning the shirt, pulling it off my shoulders, then came around the front. I did not know her, but it was clear she was here to play in the room. Her clothes abandoned some time before. She had tiny breasts, but her nipples were huge relative to their size. She unfastened my belt and jeans, tugged them down with my underwear. I lifted my feet to help her remove them. My cock was already at half-mast. She wrapped her hand around my shaft, clearly intending to take me in her mouth. 
 
    I gently took her hand and pulled it up to my lips, kissing her on the back of the hand. “I’m not here for that,” I told her. 
 
    “I see… you like to watch… My husband likes that too, though he does occasionally indulge. Which one is yours?” 
 
    I pointed to Stacy. Her face bobbed on the cock in the middle of the room. 
 
    “Lovely. She sure likes to play,” she laughed. “Though, I will say, for you to go in naked may not be the best strategy. If you want to avoid contact with that handsome tool, don’t you think?” 
 
    I showed her the gym shorts and towel I had brought. The gym shorts for me, a standard lifestyle signal the wearer is not available, and the towel for Stacy, in case she needed it. 
 
    “She is a lucky girl, to have someone so understanding of her needs.” She hugged me, told me to enjoy the party while walking into the room. It did not take long for the lady to find a willing cock for her own needs, as I put on my gym shorts. 
 
    My eyes never left Stacy. She was enjoying the cock in her mouth, but long experience told me that the rotating movement of her hips meant she wanted something there as well. I took my first step toward her. Mine was a very willing cock by this time, hard and eager. But I was too late. Another guy pulled her hips up. She was fully on her knees now, and buried his own tool as deep as it would go. The moan from Stacy told me what I wanted to hear. Oh, yes, she was saying. Quench that pussy-fire. She struggled to keep her hand on the cock in her mouth, so she dropped her hands to the floor and used only her mouth. It looked uncomfortable to me. 
 
    I walked up, tapping the two guys on the shoulder, pointing to an open spot on the sectional in the corner. They both understood and pulled out. Stacy gasped at the sudden loss and looked up. I helped her to her feet, guiding her to the sectional and laid her on her back, slightly easing her legs open. She looked up at me, mouthing ‘thank you’, then turned her attention back to the guys. I patted her inner thigh, signaling for them to go back to what they were doing. Both were happy to oblige; one back in her mouth, the other plunging hard into her welcoming cunt. 
 
    Our eyes locked as she sucked. She knew I loved to watch her feeding her inner-slut. The joy on her face and the pleasure that was suffusing her body were all I needed to see. I nodded my head to her, then walked back over to the side wall. I wanted a clear view, but I wanted her to feel open to obey the dictates of her inner-slut without having to worry about me. 
 
    How weird am I, so willing to let my wife fuck whoever she wants? As I stared at the two cocks pushing into her, my mind drifted back to the weird path we had taken to get here and moved out of the way. I knew she was just getting started. 
 
   

 

 How much is too much? 
 
    Stacy kept up this pace for much of the next two hours. I lost count of the cocks inside her at 15. Twice, she was the center of five, with one in each hole below, one in her mouth and the other two in each hand. In the lifestyle community, five was a significant number. Because the two in her hands were being primed to replace the ones down below, leaving her with almost continuous cock as long as the 5 lasted. 
 
    These round robins of 5 would drive her crazy with lust. I would periodically step closer to make sure she remained actively involved, not too deep into subspace. I never felt that she was, so stepped back to allow her to continue. 
 
    One significant difference for Stacy in Houston was a compromise for playing longer. Between each segment of play, a ‘round of 5’, for example, she would go to the restroom and wash herself. She would wipe off all excess spunk on her body and use some cleansing wipes to try, as best she could, to control the cream dripping out of her holes. This amount would get worse as the evening progressed, no doubt about that, but she wanted to keep it to a minimum. She had discovered in her playing with our local group, guys will avoid women that were too covered with jizz. Once cleansed, she would head back to the action. A couple times, I did the washing while we talked about how she was doing, but most of the time, I watched from afar, usually against a near wall with my gym shorts firmly in place. 
 
    Once, when Stace was fully engaged in one of her ‘fives’, I saw a ravishing woman with extra-large breasts, showing herself as available on a nearby sectional. I stepped up and shared her with another guy. We each took a turn at her mouth and pussy. This time, I lasted much longer. She came several times as we pleasured her, and I had time to enjoy those breasts. I love Stacy’s well-shaped, but petite size, but this woman’s pair were amazing. I buried my face in them, inserted my cock between them, even suckled those luscious nipples while my partner slammed into her below. Her nipples turned out to be sexually sensitive to her. The combination of fucking and sucking drove her to climax after climax. 
 
    Truth is, I really needed the release. After watching so much action around, my own balls were aching with need. Cumming inside her was very satisfying. After we were done, she got up and kissed us both, thanking her partners for a fun time, then moved on. Soon, I could see her at another sectional, on her back, another two guys taking care of her needs. 
 
    It was always a curious aspect of lifestyle play for me, the complete disconnect between emotional intimacy and pleasure. Stacy had it for sure. I never once felt threatened that she was leaving me for one of these guys. For her, it was pure pleasure… feeling the sexual drive fulfilled, and then moving on. This woman clearly shared Stacy’s attitude. 
 
    I was not there yet. While I enjoyed playing with the large breasts, my attention never left Stacy. Despite what I was allowing her to do, I attached my intimacy to one woman and no other. 
 
    A couple times, she moved further away from me than I was comfortable. I would allow her to drift away, then went looking. I did not want her to feel like I had her on any form of leash, but I remained concerned about her falling too deep into subspace to make reasonable decisions. I stayed close enough to see, but not close enough for her to notice I was there. 
 
    One time, when she had strayed further away, I went looking and found her tied to a table, with one guy in her mouth and another in her ass. I could hear her moans across the surrounding space. I watched for a while but did not interfere. She seemed to have fun. After three or four rounds of guys taking her on the table, I untied the bonds, helped her off, and cleaned her up. 
 
    Her stamina never ceases to amaze me. Play started at 10pm. We got here by 10:30. It was already 1:30am, and she seemed primed to return to the floor. I asked her how long she wanted to stay. She looked at me like I was telling her to stop. 
 
    “Do you want to stop now?” Her tone and quivering voice told me clearly that would NOT be her choice. 
 
    “No,” I said, “not yet. You’re still having fun, but it’s already 1:30. The crowds are thinning out. The late bloomers will probably be a rowdier bunch. Are you ready for that?” 
 
    “Please, Stan, let’s stay a little longer.” Clearly, my feeling of caution was missing. In her mind, she was just getting started. 
 
    “No problem. We can stay as long as you like. I am here for you.” 
 
    The relief on her face was shocking. I felt like a mother who had pulled the candy jar back after only one piece. The reality was quite different, of course. She had been stuffing that candy in her face all night. Her holes had been in almost continuous use for all of those three hours. She had to be getting sore down below, but I saw no signs of that. All she could think of was getting more. 
 
    After this, I allowed my surveillance to be a little looser, even walked around the room to see what was happening. The action was slowing down. The main body of swingers heading home as exhaustion and sore openings took their toll. 
 
    Around 2:30, I made my way back to where I thought she would be. What I found shocked me, even after all we had been through. A particular group of guys had obviously used her repeatedly. There must have been 10. I know she likes it rough, but this group had taken it to another level. Turns out, they had been fucking every hole since I left her and were now covering her with spunk while she kneeled on the floor. Most of them had already cum on her. Virtually her entire body covered, their white cream coating her face, her chest and even her back. Apparently, these ten were all that remained of the over 20 that had been using her. 
 
    I could see the look in what little of her eyes I could see. She was so deep into subspace; I would be surprised if she even knew me as I walked up to her. The last of the guys made their deposit on her face, then stepped back, clearly assessing what they could do next. I stepped into the middle, my towel at the ready. My action letting them know this was over.  
 
    One guy grabbed my arm. “She’s ours,” he said. The fierce look on my face as a whirled around made them all stand back. 
 
    “NO, SHE IS NOT,” I screamed at them. “She’s had enough, even if you are too stupid to see it.” My intention to physically resist any further action must have broken their will, despite their number. They knew fighting would get them banned from any future sessions. The crowd broke up as I turned back to Stacy. 
 
    She was a mess. In another situation, I would have buried myself in her crotch, eating her to a monstrous orgasm, but the look in her eyes was truly frightening. She was not there. It was blank, as if she weren’t present. I wiped her face with my towel and asked another woman nearby to get some more towels. Soon, I had her reasonably cleaned up, but she still had not returned from subspace. I was really getting worried. She had never gone down this low, even with Master Frederick.  
 
    I held her in my arms, “Come back to me, Stace. I love you. I’m here now,” while stroking her body and head, kisses raining down on her face. She did not respond. My caressing seemed to go on for an eternity, but I know it was only 10-15 minutes. My self-recrimination had only begun. How could I have left her late in the evening for such an extended period? Shit. What was I thinking? What if she doesn’t come back? What could I do now? Tears formed in my eyes as this self-loathing grew with each minute. 
 
    Finally, she seemed to shake a little in my arms, her head turning toward me. “Hey, babe. Where have you been?” 
 
    “I’m right here, Stace… right here.” I wiped her hair away from her face, tilted her eyes up to mine. Her eyes were focusing on me now, but they still had truly little brightness behind that stare. 
 
    My own tears must have shaken her a little as she came back another step. “What’s wrong? What happened? Why are you crying?” 
 
    I am not much of a crier, and Stacy knew that very well. The presence of those tears must have shocked her back to the present. 
 
    “Worried about you is all. Do you remember what happened with your last group?” 
 
    “Some guys invited me over to play with them… I went over… They had lots of hard cocks… I thought about how they would all feel in me… Oh my God. When was that?” 
 
    “They went at you for over an hour, Stace. You fell so far into subspace; I have been struggling for the last 15-20 minutes to get you to come back to me.” 
 
    “They were really rough… you know… I like that… but there were so many…” 
 
    I hugged her again as she whimpered. The soft tears turned into open sobbing as some memory of her last hour came back to her. My heart was being torn into pieces. “I’m so sorry, my Love. I shouldn’t have allowed you to go without me being near, especially this late in the evening. It’s all my fault.” 
 
    As her crying grew louder, a small crowd formed around us, soon joined by club officials asking what was going on. My growing anger flashed through me. I jumped to my feet, pointing at the group of guys milling a short distance away. I was now walking toward them, rage clearly displayed. 
 
    Club officials stepped in front of me. I repeatedly pointed at the group. “Those motherfuckers gang raped her right on the floor. This wasn’t lifestyle play. They trapped her in the middle and when she stopped resisting, just raped her over and over. If I had a gun, I’d blow their fucking brains out. I still might when I get one.” 
 
    By that time, I had returned to Stacy’s side, my arms continuing to make threatening gestures toward them. The guys saw my reaction and ran for the entrance. Everyone there registered to get in and many around us knew them, shouting their names. Retribution was coming, and they now knew it. 
 
    I dropped back to the floor, wrapping my arms around her. The sobbing had slowed, and she was holding me tight like I was threatening to leave her. Nothing could have drugged me away at that moment. My caresses seemed to bring her further back. 
 
    “How bad was it?” she asked.  
 
    “I’m not sure, Stace. They took you for about an hour. Not sure how many. By the time I got here, it was over. At the end, over 10 of them jacked off all over you.” 
 
    I tried to get her on her feet, but she would not stand. Pools of spunk were still oozing out of her holes down below. She looked down at the mess and cried again. I just held her until it passed. 
 
    “Let’s go home, Stace. We can talk on the way.” She finally allowed me to help her up, but she cringed at her nudity and the mess between her legs… wow… For the first time since New Stacy appeared, she was embarrassed by her own behavior. She buried her face in my chest so she could not see the faces staring at her. 
 
    A Club official came up to me. Does she need some medical aid, he asked? I asked Stacy. “Do you want to see someone before we go home?” She did not even answer, just shook her head no. I waved them off as we went back to find our clothes. I had taken the towel, wrapped it around her torso, but it wasn’t big enough to cover much. The goo continued to trail down her leg as we walked.  
 
    Several women came up to her, touching her arm, showing sympathy, but I’m not sure Stacy noticed them. She was being consumed by a reaction that I had never seen in New Stacy… disgust and shame. It was obvious we had a lot to talk about. 
 
   

 

 Her path changes directions… Again! 
 
    I took her into the women’s restroom, used towels and the sink to get her cleaned up. I tried to absorb the remaining cream still coming out. No woman in the room objected to my presence. Word of what happened had already spread around the room. Many asked if I needed help. Stacy just clung to me, not wanting anyone else to see her like this. We went to get our clothes and made our way back to the car. On the way to the hotel, Stacy said nothing. Not one word, but her hands never left me untouched. It was as if she was reassuring herself that I was still with her. 
 
    We went into the hotel room. I warmed up a shower and then thoroughly scrubbed her body, shampooed her hair, even gently washed her genitals to remove what cum remained. She winced when I went there. Her openings were nothing short of raw. 
 
    When I finally got her into bed, she reached for me. I held her in my arms, and we fell into a deep sleep. 
 
    The next morning, I woke up before her, ordered some room-service breakfast, arranged for late checkout and let her sleep. Our plane wasn’t until early evening, so we were in no hurry. I checked a few business emails for the project still to launch on Jan 1. Everything looked fine. Not sure if I could have done anything about it, anyway. Stacy was my only priority for the near future. 
 
    She eventually came into the main room of the suite, where I was sitting at the workspace. Her eyes were still puffy from all the crying. A white hotel robe draped tightly around her. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” I said. “Glad you got a little more sleep.” 
 
    “I had terrible nightmares… of being taken and raped. So terrible. Is that what happened last night? Those guys…” 
 
    “Well, not sure exactly what happened yet, but they definitely took advantage of you. I am so sorry I wasn’t closer to you when this happened. I just thought you liked the freedom of playing on your own. That’s no excuse, just a reason. I will never let that happen again.” 
 
    “It was not your fault, Stan. I was the one with the needs. You were just going along.” 
 
    “Still, I knew once you fell into subspace, you could not say no. I should have stayed closer when…” 
 
    Stacy cut me off mid-sentence. “I was the one that left myself in a vulnerable position. I should have known better. They encouraged me to come into the circle, where they were standing around… there were so many guys… My pussy-fire was blazing… the prospect of so many cocks. I should have paid attention to the risk. Stan, when I walked into the circle, I knew the vibe wasn’t right. But they were so rough… I responded like I always do… So exciting! But I didn’t pay attention to the numbers. There were just too many… with no Mistress Bianca to keep everything focused. They didn’t care to stop and, I don’t even remember when, but I fell completely and just gave myself to them. I don’t even remember them covering me with cum.” She looked at me, no longer hurt, just embarrassed. “I really went too far, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, I think we both did.” 
 
    “I should have paid attention when you suggested we leave.” She came up to hug me again. “Where would I be without you? I am so sorry…” There were no tears this time, just sorrow.  
 
    I wrapped her in my arms, having her sit on my lap. “I will always be here, babe. Just wish I were there sooner last night.” I held her tight, our dueling guilt fighting for prominence. Finally, I said, “Is it too soon to talk about the future? Maybe we need to take a break from playing?” 
 
    “We will never play like that again… never!” This last given as a statement of fact. “I cannot allow myself ever to get in a situation like that. It was my hunger that drove it. You might have been able to stop this one, but it would have come again elsewhere. I needed a wake-up call.” 
 
    She looked at me, our eyes locked as she thought, and I waited. 
 
    “Stan, you tried to tell me before that it was getting out of control. That my total focus on sexual pleasure was creating problems. That my inner-slut owned my every waking moment. I wouldn’t listen. All I could feel was the need for the next cock. Stan… I want you to know… that’s over. I will never again put myself in a position where I take a walk of shame, like last night. That was so embarrassing, Stan. I am so sorry…” 
 
    “I’m here babe. Nothing about that changed my love for you. We have plenty of blame to share.” I took her head in my hands, kissing her lips gently. I just hoped I delivered the love I still felt. “But what does that mean, never? No more inner-slut?” 
 
    “No public play at least. It has eliminated my interest in the lifestyle. I would prefer not to give up Ethan. I know you love him as much as I do, but we will never do another swinger party. I like Mitt and Hope. Maybe we can play with them if you like, but it will just be us, no one else.” 
 
    “What about Master Frederick? You have really gone deep into subspace during the last few visits.” 
 
    “He is different, of course. Not public. But even if we do eventually, it will be awhile. I need to let New Stacy calm down. Old Stacy, even with all her repressions, still knew when to stop before it was too late. I need to reacquaint myself with her again.” 
 
    “I am good either way,” I said. “I loved Old long before New. My feelings have never changed… for either of you.” I chuckled. “I will support whatever decision you make.” 
 
    “Good,” she said, “because New Stacy is going on vacation. I hope you don’t mind… decided this while I was in bed this morning. We can still play with Ethan… even there… too focused. We can schedule sessions with him… No… turning my attitude away from the sex and focus on the friendship. We will play during the sessions. Leave the rest alone. Sex has its place, a large place for us, but only a place. Our love is much more important. I tested that last night and discovered how important it is. The rest is finished.” 
 
    “I am yours, babe. Where you go… I go!”

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    It turned out that they permanently banned the 10 leaders of the group that took Stacy from the SwingersUnlimited. The rest given 6-month suspensions. This development did not matter to us. We would never go back, but we were glad they could not do that to anyone else either. 
 
    True to her word in the Houston hotel, Stacy gave up open sex play altogether. We remained friends with Mitt and Hope, yet we never played with them as a couple again. Hope understood completely. 
 
    Master Frederick was the big loser. She never went back. I tried to talk her into this one… not public, for her pleasure only. No, she said, that was not the right choice. She decided it was more representative of a mind-set than of sexual pleasure. Absorbing that much pain could be sexually satisfying, she said, but it also was a signal that her priorities were in the wrong place. Regrettably for him, Frederick really enjoyed the sessions. He was sad to see us go. 
 
    Only Ethan remained. I called to tell him about what happened in Houston as soon as we got back. I warned him that our playing days may be over. The next visit, we rode our motorcycles to North Carolina and had a wonderful time. The tone, though, was completely different. 
 
    When we played, Stacy was just as aggressive and involved as ever. When we were not playing, however, she kept her clothes on and enjoyed our friendship. The sex, while part of our friendship, would no longer be at the center. And we never tied her up or treated her roughly again. Still, Ethan and I continued our double penetration habit. Stacy really liked that! 
 
    Houston broke the fever of her sexual needs. She had come full circle. She did not go all the way back to Old Stacy. Rather, she was now, let’s call it, Old Stacy Plus, much better sex for me (she still liked anal), and Ethan. Our sessions with him were now full of passion, love and friendship, not just raw sex. Family and friends became her focus, away from the pleasure more cocks could deliver. 
 
    I liked her either way, but knew that Stacy liked Old Stacy Plus better than New Stacy. It was a good long-term solution. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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