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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. 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?” 
 
    “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. 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 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 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 primary 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… enjoy it however I wanted… I figured… what the fuck? I might as well see where this goes. My concern that 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 saw 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 newfound 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 of 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 ahead, asking Roberto 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… 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 upset would you be if I asked you for more?” 
 
    I chuckled, finding her obvious discomfort almost amusing. “No, Stacy, not 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, Stace, 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… 
 
    “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 open to anything you want to do.” I hoped that was answer enough for her because it was all I had. 
 
    “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 till 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 it has not tempted me 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… 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 authentic 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 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 tough 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 said you like it… 
 
    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 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 building. 
 
    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. It has ignited my desire for sex! 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 by 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 drove 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 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. We have taken your libido 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 a dildo to 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 into the room. Understand?” 
 
    She did not answer with words, but the twinkle in 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 may not 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 away, 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 the kids! 
 
    But I did not care at that moment. The combination of watching her moan while pushing back against my cock and my pleasure at seeing her in constant arousal woke my own ‘inner-Master’. The visual of her breasts rocking back and forth made my jaws clinch 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 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 onto her back. Her face now looking at me. “Where did you get that enormous 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-on systems to… I chuckled to myself… 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 infamous with local political leaders, who had launched multiple efforts to shut it down. 
 
    Still, Caroline’s persisted, becoming a local institution. It surprised me that Stacy even knew about the place, having been in town for 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 hookups for sex? I know there are several. I know one that 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 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 enormous 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 after this experience. I call 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 active with Stacy while I was in the room, or to take part with me in a threesome with Stacy in the center. The online 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, 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 would 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 at 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 on 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 finished, she 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 lie 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. She displayed her ass and sex for my 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 glistening 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! 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 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 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, reaching around to pull her nipples and kiss her neck. She sat up straight in a full cowgirl position, grinding herself on his cock, turning her head toward me. Then we kissed. 
 
    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 about 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. 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 contrasted with the hard pounding down below. 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 meeting. 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 took 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 enormous man standing next to a petite woman startled 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 immense, 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 kneeled 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, needing both hands. She licked the precum off, then tried to put it in her mouth. Her mouth could barely open wife 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 gagged, unable to breathe, 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 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 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 writhed as my tongue teased and his powerful 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. He added another finger, then a third. I suspected he was trying to stretch her to accommodate his girth. Stacy was panting and writhing 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. Pushing slowly inward. Stacy gripped the bed sheet in her fists as his forward movement stretched her canal more than she had ever 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 wanted more. Boston slowed, allowing her to adjust to the intruder. 
 
    “Fuck, you are so big!” she cried out. He pulled out slightly, then pushed even deeper. 
 
    The war of pain and pleasure on her face drove my 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 last 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 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 breathe, 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 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 wondered 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 did not know what it meant, or if, when she went this deep into the pleasure, whether I could pull her out when he finished. 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 onto 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. The stimulation of watching overloaded my system. The warmth of Boston’s cum bathed my cock as I entered, grunting my 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, 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! Few 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 lie 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. 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 above. “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 said, unable to hold back the release any longer. She ground 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 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. He knew guys that could get it up multiple times in an evening. 
 
    I surprised 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 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 them 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 of 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, roughly fondling her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples. It did not take long for her to be openly moaning. 
 
    One guy 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 overwhelmed 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 opening. She was now just their plaything. They moved her as they wanted. She complied eagerly and completely. 
 
    The highlight was the first time they filled all three holes at the same time. One guy 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. She came and came. 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, 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 lying in the center, cum dripping out of her lower holes. 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 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 online 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 having weird feelings about myself. It’s not bad… don’t be concerned about my mental state… but last night… so many orgasms and so much pleasure… truth is… in the end, I felt 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 formed in her eyes again. 
 
    I’ll give you this. I came and came with every hole 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 reason I was crying when you woke up was because I could remember nothing after the second time they filled all three holes. 
 
    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 to sit 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… really enjoyed it… REALLY enjoyed it… so much that I lost 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. My inner-slut became 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 online 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 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 at dropping 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 dislike 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 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 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, nearly caught by our oldest. 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 noticed being 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, but this proved too difficult to coordinate since business travel is often prone to late cancelations. 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 for one year, but the schedules only allowed him one day. 
 
    Regrettably, as the months went by and our play continued, cracks formed in our perfect threesome universe. The sex remained terrific when we played, but emotions intruded. As each threesome session went by, I felt more insecure about my 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 fall 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 got very defensive about it. Ethan paid 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 was one of the rare times we could 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 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 entire attitude about what we were doing. Stacy did not seem to notice or 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 felt like they relegated me 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 fits me. 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, everything changed, I thought to myself. She was emerging in a way that I was not willing to follow. I would never 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 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 wondered 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 had 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, 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. “Indeed, I did.” 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 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, my friend… 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 had a point, even so… “It wouldn’t have made any difference, Ethan? Don’t you see?” Tears formed in my own eyes. “I couldn’t say no. That she asked me clearly said she wanted to. If I had said no… that time… it would have come up repeatedly, until I said 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 twisted in the hallway abruptly, 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 that 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… for fuck’s sake! ‘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 bitter 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. And let me tell you. 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 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 took 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 growing. 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 left, 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 about 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 do nothing like that again… never! 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?” 
 
    She held me close. “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 late. Stacy got the kids down and we all went to bed as well… in our own rooms. It had been a tough 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 said nothing else. Just nodded 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 want 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 was 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 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 regularly. The motorcycle seemed like our ticket to privacy, but riding one by myself? With Stacy on the back? 
 
    Ethan was a lifelong motorcycle enthusiast. He had been riding since high school and often went on 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 me around on a bike? No fucking clue! 
 
    “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 125s or 250s. 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 than ever! 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. 
 
    We spent the rest of the day with kids and talking 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. 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 that was a relatively recent development for us. We had a strong relationship long before the kinks. 
 
    I walked in the door, locking it behind me. My heart leaped. 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 at this 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 enjoyed being fucked in the ass by Maine and his friends, but may not be in the mood for something that intense. She liked to suck on my cock, and enjoyed 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.  
 
    When 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. Without her slowing, 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 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 sit on a bed or attach 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 breathe, 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, my cock muffled her scream 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. I needed no lube. She had left a trail of fluid all the way up the bedsheet. Trying to be careful but still a little rough, 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, she fixed her eyes 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 positioned it 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 writhed 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. 
 
    It surprised me how long I could last in this position, but eventually the pleasure became too much for me. I grunted my release as she contracted her tight ring around me, collapsing next to her. My cock plopped 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 toward 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 to pick up the day after the class finishes. Once we pass the test, I will 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 pleasant 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 compared to the joy we felt this go round. It was like it had set our libidos free. More importantly, we now all knew what the ground rules were and stuck to them. 
 
    As soon as we walked in the cabin’s door 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 a 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 tight, and for unknown reasons to me, I did not cum as quickly that way. 
 
    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 get hard every time Stacy touched him. Or it seemed that way, at least. 
 
    And she touched him constantly. I also tended to cum quicker. Not prematurely, just relative 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 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 of 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. 
 
    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 the 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 of 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 would 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 could 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 about having that ‘M’ on her license. The class and course riding were more challenging than Ethan had implied, but we both passed. 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. You still 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 went out further, running county roads through forest and farmland, getting more comfortable in my ability to control the bike. I saw 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 understood my rides were a signal for her as well… sex was coming! She would build her anticipation while I was out. I would reward her pussy invitation 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 could 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, riding worked for her on multiple levels. 
 
    After this, we would ride whenever we could get away. By this time, it was getting into fall 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. Called ‘Seven Lakes Drive’. The beauty of hills and colored trees reflecting off lake water was breathtaking. It is hard to explain how different we compared this 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 could 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 a 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 late in the year, the mountain 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 got off the road. 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.  
 
    But Stacy landed hard. She came down from her higher perch. The momentum of her arc created 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. She was unharmed. Her helmet did not fare as well. It 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. 
 
    Last, 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. They nestled it 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 inch 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 were 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 could 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 between sucking us while the other hand stroked. 
 
    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 70s. 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 washed this concern away, she pulled on the ropes. 
 
    When our fingers finally found her openings down below, we drove them deep into her. She enjoyed her first bondage 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 heated her 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. Her inability to move seemed to increase the pleasure. 
 
    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 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. The pleasure engulfed her, lost in the sheer power of her first bondage orgasm. Her body twisting.  
 
    The groans got louder as 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 quick 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 finally released from her restraints. Her legs had turned wobbly. 
 
    I picked her up in my arms. The power of the orgasms utterly wasted her. 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 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… ooh… 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 done nothing like that before. You really responded. Do you like that bondage stuff?” 
 
    “Yeh, Stace,” I agreed. “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 talked… 
 
   

 

 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 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 could not 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 strengthened it… 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 glazed 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… my whole body was exploding. Stan… I’ve… I’ve felt nothing like that before… so intense. Her body shuddered with the memory. 
 
    Oh yes, very intense, even in just remembering. She giggled at 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 on this trip, at least. 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 kneeled 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 played 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 fresh 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 can 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, hilarious!” I said, between laughing fits. “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 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. I’m 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 at that. Her infectious tone causing even more pressure on our rigid shafts. She reached out to grab both our cocks. “I guess you are ready,” 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. Drug us by our cocks! 
 
   

 

 … 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 use,” she winked at us. “Your submissive is offering all of what she has for your use. One night only. Nipples, excepted… just 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 your 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. It curved her spine with the effort and her legs pressed against her chest. Both would quickly constrict her ability to breathe and challenge her muscles. Ethan’s cock would obstruct her breathing even more. 
 
    She went after his cock vigorously, but she was now in a very compromising position. I stimulated her ass with one finger, then another, still a third. She was panting as the torture of keeping her legs up set in. She did not let on it was a challenge, taking her submissive role 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 into 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 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. Telling 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 minor 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 onto 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 pushed 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 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 as her entire body came 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 pleasure/pain 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 create hardness below. Not needed this time. 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 sore, hard-pointed ends. Ethan began darting 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 got her heartbeat under control. 
 
    A sheen of sweat touched her brow. We had pushed her physically for 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 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. When Ethan laid on top of her, I could feel the full weight of two writhing bodies on my own chest. I groaned under the compression. I suddenly had an image of Boston lying on top of Stacy. How did she manage that with her slight frame? Ethan shifted his arms to lift his chest off Stacy, taking pressure off me, but the impact on Stacy was astonishing. This position maximumly pressured 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 came 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 writhed 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 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. Thankfully, 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 smiled. “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 rode to provide a place for sex, 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, especially for Stacy. Joy beget joy. Whatever feelings I had before about being excluded washed away completely. Indeed, the joy of sex reasserted 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. 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! 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END
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    ‘Being Set Free’ Series: Husband sets wife free to be the hotwife she wants to be. Turns out, being a MILF to college boys next door was perfect.
MILF Set Free: A First-Time Hotwife Story (Book 1)
MILF Set Free 2: My Hotwife Summer of Love (Book 2)
Eileen Set Free: Discovering Her Own Desires (Book 3) 
 
    ‘Bree Likes to Play’ Series: How Bree went from a local bank branch manager to a highly selective escort. What the heck? If she is going to be a hotwife anyway, might as well get paid for her efforts.
From Hotwife to Escort: With My Husband’s Blessing (Book 1)
From Hotwife to Escort 2: My Husband Struggles to Understand (Book 2) 
 
    My Hotwife Inside: My husband fantasized about my becoming a hotwife, I told him he was crazy. Then I found out my parents were a hotwife/cuckold couple for a decade. And now I want to let my hotwife out to run.
My Hotwife Inside: A First-Time Journey of Discovery 
 
    ‘Angel’ Series: Angel has been a Bull for couples for several years. Until he ran into a couple that would not take no for an answer. Coming out alive was now his biggest challenge. This series features Angel from my book, His Cuckold Craving
Angel 1: Being a Bull Can Get Complicated (Book 1) 
 
    ‘Brynn’s Need’ Series: After a brief encounter in a bar, Cameron & Brynn discovered a new layer of desire. Cameron now has a hotwife dilemma. But will Brynn give him the choice?
My Hotwife Dilemma: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1)
My Hotwife Dilemma 2: Living with her Desire (Book 2) 
 
    ‘Mentor’ Series: Nora was a retiree glad to see a young couple moving in next door. When Ellie & Carter confided how the move impacted their relationship, Nora decided to mentor them both. Wild adventures followed.
Mentoring Ellie: A First-Time Hotwife Romance
Becoming a Mentor: Nora’s Hotwife Journey 
 
    His Wife Wants to be Shared: The hotwife/cuckold lifestyle can be pleasurable and erotic. This is a story about a couple who went through a harrowing experience, almost destroying their marriage and nearly costing her life.
His Wife Wants to be Shared: A Hotwife/Cuckold Cautionary Tale 
 
    ‘Nikki’s Desire’ Series: Nikki was feeling regrets as she approached her 35th birthday. Then an accident at a club set in motion a new direction, with Nikki becoming a hotwife for her husband.
Nikki’s Accident: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1)
Nikki’s Hotwife Desire: A Good Cuckold Makes All the Difference (Book 2) 
 
    ‘BigPlay’ Series: Ryan at BigLabs Pharma discovers a female aphrodisiac nicknamed BigPlay. His asst Sophia and wife Lily loved it. Becoming their cuckold was a tougher step.
My Wife Loves BigPlay: A First-Time Wife Sharing/Cuckold Tale of Discovery (Book 1)
My Wife & the BigPlay Five: A Wife Sharing/Cuckold/Interracial Romance (Book 2) 
 
    ‘Stacy Emerges’ Series: Stan and Stacy had invited their friend Ethan for a threesome. What emerged from this was a New Stacy that wanted wilder, rougher and more frequent sex as each new experience took her to another level. 
Helping a Friend: A Wife Sharing Romance (Book 1)
Stacy Emerges: A Wife Sharing / Motorcycle Riding Romance (Book 2)
Stacy’s Submission: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance (Book 3)
Stacy Released: A Wife-Sharing / Swinging Romance (Book 4)
Sharing Stacy: A Wife Sharing Bundle (All 4 Stacy Books in one) 
 
    My Wild Girlfriend: Casey wasn’t the most energetic guy when it came to the dating circuit, but he fell madly for Joni. The problem was that his conservative girlfriend got wilder with each passing month. How was he going to live with her desire for ever wilder sexual adventures?
My Wild Girlfriend: An Erotic Romance 
 
    Catching a Big One: I knew my wife liked large ‘tools’, almost from the day we got married. Now, in our mid-30s, I was looking for a way to jumpstart our torpid love life and remembered her desire for big. Maybe I could catch a big one for her to enjoy… for real this time.
Catching a Big One: A Wife Sharing Novella 
 
    MULTI-GENRE (BDSM/BISEXUALITY/HOTWIFE/HAVING FUN) 
 
    She Needed Him: Zach and Sydney joined a ‘lifestyle’ group. There, Sydney discovers a need to submit. Her friend, Molly, encourages Master Kai to take her under his wing, and now Sydney cannot live without his control. She needs him. This left Zach scrambling to save his marriage… and his wife.
She Needed Him: A First-Time Wife Sharing / BDSM Story 
 
    The Nudge: Logan, and his wife, Mackenzie, find their quiet life assaulted by a telepath who tries to police their kind. Logan can also ‘nudge’ people to do what he wants. He must now enlist her efforts to save his family.
The Nudge: A Paranormal Erotic Thriller 
 
    Finding What We Need: Terra finally told her husband, Brooks, that he was a terrible lover and she wanted to become a hotwife. His refusal, and her later punishment for that, brought new revelations for them both.
Finding What We Need: A First-Time Erotic Journey 
 
    ‘Kelly’s Training’ Series: Kelly is a 19-year-old college student that runs into the Hernandez family. They recognize her as a true submissive. She agrees to their four-week training program. Can she submit to their sexual will?
The True Submissive: Week 1, a Story of BDSM Discovery (Book 1)
The True Submissive 2: Learning to Submit (Book 2)
The True Submissive 3: Giving Her All (Book 3) 
 
    My Cuckold Craving: Reese discovered her husband’s desire to be a cuckold, wanting her to be taken by another man. The action veers off course, as she and her bull, Angel, push their new cuckold in a new direction.
His Cuckold Craving: A First-Time Hotwife/Bisexual Romance 
 
    Officer on the Scene: Andy & Cora were a young married couple new to the whole BDSM thing. Neighbors had called the police for all the noise. Officers Gabe & Luca found themselves. Can these officers serve and protect in the bedroom as well?
Officer on the Scene: A Bisexual/BDSM Tale of Discovery 
 
    ‘The Joy’ series: Grant and Alexandra had to make a serious adjustment in their sex life after Grant confessed his desire to be sexually submissive in the bedroom. Follow their adventures as Alex comes to terms with this new desire and finds that she enjoys being his Mistress.
The Joy of Submission (Book 1)
The Joy of Giving (Book 2)
The Joy of New Experiences (Book 3)
Feeling the Joy: A BDSM Bundle of the Joy Series (All 3 ‘Joy’ book bundle) 
 
    ‘What Beth Wants’ series: Luke told his wife, Beth, about a gay experience he had in college. After hearing the story, she went from aroused to ‘on fire’ in what seemed like milliseconds. Follow their adventures as wants to watch him service guys and submit to ever harsher Masters.
Beth Wants to Watch (Book 1)
Beth Wants Submission (Book 2) 
 
    ‘The Hitchhiker’ series: Riley was bored with school. She decided to become a hitchhiker. Maybe, if she’s lucky, she’ll get laid on the trip. It started with California. She had so much fun, she started calling it her ‘debauchery tour’. So much, she decided to do a new trip every year!
Hitchhiking to Venice Beach: First Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 1)
Hitchhiking with Truckers: Second Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 2)
Ranch Hands Love Riley: The Debauchery Tour Comes to Texas (Book 3) 
 
    Rapture at the Supper Club: CJ and Ingrid had moved to a new city to get a fresh start. The Smithfield Supper Club looked like where the movers & shakers could be found. Little did they know that business was not what they were moving & shaking. 
Rapture at the Supper Club: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance 
 
    Given to the Doms: My heart was pounding so hard I was having trouble concentrating. I loved to serve my Mistress, but this was more than I had originally envisioned. You see, I was to be the offering for the evening. She was giving me to a group of Doms.
Given to the Doms: A BDSM Tale of Submission 
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