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

  

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

 

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

 

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

  

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

 

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

 

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

 

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

  

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

 

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

 

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

  

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

 

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

 

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

  

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

 

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

 

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

 

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

  

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

  

 
   
    Sign Up for Our Mailing List 
 
    [image: Text  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

  

 
  
    
 
    About the Author 
 
    GK Grayson is a writer, living in the US Midwest, with two children and a loving wife. He enjoys writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he likes the courage they display in taking these actions. He occasionally writes about BDSM & bisexuality, just for fun. 
 
    You can find GK online at: 
 
    WEB:
www.gkgrayson.com
FACEBOOK:
www.facebook.com/gkgraysonerotica
TWITTER:
@gkgrayson
GOODREADS:
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/10786720 
 
    You are welcome to email me at gk@gkgrayson.com. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Also by GK Grayson 
 
    Like what you read? Try these other books from GK Grayson. 
 
    HOTWIFE/CUCKOLD/GIRLFRIEND BOOKS 
 
    ‘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.
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Helping a Friend: A Wife Sharing Romance (Book 1)
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My Wild Girlfriend: An Erotic Romance 
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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 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
GK Grayson

Book 4 of the Stacy Emerges series






images/00001.jpeg





